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 Her boss. A pair of randy knights. A shifter Cheshire cat.



 



These are only three of the things Alice Drake intimately navigates as she begins her journey into a rough, depraved, and twisted fantasy world peopled with strange, horny allies, and sensual dangers.



 



When her sister, and co-worker at a top secret government laboratory, goes missing, Alice is the only one who will save her. Everything she thought she knew about herself, about sex, about reality, is lost within moments of entering this new world. From her first step through the Looking Glass transport system, she will be tested and pushed past all her former boundaries.



 



And the whole time, the warning of her boss echoes in her ears..."the further in you go, the weirder it gets."



 



This is EXPLICIT one handed fantasy reading at its best!



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 1.



 



 
 “You don’t understand what you are asking, Alice,” Dr. Ben Planter said.



 
 Alice sighed. Planter was handsome, but he’d always been a by the book sort of administrator. Even now, she couldn’t help noticing how fit he looked. She’d surreptitiously watched him working out at the facility gym and he was lean, muscular, and packed quite the bulge in his workout shorts.



 
 She frowned.
 Focus,
 Alice told herself. Her sister needed her and she needed to do whatever it took to help.



 
 “I know it’s irregular,” she told the head physicist. “But someone has to help her. Only someone with a special access program rating can even know about the Looking Glass. That’s about six people total. Dorothy’s lost and I have to find her. She’s my
 family
 ”



 
 Planter removed his glasses and rubbed his eyes. He threw them on the desk and leaned back in his chair, fixing her with a hard look. His eyes were a cerulean blue, intense when he was angry or intensely focused. They fairly blazed at the moment.



 
 Despite the seriousness of the situation, Alice Drake felt herself blushing under the weight of that stare. She was used to men’s stares, but she’d become quite adapt over the years at ignoring them. Only now, she was locked in an office with a handsome man from whom she needed a favor and he was looking at her in a way that made her nervous.



 
 “Please,” she said. “I know the Rabbit Hole is a risk, but only members of the diplomatic research team can utilize the gateway. There isn’t going to be some commando team coming to the rescue. It’s us or it’s no one.”



 
 “I know that,” Planter shot back, meeting her eyes. “I also know your sister broke protocol, left her field team, putting them in danger, and wandered off. I can’t risk more people.” His voice lowered. “Besides, you don’t know what you’re asking. You don’t know what the inhabitants beyond the Looking Glass are like.”



 
 “You keep saying that,” she fired back. “But what are driving at? What is it I’m supposed to do?” She demanded.



 
 “The particular dangers, the strange society the inhabitants have set up. It would be a rough experience for a single…ah…female,” he finished lamely.



 
 “I know there’s danger,” she told him. “I’m willing to take the risks to help my sister.” She folded her arms and sat back, jaw set.



 
 Planter looked at her steadily. His voice, suddenly rough, and a bit deeper came out tight. “Prove it.”



 
 “Wh-what?” she asked, suddenly unsure of herself.



 
 “Prove it,” he repeated. “If your sister is in the hands of the inhabitants, then you could have to travel all the way across the Rabbit Hole, through the territories of dozens of outlandish inhabitants. And there’s only one currency they’re going to demand in payment to cross their land, only one bargain they’re going to make to give you the clues you need to find Dorothy.”



 
 “I know what the inhabitants are like,” she said. There was hesitation in her voice now. She swallowed. “I know what I’m likely to face. I can handle it.” She sat up, then said again, voice firm, “I can handle it.”



 
 “Then prove it,” Planter repeated.



 
 “I still don’t under—“ she began.



 
 “Shut up,” he cut her off and rose from his seat. He walked around behind her as she sputtered in protest. She heard the lock on his office door click over. “You know what I’m saying,” he told her, now standing directly behind her. “If you can’t even say it now, do it now, in the safety of this office, then how in the hell can you expect to be able to when you cross over into the Rabbit Hole?”



 
 He was very close behind her now. She felt him loom above her. One of his hands, heavy, and warm, came down on her shoulder.



 
 “If I don’t think you can do what it takes,” he continued, “then how can I justify sending you over just to fail?”



 
 “What is it you think I should be doing?” she said. She didn’t look at him. There was a picture of a lighthouse framed behind his desk. The legend read, Be The Change You Want To See. “What do I have to prove to you? Tell me.” Her frustration made her feeling like crying, which she wasn’t going to do.



 
 His other hand came down on her shoulder and he leaned forward, pinning her in the seat. His voice was a harsh whisper now and she realized, with a start, that she felt the heat of his crotch at the back of her neck.



 
 “You think you can walk around here, looking like you do, and people won’t notice?” he demanded.



 
 “I-I-“



 
 “Shut up. You think you can have a body like yours and not have someone want you? You think you’re going to make it a 100 yards into the Rabbit Hole before you’re fucked seven ways to Sunday? Do you?”



 
 She’d read the reports. In theory, she knew what it was like over there. Planter wasn’t wrong. “No,” she said quietly. “I don’t think that.”



 
 “Then you’re going to have to start now,” he said. “I’m the first barrier, and, frankly, I’ll be the easiest barrier you face.”



 
 He spun her chair around, and her heart began beating faster. It was a short, slow circle on the seat, but it felt like a Tilt-A-Whirl. Her whole universe was being shifted, turned around, dumped upside down.



 
 She came to a rest facing him, her eyes level with the zipper of his pants. Inside the slacks, he was already half-erect, the material tenting outward in an obvious fashion.



 
 “Ben,” she said, then trailed off.



 
 Situation aside, she’d always been curious what being with him would be like. In the gym, in the lab, after work, when the lab staff got together for drinks. All during those times she’d been keenly aware of how hard they both worked, how little time they had for relationships because of it. And, always, that he was a man.



 
 “Take it out,” he told her. He put his hands on his hips, clearly expecting her to perform.



 
 Before she quite realized what she was doing, her hand came up. She paused and it hung in the air halfway between his crotch and her own face. This was a line, she knew. And everything else aside, Dr. Ben Planter, had been correct. She was going to have to do more than this if she entered the location the US Government had unofficially named “the Rabbit Hole.”



 
 “Pull it out, Alice,” he ordered. “Pull it out and put it in your fucking mouth or I’m never giving you that passcode. It’s your choice.”



 
 She swallowed, closed her eyes and took in a breath. Her heart raced and butterflies twisted in her stomach. But, to her surprise, she also felt a dampness between her legs. Her body responded to his commands, to the sight of his bulge. Part of her wanted this anyway.



 
 Her eyes opened. She took the first step toward finding her sister.



 
 Her hands came up and grasped the dress belt in the loops of his pants. Her hands shook, but she was committed, and she undid the buckle.



 
 “That’s it,” he whispered. “Get that cock out.”



 
 This close to him she smelled his cologne, and the scent of his body beneath it. Her fingers found the buttons of his pants, then the zipper. His cock, still inside the thin cotton of his underwear, pushed forward, straining against the material.



 
 Even through cloth, she clearly saw the outline of the head of his cock. It was a swollen helmet and she realized he wanted her very badly. Her fingers slid past the elastic of his underwear, dark blue briefs, and pulled them out around his penis, then down.



 
 Three-quarters erect, his cock sprang forward, half dangling, half pointing, between them. It was good sized, just as she’d thought it would be, and almost perfectly shaped. Beneath it, a fist-size bunching of his balls, pushed past the underwear. She looked at them and thought,
 I bet he cums a lot.



 
 “Put it in your mouth,” he instructed, and she detected the tremor in his voice. “Make me believe how badly you want that dick.”



 
 She leaned forward and her breath blew across it and it suddenly straightened another quarter inch, seeming to spring directly at her face. She reached up and tentatively took it. It felt thick and hot in her hand, and she became acutely aware of just how moist she was.



 
 It has been a while,
 she realized.



 
 She gently stroked the cock, felt it finish growing erect under her touch. It was lumpy with fat veins, but the skin was soft. She looked at it and a drop of pre-cum oozed out of his piss slit. Slowly, she leaned in, lifting the big organ slightly, and ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft.



 
 The dick jumped in her hand and above her Planter groaned under his breath. Surrendering herself more fully to the moment, she traced the edges of his corona with her tongue and then opened wide. Her mouth engulfed the head and closed around it in a warm envelope. She sucked gently on just the head, swirling with her tongue as she tightened her grip on his cock and began jacking him slowly.



 
 “Ah, Jesus,” he whispered slowly.



 
 Letting her mouth fill with spit, she began pushing her head forward, taking more of him into her mouth. In a moment her head started bobbing in time with her hand strokes. She read
 Cosmo
 , she knew how to give a blow job.



 
 She spread her spit along his shaft, drinking in the scent of him. Her tongue swirled and the hard-on jumped and twitched under her ministrations. Adrenaline amplified her senses as hormones dumped into her blood stream. She heard the wet sound of her mouth on his cock, the motion of her arm as she stroked him off, Planter’s fast, heavy breathing.



 
 “Goddamn,” he cursed. “I just knew you could suck a dick.”



 
 His arm came down and he batted her hand clear of his shaft. In the next moment he took hold of her head in his hands, fingers curling in her hair. His hips started moving, slowly at first, as he pushed and pulled her mouth along his cock in time with her own bobbing motions. But as more and more of him slipped further and further into her mouth, he began moving faster.



 
 His hands tightened almost painful on her head, pinning her in place, and he bucked into her face. She gagged and spit came out of her mouth.
 Jesus,
 she thought. She’d never had a guy try and force a deep throat before.
 This is very bad manners.



 
 About to protest, she suddenly remembered his words, “I’m the first barrier, and, frankly, I’ll be the easiest barrier you’ll face.”



 
 If she couldn’t take this now, then she wasn’t going to make it once she stepped through the Looking Glass and entered the Rabbit Hole. Eyes watering, still gagging, she opened her throat. She wasn’t sure she was doing it right, she’d never done it before.



 
 Instantly Planter shoved it into her throat, pushing his cock in to the base with a single thrust. He almost snarled with passion as her body tried coughing the obstruction clear of her throat. The grip on her hair tightened further, until he pulled her short auburn locks hard enough to hurt.



 
 “Yeah,” he grunted. “Fuck yeah.”



 
 Her nose pressed into the kinky bush of his pubic hair, and his balls brushed her chin. Saliva leaked out her mouth and dripped down the nutsack. He pulled out then pushed forward, throat-fucking her. Her gagging grew louder, and her eyes spread wide, watering as she struggled to draw breath in around the fat shaft.



 
 Her hands found his legs and she gripped them for balance. His whole body swung with the motion, ass pushing in on each, deep stroke into her face. She continued to cough and sputter, spittle flying wildly and soaking his pants, and the front of her Ann Karin blouse.



 
 She curled her tongue around the underside of his dick, giving it a slick, soft, ramp to plunge into her throat. Suddenly, something in her clicked over and she no longer felt like she was suffocating, she’d learned how to breath with a dick down her throat.



 
 As it became easier to breath, her panic response quieted down and she relaxed her throat even more. She stopped coughing. She still gagged as he made it down the wet tunnel of her throat, but it was the natural, organically wet sound of a cock slamming into something wet, and yielding.



 
 She felt flushed, there was something satisfying about the taste of his cock in her mouth, her ability to take all of him on each thrust. Persistent sensations radiated up from between her legs. Unconsciously, she reached up under her pencil skirt and spread her knees in the chair. Her searching fingers found the slick, damp material of her panties.



 
 She moaned against his cock, vibrating the shaft in her throat, as she found the tender, swollen bud of her clitoris and began stroking it. Electric currents shot through her body, curling her toes, and making the hair on the back of her neck stand up in tingling waves.



 
 She rubbed harder, matching her movements with each stroke sliding in and out of her mouth. She was so primed for the experience, that in only a few motions she teetered on the edge of orgasm. She took the cock plunging in and out of her mouth, sensed Planter’s on rushing orgasm, and redoubled her efforts. The slurping sounds of their oral copulation seemed to fill up the office and bounce off the walls.



 
 “Fuck,” Planter swore. “I’m cumming.”



 
 She felt his load roll up through his cock, followed hard by squirting jets of warm liquid in her throat. He plunged his cock into her mouth, to the balls, and froze in that position, quivering almost to the point of convulsion. The grip in her hair trapped her head up against his body as he pushed every last millimeter of cock he could manage, down her throat.



 
 Her fingers worked and in the next moment, even as she choked on his meat, her orgasm rippled through her. She felt light headed and it was as if someone had turned on a faucet below her belly. Her legs quivered and her toes curled up as her body locked up through a spasm of pleasure.



 
 Slowly, the waves of pleasure receded like surf running off a beach. Her body relaxed and she melted into the chair. Planter’s grip in her hair loosened and he stepped back, pulling his cock from her throat. It slid out of her mouth and a long line of spit came out with it, one head anchored to the head of his prick, the other to her lip.



 
 He tugged his pants up and the strand broke, coming to rest in a loose question mark on one side of her lab coat, over one of her breasts. Self-conscious, she wiped her face with the back of her hand. She tasted his cock on her tongue, her body still warm and aroused from her orgasm.



 
 Planter didn’t look at her as she buttoned his pants. His face was flushed and he breathed like a man just finishing a foot race. Without looking at her, he ran a shaking hand through his hair.



 
 “Did I live up to our bargain?” she asked. “You think that was good enough head to convince the denizens of the Rabbit Hole?”



 
 “It was good enough to convince me,” he answered. “But that was nothing compared to what you’re going to have to go through if the some of the bad ones have your sister.”



 
 “I can take whatever they throw at me,” she said.



 
 “Cock,” he said. “That’s what they’re going to be throwing at you, lots and lots of cock.”



 
 “Just get me to the Looking Glass, I’ll deal with the rest.”



 
 “You better go to your locker and get changed for a hike, there isn’t any public transportation in the Rabbit Hole.”



 
 “I’ve packed everything I’m going to need.”
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 The Looking Glass sat on a raised dais surrounded by banks of computers, most the stations slaved to one of two Cray supercomputers. The other station and sensor arrays oversaw the functioning and power output of the nuclear reactor used to power the enterprise.



 
 The material transmission unit operated during normal business hours for the army of technicians, researchers, and government scientists who staffed the unit. At night, it was not powered down, but remained under guard. However the military personnel, members of an elite Security Police unit, knew nothing about the item they guarded.



 
 Once inside the lab, with the proper credentials, she and Planter had the run of the place. Alice had changed into fashionable hiking boots, a pair of comfortable jeans that hugged the round curves of her ass, and a snug but soft black turtleneck, that she knew clung to the heavy globes of her breasts, but she’d chosen it for comfort.



 
 Her auburn hair was swept back in a ponytail and kept under a pro-back Green Bay Packers baseball cap. She carried a rugged Danner knapsack stuffed with items she thought she would need, and a light windbreaker. By all reports, the Rabbit Hole was a very temperate climate.



 
 “You ready?” Planter asked. He avoided her eyes.



 
 “Will the Rabbit Hole denizens be as shameful after I suck them off,” she asked.



 
 “Under the terms of the treaty, if you come over without a sponsor, or if you leave designated neutral grounds, as your sister did, without diplomatic escort, you are considered a ‘non-aligned inhabitant’ of the Rabbit Hole.”



 
 He paused, still not looking at her. His fingers flew nervously across his keyboard and lights flickered on the arrays encircling the mat-trans device code named the Looking Glass.



 
 “Their system of government is feudal,” he explained. “Each level of the Rabbit Hole, and sometimes even rooms and chambers within an individual floor, belong to a warlord. We do not understand anything about how they interact with each other, or the purpose of these divisions, but each principality, biggest to smallest, defends its sovereignty with brutal violence. The one thing consistent across the levels is the slave trade.” He paused. “And their preoccupation with filling as many hours in a day as possible with sex.”



 
 The Looking Glass hummed and Alice swallowed. “Why would my sister wander off?”



 
 “I’m sure I don’t know,” Planter replied. “She’s not the first field researcher and anthropologist this has happened to, however.”



 
 “How many have gone missing?”



 
 “I’m not sure, its classified, but maybe dozens over the life of the program since the bridge technology was introduced and brought on line.”



 
 A sheet of blue plasmatic energy flickered to life like an overhead light and the Looking Glass shimmered between the uprights. Alice’s stomach tightened in apprehension. She was afraid. Despite their both getting advance degrees, and going to work for the same government agency, her sister was always the brave one, the more adventurous one. She lost her virginity first, had the bad boy boyfriends, once “borrowed” a car and was arrested.



 
 But now that reckless nature and curious daring had gotten her into real trouble. She needed help, and Alice appeared to be the only one who would help her. She sighed, resigned.



 
 She looked at Planter. What a pussy. He’d been aggressive and strong while she sucked him off, manly and self-assured. After the act he was craven. Somehow she doubted the warrior males of the Rabbit Hole would act in a similar manner after they took her.



 
 She remembered the feel of the cock in her mouth, the pleasure of her orgasm, and shuddered slightly to herself. If everything Planter had told her, and that she’d read in the field reports, were true, then that rough blowjob was only the beginning.



 
 Planter’s voice snapped her out of her revere. “It’s ready.” His voice quiet.



 
 She nodded once in acknowledgment. Shouldering her knapsack, she steeled herself and stepped onto the stair leading up to the rabbit hole. Each step required a conscious effort of will to climb as she moved closer to the blue plasmatic wall of inter-dimensional energy.



 
 She closed her eyes, settled her nerves and prepared to step through.



 
 “Good luck,” Planter told her. “And I hope you brought birth control with you.”



 
 Before the implications of the comment had time to register, she was through the wall of energy and down the Rabbit Hole.



 
  



 
 3.



 



 
  



 
 There was a stomach dropping sensation of falling as she blinked against the intensity of the light. Then her foot came down on a hard surface where she’d been expecting a drop off, and she tripped. Disorientated by the abrupt transfer, she stumbled forward.



 
 She was on a flagstone floor shot through with verdant veins of what she thought was malachite. Catching her balance, she stood. And gasped.



 
 She stood in a vast underground chamber. The floor was obviously constructed, but the walls, nearly a football field away on either side, were rough, living stone. High above her head the ceiling was obscured by thick shadows and hung with stalactites.



 
 Whatever she’d been expecting, this was certainly not it.



 
 In front of her, about twenty yards away, the floor abruptly ended in the precipice of a vast chasm. She blinked, taking in the sheer scope and saw fluttering, darting shapes, circling above the seemingly bottomless depths. She shuttered; bats.



 
 Arcing away into darkness were two curved bridges. The far side was too far to see, and the ends of the bridges simply disappeared. Her heart beat faster as her brain caught up to her emotions in comprehending just how vast the space was. She looked slowly around, taking it all in.



 
 At the foot of each bridge two giant figures in full plate mail armor stood at attention, obviously guardians of some sort, pole arms held at the ready. They were massive, each seven feet tall and very broad under the heavy armor. In addition to the pole axes, they wore long, broad bladed swords at their waists. Face masks down, they stared forward, not acknowledging her presence.



 
 There was nothing else. Just floor and chasm and bridges and guards. And bats. She took a step forward. The guards did not react. Realizing she had little choice, Alice stood up straighter, and walked across the chamber to stand between the two, what she assumed, were knights.



 
 “Uh, hello,” she said.



 
 The knights remained silent. The torch light glittered off the wicked curve of their ax blades. Swung by men of that size, she realized, those edges would cleave limbs, or even heads, cleanly from bodies. She felt herself blanche and nearly swoon as the image filled her imagination.



 
 “My name is Alice Drake,” she pressed on, voice cracking from nerves. “I’m from, uh, the other side.” At a loss for how to proceed, she gestured vaguely back toward the strange altar holding the Rabbit Hole side of the Looking Glass.



 
 “Who is your sponsor in the Rabbit Hole?” both knights said at once.



 
 She froze at the strange synchronicity. Laughing nervously, she cleared her throat and tried to answer.



 
 “Uh, I’m afraid I don’t have a sponsor,” she looked at the unmoving grills of their face plates. “For the moment.” This addition sounded lame to her own ears. “I’m looking for my sister, you had to have seen her.” She looked from one immoveable object of a knight to the other. “You must have seen her, she looks like me,” she hastened to add, “we’re twins.”



 
 “You have no sponsor,” they replied in unison. “You must navigate the challenge of the bridges as a free citizen of the Rabbit Hole.”



 
 She recalled the feeling of Planter’s cock in her throat and swallowed. She was suddenly vividly reminded of his final warning. “I hope you brought birth control.”



 
 “How do I do that?”



 
 “You pay the price.” They answered.



 
 She sat her knapsack on the ground. She felt the fabric of her shirt stretch comfortably across her breasts. She wondered if the knights were staring at the twin missile heads of her tits, even now. Her cheeks flushed and colored at the thought of them looking at her.



 
 They were so big. This close to them, they felt like mountains. Mountains in heavy plate armor.
 My god,
 she thought suddenly,
 what if they want sex and they don’t take off that armor?
 She broke out in perspiration.



 
 The knight on the left turned his helmed head to face her, the first indication of individual movement she’d yet to witness from the bridge guardians. When the mysterious bass echo of his voice emerged from behind the face plate, the knight on the right remained silent and immobile.



 
 “The price and the challenge, girl.” He said. “One of us always tells the truth and one of us always lies. Once you pay the price you may ask one of us a single question and then you may choose which bridge by which you will cross and enter the Rabbit Hole proper.”



 
 “The price?” she repeated. She wrung her hands together. The knights (were they even men in there?) loomed above her. She had to look straight up to even converse with them. What did this bode for the cocks hidden behind that armor?



 
 “You are unsponsored,” the knight on the left said. “So the price is whatever we ask.”



 
 “What do you ask?” she closed her eyes, waiting for the answer.



 
 “To be serviced,” he replied simply. “You must service both I and my brother, then you may ask your question.”



 
 She stood for a moment, almost petrified at the thought of how big the knights were. But also curious. What did the penis of a seven foot giant look like? Bigger than Ben Planter’s, she wagered.



 
 But, whatever else he’d done, Planter hadn’t lied. She’d just set foot in this strange place and already she was facing a double team sexual experience.



 
 The further in you go, he’d warned. The weirder it gets.



 
 She swallowed. She thought of her sister, and there was no question about what she must do. She had set herself on a path. She hadn’t really known what to expect, but Planter had warned her, had showed her, what her place would be here through the Looking Glass.



 
 “I accept you price.”



 
 The two knights looked at each other, their helmets swiveling in unison. Something seemed to pass between them, they nodded together, then looked down at her. In perfect synchronicity, their huge hands, covered in mail gauntlets, came down to their cod pieces.



 
 Alice felt herself slipping into a sort of disassociated shock at the surreal nature of her experience. She felt the familiar thrill of sexual energy building inside her, along with uncertainty and fear. Watching the knights press the release latches on their codpieces, she regarded the scene in a sort of out of body experience.



 
 Incredibly, the giants wore no clothes beneath their armor, at least none over their penises. As they removed the armor cap from their crotches, their cocks spilled out and hung low. She’d been ready for what she would see, prepared to accept this could get rough.



 
 Despite all this mental preparation, she froze in shock. Her mouth fell open as she saw the massive members hanging between the legs of the two knights.



 
 She remembered to breath, and gasped.



 
 The cocks drooped low, a foot long fully flaccid. Blue veins big as a child’s fingers, ran in y-branches under the pale skin. She’d never seen uncircumcised penises before, and a wrinkled sheath of flesh covered the heads of the uncut cocks.



 
 Under her amazed gaze, heart hammering, the cocks twitched and began swelling. The two knights dropped their code pieces and halberds to the ground without ceremony. Alice jumped at the harsh clatter, but her eyes were drawn back to those giant cocks. They were over a foot long now, and only just beginning to grow.



 
 The pair had several inches on Planter, limp. She could only guess where they were going to stop at once fully erect.
 And my god, they were so fat
 , she marveled. There was little difference between the circumference of the meat poles and the handles of their long swords. The head of the cocks were like pommels in their own right.



 
 How am I going to take those!
 She thought.



 
 Without realizing it, she fell back a step, intimidated. The knights, faceless, anonymous, identical, in their armor, merely waited. They made no move to chase her or command and compel her. She needed something from them, they had named their price, it was up to her to meet it or not.



 
 She stopped her retreat, eyes still locked on those massive erections. The foreskin slid back in a hood and the helmet shaped heads emerged, engorged with blood and an angry purple. She was reminded of a kink she’d learned about in her Human Sexuality class as an undergrad.



 
 Glory Holes.



 
 Circles cut in public bathroom stalls or porn viewing booths. Men went there and stuck their dicks through the openings. Whoever was on the other side, male or female, ugly or attractive, sucked whichever prick came through the hole. It was completely anonymous, neither side knowing anything about the other.



 
 Everything was about that dick poking through the hole, about getting it off. No words exchanged, just someone looking to get off and someone willing to get them off.



 
 She felt like the warm mouth on the other side of the hole. She could see nothing, really, of these two giant males, identical and faceless in their armor. All she could see were two great cocks, standing at attention and waiting to be pleasured.



 
 As if hypnotized by the sight of that selfish, demanding flesh, Alice took a step forward, and then another. The knights regarded her in silence. She stepped up between the two figures, feeling like someone else, not herself. Her hands came up and she reached out for them.



 
 Her palm grasped them from the top and she closed her hands, but her fingers were too small to encircle the thick shafts. The heat of the flesh wands surprised her, warming her grip, and she cooed softly. Slowly, getting a feel for them, she began stroking slowly.



 
 Already erect, the cocks grew harder under her touch. She shifted her grip so that she grasped them from underneath, palm up, then tightened her hold. Picking up speed as she went along, she began jerking them. They felt like soft, warm, soda cans in her hands.



 
 The knights were tall, but she wasn’t overall short for a women, and she realized she could reach the veiny, fat-headed monsters from her knees, as long as she knelt tall. Still stroking the hard-ons, she sank to her knees. The ground was rough through the relatively thin material of her jeans, and she shifted to find a comfortable place.



 
 This close up she could smell them. Beneath the heavy scent of male musk, she detected the order of oil, presumably to keep the joints of these metal suits articulating properly. The knights turned slightly in toward her, cocks pointing toward her face. One her knees, she jacked them off, staring at first one and then the other.



 
 This was going to be nothing like sucking off Planter, she realized. If one of these giants lost control and started face fucking her, there could be a real problem. She had to get them off, make them cum, as quickly as possible.



 
 The panicked, near hysterical part of her brain--the part that couldn’t get past how goddamn
 huge
 these cocks were--thought crazily, if I swallow the loads coming out of these big balls I won’t need to eat for days. The more rational part of her mind was forced to agree, it was a whole hell of a lot of protein.



 
 Hesitant, still nervous some random movement or shift on their part might bump into her and send her sprawling, she dipped her head toward the left cock.



 
 Her tongue came out and she ran it across the underside of the corona up to the groove of the frenulum where it split the underside of the glans into halves. Her hand milked the shaft, keeping a firm hold, rubbing the looser layer of skin on top against the unyielding firmness of the deeper shaft.



 
 The cock tasted like cock, only more so. There was no smell of perfume like cologne, or scented soap. It smelled like flesh, and sweat, and faintly of pee, and overwhelmingly of male. She used her tongue to lick the head, coating it with her spit. She turned to the right, arm still beating the giants off, and licked the other head.



 
 She dipped forward and gave the cockhead a sloppy, open mouth kiss with lots of tongue, feeling the piss slit separate under her probing. She slobbered across the shaft, sucking then licking, hand pumping up and down in a steady rhythm. She turned her head and pushed her face into the left cock. She gave it the same passionate French kiss, swirling her tongue across it like lapping up soft serve ice cream from a cone.



 
 She was starting to get into it, a distant part of her mind realized, she was starting to get off on blowing such giant cocks. She liked the feel of them in her hand, the taste of them in her mouth. Slowly, as her confidence grew, the panicked, flustered part of her began to relax.



 
 Yeah, there were two of them, and yeah they were fucking huge pieces of meat, but blowing someone was blowing someone, she decided.
 You can do this,
 she told herself.



 
 Running with her new confidence, she opened her mouth wide and bobbed on the left cock. She took it in to just past the head and grasped the shaft just below where her lips wrapped around it. She began stroking in time to her bobbing, making a point of sucking hard. There was a shift of a huge body in armor from the left knight and she knew, faceless or not, the giant was getting into it.



 
 She pulled her mouth clear, still jacking the dick, and turned. Her head darted forward and she repeated the shallow swallow action on the right cock.



 
 Her tongue burrowed into the seam of frenulum again, rubbing back and forth as she let her mouth fill with spit. Her jaw started to ache at being stretched so thoroughly, but she also felt the clenching of desire in her pussy, and for the second time in as many hours, she made her panties wet with a dick in her mouth.



 
 “That’s enough brother,” the knight spoke, and the strain his voice was obvious. “I can’t wait to take turns anymore.”



 
 “Drop your pants and give my brother your cunny, woman,” the knight told her.



 
 Adrenaline spiked through her at the thought of this thing she could barely stretched her lips around, battering into her pussy. But at the same time her curiosity drove her, her excitement of feeling what it would be like to take such a massive thing between her legs, feel it moving in and out of her body.



 
 Obediently, she dropped her hands from the cocks and reached for the buttons on her jeans. She opened her fly, mouth still sucking the big dick in her mouth, and came up to her feet, pushing her pants down around her ankles. The left knight moved around behind her.



 
 Bent at the waist, she reached out with both hands and pressed them against the metal clad legs of the right knight, keeping her balance.



 
 No hand touched her. Instead, the baseball-sized cockhead butted up against her vaginal lips like a battering ram at a castle gate. She braced herself, still jacking the right knights cock and sucking hard on the head.



 
 The knights reached up and put their hands on each other’s shoulders, forming a lattice for support. Their voices echoed through the metal containers of their helmets.



 
 “She’s good, brother,” one said.



 
 “She’s done this before,” the other agreed.



 
 “She’s tight.”



 
 “Just push it in, brother!”



 
 And by god, Alice realized, that was exactly what he was going to do. The massive cock head parted her lips and split her wide. Her lips came off the fat cock in her mouth and she yelled out loud at the invasion.



 
 “Ahhh!”



 
 The knights, holding arms braced above her, stood firm and the cock in her tight pussy gave way half an inch at a time, sliding in slowly, painfully.



 
 She gasped, panting as she fought to take it inside her. She pushed against the legs of the knight in front of her, trying to stay on her feet against the abuse.



 
 She moaned, deep in her throat, as the pressure built, pushing inwards, splitting her apart. The cock near her mouth lay across her cheek in a hot iron bar of flesh. She turned her head, surprising herself, and ran her tongue along the shaft. She pushed her face down and licked the big balls bulging down there.



 
 Something in the sensation was changing. The pain was still there, but now the cockhead made it up against her cervix and stopped. The knight held it there, forcing her to spread her feet apart to compensate.



 
 She realized what she was experiencing. She was filled up, completely. Never in her life had a cock touched her so far up inside herself, or left her feeling she was on the very ragged edge of being able to take it.



 
 The massive timber sheathed inside of her began moving. It pulled back, smearing her own juices along its length, then rammed forward. She grunted under the impact, her clit, swollen and sensitive, throbbed like a live wire between her legs. She needed more of her natural lubricant, she realized, and one hand flew between her legs and she furiously worked at it.



 
 The huge cock drove inside her, like tides shifting, each outstroke feeling as if she was going to turn inside out. The jolts of each impact against her cervix jarred through her body, rocking her back and forth as the knight fucked her.



 
 Her juices sluiced down her leg, and her moans sounded loud in her own ear. Her lips jostled back and forth on the underside of the cock stuffing her face.



 
 I’m getting fucking pounded here,
 she thought in amazement.



 
 Her high pitched squeals echoed weirdly off the chamber walls and rolled back on her. The sounds were animalistic, part pain, part pleasure. Then the fingers working her clit pushed her past her edge and she put her head back and screamed.



 
 The orgasm slammed through her, sending tingling pulses radiating through her body. Her thighs quivered and her knees nearly buckled. She was dizzy and lost for a moment, her nipples so erect they ached with the need to be touched. She was subsumed in the feeling and tears formed at her eyes. She’d never dreamed she could be stuffed like this.



 
 Suddenly boiling jets of cum spilled out in a wild spurting stream inside of her. The knight fucking her grunted loudly. “I’m cumming, brother, I just unloaded in her cunny!”



 
 “Jolly good brother!” the other knight cheered. “Huzzah! Give her the root, give her the root!”



 
 The knight in her pussy began bucking even harder. “I am brother! I am! Oh tally ho this one is tight!”



 
 Warm sperm overflowed out of her pussy and made sticky smears on her legs. Tears of shock and pleasure spilled out of her eyes. Then the knight pulled out, leaving her empty.



 
 “No,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “No,” she protested. Having felt it, she didn’t want to lose the experience, to have the sensations end so soon.



 
 Without being told, legs still hobbled by the jeans bunched around her ankles, she turned and reached for the knight who’d just dumped the massive load inside of her. She grabbed him by the belt and turned around so that she was facing his moistened, cum slimed cock.



 
 “Fuck me,” she said. “Hurry, fuck me,” she said.



 
 It felt like someone else said the words. That raw need couldn’t be coming from her, could it? Was she suddenly so wanton? Didn’t matter, she didn’t want to question it. Not right now. She just wanted to feel the steel velvet touch of their massive cocks inside her.



 
 The knight she’d been sucking off pushed his spit-lubed cock forward. It slid in with much less effort than his brother experienced, her juices and the other knight’s sperm greasing the groove for him.



 
 For all of that, it still hurt. She squeezed the knight on the left, pressing her hands into his armor, and
 shoved
 herself back along the cock.



 
 There it was, she thought, eyes spread wide at the shock of the sensation. She was filled, Pussy stretched wide, cockhead butting her cervix. She had no room left in her to fit anymore dick.



 
 She’d taken all she could take. The knight on the right exploded into a frenzy of fucking, slamming his hips into her, stabbing her over and over again with his hard prick.



 
 She closed her eyes, reveling in the sensation. She realized the pain of the stretching added a flavor to her pleasure, an accentuation that had never been present before. But, before she could build herself up to another toe-curling orgasm, the second knight let out a hoarse, barking cough of “huzzah!” and exploded into her.



 
 Again she felt like a hose was shoved up her pussy and turned on. Copious amounts of sizzling ejaculate splashed into her. She thought, inebriated from the sex, that it would take three regular ball sacks to dump this much cum into her.



 
 There was a wet, squishy sound as the knight pulled out and there it was again, the feeling of hollow emptiness. God knew she needed the break, but already she longed to experience that sense of being filled up to the edge of her physical limit.



 
 What’s happening to me?



 
 She slowly stood, still lightheaded, and carefully pulled her pants up.
 I didn’t bring enough panties,
 she thought, buttoning them up. She ached between her legs, and she understood what people meant when they said, rode hard and put away wet.



 
 The brother knights stood still, cocks still hanging out, making no move to retrieve their armor piece or pole arms. She looked at them, looked down to the wet cocks, back up to the impassive face plates.



 
 “It is customary for you to clean a swordsman before he puts his root away,” the left knight informed her. The knight on the right nodded.



 
 “What do you expect me to do?” she asked. She looked around, “there’s no water, no towels.”



 
 “I expect you to fulfill your bargain and pay the price,” the knight replied. “In full.”



 
 “Oh my god…” she trailed off, at last realizing what was expected of her.



 
 She moved over to the dangling cocks, wet with her orgasm juices and their own cum. As she once again sank to her knees in front of the massive knights, she realized with a start, that there was a naturalness to what she was doing.



 
 These were men-at-arms, warriors capable of battling and killing against opponents she couldn’t yet dream of imagining. They were of a class to be served.



 
 Her lips found the first cock, and she began sucking it clean, lifting the limp, damp, weight of it and licking it free of any trace of her coupling. She soon lost herself in the act, working diligently until the flesh shone clean and pink.



 
 She placed a gentle, respectful kiss on the fat purple head of the first knight’s cock and let the foreskin fall back into place like a theatre curtain dropping at the end of a show.



 
 She looked up and the knight nodded.



 
 Without bothering to stand, she turned and repeated the process on the second knight. She took the great sticky weight in her hand, and licked up and down its length, tongue slathering every exposed inch. She took the flaccid organ into her mouth and also sucked it clean. When it too shone as pink and clean as the other, she looked up, and smiled as she earned her nod of approval.



 
 Standing, realizing it was going to be awhile before she walked straight, she faced them.



 
 “Have I paid the price?”



 
 “You have,” the knight on the left answered.



 
 “So I may ask you now which way my sister went?”



 
 “After I have explained the conditions as laid upon us by the Rabbit Hole.”



 
 “Go ahead.”



 
 “One of us must always tell the truth, one must always lie. One path leads to death, the other to freedom. You may ask one question to one of us. We will answer only yes, or no.”



 
 “You’re kidding.”



 
 The knight remained silent.



 
 “I’m a physics major.” She said. “You don’t think I understand Boolean Algebra?”



 
 The knight remained silent.



 
 Alice sighed. Now that she wasn’t getting ploughed seven ways from Sunday, as Planter had foreseen, she found them a lot less charming. She walked up to the knight on the left.



 
 “If I were to ask,
 him,
 ” she jerked her thumb toward the knight on the right, “would he says the path you guard leads me to freedom?”



 
 “Yes.”



 
 “Then I must take the other way,” she said. “If you were the truth teller, you would tell me of his lie. If you were the Liar, you’d be lying.”



 
 The knight remained silent.



 
 “Don’t want to talk, anymore?” she asked.



 
 The knight remained silent.



 
 “Want another shot at my ‘tight cunny?’”



 
 The knight looked at her.



 
 “That’s what I thought.” She walked over to the knight on the right, shouldering her knapsack. “Out of my way, you guys may be some well hung sonofabitches, but you aren’t much for conversation.”



 
 The knight stepped to one side.



 
 Alice entered the Rabbit Hole of carnal miscreants.



 
  



 
  



 
 4.



 



 
 The bridge spanned the chasm in a single, impossible arch.



 
 She crossed the length quickly, looking down at her feet and telling herself to ignore the drop off that plunged forever into the depths of earth. Hot winds blew up from below, swirling her hair and tugging at her jacket.



 
 Between her legs the left over cum from the knights spilled out into her panties with every step. She’d prepared for quite a few contingencies when she formed her plan to rescue her sister, but she hadn’t even thought about the possibility of having so much cum pumped into her she squished when she walked.



 
 It just wasn’t something that had crossed her mind.



 
 She came down the gentle arc of the bridge and stepped onto the other side of the chasm. She looked around, getting her bearings. Instead of constructed materials, floors, walls, stairs, as she expected, she found herself in a cavern of living rock. Phosphorescence rich lichen provided a strange, blue-green illumination, casting everything in an undersea pallor.



 
 Stalagmites jutted up from an uneven floor, but as she stepped closer, she saw that the majority of the dim shapes were gigantic mushrooms, some as big as apple trees. She was in an underground forest, she realized.



 
 “They lied to you, you know that, right?”



 
 Alice jumped at the voice and looked quickly around. Even with her eyes adjusted for the gloom she could see nothing, She took a step back.



 
 “What?” he voice came out nervous.



 
 “I said,” a voice from the shadows between two gargantuan mushrooms repeated. “You know they lied to you, right?”



 
 “Who are you?” she demanded.



 
 A pair of bright green eyes appeared in the gloom. In the next instant a mouth appeared, lips pulled back to reveal gleaming white teeth off set by fangs.



 
 “Someone who could help you,” the bodiless mouth answered.



 
 “What do you mean they lied?”



 
 “I mean, the game of Knights and Knaves amuses those two. They get very little stimulation being posted here. Both bridges lead to death.”



 
 “Fabulous.”



 
 “Though, to be fair, both also lead to the Rabbit Hole,” the invisible creature added.



 
 “That’s good.” She squinted, but could not even see the outline of a shape among the shadows. Just grinning fangs and luminescent eyes.



 
 “This way leads more toward death, than Rabbit Hole, though.”



 
 She sighed. “Of course. You said you could help me?”



 
 “I can,” it affirmed.



 
 Now she was able to discern an outline in the gloom. A vaguely human-shaped and man-sized outline. She got an impression of a slightly crouched figure, broad shoulders and narrow hips.



 
 “Will you?”



 
 “Perhaps.”



 
 “I suppose there is a price?”



 
 “Of course.”



 
 More of the figure came into view and she had the distinct impression of a great cat merged with the body of an NFL tight end. The thing radiated powerful strength and slinky, quick, agility.



 
 A motherfucking cat-man?
 She wondered in disbelief.



 
 “Does your price include sticking your dick in me?”



 
 “Of course,” the cat positively purred.



 
 It stepped forward and she saw it clearly now. Muscular body covered in soft black fur, face of a cougar, with that odd glint of human intelligence in its eyes. Hands tipped with claws, a flickering tail moving idly behind its back.



 
 A long, pink horn of cock pushed up through its fur.



 
 “I just got double team hammered by Tweedle Dum and Tweedle Dummer, back there,” she protested. “My panties are soaked with knight sperm.”



 
 “I know,” it replied. “I was watching.”



 
 The thing had an air of the predator about it, she thought. It watched her so intently she felt the stirrings of the apprehension that had quieted momentarily once their conversation began.



 
 It stepped closer, and she fought not to retreat. If she ran, she was sure it could catch her in two easy leaps. Maybe one.



 
 She looked at the cock. It was good sized, nothing compared to the knights, however. She could get down and dirty on it, if she had to.



 
 Jesus, how did Dorothy get through this?
 She wondered.
 Granted, she’s always been wilder, and more adventurous, especially sexually, she even did her college boyfriend and his roommate at the same time her freshman year, but this place is insane.



 
 “I heard you speak of your sister,” it said.



 
 Her attention snapped back to the present. The beast moved very close to her. The long, pink cock was close enough to touch now. The creature stood a head taller than her, and she looked up into the cougar face.



 
 “Do you know where she is?” she asked, voice eager.



 
 “I know where she left her diplomatic contingent, at the draw bridge to the barbican, where the lizard men emerge from the sewers to collect tribute and tolls.”



 
 “And you will take me there?” her heart beat faster in her chest, she dared to hope. This was the first tangible clue she’d found.



 
 “I don’t like lizard men,” the cat-man told her.



 
 “What can I do to convince you.”



 
 “Turn around and drop your pants,” it purred.



 
 She sighed. Every time.
 It gets weirder the farther in you go
 . Planter’s words haunted her. The cat was purring, a rumbling sound deep down in the swell of its chest. The creature was magnificent, she had to admit. Somewhere back at the beginning of the day, when she’d gotten out of bed, she’d already passed the Rubicon of what this adventure would take, in her mind.



 
 Every time she did one thing, it made it harder to give up, to turn around and head back. Would she abandon Dorothy because she couldn’t fuck this cat-creature?



 
 After she’d already sucked Planter’s dick and let herself be double teamed by two armor clad giants? She’d just arrived, but she’d already gone too far to quit.



 
 Dropping her knapsack to the ground, she unbuttoned her pants and pushed them down to her knees. She bent at the waist, thrusting her ass backward and presenting her sex to the cat-man. Reaching out, she took hold of a cool, smooth pyramid of stone thrusting up from the cavern floor.



 
 She looked back over her shoulder, saw the cat man staring at her bare pussy, hand rubbing the shaft of its cock. Somewhere in the back of her mind, in the trash bin of trivia that she collected as she moved through life, a fact about cat penises nudged at her memory.



 
 “Do you have a name?”



 
 “You may call me Ches,” it answered. It stepped closer.



 
 “As in ‘Cheshire’?” she demanded, incredulous.



 
 “Yes, something like that.”



 
 Ches grabbed her hips like jug handles and slowly crouched down. She felt his nose go to her pussy, felt his whiskers and heard him sniff like, well, a cat at a bowl of tuna. Suddenly a warm, wet sandpaper rough tongue lathed her bruised vagina.



 
 “Oh!” she cried out in surprised pleasure, and went up on her toes.



 
 Chex continued purring. She felt his nose nuzzle into her, getting in close, and felt the wet rope of his tongue slither inside her. The intensity of the feeling raced through her, those familiar tingling waves of nerve endings dancing with pleasure.



 
 The cat continued working, licking from clit to taint several times, before penetrating her in a series of tongue thrusts and swipes inside her that soothed her battered and slightly traumatized pussy. Her fingers pressed hard against the unyielding surface of the stalagmite.



 
 “Oh, oh, oh,” she whispered.



 
 She began bending and rising slightly at the knees, bouncing up and down as she rubbed her pussy back against Ches and into his tongue. The sandpaper roughness of the tongue teased her clit, and she felt it swelling tight, pushing out from its hood of flesh. The tongue rubbed against it, teased it, lashed into it until her knees started wobbling.



 
 Diligently, she felt it lapping up the cum still inside her, and clean the sticky spots of semen dried inside her legs. She squeezed her eyes tightly shut.
 This should happen after every time I get fucked.



 
 The wet tongue came up in a long stroke and brushed across her asshole. She nearly jumped out of her skin in surprise at the startling pleasure. Her eyes opened wide, and then closed again as his swirling tongue found her ass again.



 
 The tongue caressed her further, smearing down between her pussy lips and then brushing across her asshole.



 
 “Oh shit, oh shit, please, please,” she moaned out.



 
 After a day of deep throating and double team doggy style, Ches’s tongue was just the soft counterbalance she needed. Her orgasm hit her like a bomb and she barely caught herself as her knees buckled. Vaginal secretions poured out onto her inner thighs, and the cat-man eagerly lapped them up.



 
 “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”



 
 Her shout echoed back weirdly to her from deeper within the cavern. It rolled back into her ears in a chorus of excited moans. Gasping, dizzy, and shuddering with the power of the orgasm, she didn’t notice at first when the tongue disappeared and Ches rose.



 
 She felt his hands, ticklish with fur, but powerlifter strong, grab her once again at the folds of her hip and rock her back toward him. His cock head pushed through her aroused and swollen labia.



 
 And she remembered what she’d forgotten about cat cock; the barbs.



 
 In order to help females ovulate, and prevent them from escaping, cat dicks were barbed, the penile spines used to stimulate the Vulva and ensure it released an egg. Alice doubted that would be the effect on her—but she was in no mood to take chances. Or feel it.



 
 “Stop!” she screamed.



 
 Ches stopped. Looking entirely feline, the creature cocked its head. “I feel it is late to retreat from our bargain at this point,” he said.



 
 “Dick spikes!” she half-shouted, trying to push her way up and stand.



 
 Ches placed an unyielding hand between her shoulders, keeping her from rising. “Relax,” he said, voice course but soothing. “As one of my shifting abilities I can control that aspect.”



 
 Alice stopped struggling. “Shifting abilities?”



 
 “Yes. I can make my prick more human like in order to spare you the fertilization barbs.”



 
 She looked over her shoulder. “You can turn into a man?”



 
 “I’m not exactly a man, but I can reduce my feline characteristics.”



 
 “Show me.”



 
 “Later, I’m about to consummate our agreement and I’m not in the mood for a timeout. When we are finished, I will show you.” He butted the tip of his dick up against her. “No barbs, I promise.”



 
 “Okay,” Alice said, voice dubious. “In for a penny, in for a pound.”



 
 With a gentle shove and slight pulling motion with his hands, Ches slid the smooth, hot cylinder of his cock into her. She breathed a sigh of relief and felt her vaginal muscles clamp down hard on the shifter’s prick.



 
 When it came to fucking, Ches, used much less technique than with oral copulation. He see-sawed in and out of her, going deep on the first stroke and immediately taking up a rapid pace.



 
 Deep in the pit of her stomach, she felt her physical desire stir. As the cock slipped in and out of her, the familiar butterfly undulations began, and then quickly intensified. Slowly the tingling feeling and wash of heat spread to her clitoris, then across her body until even her ears were burning.



 
 “Oh, damn,” she whispered.



 
 She began rocking back into his thrusts. Home and her old life and everything she left behind, seemed very, very, far away. She felt free to do as she wished, free to experience pleasure wherever and however she found it. She slammed her ass back into his hips, feeling his balls bounce against her.



 
 Inside her shirt her tits swayed back and forth, jostled and swinging wild. Inside her bra, her nipples grew diamond hard and rubbed against the fabric of her clothes as chills raced back through her body, joining the tingling waves coming from her pelvis.



 
 The dull pulse grew and emerged from inside her, spreading ache through her pussy, and she ground into him, taking the cock, loving that feeling of being penetrated, of taking a cock inside her.



 
 “Do it, fuck me, do it!” she panted, urging him on.



 
 When the orgasm hit her it was an electric current gyrating in wild circles up from her pussy, through her clit, and into her body. She put one hand down between her legs, found her hyper-sensitive clit, and rubbed hard. Her body locked up and she tensed hard into the muscle spasms.



 
 Ches suddenly pulled out and she felt cords and curlicues of wet cum splash on her ass. The cat man’s cock slid between her ass cheeks and rubbed there, milking the last of the sperm out of his dick and spilling it on her.



 
 Slowly, she relaxed.



 
 She waited for her heart to stop pounding, for her breathing to return to normal. In no great hurry, and making sure she didn’t become dizzy, she stood. She reached down and hiked her pants into place, turning as she did.



 
 She froze.



 
 Ches stood before her. Or, more accurately, a six foot tall human male stood before her. His hair was a long, black, mane, and his eyes the same green feline orbs, but he had an entirely human build. It was rugged, lean and defined with muscle, from cannon ball rounded deltoids and flat, rock hard pecs above the quintessential washboard stomach.



 
 The cock hanging between his sprinter’s thighs dangled long, utterly human in appearance. He put hands on narrow hips and smiled. She realized with a start that his eye teeth remained curved fangs. He was, she had to admit, gorgeous.



 
 “Good god,” she whispered, drinking him in. “That’s what I’m talking about.”



 
 “You are even more enthusiastic than your sister was,” he said.



 
 Dorothy? What the fuck!
 “You slept with my sister?” she demanded.
 I was? I was more enthusiastic?



 
 “Uh, no.” he seemed confused.



 
 “But you just said I was ‘more enthusiastic’ than her. How can that be if you didn’t have sex?” Alice demanded. She buttoned her pants, the motion angry.



 
 “Oh!” Ches smiled. “I misunderstood. Then, yes. I fucked your sister. It was a good fuck,” he made a fist and pumped his arm slightly for emphasis. “I enjoyed it very much.”



 
 “Where is she!”



 
 “She entered the territory of the lizard men. I told you that.”



 
 “Is she in danger?”



 
 “The lizard men are not known for charity,” he admitted. “But if they struck a bargain, then they would honor it.”



 
 “A bargain?” Alice frowned. “You mean she had to sleep wi---, she had to fuck them,” she corrected.



 
 “More or less,” Ches agreed.



 
 “What do you mean, ‘more or less’?”



 
 “The lizard men have a thing for peeing on females. It has to do with pheromones and mating territory.” The were-cat ran a hand through his male model hair. “Not my thing, mind you, but not all females hate it.”



 
 Alice stared at him. But her response was almost automatic now. Whatever Dorothy was doing, she’d gotten in over her head and needed help. She wasn’t turning back.



 
 “You said you’d guide me there.”



 
 “I did.”



 
 She threw her knapsack over her shoulder. “I don’t suppose you know of some place where I could maybe clean up do you? Other than lizard men, what sort of, uh…beings, live around here?”



 
 “Several,” Ches beamed. “In that direction lives a hatter, and in that direction lives a March Hare. We could visit either if you like. They’re both quite mad.”



 
 “Go on…” A feeling of déjà vu tugged at her, a sense of familiarity at the shifter’s words. She pushed the thought away as ridiculous, even in this place.



 
 He shrugged. “All paths lead to the drawbridge.”



 
 “Which way did my sister go?”



 
 “To the Tea House, with the hatter.”



 
 “Then let’s go there.”



 
 They began to move out, Ches not bothering to cover himself. The whole experience, rapid paced and intense, had taken on an acutely surreal feel. So much had happened that she’d grown numb to the experience.



 
 Why had her sister chosen to leave the party? Why was she still moving deeper into the Rabbit Hole? What was going to be the next thing to stick its cock into her?



 
 These all seemed like good questions.



 
 She stopped. Startled, she looked around. Everything was lit by the blue-green glow of the lichen. Toadstools, large as kiosks at the airport, crowded in around the path, pushing in claustrophobically. She turned this way, then that.



 
 Ches was gone.



 
 “Ches?” she asked. Apparently the were-beast had other things in common with felines beside his eyes and cock spines. “Ches!”



 
 Rough hands seized her from behind and jerked her back into strong arms that locked around her in steel bands. She gasped, and a big hand covered her mouth. She struggled. The arms squeezed hard. She stood still. Shapes moved around her in the periphery of her vision. She couldn’t make out who, or what, held her.



 
 “Look at that,” a deep, gravelly voice chuckled right into her ear. “A fetching prize has just wandered into our laps. Just strolling around without a sponsor.”



 
 “She’s going to get a high price,” another voice said. A different pair of hands touched her, roaming across her breasts, squeezing them hard. “Look at the tits on this one.”



 
 “Oh, I plan to.”



 
 “Hey, wait a minute,” the second voice said. “She looks just like that other one, the one the Wizard claimed.”



 
 “Thought it was the Blue Queen,” he said.



 
 “Either way, she’s going to be used real good.”



 
 “But what if they’ve claimed this one as well?”



 
 There was a long pause. Then the first voice said, “shit. Let’s get out of here.”



 
 There was a sound of rustling, a sense of frantic motion in the darkness, and then everything went utterly still around Alice. She stood, waiting. Long moments drug by. Nothing happened. She turned in a slow circle, seeing only more giant mushrooms and shadows.



 
 A pair of glowing green eyes appeared out of the darkness.



 
 “Are they gone?” Ches asked.



 
 “I need a dog,” she muttered. Then louder, “they’re gone.”



 
 Ches emerged from the shadows, shifted into his were-cat shape. His tail flick nervously.



 
 “I have to find the wizard,” she paused. “or someone called the Blue Queen.”



 
 “Oh man,” Ches said. “This is going to get crazy.”
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 Swept through a dimensional portal known as the Looking Glass in pursuit of her sister, Alice finds herself on the borders of a strange, surrealistic kingdom. Here impossible creatures from myth and legend wander freely and the only form of barter seems to be the performance of sexual services.



 
 Tested immediately, Alice discovers a side of herself emerging under the stress of this strange Wonderland. With each consecutive encounter she finds herself growing in capability and confidence. But no matter how deep down the rabbit hole she goes, she is haunted by the parting words of her Hare, physicist Ben Planter;
 The Farther In You Go, The Weirder It Gets.



 
 In the company of a feline shifter calling himself the Cheshire cat, Alice makes her way to the Tea Party of a certain Hatter…
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 Alice stepped around the corner and entered the tunnel.



 
 Behind her the Cheshire cat followed close behind. Occasionally, during her walk, she turned around to gaze at him. He was that gorgeous. A weird, fairly twisted, feline shifter with a penchant for cleaning up the messes other males left in her, but utterly gorgeous.



 
 The tunnel itself was really more of a natural lean-to formed by two giant boulders slammed together, with a massive, angular overhang keeping them separated by a meter of so of space, but the path went directly through it, so she followed it.



 
 She blinked.



 
 She emerged in a copse of trees under a pale blue, spring sky. Just beyond the stand of willow and pine, she say a green meadow with a little babbling brook. There was a footbridge over the stream, and a narrow dirt lane ran from it, across the meadow in front of her, to disappear into the woods beyond.



 
 She looked behind her, saw the rock overhang, shadowed with the gloom of the cavern she’d just emerged from. Above the boulders there was only more sky. She looked at Ches, who at the moment had decided to resemble a cougar on two legs. A sexy, well hung Cougar. He looked back at her with the big, luminescent eyes of a feline.



 
 “Why didn’t you tell me we were leaving a cave? I thought we’d be underground the whole time.”



 
 “I assumed it was obvious.”



 
 “How delightful,” she remarked. “Any other surprises you care to share?”



 
 “Not at the moment,” he replied. “I assume you realize the Hatter is quite mad, and that the tea he serves is made from a rather aggressively hallucinogenic species of mushroom.”



 
 “Fabulous. But as long as he knows where my sister is, I don’t care.”



 
 “Well, about that…” Ches left his voice fade.



 
 “Ches,” Alice warned. “What aren’t you telling me?”



 
 “Well, you know the Hatter doesn’t give anything away for free.”



 
 “I figured that much out on my own,” she said. “I’ve sort of got how the rules of commerce work in this place.”



 
 They work by trading sex for everything,
 she thought. She briefly flashed on everything she’d had to endure and perform just to get as far as she’d made it. She’d willingly given a rough blowjob to her Hare at the international applied physics laboratory (
 really more of a letting myself get a hard face fuck, actually,
 she clarified silently), been tag teamed by two improbably gigantic knights (
 with the cocks to match)
 in plate mail armor, and then been sodomized and orally cleaned by her current traveling companion, a cowardly (
 but beautiful)
 feline shape-shifter, or were-creature, she wasn’t entirely clear on that part.



 
 “Well it’s just that,” Ches continued, “that if he’s not exactly, uhm, let’s say, ‘clear,’ when he makes the deal, you may end up at the business end of a group sex train and then have nothing to show for it.”



 
 “That seems a large risk,” she protested. “When in Rome, and all that, I’m willing to do what it takes to find my sister,” she went on, “but I don’t want to be played for a fool.”



 
 “Well, there might be a plan B.”



 
 “Go on.”



 
 “Assuming you provide your host with, er, hospitality,” he smiled, “by which I mean if you fu—“



 
 “I know what you mean, thank you,” she interrupted him. “Continue. What’s ‘plan B’?”



 
 “Well, having availed himself of your charms, by which I mean if you fu—“



 
 “Will you just tell me already?!”



 
 “Right, right. Well, his tea parties occur
 al fresco
 .”



 
 “Yes, so?”



 
 “So, having accepted and performed any terms he may stipulate, your invitation to cross his threshold is implied.”



 
 “Meaning?”



 
 “You can enter his house.”



 
 “Why would I want to do that?”



 
 “To find your sister,” Ches said. “He has an item in his possession—" suddenly the shifter cut himself off and his paw like hand went to Alice’s arm. “Get down,” he hissed.



 
 Remembering her encounter with apparent kidnappers only a short while ago back in the cave, Alice immediately squatted down behind the bushes. She looked to where he pointed in time to see a female figure in a long, formal gown crossing the footbridge.



 
 She ran, hiking up the full dress and petticoats as she went, constantly looking over her shoulder. Her hair lay piled regally on her head in loose auburn curls held in place by little combs that sparkled with diamonds, even from a distance.



 
 She rather looks like a Disney princess
 , Alice thought.



 
 As she watched the woman, who as she drew closer, Alice saw was both youthful, well endowed, and quite beautiful, followed the little lane toward them in her sprint. Suddenly from behind her, eight figures in a full run burst from the woods and sprinted across the bridge after her.



 
 Alice blinked. The men wore armor, not the heavy stuff like the Looking Glass guardians, but a lighter chainmail she thought was called a hauberk. Each soldier wore a white surcoat over their mail, emblazoned with a brilliant red heart. Each one held a crossbow.



 
 None of which, despite being uncommon outside of a Ren-Fair back home, was the strange part. What was tremendously odd about the squad, was their
 heads.



 
 They had playing cards for heads. Each card was roughly the same size as a normal head, but paper thin, and with animated faces twisting into various intensely emotional expressions like a cartoon character on a flat screen television.



 
 “Stop! Stop! I say, stop!” the one in front, armed with a seemingly 17th century flintlock pistol shouted. He was a 10 of Hearts.



 
 “Stop, stop!” echoed the card men behind him.



 
 As Alice watched, the leader caught up with the woman and pushed her down in the soft grass directly in front of her and Ches’ hiding place. Worried, she made to rise, Ches caught her and held her back.



 
 “Be quiet,” he whispered. “That’s the Duchess, and those are the Red Queen’s guardsmen.”



 
 “She needs our help,” Alice argued.



 
 “Sure she does,” Ches replied. His voice so sarcastically wry Alice turned to look at him. “She’s engaged to the Jack of Diamonds,” he whispered. “It’s only proper she appear to put up a fight, for propriety’s sake.”



 
 “Oh?” Alice turned to watch.



 
 The woman was laughing as she looked up at card man standing over her. She reached down and pulled her fabulously fussy dress up. Alice got a good look at her long, shapely legs. This time it was very obvious that, under several layers of ruffled petticoats, the Duchess was utterly exposed.



 
 “Tell your men to hurry, Lieutenant,” she said. “I have a luncheon appointment with my fiancée very soon.”



 
 The Lieutenant smirked down at her and tossed his pistol to the ground. He began unbuckling his cod piece with a rather well practiced efficiency, Alice noted.



 
 “Being quick isn’t going to be a problem, Duchess,” he assured her in a surprisingly upper crust English voice.



 
 Behind him the rest of his detail fell into place in an orderly, single file column. They looked the epitome of military discipline as they waited patiently in line for the gangbang to start.



 
 Watching the group of soldiers freeing their cocks, the Duchess began eagerly rubbing between her own legs. As Alice and Ches watched from hiding, she quickly slid one, then two fingers into her pussy.



 
 Alice felt a moist heat building between her own legs as she squatted only a few feet away. The good Duchess looked quite eager for the deck of cards sex train to pull into her station.



 
 The Lieutenant pulled a long, thin, cock free and pumped the shaft a few time, pulling and pushing the cap of his foreskin back and forth over the swelling head. He sucked air in through clenched teeth, making a hissing sound of appreciation as he watched the Duchess finger-bang herself.



 
 The Duchess pulled her fingers clear, grinning wickedly. Looking up at the engine of her oncoming train, she slowly slid her damp fingers into her mouth and sucked them clean. Her knees rose and her legs spread as she presented the target of her pussy to the 10 of Hearts.



 
 He dropped to his knees, seemingly having no interest in removing his armor, and leaned forward, arms posting up to either side of the Lady’s body. She reached down between their bodies and guided the head of his cock to her opening.



 
 Pushing himself part way into her, he groaned out loud with pleasure. The animated face on his card puckered his lips and pushed them out. To Alice’s surprise, the lips actually pushed out of the card face like…like…
 like a real, normal, human’s would
 , she supposed.



 
 Duchess reached up and shoved the palm of her little hand into the card man’s face. The playing card thin appendage actually bent back like a piece of paper under the pressure. The officer made a strangled sound of protest.



 
 She eased back her hand and smiled, but her eyes were steel windows of authority. “Please, Lieutenant,” she said in a perfectly cultured voice. “Do not presume to take liberties.”



 
 “Of course, my lady!” the officer said at once. “I got a little carried away, what with my cock in you and all, it won’t happen again.”



 
 “I should hope not,” she replied. Leaning back she straightened her legs so they stuck straight up into the air on either side of his body. “Do continue.”



 
 Obeying the royal decree, the Lieutenant pushed his hips forward and impaled her with his erection. She gasped and clutched his back as he began long stroking her in a quick, rhythmic manner. Alice and Ches huddled close enough to hear the little wet slaps of their copulation, the grunts of the Lieutenant and Duchess’s answering gasps of pleasure.



 
 As Alice watched, feeling her own level of arousal growing, the card men in the military detail all finished removing their codpieces. Seven erections of various shapes and sizes poked out and the soldiers immediately began masturbating as they calmly waited to take their turn.



 
 “Oh,” Ches said with a hard little sigh under his breath. “I would so just love to clean up after this little party.” He turned toward her. “Normally, that wouldn’t be a problem,” he confided. “I’m actually quite a favorite at court and I’ve cleaned Duchess up more than a few times. This time however…” he trailed off.



 
 When Alice ignored him and continued watching the Lieutenant pounding into the Lady, he picked up where he’d left off.



 
 “Yes, I say,” he continued. “This time I couldn’t possibly because we don’t want the guards to find you. Oh, you’re worth it, don’t get me wrong, I could never betray you,” he hurried on. “But still, it is disappointing…”



 
 She looked over to shush him and saw he was hard, that long, curved, and cat-pink cock poking out from between his legs. He looked at her with big, sad cat eyes. She sighed, exasperated.



 
 “What the fuck ever,” she muttered.



 
 Turning back to watch the show, she reached over and took up his hard prick in an overhand grip.
 I suppose it won’t kill me to give him a mercy tug job,
 she thought. The hard, ropey flesh of his penis jumped and quivered like a tuning fork in her grip. He’d remembered not to shift his cock into fully feline mode with prerequisite ovulation spikes.



 
 He purred deep in his chest as she began pumping his hard-on. She quietly shushed him and he looked abashed. She let her hand move in a loose, quick rhythm, up and down, up and down. But before she knew it, she found herself falling in time to the rising and falling of the Lieutenant’s buttocks as he worked the Duchess.



 
 For her part, the Lady began cursing loudly in the foulest language Alice recalled ever hearing, as she neared her royal orgasm. In no uncertain terms, she berated the Lieutenant, insulting every aspect of his performance (pitiful) his manhood (an unsharpened pencil) and his parentage (inbred airline playing cards). These observations were punctuated with vile curses.



 
 “By the Chess Board, you are a lousy servant,” she snarled, clearly enjoying herself. “I knew I should have found the Clubs,
 they
 know how to treat a lady!” She slapped hard at his broad back, smacking the chainmail with her open palm. “Don’t you dare spunk in me, you paper-headed bastard! Don’t you dare presume!”



 
 “Yes, my lady!” the 10 of Hearts shouted, voice cheerful.



 
 At last, driven to his limit, the Lieutenant abruptly stopped mid buck, and jerked himself out of her. His hand flew to his crotch where he took the wet shaft in hand. Eyes rolled back in his head, face tilted toward the sky, he quickly jerked himself empty onto Duchess’s
 mons Venus
 .



 
 “That was fucking horrible!” she screamed. “Next!”



 
 Instantly the next card man (a 9 of Hearts) in line sprang forward, cock ready, as the Lieutenant stumbled into the meadow, trying to reattach his codpiece. Alice watched, beating Ches off with a smooth, automatic motion now. As the next card man knelt, Duchess reached down with a finger and scooped up some of the cum.



 
 Sticking it between her lips, she eagerly sucked the finger clean with the same obvious relish she’d given her own vaginal secretions only minutes ago.



 
 “Oh, oh, oh,” Ches breathed in stuttering gasps as he watched her.



 
 Alice felt his cock quiver hard in her hand and she pumped four or five spurts of pearl gray cum out onto the ground. Beside her, Ches’ entire body shuddered. She gave the erection a few extra strokes to be polite, and then turned back to the show.



 
 The second card man pulled out and dumped his load on the outside of the Duchess’ pussy, repeating the precedent established with his commanding officer. Pretending to be outrage and disgusted, Duchess shoved him off of her.



 
 As he stood she shouted out “Next! By god, I’ll have all of your heads to play cribbage with! Next! Next! Next!”



 
 In rather short order, the Duchess fucked her way down the line to the card man pulling the caboose, the 3 of Hearts. Finally, as the eighth and last guardsman deposited his sticky load on her now dripping inner thighs, she appeared somewhat satiated.



 
 “Detail!” the Lieutenant shouted in a deep voice. “Fall in!”



 
 Immediately, the group shuffled themselves into order, armor straight, and weapons at port arms. The Duchess ignored them and set about fixing her petticoats into place.



 
 “Attention!” the Lieutenant barked. The deck stepped to. “About. Face!” With military precision the squad executed the maneuver and turned in unison to face back the way they came. “Forward. March!”



 
 In a tightly geometric and synchronized formation, the soldiers marched away, tromping back over the bridge and into the woods beyond. The Duchess rose, hairdo a little worse the ware from her gangbang.



 
 With deft, precise, almost comically fastidious movements for a woman who seemed to enjoy bukkae finishes to her impromptu orgies, Alice thought, she straightened her gown, produced a fan to match her clothes, and proceeded down the lane as if she hadn’t just taken eight different cocks in as about as many minutes.



 
 There’s a lesson in there for me somewhere,
 Alice told herself.



 
 She and Ches rose and stepped out of the little copse of trees and onto the lane. Across the meadow a pair of squirrels scampered into a patch of wildflowers. A robin flew in and perched on a branch near them and promptly began singing.



 
 “Well, that was, I don’t know,” Alice said. “Illuminating?”



 
 “In what way? Ches asked.



 
 He’d shifted fully into his feline form while she wasn’t paying attention and was now started studiously cleaning himself. He was roughly the size of a Great Dane, which was disconcerting to see in a cat.



 
 “Couldn’t you at least shift to your human form?” she snapped. “I just gave you a perfectly good jerk off back there, the least you could do is let me look at your pretty face.”



 
 “You don’t think I’m attractive as a cat?” His feelings seemed hurt.



 
 “I didn’t say that, I just like your human face,” she answered.



 
 “Very well,” he sighed.



 
 He morphed right before her eyes into a lean, naked, beautiful man with luxurious hair the color his fur had been.



 
 She sighed. He really was a piece of eye candy. “Thank you,” she said.



 
 “You’re welcome.”



 
 “Now,” she went on. “Are we close to the Hatter’s?”



 
 “Just follow the cards men,” he replied.



 
  



 
  



 
 2.



 



 
 Alice stopped and looked.



 
 Ches came to a stop beside her and they both looked at the scene before them. It was a depressing bacchanal. Two creatures, she now understood were shifters, a Hare and rodent she guessed, based on her understanding of Carol, was a dormouse, sat to either side of a bucked toothed runt of a man in large top hat.



 
 “You better do the talking,” Ches told her. “The last time I was at one of Hatter’s parties there was an issue with Dormouse.”



 
 “Of course there was,” she replied. “Color me shocked.”



 
 Ches shrugged, not looking particularly abashed. “Don’t get caught up in chit chat,” he warned. “That way lies madness.”



 
 She almost asked him what he meant, then decided she didn’t want to know. Clearing her voice, she stepped forward and presented herself.



 
 “I say,” she called out. “Hello?”



 
 The three obviously inebriated individuals stopped their argument and regarded her.



 
 “Yes, what do you want?” Hatter demanded. His voice reminded her of Johnny Depp in
 Pirates of the Caribbean
 .



 
 “I’m so sorry to bother you,” she said, taking a step closer. “But I’m looking for my sister, Dorothy, and I think she passed this way. Can you help me?”



 
 “Lost her, have you,” Dormouse said. It sounded rather more like an accusation than a question.



 
 “You didn’t arrange to meet at a certain time and then were unpunctual were you?” Hare asked. He checked a gold pocket watch as if gravely concerned about the current time. “I despise a lack of punctuality.”



 
 “Are you sure your sister wants to be found, dear?” Hatter asked.



 
 Alice blinked at the sudden verbal barrage, then decided to focus on the most promising track. Actually, given everything she knew, Hatter’s question was a fair one.



 
 “We did not have an appointment,” she told them. “But I’m her sister and she’d want to see me. Perhaps you’ve seen her?” Alice began describing her sister.



 
 Hatter cut her off. “Oh,
 her
 . Yes, we saw her.”



 
 “Quite a rude quest, if you ask me,” Hare muttered darkly.



 
 “Very rude, no consideration for propriety at all,” Dormouse agreed.



 
 They all lifted their tea cups and drank, regarding Alice with growing suspicion. Despite this, Alice felt her heart leap a little at the news.



 
 “Oh, that’s fantastic!” she said, clapping her hands together. “Can you tell me where she went, or how long ago she was here?”



 
 “I’m hosting a party,” Hatter protested.



 
 “I don’t have all day, you know,” Hare said.



 
 “I’m high as a kite from the tea,” Dormouse interjected. “And I don’t appreciate people who consort with
 cats
 .”



 
 “Oh boy,” Ches muttered behind her. “Here we go.”



 
 “Quiet,” she shushed him. “They know something.” Turning back to the trio, she cleared her throat and spoke louder. “I am ever so sorry for interrupting your party, please excuse my manners.”



 
 Hatter appeared mollified. He was a squat, ugly little man with a pushed in face, bulbous nose, and ridiculously buck teeth. He wore a suit and vest in outlandish shades of lime green and burnt orange.
 It’s hideous,
 Alice thought.



 
 “Well, you do seem rather more refined than she did,” he said begrudgingly.



 
 “I suppose I do have time for another cup of tea,” Hare declared.



 
 The Dormouse hiccupped.



 
 “Join us,” Hatter said. “Sit down, have a cup of tea.”



 
 Alice walked over to the table while Ches remained outside the yard. She carefully seated herself. Hatter took up a China pattern tea pot and poured some steaming brown liquid into a chipped cup sitting on a silver tea service.



 
 “Oh,” Alice said as he handed it to her. “I’m not sure I should, really. I need to keep my wits about me, I really must find my sister.”



 
 Hatter frowned, tea cup frozen in mid reach. “Oh.” He said. “You’re a little more like her than I initially hoped.”



 
 “Wasting time,” Hare warned.



 
 Dormouse pointed a decidedly mouse-like finger at her. “I do not converse with people who do not conform to social conventions.”



 
 Hatter lifted a single shaggy eyebrow, cup held between them. Alice frowned. The trio were obviously
 altered
 by whatever they were ingesting, but they didn’t seem to be so intoxicated they were unable to function. As long as she didn’t overdo whatever they had in the cup, she should be able to function and continue…she hoped.



 
 She took the cup.
 Who the hell am I kidding?
 She wondered.
 I’ve come to far already to back out.
 She took a sip. It was hot, tasted mildly of sugary dirty, and instantly made her tongue and lips tingle.



 
 “Thank you,” she said. “It’s quite delicious.” She sat the cup down on the table.



 
 “I am very good at the brewing,” Hatter smiled. “If I do say so myself.”



 
 “He’s also very punctual,” Hare pointed out, as if this were a superior attribute.



 
 “I pick the mushrooms,” Dormouse offered.



 
 Time seemed to slow down around Alice. Everything became soft and fuzzy around the edges. The tingle on her lips spread through her body in a mild euphoric rush. Unconsciously she rubbed her butt back and forth on the chair, feeling herself growing insistently aroused.



 
 That was fucking quick!
 She thought with alarm. Out loud she said, “that’s very, uhm, potent,” she observed.



 
 More than anything, she wanted to make these three little freaks talk, to tell her what she wanted to know about her sister. Unfortunately, she decided, what she really wanted to know most of all right know was the Duchess had experienced with all those different pricks.



 
 Three will have to do,
 she decided. She was too far gone to even wonder at the derailment in her thinking.
 I am stoned!



 
 Rising from her seat, Alice crossed her arms, reached down, grabbed hold of the bottom of her shirt, and pulled it over her head in one, smooth motion. She felt acutely aware of her breasts swinging heavy and full against gravity at the motion, bouncing against the restraints of her bra.



 
 Looking over as she lowered her arms, she saw the Hatter and company staring openly at the soft pillows of her tits spilling over her bra cups. Both shifters and Hatter stared at her with naked avarice in their eyes.



 
 The March Hare’s tongue flicked out to wet his lips, like a hungry man considering a particularly taste meal. He tucked his watch away. Unbidden, the thought of that tongue flicking wetly across her skin flashed in her mind and her groin tightened.
 That’s some strong tea,
 she thought again.



 
 She reached behind her and undid the clasp on her bra. The brassier popped apart and her big tits swung free. Under the influence of the tea, and the deliberate stares of her audience, her nipples began stiffening. Dropping the bra, she kicked off her shoes.



 
 Smirking like the Duchess, she pressed her hand flat against the smooth flesh of her belly and slid it down toward her pants. She watched their eyes glassy, bloodshot eyes follow as she traced the line. Her pants opened and the zipper made its own distinctive metallic noise as the teeth parted and it opened.



 
 “Ahhh,” the Hatter exhaled softly. His hand went to his crotch and began massaging himself through his pants.



 
 “I have time for this,” Hare agreed.



 
 “Better than cake,” Dormouse offered. “And cake’s pretty damn good.”



 
 Alice hooked her thumbs in her waistband and pushed her jeans past the curve of her hips, taking her panties down with them. As her vagina came into view, the Dormouse stood, excited, and she saw his erection. His hand went to the pink cock. She watched as he squeezed and pulled at the head of organ, eyes roaming her body.



 
 She stepped out of her pants and stood before them, naked, beautiful, in complete command of their attention. Behind her, Ches gathered up her clothes for her.



 
 “I’d ask them your question now,” he warned.



 
 She ignored him, though a distant, quiet, part of her mind thought he was making a good point.



 
 The Hatter reached forward, took two fistfuls of table cloth, and ripped the settings from the table. Cups and saucers and the kettle, as well as several little cakes, flew to the ground in a massive clatter of jangling silver spoons and breaking crockery.



 
 “On the table!” the Hatter shouted. “On the table!”



 
 “Quickly!” Hare cried.



 
 Dormouse squeaked, his body growing more humanoid.



 
 She saw Hatter’s chest heaving, could see the big tent in his pants formed by his hard-on, and smirked. She had them eating out of her hand. Why this was important, she could quite recall, but she felt wonderful.



 
 The Dormouse stroked his prick, fist pumping up and down as he stared at her. Beside him, Hare sat back down in a chair, as if dizzy. His cock poked up like a flagpole from between his ridiculously muscled and white furred thighs.



 
 Stepping forward, using an empty chair as a ladder, Alice stepped up onto the table. She looked down at her audience, feet set shoulder width apart. Almost casually, she reached up with her hands and pinched her nipples, tugging gently at them, coaxing them out stiffer and stiffer. Dormouse’s sighed out loud.



 
 Taking her left breast in both hands, she pushed it up toward her face and gently kissed it. Her tongue came out and she shivered as she traced a circle of warm saliva around her own nipple. Carefully, she bit down softly onto the button and pulled, stretching it out. There was a hardline connection between her nipple and her pussy, and pleasure currents jolted through her as the sensation travelled between her two erogenous zones.



 
 She sucked hard for a moment, enjoying the warm, slippery feeling, then let her breast drop. Hare took hold of his own cock and began jacking off. She glanced up, locked eyes with the Hatter. His orbs, under the bushy brows, burned with intensity and his lust poured out of him like heat from a furnace.



 
 Fully in the grip of the tea, Alice smiled.



 
 With one hand, she continued pinching and rubbing at her nipple, but her other began a lazy meander down her stomach again. Hand pressed flat against her abdomen, fingers spread wide, she pushed it slowly down past her belly button and into the soft, groomed, bush of her pubic hair.



 
 Grinning stupidly, Hatter unzipped his pants. She let her middle finger skim over her clitoral hood and rub down along the seam of her pussy. Hatter fumbled with his horridly orange, Victorian-age trousers, hands trembling as he fought to release his erection. Slowly, Alice bent her finger at the knuckle and pushed it in past the sticky folds of her labia.



 
 “Ohh,” she breathed. She closed her eyes and ran her tongue across her lips.



 
 As she opened them again, the thick cudgel of the Hatter’s cock, mushroom head swollen like a balloon, popped free. For a man standing about five foot two, his cock could have belonged to an NBA player, she thought.



 
 Her pussy made a moist little parting sound as she pushed deep into herself, curled her finger back and ground against the ridged roof where her G-spot rested. She rubbed across the rigid folds and shuddered. Pussy juice leaked out of her, sliding in a wet sheen on her inner thighs. She smelled her own arousal.



 
 She watched Hatter, cock in fist, step forward and grab the table for support to stop from falling over. His face flushed red and sweat broke out on his forehead under his stovepipe hat. His mouth fell open, and he had hold of his hard cock so tightly, the pressure seemed about to burst the distended glans like over ripe fruit.



 
 “Yes, yes, yes!” he panted, slurring the words in his excitement.



 
 “Give me a minute, Dormouse and jack me off, Door,” the Hare growled. “Jack me off this instant!”



 
 “No!” Dormouse snapped back, eyes still on Alice. “Leave me alone!”



 
 Alice bent her legs and dropped down on her heels, spreading her knees wide to give the trio a good view of her as she finger fucked herself. As they watched, already glassy eyes glazing over with lust, she took the middle finger of her free hand and slid it into her mouth.



 
 She sucked on the finger, coating the slender digit with spit. Between her legs, she no longer rubbed herself, but instead began running her finger in and out of her damp pussy at a faster and faster pace.



 
 Finger glistening with her spit, she pulled it out of her mouth and reached around behind her back to the crack of her ass. The three watchers started shouting in excitement and approval, hooting in mad, almost inarticulate whoops.



 
 “Screw a Raven or a Writing Desk!” barked Hatter.



 
 “I’m glad I took the time to come today!” Hare shouted.



 
 Dormouse squealed in a frenzy.



 
 Her moist finger slid over the puckered ridge of her pink anus and rubbed lightly there, spreading her spit around the opening. Her squatting position worked to pull the opening apart, and her finger slid slowly into her ass.



 
 “Oohh,” she cooed.



 
 “Come now, we’re not on the clock, jerk me off, Dormouse!” The Hare shouted, his own hand beating his dick almost too fast for the eye to follow. He reached out with his other paw-hand and grasped at Dormouse’s arm.



 
 “No!” Dormouse, shouted back, slapping the hand away.



 
 Alice experimented with the plunging fingers inside her, finding a smooth, sliding, alternating rhythm as she pushed in and out of her spit-slick ass, and damp flowing pussy. She groaned, a deep animal sound, as the pleasure built up inside her and everything around her had taken on a funhouse mirror quality



 
 All three of the party goes crowded up to the table, hands jerking cocks, reaching out with their others to touch and run them across her body. She closed her eyes as the hands roamed her body, squeezing and pinching at her tits, rubbing the smooth curves of her ass cheeks.



 
 She surrendered herself to the insane moment. The hands grew more insistent, rough, and almost frantic, with need and she started losing her balance. Pulling her finger out of her ass, she reached behind her to steady herself on the table.



 
 The motion caused her back to arc and push her hips forward, even as she continued finger fucking herself. She felt the tickling whiskers and soft fur of the Dormouse, in his human-esque form, push up between her thighs, jostling her. She pulled her fingers free and reached behind her for another point of balance. Luxuriating in the effects of the tea, she opened her eyes just as the shifter shoved his face the rest of the way forward.



 
 A long, warm tongue slid into her, she moaned down low in her throat as Dormouse began eating her out. His long, quick tongue, every bit as clever as Ches’s, began lapping at her cunt, burrowing inside to tickle her, or hungrily licking her rapidly engorging clitoris.



 
 “Oohh, aahh,” she gasped.



 
 She did a half crunch movement and looked down between her legs where the shifter went busily to town. The party goer made wet, slurping sounds as he turned her on, and more and more of her vaginal juices began flowing.



 
 Hare stood right next to the crouched Dormouse, eyes locked on his companion performing enthusiastic, sloppy cunnilingus. His hand pumped his erect cock, jerking it hard as he took in the scene.



 
 “That’s it! That’s it! I don’t have
 time
 for this!” Hare shouted, sounding near crazed. “We must capture these moments in tie! I told you to jack me off! I told you! But noooo!”



 
 The bigger Hare quickly and quite rudely positioned himself behind his friend, grabbing Dormouse’s hips at the waist where he bent over the table to service Alice. Hare continued nodding and muttering to himself, but once his cock found Dormouse’s backdoor, he locked in with determined focus.



 
 Dormouse lifted his head and squeaked as Hare shoved into him, stabbing fast and hard with his meat pole. Alice watched in stoned shock and fascination as the weird, strange, kinky scene continued unfolding. As Dormouse continued to squeak his halfhearted protest, she suddenly realized how much her pussy missed his tongue.



 
 Doing a half sit-up, thank you Pilates, she reached out and caught Dormouse’s head by the ears. Taking hold of them firmly, she pulled his face back down between her thighs. “Don’t stop, Mousey,” she urged. “Please don’t stop.”



 
 Hare’s thrusts as he butt fucked Dormouse rocked the smaller shifter forward with each thrust, pushing his face deeper between Alice’s legs. Again she felt the hot, wet rope of his tongue slide between her lips and begin working inside her.



 
 Gooseflesh broke out in rippling waves across her skin. Groaning with the ecstasy, she lay back and let her head loll off the edge of the table, her hair trailing down. She closed her eyes, feeling dizzy, and listened to the sloppy slurping of Dormouse, and the hard fleshy slaps as Hare pumped his cock in and out of the smaller shifter’s ass, grunting with the effort.



 
 A broad strong hand took hold of her head and she turned her head instinctively. A heavy bat of flesh slapped her face, draping across her nose and pouting lips. She opened her mouth, blindly turning toward it. The fingers in her hair closed into a fist, pulling her scalp tight, immobilizing her neck. The dick slapped her face again, heavy as a blackjack. She heard the soft
 smack
 as it struck her. She tried to turn, to take it in her mouth. Again the hand in her hair held her immobile.



 
 She whined in protest, mouth still open, still feeling too dizzy to open her eyes. In the next moment she felt the head of what had to be Hatter’s cock lay itself on her tongue. She smelled male, a slight trace of urine, and the salty tang of pre-cum leaking from the meatus slit. She opened her mouth wider and it shoved in, hard.



 
 She gagged and it pushed farther in, forcing itself down her throat. Now both hands were in her hair, pulling it roughly. As the cock began slamming in and out of her mouth, making her sputter and cough and gag, she felt the oddly familiar sense of comfort at having a big cock fucking her mouth. It had come to feel very natural for her.



 
 She tried moving her head on her neck in time with the thrusting, but the hands holding her kept her locked firmly in place. She wasn’t sucking this strange cock off, it was fucking her, taking what it wanted. Her tits rolled heavily back and forth on her chest under the assault.



 
 There was a flavorful musk odor come from the crotch each time her nose pushed roughly into Hatter’s public hair. It was a scent she most associated with the Looking Glass guardians who’d double-teamed her upon her arrival from her own Earth.



 
 She pressed her thighs tighter, trying desperately to provide more stimulation for swollen clit. Down between her legs, Dormouse squeaked in protest.



 
 She kept coughing, the throat invasion coming too fast, too rough for her to relax, and she continued gagging up long ropes of spit. She suspected Hatter of getting off on her choking, and enjoying the sadistic power game. The feeling was, she had to admit, with a sort of fuzzy, euphoric logic, utterly singular.



 
 Gradually she willed herself to relax, to let the meat find its path. The taste filled her mouth, the scent her nose. She coughed up still more salvia on the cock, continuing to gag. The pounding phallus didn’t slow. The hands in her hair began jerking her face forward as the motions became convulsive, more spasmodic.



 
 The little fucking runt’s close now,
 she thought.



 
 In the next second Hatter slammed her face into his belly, pushing his cock to the hilt in her mouth and down her throat. She heard him growl in an absurdly surrealistic British accent, moaning in low, animalistic-release. His cum exploded out with sufficient force that she hardly needed to swallow, and instead it jetted down her throat and into her stomach all on its own.



 
 Giggling wildly, Hatter pulled his dick free. Bending her face upward again, she felt several thick slugs of come dribble out onto her cheeks and bridge of her nose. She got a blurred image of him looking down at her and milking the last dregs of cum from his balls onto her face.



 
 She opened her mouth, eager to catch it all, and the heavy dick, slowly relaxing into a limp club, rubbed across her face, smearing the cum around, dipping into her mouth for her to suck clean, then returning to her cheeks to mop up more sperm.



 
 This continued for several seconds until she licked him clean, then the grip in her hair slowly eased, allowing her to relax. Hatter stumbled backward in an inebriated lurch and sat down in his chair.



 
 Meanwhile between her legs, things were heating up.



 
 Dormouse’s mouth opened wider and his tongue slaved her vagina, parting the lips and licking wetly into her depths then scrubbing her clitoris in long, slow licks. She grabbed hold of his hair and cried out. His breath came humid and hot against her inner thighs.



 
 “Yes,” she sobbed. Then again and again, “ugh, ugh.” It was inarticulate noise, but the shifter’s tongue moved inside her tight cunt in hot waves, driving words from her mouth. Her hips came down into the press of his tongue and he began fucking her with it, sliding it in and out with quick thrusts, then lapping at her in broad strokes.



 
 She rolled her head in ecstasy, disbelieving the intensity of the sensations sweeping through her, and her eyes rolled wildly. She felt a burning pressure building low in her belly, a violent need, like a storm. She ground down and Dormouse worked his tongue into her, his lips wet with the sheen of her pussy juice. In the next moment her orgasm reached a breaking point.



 
 She felt a his finger slid between her asscheeks and the tea really started kicking. The digit pushed its way in and found the opening there. Gently, he began rubbing her anus in time to the rhythm of his tongue.



 
 Her eyes, heavy lidded with approaching release, opened wide in shock and the sensation proved too much, She swept over the edge and screamed. Her pussy clenched like a fist and pleasure jolted through her body in wide, hot currents. She screamed again and her vagina released in an explosion of fluid.



 
 Her orgasm sprayed out and she shuddered in spasms so strong they went beyond her ability to control her body and rivers of orgasmic secretions flowed from her. The Hatter’s part guest grunted in satisfaction as her hot, orgasmic juices gushed across his face. It ran down his furry cheeks and collected in the hollow of his throat.



 
 Still impaled on his tongue, she shuddered, and shuddered.



 
 Dormouse’s hand came up and grabbed her breast, thumb going to the erect nipple there and tracing a tight circle. She inhaled sharply, then relaxed into the strength of his grip and her pussy throbbed.



 
 “Good job, Dormouse!” she yelled, sitting up. She shoved him back and scooted off the table, getting to her knees in front of him.



 
 “Yeah! Yeah!” Dormouse cried as she took him in her mouth and returned his favor. Behind him, Hare kept pounding away.



 
 Hare growled, pushed, grunted, and Doremouse cried out. Lips wrapped around his little pink shifter dick, Alice felt the shock as Hare shoved his cock into the other shifter’s ass. Dormouse bucked forward, pushing his dick into Alice and she bobbed her head faster.



 
 She felt Hare heave forward, sinking balls deep in Dormouse’s ass.



 
 “Goddamn,” he hissed, struggling to take it.



 
 Alice brought her hands up to his hips and pressed, giving the slighter shifter something to resist against and steady himself. Dormouse tried centering his balance, but the Hare didn’t give him a lot of time to compensate.



 
 He began fucking him in long, full strokes, cockhead to root, on each push, picking up the pace quickly in a hard, brutal rhythm. It struck Alice as very bunny like. The sound of flesh slapping flesh filled Alice’s ears, mixing with the wet tempo of her mouth sliding up and down along the little boner.



 
 “Oh my,” Dormouse whispered, voice suddenly shifting in tone.



 
 His fingers massaged Alice’s hair and she heard Hare grunting like a man lifting a heavy rock.



 
 She breathed in, absorbing the scent of animal musk and wet cock. The dick in her mouth began twitching and she stopped bobbing, sucked harder and ran her tongue furiously along the underside of the shaft, massaging the glans.



 
 “Oh, oh, oh!” Dormouse whimpered. “Please, please.”



 
 “Oh my,” Hare growled. “Lost time is never found again! Shoot in her mouth, shoot, Dor! .”



 
 “Yes, Hare, yes, Hare,” he moaned. “Oh, this is a great party! I’m going to shoot!”



 
 He bucked into Alice’s face, slamming his ass back into the March Hare’s cock, then thrusting his dick forward into Alice’s waiting mouth. Warm, watery, almost sweet, jets of semen suddenly squirted into her mouth. She eagerly swallowed.



 
 Tastes better than the damn tea,
 she thought.



 
 “Oh, Hare,” Dormouse groaned. “Her mouth is so good.”



 
 “Time you enjoy wasting is not time wasted!” Hare barked.



 
 Abruptly the Hare, obviously pushed over the edge, began fucking Dormouse harder. The little shifter squawked out loud in surprise, and Alice heard the bigger shifter’s hips impact Dormouse’s asscheeks like punches, slamming into his smaller body with feral force.



 
 “Ugh, ugh, ugh!” Dormouse gasped.



 
 He leaned forward under the assault, hands going to Alice’s shoulders as his dick, still leaking cum, slipped out of her mouth. She hugged his legs to help support him and Dormouse half draped himself across her body. The force of Hare’s impacts traveled through him in seismic tremors.



 
 The little shifter’s dick jumped and swung under the impact, spraying cum drops on Alice’s face and neck. “Fuck me, Hare, fuck me,” he urged as Alice held him.



 
 “Conserve time! On your knees by the girl!” Hare ordered.



 
 Instantly, Dormouse obeyed. He dropped to his knees, pressing his cheek against Alice’s. Hare moved between them, big hands grabbing them both by the tops of their heads and pushing their faces into his cock. On either side of the massive erection, Alice and Dormouse pressed their lips around the shaft, and he pumped it back and forth between their open mouths.



 
 Alice stared deeply into Dormouse’s eyes as they shared the thrusting cock, letting the big shifter use their faces like fuck toys. The cock, slick and greasy from being in Dormouse’s ass, slipped and slid between their lips.



 
 “Time waits for no man!” Hare yelled, face scrunched up like a man in pain. “I’m going to shoot!” He stopped moving. “Seize the moment! Jack me off on her face, Dormouse! Jack me off before time runs out!”



 
 Instantly, Dormouse grabbed Alice by the back of her neck, holding her firmly in place. His other hand wrapped around Hare’s dick and began furiously beating him off, his fist pumping so quickly it was a blur.



 
 With obvious relish Dormouse pointed the meat pole at Alice’s upturned face and pumped faster. “Open your mouth!” he sang out. “Open your mouth!”



 
 Firmly in the grips of the tea, Alice opened her mouth.



 
 Jets of thick hot cream, clotted and salty, surged into her open mouth, across her out thrust tongue, and all over her face. Sticky semen syrup plastered into her as Dormouse jacked Hare’s balls empty onto him.



 
 She felt clumps drip off her tongue, and marveled in amazement at the amount of cum Hare had to dump. She looked up, and Hare stood rigid, almost up on his toes, as Dormouse finished pumped his cock down onto Alice’s face.



 
 He opened his mouth, gasping for air, then, gradually, as the amount of cum slowed, Hare relaxed. Dormouse leaned forward and stuck the cock between his lips, going ass to mouth without the slightest hesitation.



 
 This tea is some strong stuff,
 Alice thought, remembering Dormouse’s earlier reluctance to submit to Hare.



 
 Hare looked down and pulled his hard-on out of his friend’s mouth. He looked over at Alice. “You are a much better party guest than your sister,” he informed her gravely.



 
 As he collapsed back into his chair, Alice, strangley pleased by the comment, realized that was the first time Hare had spoken a non-time related utterance.
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 Exhausted, Alice sat up on the table. She wiped her chin with the back of her arm and looked around in stunned amazement. Hatter lay face down on the table, snoring like a ban saw buzzing. Both Hare and Dormouse sprawled out on the lawn, dead to the world. As she watched Hare’s cock leaked a little cum.



 
 “Christ,” she muttered. “I know men get sleepy, but that’s ridiculous.”



 
 Ches, morphing smoothly into his most human aspect, pressed his handsome face in close to her. He eyed her lips hungrily. Sensing his need, which he did very little to conceal, she leaned forward and snowballed him. Their tongues met in a swirling, eager kiss, and he gently lick-sucked the last of Hatter and Hare’s semen from her mouth. Breaking the passionate kiss, he gently lapped up the mix of cum and spit that smeared her chin.



 
 Exhausted herself, she leaned back for a moment and enjoyed the post-coital glow. That had been a weird, funky scene.
 The further in you go, the weirder it gets,
 her Hare had said. So far, he hadn’t been wrong. She abruptly realized she was thinking coherently again and felt glad she’d only taken a sip of the tea.



 
 Ches finished, stepped back and allowed himself to blend into more of a hybrid form. He promptly began grooming his chin and whiskers with his long, rough tongue. Suddenly his ear twitched. He stopped licking and looked up, head cocked to one side. His ear twitched again.



 
 “What was that?” he asked.



 
 “What was what?” Alice asked. Fighting off the last vestiges of the strange tea, she swung her feet off the table and sat up.



 
 The musical notes of a trumpet sounded across the meadow from inside the woods. Startled, she stood up. If she was surprised, Ches seemed shocked. With a hiss, the cat-shifter leapt up onto the table in a single, fluid motion where he crouched.



 
 The horn blew again.



 
 “Those are card men!” he said in a yowling voice.



 
 “Guardsmen?” Alice repeated. “Card players? What?”



 
 “Are you stoned still?” He demanded. “We watch them pull a train on Duchess not an hour ago. They are the Queen’s Cohort,” Ches explained. “We do not want to be caught traveling through the land without an official writ.” He looked at her. “Hint; we do not have one!”



 
 “What do we do?” Alice demanded. She remained more effected by the tea than she’d initially thought, she realized. She began looking around for her clothes, but this time the horn sounded again, much closer. “What do we do?” she repeated.



 
 “Do? We run!” Ches replied, as if she were a mental handicapped student.



 
 “I’m naked!”



 
 “No time!”



 
 “Run where?”



 
 “Inside,” Ches said.



 
 “What about them?” she asked, indicating the sleeping members of her mini-orgy.



 
 “They’re drunk at tea time,” Ches shrugged. “This is all their misfortune and none of my own. Besides, Hatter may currently be in poor standing with the Red Queen, but he’s still the Hatter, he’ll be fine.”



 
 “Won’t they search the house?”



 
 She looked down the curving road and saw banners and red flying pendants flapping in the wind on the end of long white lances, crest the hilltop. She recognized them.



 
 “We engage plan B. We’re going to use Hatter’s Looking Glass!” Ches answered.



 
 Looking glass?
 Alice wondered in surprise.
 Surely it’s not the same…



 
 She had no more time to reflect. With an agile leap, Ches cleared the table and made the front door in a single, easy bound. Without looking back, the shifter threw open the door and darted inside. With one last look at the passed out party goers, head still fuzzy, Alice raced after him.
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 The Hatter’s house reminded her of a twisted theme park creation. Everything was constructed to a smaller scale, but also oddly canted. Door frames leaned crazily, a pair of wide curved steps ran in a twisting staircase that listed hard in the other direction.



 
 The furniture, again done in a proper late-Victorian fashion of heavy, dark woods, looked uneven, the items such as silver candle sticks, vases, crystal dishes, and oak humidors, all looked ready to slide off and fall to the floor.



 
 All of these strange, unsettling impressions, whirled by as Alice hurried after the fleeing Ches. From outside the Cards men came close enough for the heavy tromping of their feet to be easily heard. When a final trumpet blast echoed out, it rang close enough to rattle the glass panes in the window.



 
 Coming off the stairs into a short hall on the top floor, Ches, who had apparently been in the house before, threw open the first door and plunged inside. Alice followed him into the room just as heavy pounding shook the front door.



 
 “Oh, come on!” Ches growled. “They’re passed out right in front of you!” He turned to look at Alice. “Cards men are not chosen for their insight.”



 
 “I should think not?” Alice said, mainly because she couldn’t think of anything else to say.



 
 Blinking her eyes into focus, she looked around the room. There was a lavish, four poster bed with silk bedding. A white stone fireplace, boasting a canter-hung full length mirror above the mantle.



 
 Laid out on the bed was The Dress.



 
 “Oh,” she said.



 
 Ignoring the protesting Cheshire she moved over to the bed. She looked down at the garment, strangely fascinated, almost absurdly so, she managed to realize. She wondered if this were still the effects of the tea.
 Doesn’t matter, I’m naked.
 A pale blue puffed sleeve dress with a crisp, white pinafore, it was plainly in her size. Beside it were black ankle-strap shoes and stockings.



 
 She picked it up, mesmerized, and saw the eponymous Alice-headband, color matching the dress. Delighted she scooped everything up. It felt like she’d been given her superhero costume.



 
 You’re high as a kite,
 she thought.
 You know that right?



 
  



 
 “Dress later, run now!” Chez said from behind her. She turned, clothes clutched to her, and he leapt nimbly onto the mantle and looked back over his shoulder. “This is where we part ways, for now, I’m afraid.”



 
 “No!” Alice said, surprised. She needed her local guide in this insane universe. Needed him very much.
 Besides
 , she admitted to herself,
 all that cream pie cleanup is awful nice, and he’s so, so very pretty.



 
 “Look, it’s not that I don’t want to help you,” Ches said. Downstairs the door burst open with a loud bang. Alice heard angry shouts fill the front room. “Sorry,” he cut himself off. “No time. Just try and picture your sister when you pass through.”



 
 “Pass thro--?” Alice started to ask.



 
 Ches leapt in a graceful dive straight into the mirror and passed through the glass like a swimmer into a pool. She blinked in surprise. He was gone.



 
 “They must be upstairs!” the ridiculously cultured voice of the 10 of Hearts shouted. “After them!”



 
 Alice spun and, operating on pure instinct, slammed the door shut. She saw a metal skeleton key sticking from the lock, and she turned it, leaving the key in the door. Nearly panicked, though not entirely sure exactly what she was afraid of, or how much was the tea, she cast wildly around the room. Over underneath a window sat an ornate, but sturdy enough chair.



 
 Tucking her new clothes under one arm, she drug it over in front of the fireplace just as heavy footsteps pounded up the stairs to the accompaniment of shouts and vulgar cursing. Using the back for balance, she hoped up onto the chair and looked into the mirror.



 
 He said picture my sister,
 she thought, but before she could do so she saw the glass begin swirling like clouds gathering for a tornado. Suddenly her entire focused was drawn into the swirling images before her and she stared into the looking glass, hypnotized. Behind her the door shook.
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 The door splintered as an axe blade bit through the wood. The terrifying sound and fury snatched her back from her mirror-gazing revere.



 
 “Fuck!” she screamed, horrified. “What the hell do you
 want
 !” she demanded.



 
 The axe bit into the wood again and she decided she didn’t want to wait around to hear the answer to her question.



 
 “Dorothy, Dorothy, Dorothy!” she muttered quickly.



 
 Closing her eyes, she pictured her sister, and without looking, jumped up off the chair. Using the mantle to push off, she vaulted forward, fully expecting to bash her skull open as she did so.



 
 That didn’t happen and in the next instant she was falling.



 
 “Ohh,” she gasped in surprise.



 
 Opening her eyes, she saw she was falling, tumbling down through a beautiful blue sky. But she was hardly plummeting to her death. Instead, she floated downwards like a feather on a gentle breeze. Indeed, a warm breeze played through her hair, caressing her naked body, and her pounding heart slowed as she realized not only had the Looking Glass worked, but she was safe, comfortable even.



 
 Curious, she looked down. She say a fairy tale land of idyllic pastures in segmented rectangles of deep green and rich brown. Here and their hillocks rose in gentle undulations, capped by copses and stands of hardwood trees. To one side stretched an expansive, verdant orchard, to the other a lazy creek, dappled in the sunlight, meandered through the idyllic landscape. Arrayed like a chessboard, sections of the landscape lay segmented by neat, uniform rows of hedges breaking the topography up in orderly, symmetrical squares.



 
 Curious, and completely devoid of apprehension, Alice looked down beneath her. Running in straight, hard edges, the outlines of a hedge maze spread away some 10 stories beneath her. With a start, she realized that, on her present course, she was going to land right in the labyrinth.



 
 Intimidated by the sheer size of the thing, she quickly attempted to memorize the layout once she identified the closest possible exit through the shrub walls from where she estimated she’d make landing. In the center of the maze was a gigantic hot air balloon, fully inflated and running riot with swirls of primary colors.



 
 Even as she floated downward, the balloon began to rise. Taller than the three story farm house she grew up in, the helium filled canvas, in kaleidoscope patchworks of yellows, reds, blues, and greens, rose up past her, about a fifty yards away.



 
 In the next moment the great, rounded curve of the balloon swept inward toward the gondola and Alice clearly saw three riders. Two small figures flanked a third, larger one. Her eyes opened in shock.



 
 “Dorothy!” she shouted.



 
 It worked!
 She thought, heart leaping with joy.
 The Cheshire kept his promise!



 
 But it was a Dorothy of a sort she had never seen before. Dressed head to toe in a white leather jumpsuit that hugged her body, every bit as lean and heavy breasted as Alice, her sister’s icy blonde hair, in sharp contrast to her own Auburn tresses, was swept back and pinned up, a golden tiara sparkling with diamonds, resting easily on her smooth, untroubled brow.



 
 Almost as surprising as seeing her sister, was seeing her casually standing a long side the Duchess. The Lady, hair once again immaculate, regarded Alice with a disapproving stare. Seeing the falling, or at least floating downward, girl, completely naked, she sniffed and turned her head.



 
 “Slut,” she sniffed.



 
 Alice gaped in shock at her audacity. Gaped in shock at the whole experience, really. Behind the two women another of the shifter breed, Alice assumed, stood impassively. A sort of lizard man dressed as Victorian dandy, complete with monocle, regarded her with an implacable gaze.



 
 A gigantic, ridiculously muscled, figure, Alice realized his features reminded her more of a mythical dragon than they did a common lizard. He was utterly savage, but also somehow regal in appearance.



 
 Alice swallowed, he seemed like a creature not to cross.



 
 Realizing they were drifting apart, Alice shook herself out of her tea assisted fog of surprise. “Dorothy!” she called again.



 
 “Alice,” Dorothy nodded. Her tone was conversational, her expression, bland.



 
 They floated past each other, one drifting up, and the other floating down. Alice blinked in surprise at the lack of reaction from her. Shouldn’t she be shocked to find her here, joyous to be reunited…?



 
 Only, Alice realized, they weren’t really being reunited. The man-dragon pulled out his pocket watch (much larger and nicer than Hare’s) glanced at it,
 tsk tsked
 with a disapproving shake of his massive head, and put the watch back in his pocket. Not bothering to look at the falling woman, the dapper creature reached over and jerked down on a loop of dangling cord.



 
 Instantly, with a fierce roar, the burner ignited in a sheet of flame, jetting super-heated air upwards into the balloon. The gondola began rising faster as Alice floated down past them.



 
 “Dorothy! Wait!” Alice called, shocked. “Wait, I’ve come to find you!”



 
 “My dear,” Dorothy said, “I’m afraid I can’t wait, I’m late you know, terribly late.” She looked away.



 
 “Have some shame you tasty little trollop,” Duchess snapped.



 
 Alice’s mouth worked in amazement. She didn’t know what to say, didn’t know how to grasp this situation and its implications. The foul Duchess was getting under her skin with her arrogant pronouncements.



 
 “I’m not the one who banged a whole deck of cards,” she shouted back. It was a slight exaggeration, she knew, it’d really been more of a hand of cards, really, but still…



 
 The Duchess looked as if she’d been slapped. “Execute her!” she screamed. “Execute her!”



 
 Dorothy lifted an eyebrow at her sister while the dragon (she couldn’t really think of him as anything else) appeared to smirk behind the Duchess’ back.



 
 Then the balloon floated past her and rapidly drifted away.



 
 “Dorothy!” Alice called one last time. There was no answer.



 
 In the next moment Alice dropped down between the towering walls of the hedge maze and realized, to her horror, that in the confusion of the exchange with her sister, she’d forgotten to keep her bearings.



 
 As her view of the outside world slipped away behind the verdant shrubbery, she knew she had little idea of how to proceed through the maze.



 
 “Sonofabitch!” she cursed as she came to a gentle rest on soft, emerald green grass. She rested next to a little stone bench in an unremarkable corridor between high shrug walls of what she thought could be arborvitaes…sort of.
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 Unsure of what to do next, and feeling soundly deflated by the exchange with her apparently indifferent sister, Alice got dressed mechanically. Gone now was all her joy in finding the Hatter’s little fetish dress. She was more worried that ever.



 
 At least on the tea I didn’t care about any—



 
 Startled at her thoughts, she cut herself off.
 Of course! She’s drugged!
 It explained a lot, and now she had to find her and rescue her more than ever. She stood, pleased with the dress, and slid the headband on her hair.



 
 “Now I’ve just got to get out of this maze,” she thought.



 
 “That can prove much harder than you might think,” informed a voice behind her.



 
 Startled, Alice spun, then gaped, then fell back several steps in a mixture of fear and amazement. “Oh,” she squeaked out, reminding herself uncomfortably of Dormouse. “Oh, my, hello.” She looked between the figures legs at what hung there and added, somewhat lamely, “sir.”



 
 “Yes, hello,” the Minotaur said.



 
 The fantastical creature stood as tall as the Looking Glass Guardians, and his penis seemed every inch their equal as well. If possible, he was even broader than they were. She’d once been taken on a very bad first date to a professional wrestling match, while still an undergrad.



 
 The Minotaur displayed a musculature even larger and more ridiculously grotesque than those carnival performers had. Head of a Brahma bull with strong, wide set horns that tapered inward. A human body writ large, but covered with the chocolate hide of a bull.



 
 Long, heavy cock dangling, gigantic testicles swinging between hugely muscled thighs that swept down into cloven hooves. A tail swished casually behind him.



 
 “I do not believe you are from around here.”



 
 Sweet pick up line,
 Alice thought. Out loud she said, “I need to follow that balloon!”



 
 “You should take the other one,” the Minotaur suggested.



 
 “Where is it?” she asked, excited. Never mind that she didn’t have the first clue about flying balloons.



 
 “Why, in the center of the maze, of course,” the Minotaur said.



 
 Alice smirked at him, he pretended to ignore her. “And I don’t suppose you’d be willing to just tell me how to get there?”



 
 “I wouldn’t be much a Barrier Guardian if I did,” he pointed out.



 
 “But you can be bribed.”



 
 “It’s happened before,” he admitted.



 
 “I presume I already know your price?” Her flippancy left her. The being was a very intimidating creature, quite capable of hurting her, she realized.



 
 “It’s no very original, I’m afraid,” he admitted. “But, I’m sort of here to serve a purpose, and rules are rules.”



 
 Alice didn’t ask him who it was, exactly, that did make the rules. They certainly had their own internal consistency, she admitted. She stepped closer, he loomed above her.



 
 Sooner begun, sooner done,
 she thought.



 
 Hand trembling, she reached out to touch the smooth, heavily muscled hide of the Minotaur. Tentatively, she ran her hand across his lumps and ridges, it felt like rubbing living marble. The power suppressed in his mighty limbs fairly
 thrummed
 under her touch.



 
 At the feel of her touch, the beast man snorted, well, like a bull, and stamped one big, hoofed foot on the ground. Startled, Alice drew her hand back quickly.



 
 “No,” the Minotaur said, voice a rumbling basso profundo. “Continue.”



 
 Done between his legs, his swinging cock began to stiffen, growing fatter and plumper as he grew excited. Up close, she saw that, while his member would have given the Looking Glass Knights a serious run for their money, his heavy, hanging ball sack was second to none.



 
 Alice, a product of proper private schools, and Ivy League universities, had never been on a farm in her life. Her own frame of reference for testicles came from viewing Animal Planet. Still, the softball sized globes tightly bunched under the Minotaur’s growing cock were the most massive she’d ever seen.



 
 She pressed one small hand against the sculpted wall of his chest and looked up into the mirror of his black eyes. His horns, much like the one between his thick thighs, were huge. They swept upward and then curved inward so that the gleaming points were much closer together than at the base, where they emerged from his thick, broad skull.



 
 “May I?” she asked. She was suddenly so curious to have this experience she could barely suppress the shockingly strong urges she felt to throw herself at the thing’s cock face first.



 
 “Proceed,” the Minotaur growled.



 
 Alice found her voice. “I need to follow that balloon,” she reminded him.



 
 Leaving her hand on his chest, where she felt the gong-like beat of his heart pulsing against her hand, Alice reached down and gently cupped his balls. They were smooth and soft and hot to the touch. The creature’s skin was velvet smooth over the testicles as she gently rubbed them, feeling her own nipples stiffen in response.



 
 Above the balls, the thing’s cock stood fully erect now. Thick as her forearm, veins scrolled up and down its length in red ropes. The tip was a rounded helmet with a deep, dark slit of a meatus. She imagined cum spurting out of the wide opening, pumping up from the big reservoirs of the balls she was holding. It would be a white sticky mess, and Alice thought the bitch of a Duchess would approve.



 
 Ches is going to be positively jealous he missed cleaning up after this,
 she giggled silently to herself.



 
 She slid her hand up to the Minotaur’s shaft and grasped it at the base. The hard cock was like a wooden bat in her little hand, her fingers unable to encircle the prick. She was acutely aware of how big the creature was standing next to her. Heat radiated from it in waves as if she were basking in the glow of a fire. One wrong move and it could knock her to the ground without trying.



 
 She shivered a little in delighted fear.



 
 She brought her other hand down and took the battering ram of a shaft in a two fisted grip, exploring. She began running them up over the head and then back down to the base. Again the Minotaur snorted, bull-like, but this time she didn’t jump, even when hot, moist breath washed down over her like a swampy breeze pushing her hair around on her head.



 
 “Like this?” she asked in a soft, eager voice.



 
 “Do not stop,” it commanded.



 
 “Sir,” she said, “it’s so big, I’m worried it’s too big for me.”



 
 “Take it or leave it,” the being told her. “You can wonder the labyrinth for as long as you like for all I care.”



 
 She began stroking a little faster, stopping at the top of each motion to lightly squeeze the head. The inner shaft was a steel rod under the softer, slightly spongy outer layer of tissue. She picked up the speed a little more and added a slight twisting motion in opposite directions with her hands.



 
 The Minotaur made a strangled sort of gurgle deep in its throat. The muscles of its thighs quivered in a tic and its tail lashed back and forth. She leaned down and gently kissed the head of the cock.



 
 “But you’ll tell me the way out,” she murmured into his cock.



 
 “I keep my bargain,” by the sudden shift in the tone of his voice, it seemed as if he were now eager to assure her.



 
 She slowly licked the shaft with her tongue, leaving a trail of her saliva along the upper part, and gentle massaging the resilient crown in a probing, wriggling motion.



 
 “And you know where the balloon went?”



 
 “Yes, yes!” the Minotaur roared. It stamped a hoof hard enough for her to feel the reverberations up through the ground and into the soles of her feet. “Do not stop your ministrations, human! Finish and I will tell you all you wish to know.”



 
 She licked him again, slow and long and dripping with spit. “Do you so promise?”



 
 “I swear! I swear!” the beast man bellowed.



 
 In response, Alice fit half of the top of the head of his cock in her mouth and sucked, letting her tongue swirl around as she jacked him with both her hands. With each bob of her head she made loud slurping noises and pushed more of the huge cock into her mouth.



 
 The first three inches of the thing’s erection filled her mouth until she felt her cheeks bulging. Knowing how hard the organ was going to split her once he decided to take her, she pulled her head back and spit some more, coating it with her saliva.



 
 A heavy, clean animal musk filled her nose and she inhaled, feeling connected to something larger than herself in every sense of the word. The massive penis in her hands felt primal, pagan, strong and wild. It made her think of maidens left chained by cowardly villagers for mythical beasts.



 
 Now that she’d seen such a legendary creature this close, she had to wonder if the stories were true. If she had managed to come to this world, this Wonderland, then maybe in the past these magical beings had visited her world.



 
 Maybe she wasn’t the first human woman to taste Minotaur cock.



 
 Excited, she redoubled her efforts, head bobbing, fists pumping. Her heart hammered in her chest with adrenaline and she felt herself growing more aroused with every moment. These sensations were utterly new to her, seemingly a product only of this place where she was free to indulge her desires without the risk of anyone she knew discovering her dark secrets. She knew she could no longer blame everything on the tea. For the moment, she was past caring.



 
 The truth was, sucking this man-beast off wasn’t enough for her. She wanted more. She needed more. She wanted to feel this immense organ pushing into her, filling her up, thrusting inside her. She moaned, reached down, and thrust her hand between her legs and up under her new skirt.



 
 She pulled the stockings down to her knees, moved her wet panties aside, and stuffed two fingers into her sopping pussy. The palm of her hand rubbed at her swollen clit as she furiously masturbated. Above her, the Minotaur leaned back its head and bellowed up toward the sky in pleasure. She thought the mooing was going to rupture her ear drums.



 
 “Quickly,” the Minotaur roared. “Over the stone bench!”



 
 Jumping quickly to follow the command, Alice moved over the short distance to the bench and knelt belly down across the white bricks. She looked back over one shoulder, brushing her hair from her face, and pushed her tangled stockings and panties quickly down further past her knees.



 
 Her eyes grew wide and her thighs damp as she saw the monster coming for her, the girder-like, monumental erection leading the way in a great plinth of flesh.



 
 The ground shook as the five hundred pound creature dropped to its knees behind her. His great hands, impatient but gentle, roamed the curve of her ass, pushing the pale blue skirt up over her hips and exposing her vulnerable slit of a pussy, presenting it like a primitive offering for his pleasure.



 
 To her amazement, it was his turn to dip his head and present mouth to her sex. The big tongue tasted her as the Minotaur licked between her legs. The heavy tongue slathered into her pussy, parting her lips and plunging inside her. The soft, wet press of his bovine lips pressed against her flesh in a deep soulful kiss as he tongued her out.



 
 She’d never been ate out so intensely in her life, including by Dormouse, and counting her “experimentation” incident with the keeper for her school’s soccer team, who’d lived across the hall in her dorm sophomore year.



 
 Biting her lip, she whimpered in pleasure as the soft, wet instrument explored her depths. Finally, unable to control herself, she began rubbing her aroused clitoris furiously. Waves of tingling pleasure radiated up through her belly in a warm surge.



 
 Pushing her feet into the ground, she let her head hang down as she draped over the bench, utterly at the Minotaur’s mercy. Turned on, she played her the button of her clit like a fiddle. An aqueduct low in her gut, down near her womb, opened, and she moaned her orgasm out through gritted teeth, letting herself go all over the Minotaur’s oscillating tongue.



 
 She squirted in a fast, hard rush, gushing her fluids into the Minotaur’s face. The beast snorted and hot breath blew across her back. The creature pulled back and she felt him loom up behind her. In the next moment he lay the mammoth weight of his cock down against the crack of her ass cheeks. She froze at the overwhelming heft the erection, the feel of its inhuman hardness.



 
 She made a small, frightened sound.



 
 “You’re as ready as you’re ever likely to get, human,” the creature warned.



 
 His strong hand came down on the small of her back and pinned her against the top of the low bench. She reached out in front of her with both arms and pushed her hands into the ground to brace against the coming invasion. She spread her legs wide as she could in an impromptu Downward Doggy Yoga pose.
 Which seems appropriate,
 she thought with a sort of terrified, sarcastic glee. This was going to be doggy style on steroids.



 
 “I’m ready,” she whispered.



 
 The blunt head of the rock hard cock pressed against the slit of her vaginal opening. Patiently, the Minotaur rubbed it back and forth along her lips, coasting it with her cunt juice. She felt her thighs quiver in pleasure.



 
 Her heart fluttered with anticipation.



 
 Slowly, the Minotaur began pushing his titanic organ into her. Alice’s head came up like a Jack in the Box, and her eyes widened in surprise. There was no way to take this experience in stride, it was all consuming, and every worry, fear, concern, and uncertainty of life she felt or struggled with completely disappeared.



 
 Everything came down to now, to the moment, to the feeling of that gargantuan pole arm of hot flesh violating her.



 
 “Oh,” she breathed out as it slid in. Then she winced as it pushed deep, stretching her more and more. “Oh, oh, oh,” she gasped.



 
 The Minotaur snorted and pushed more in, like a warrior plunging a sword into an open wound. She whimpered, but the regal animal did not stop. There was pain, pain mixing with the pleasure, and that indescribable feeling of being filled up all the way up to the very limits of her body.



 
 She groaned loudly and slapped the ground. She flexed hard and pushed back into the cock to keep from being shoved bodily right off the wall. Finally, the tip of the column inside her butted up against her cervix. She had no more room left inside her.



 
 She panted, having trouble catching her breath against the avalanche of sensation rocking her body. The Minotaur’s huge, powerful hands clamped down hard on her waist and it made a snarling sound of angry lust.



 
 Now it really starts,
 she had time to think.



 
 Then the fucking began in earnest.



 
 The Minotaur pulled back, shoved forward, pulled back and shoved forward again, stabbing his cock in and out of her like a piston driven pylon. She couldn’t help herself and she let loose with a high pitched squawk as the being picked up speed.



 
 The concussion of his pummeling traveled through her body in shuddering waves and she rocked back and forth like a plaything in his hands. Her head snapped back and forth with each penetration and she pushed her hands harder into the lawn to brace herself.



 
 Behind her the Minotaur started up with more of his deafening bays. It mooed like a running cow, and she felt hot flecks of spittle spray her naked ass checks. The two of them fell into a natural, but unintentional rhythm, her howling out and him bawling his call. She began sweating freely, skin running wet with it from the strain of the encounter.



 
 There was pain and the pain fed her adrenaline. The adrenaline swirled in her body, acting as a powerful stimulant, and she felt as euphoric as she had under the effect of the Hatter’s tea. She grunted loudly as she stretched to the point of splitting, fighting to accept the cock jacking into her like a wildcat drill bit hammering a tunnel into the ground.



 
 She screamed and started crying as her second orgasm convulsed through her, twice as powerful as the first, and then her natural secretions greased the groove inside her enough to allow her to get hold of the moment.



 
 Behind her, inside her, the Minotaur suddenly lost its driving rhythm and began a disjointed bucking. She had a moment to briefly wonder if this was what being disemboweled felt like, and then he, it, the Minotaur, she couldn’t think clearly enough to decide, came.



 
 Cum rolled up his shaft in a bulging gyration she felt through the skin on the underside of his cock and spurted into her. Hot sticky semen sloshed inside her and spilled back down the flesh canal of her pussy as he continued fucking her.



 
 Its mooing bays grey loud enough to hurt her ears and she felt his cum, hot and clotting, spill out of her and onto the inside of her legs.
 There’s so goddamn much!
 she marveled. Behind her, he went still as a statue, frozen in the moment of his final release, the battering ram cock inside her finally falling still.



 
 The cock slid out and the demi-human fell back. He flopped on the lawn behind her, sprawled out. She looked over her shoulder and saw the elephantine torso with pectorals like shields and deeply sculpted abdominal wall, heaving with the effort of supplying that great body with oxygen.



 
 Let’s not do that anytime again too soon,
 she thought.



 
 I would have liked to see how you held up, Duchess,
 she thought with a level of snark that surprised her.



 
 Looking over at the limp figure of the Minotaur, she realized with horror that the beast man was on the verge of falling into a sleep every bit as deep as the Hatter and company. Rising quickly to her feet, unmindful of the pint or so of bull cum leaking out of her, (
 where in the hell was Ches when you really needed him?)
 she quickly pulled her panties and stockings back into place, and smoothed out her dress. Rushing over to the selfish beast, she dropped to her knees beside his intimidating girth and urgently shook him.



 
 “Lord Minotaur! Lord Minotaur!”



 
 The bull opened one eye. “Yes?” he yawned.



 
 “I need these answers! The way out, my sister, the balloon! Please don’t fall asleep!”



 
 The creature let out a heavy, contented sigh. In a drowsy voice, he absently answered her, indicating with one hand in the general direction behind her.



 
 “In the center of the maze is the promenade of the labyrinth,” he said. “Turn left at every juncture and you will reach if quickly.”



 
 “If I turn left every time won’t that just bring me in a circle?” she protested.



 
 “Don’t be ridiculous,” he snapped. He continued talking as if she hadn’t interrupted. “There, in the center, you will find the other balloon.” He pointed vaguely toward the sky. “The wind is to the west, which is where the Duchess’ party must have gone. It is in the direction of the Court of the Red Queen.” He yawned. “If you hurry you can catch her. Now, leave me.”



 
 Without bothering to say goodbye, Alice got up and hurried back into the maze. She followed the Minotaur’s directions and after several turns hurried out onto a wide expanse of landscaped, park-like lawn. Various sculptures of animals copulating with human figures adorned the fairway, surrounding a brick square stage set directly in the middle of the space.



 
 Out from the shadow of the hedge maze walls, she saw the towering, brilliantly colored balloon rising up into the air above a straw woven gondola basket big enough for no more than two occupants.



 
 “Time to channel my inner Dorothy,” she said with determination. Off in the distance she could still see balloon holding her sister floating high above the earth. Running forward, she began casting off lines.



 
 “Going somewhere?” Ches asked from inside the gondola. He was in his demi-human form, tawny fur ruffled gently by the stirring breeze.



 
 She jumped startled, and spun on him, furious, “I thought you’d bailed on me!” she accused.



 
 Opening the gate to let her in, he shrugged, entirely unapologetic. “I do not enjoy the company of the Minotaur. Besides,” he sniffed, “I’m here now.” He morphed into his purely human form and she sighed as she drank him in.



 
 “Fucking cats,” she muttered. Then, despite herself, she hugged him hard. “I missed you!” she laughed.



 
 Ches pretended to ignore her, but he looked pleased in spite of himself.



 
 Untying more lines, she released further ballast and the gondola basket shifted under her feet and began rising. Instinctively, she reached over next to the burner and pulled down on the cord there. A jet of flame shot up, pushing superheated air into the balloon and they rose more swiftly.



 
 “Where, pray tell,” Ches asked, “are we going?”



 
 “Breeze is to the west,” she informed him smugly. “Only way you can go.” She pointed toward the swiftly floating dot of her sister’s balloon. “That’s my sister, there. I’m told this direction is toward the Red Queen’s Court.”



 
 “Oh, goody,” Ches snorted. “The Red Queen.
 She’s
 always fun.” He looked at Alice. “That was sarcasm,” he said.



 
 “Got that part,” she answered.



 
 “It’s ironic because it is in fact,
 not
 fun at all.” He paused again, “because the Red Queen is a wicked bitch.”



 
 “I got it!” she said.



 
 They enjoyed the view for a moment.



 
 “So,” he said after a while. “You fucked the Minotaur.”



 
 “Well, he fucked me,” she corrected. “I started out kind of strong, but by the end I was just sort of holding on.”



 
 “I’m told he has that effect,” Ches said amicably.



 
 Alice felt the bull’s cum drying on her legs in a thick glaze like icing on a birthday cake. She slowly turned her head and looked at her beautiful, beautiful companion.



 
 “Ches,” she said quietly, “I was wondering if I could ask a favor…”



 
 He turned toward her, cat eyes bright, and grinned. “I thought you would never ask!”



 
 Alice leaned back easily against the gondola, taking in the view, and stepped out of her stockings and panties, which she left balled up on the floor. She lifted her dress and the shifter got down on his knees between her legs.



 
 As his warm, rough tongue began to lathe and cleans her, she closed her eyes and felt tension leak out of her body.



 
 Below her, Wonderland floated by, and the long shadow of the balloon drifted across the landscape. Off in the distance, partially obscured by the brilliance of the setting sun, she could just make out the turrets and spires of a fairy tale castle coming into view.



 
 The farther in you go,
 she told herself silently,
 the weirder it gets…



 



End.
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 Swept through a dimensional portal known as the Looking Glass in pursuit of her sister, Alice finds herself on the borders of a strange, surrealistic kingdom. Here impossible creatures from myth and legend wander freely and the only form of barter seems to be the performance of sexual services.



 
 Tested immediately, Alice discovers a side of herself emerging under the stress of this strange Wonderland. With each consecutive encounter she finds herself growing in capability and confidence. But no matter how deep down the rabbit hole she goes, she is haunted by the parting words of her Hare, physicist Ben Planter;
 The Farther In You Go, The Weirder It Gets.



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 The balloon drifted, and Alice chased her sister.



 
 She and Ches floated above a landscape of rich browns and deep, verdant greens. The topography of the square fields lay broken by rows of hedges and the occasional brooks. The symmetrical patterns were laid out in such geometrical precision it was instantly recognizable to Alice as modeled on a chess board.



 
 Off in the distance, barely a speck now on the horizon, the balloon carrying her sister continued its flowing journey toward the fairy tale castle almost indiscernible from this distance. It seemed as if her sister’s balloon was moving along at a brisk cruising speed while her own conveyance floated in a sluggish drift, barely able to claim forward momentum.



 
 Frustrated, she said as much to Cheshire, her feline shifter, and somewhat perverted, companion. The shifter, in his fully human and utterly gorgeous form he knew Alice preferred, shrugged.



 
 “Your sister Dorothy travels with the Duchess,” he said. “The Duchess, as you saw, frequently travels with the Jabberwocky, and,” he continued, “the Jabberwocky prefers to travel quickly.”



 
 “Lorina,” Alice said, expression sour.



 
 “What?”



 
 “Lorina,” Alice repeated, voice firm. “You said Dorothy. My sister’s name is Lorina.”



 
 “You’ve been saying Dorothy,” Ches pointed out.



 
 “I know. It was an old joke from our childhood, but after she just ran out on me, forcing me to screw a Minotaur, I’m not in a mood for pet names. Her name is Lorina.”



 
 “You seemed to enjoy your experience with the Minotaur,” Ches pointed out.



 
 “That’s not really the point,” Alice snapped.



 
 She stamped her foot, causing the Gondola to sway. Ches regarded her and she turned her face away. She knew what he saw, a beautiful, shapely woman in an Alice in Wonderland costume of blue ruffled sleeve dress, sparkling white pinafore, and black ankle strap shoes.



 
 The costume had not been her idea.



 
 However, after the weird orgy scene at Hatter’s tea party, she had been forced to flee, naked, from a squad of the Red Queen’s guardsmen. In the bedroom of her host’s house, she found his fetish clothes and, lacking other garments, was forced to put them on before following Ches through the Looking Glass and into this part of Wonderland.



 
 She refused to dwell on the question of why the clothes, seemingly found by chance, fit her so perfectly.



 
 “It’s not the point at all,” she repeated. “And now her balloon is floating away like it’s a damn helicopter, and we are barely moving.” She crossed her arms. “All I want to do is talk to my sister and everything in this place seems to be conspiring to keep us apart and put as many strange penises in my path as humanly possible.”



 
 “Falling,” Ches corrected.



 
 Alarmed, Alice looked at him. “What?”



 
 “Part of the reason we’re moving so slowly is because we’re falling. After reaching altitude we began losing helium some time ago. I doubt we’ll make it another mile or two.”



 
 “Are we going to crash?!” she demanded.



 
 “Assuming you find us a place to land, the leak is slow enough to set us down in reasonable safety.”



 
 “Me?” Alice protested. “I don’t know how to fly a balloon!”



 
 “Sure you do,” Ches countered. “You told me “the wind does all the work” when we took off. The Minotaur taught you.”



 
 “That’s not training! That’s just dismissive drivel.” She scowled. “And after I gave it to him good, no less.”



 
 “You were probably lucky you weren’t hurt,” Ches said. “He is bull-like, after all.”



 
 “He loved it,” Alice growled. “He loved it and could have given me better instructions.”



 
 “He gave you the balloon.”



 
 “Whose side are you on, anyway?”



 
 “Mine. I’m a cat.”



 
 Alice tuned the shifter out, growing more alarmed as she realized just how quickly they’d actually started dropping. Already the tops of the hedges seemed much closer, and her sister’s balloon was just a pinprick in the sky to the west.



 
 She yanked on the lanyard again, igniting the burner and pumping superheated gas into the balloon. Their descent arrested for a moment, then she heard the sound of fabric ripping and they started to drop again, faster.



 
 “What do we do!” Alice asked.



 
 “Hold on!” Ches shouted back.



 
 The shifter then proceeded to do just that, jumping over and clinging to Alice. Alice, mouth dry as she watched the upward rushing ground, hugged him back. They bent at the knees and dropped to the floor of the gondola to brace for impact.



 
 They struck hard and the gondola tipped as the balloon collapsed to the ground. They tumbled forward and slid out of the carrier on impact, sprawled out on the grass in various positions of indignity.



 
 Alice sat up. She blew an errant lock of hair out of her face and then picked some bright green bits of grass of her lip. She looked over. Ches had rolled once and landed on his feet. She was beginning to hate him a little bit.



 
 Alice pushed herself to her feet. “That wasn’t as bad as I feared.”



 
 “We have other problems,” Ches informed her.



 
 “What now?”



 
 “We’re on the ground.”



 
 “Yes, I was there for our landing.”



 
 “In the air you move from point A to point B.”



 
 “And you don’t on the ground.”



 
 “No. There are a lot of points between A and B on the ground. Many of them manned by one form of royal guard or another.”



 
 Alice remember the card men (man-cards?) and their merry train pulling on the Duchesses. She didn’t think she could make her way through more than one (okay, maybe two) such checkpoints, even with Ches’ magic tongue.



 
 “What do we do?” she asked.



 
 “We need a script of permit. A passport.”



 
 “How do we get one of those?”



 
 “Around here? At the moment?”



 
 “No, tomorrow, in some other place,” Alice snapped. Ches looked at her. She sighed. “
 Yes
 ,” she said. “Here, now.”



 
 “We might ask the White King. He’s playing his chess games with the Red Queen, and he owes me a favor. Sort of, anyway.”



 
 “What does that mean?” Alice asked.



 
 “It means he’ll give us one, which isn’t always a sure thing…”



 
 “But we’re going to have to pay for it,” Alice finished. “I know where this is going…again.”



 
 Ches sighed. “Not just you. Me as well. The White King as, uh,
 eclectic
 tastes.”



 
 Alice smirked. It was just a tad bit wicked. “Glad to see I’m not the only one putting in work around here.”



 
 Clearly miffed, Ches looked away.



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 The White King was not pale.



 
 His color was not that of an albino or someone so protected from sunlight they seemed translucent. Rather, he was aggressively, gloriously, white. The white of alabaster, a brilliant shade so ivory hued it fairly glowed. The color covered his body in a seamless sleeve like a tight rubber suit of pearly intensity.



 
 The effect was so startling it was frightening. It gave him a look that seemed somehow utterly alien despite his human features, an almost android-like perfection. Only his eyes, black as jet, and his crown, a glittering platinum, varied in color. He wore no clothes and she saw, as would be the way in this strange, twisted Wonderland, that he was hung like a porn star, long cock swinging to just above his knee.



 
 Her breath caught in her throat as his inhuman gaze fell upon her and she felt his power, a raw ambience of cruelty and authority emanating from him in almost tangible psychic pulses. Something in her responded to the power.



 
 “My, my, my,” he said, voice a mocking innuendo. “Whatever have you brought to my game board to play, Ches?” he asked.



 
 “Do as I say, when I say it,” Ches warned under his breath. “You follow my lead without hesitation and you just might live to see your sister again.”



 
 Behind the already imposing monarch, his four litter bearers, massive creatures with the bodies of gorillas and the heads of elephants, stood at attention. Sensing power in them to rival that of the Minotaur, Alice swallowed.



 
 “You introduce me to the nicest people, Ches,” she muttered.



 
 “Just follow my lead, darling,” he said.



 
 The feline shifter stepped in front of Alice, placed one hand at his waist, the other at his back, and crossed his legs. In one smooth motion he bent at the waist and bowed very low before the king.



 
 “My lord, what a pleasure to see you again.” His voice was solicitous. This was a side of him Alice had not seen before. It made her heart flutter with anticipation.



 
 However it wasn’t just Ches’ reaction that had her heart beating faster, she realized. It was the sight of the White King. He was a flawless specimen of perfection, more like a statue of living, icy, marble than flesh and blood. It was impossible not to look on every carved and muscular line of his frame and not be curious about what it would feel like next to hers. To wonder what that cock would be like standing out fully aroused and hard as diamonds.



 
 Keep it together,
 she warned herself as her mind drifted.



 
 “Is that Ches?” asked a female voice from inside the pagoda.



 
 Surprised, Alice looked over and saw a figure emerging from the conveyance. In her own way, she was every bit as stunning as the White King. Where he was gleaming bone and sparkling pearl, she was a vivid shade of red so resplendent it was dazzling.



 
 The matriarch stood for a moment and regarded Alice. Like the White King, the orbs of her eyes were a pure jet that set off the color of her luminous ruby skin. Like the White King, she was utterly naked except for a golden tiara. Her lines were smooth, an aristocratic beauty of sharp features, lean silhouette and breasts sitting much too high and perky for their size.



 
 Like the White King, her genitals were as smooth and hairless as every inch of her body. Her teeth gleamed a strange, light blush, right down to the curved fangs of her eye teeth. She inspected Alice like a butcher sizing up a cut of meat.



 
 Alice swallowed.



 
 “The Red Queen,” Ches moaned, voice so quiet it was the merest hint of a whisper. “Heavens help us. We are in mortal danger.” In a louder, more social appropriate manner, he addressed her with proper respect. “My Queen,” again he bowed. “As always, it is a pleasure to meet you.”



 
 “Yes,” she answered, voice droll. “I’ve missed your cleanings, I must admit.”



 
 “As have I,” said the White King. “Perhaps we have time for a sample before we continue our contest,” he continued, voice a purr. “Thoughts, my Queen?”



 
 She moved over to him like a stripper coming onto a stage. She leaned into him, pressing her naked body to his and draping her arms around his improbably wide shoulders. Her eyes never left Alice. She lazily traced the outline of his lower lip with a single finger. The nail, a glittering shade of crimson, looked sharp as a stiletto.



 
 “Now,” she chastised. “You know I’m not your Queen, my dear. Don’t confuse this newcomer.”



 
 The White King smirked. It was a haughty, predatory smile, in no way reassuring or filled with humor. It did convey power, absolute authority, and indomitable strength. Alice felt herself responding on some subconscious, internal level she didn’t fully understand.



 
 “Quite right,” the White King said. He turned his inky eyes on the shifter. “Ches, do you care to introduce us to your companion?”



 
 “Of course!” Chest answered at once. “This,” he said simply, “is Alice.”



 
 The Red Queen threw back her head and laughed loudly. It was a sensual, full throated sound, rich and melodious. It was also cruelly mocking. Alice felt her cheeks burn at the laughter.



 
 “Is she really?” the White King asked. He sounded slightly bemused. “She’s not just one of Hatter’s living fetish dolls?”



 
 “No, no,” Ches said, hurriedly. “I assure you, my lord. She is indeed, an Alice.”



 
 “She’s not blonde,” the Red Queen pointed out.



 
 Alice recalled learning at some point that diamonds can be black. Called carbonado, some were believed to have originated in the irradiation of outer space. These, Alice thought, were how the Red Queen’s eyes sparkled. Like sunlight on the blade of a sword.



 
 “Not all are, your majesty,” Ches assured her. “And really, she’s wearing the headband so she will be very soon.”



 
 Alice turned to look at him in surprise. “What?”



 
 Ches smiled hugely and spoke out of the side of his mouth. “It’s the effect of Hatter’s influence. I’ll explain later, just go with it.”



 
 “I don’t think I’ve ever met an Alice,” the Red Queen mused.



 
 Alice looked at Ches, who nodded slightly, still grinning hugely. She cleared her throat and stepped forward. The Red Queen arched an eyebrow and the White King studied her, eyes narrowed.



 
 She tried a clumsy curtsey. It was not a maneuver she practiced, but it wasn’t like riding a unicycle either, so she thought she’d done okay.



 
 “Ahem,” she tried to begin but nervous, her throat tightened. She cleared it started again. “As Ches said, I am Alice. I’m looking for my sister, who to be honest, I thought was heading for your castle,” she said to the Red Queen. The Queen looked down her nose at her. “Ma’am,” Alice added in a hurried fashion. She tried another curtsey.



 
 “
 My
 castle?” the Red Queen asked. “Your sister is heading to my castle, you say?”



 
 “She’s with the Duchess,” Alice hurried to explain.



 
 “Yes well,” the Red Queen sniffed. “You have your facts confused to be sure, which I’m told, is quite common in the Alices.”



 
 Alice felt her cheeks color. “I am ever so sorry,”



 
 ‘I am ever so sorry’? What the hell, am I an English school girl now?
 She thought to herself in a state of disbelief over the words that had come from her mouth. She hurried on.



 
 “I meant no offense, it’s just the Minotaur said—“



 
 “I think we are speaking of the Queen of Hearts,” the Red Queen said. Her voice was very cold. “Something altogether different than myself. I will kindly ask you not to confuse the issue again.”



 
 “Careful,” Ches whispered. “She’s quite fond of executions.” He paused, mused for a moment and then added quietly, “though not necessarily beheadings. That’s a Queen of Hearts thing.”



 
 “Please accept my apology,” Alice said. Not knowing what else to do, she bowed her head and curtseyed again.



 
 “I suppose,” said the Red Queen, “that since you are new and in the company of such a useful compatriot, that I can do so…
 this time.
 ”



 
 “Oh,” Ches exhaled in relief. “She’s a wicked bitch and we’ve dodge a grisly death.”



 
 Alice felt the blood drain from her face in a rush. “Th-th-thank you, your majesty,” she managed to get out in a hurry.



 
 The Red Queen dismissed them. Turning to the White King, she leaned her naked body in him again. “I tire of this. Quite tedious.” She kissed him. “I must go before my king awakens. We do, after all, have a competition to continue.”



 
 “As you wish, my dear,” the White King replied. He returned his inscrutable gaze back to Alice and Ches.



 
 His cock grew erect.



 
 The Red Queen turned from him, nodded once to Ches, then studied Alice once more. The gaze was disapproving, as if she’d been found wanting. Then she turned and simply
 left
 . The motion was a scarlet blur too quick for the eye to follow and Alice gasped out loud at the display. Only a red streak, gone from her vision in less than a second, marked her exit.



 
 “Curiouser and curiouser,” she murmured to herself.



 
 She looked past the magnificent form of the White King and looked at his litter bears once more. They hadn’t changed. Eight feet tall, massively muscled bodies of gorillas and huge heads of elephants. They were impressive, she admitted.



 
 “Now,” said the White King, “what say we take up where we last left off, hmmm, Ches?”



 
 “If memory serves,” Ches said, “it was
 in flagrante delicto
 . You, I, the Duchess, and about a quart of Hatter’s tea.”



 
 When the White King grinned his teeth were strong, dazzling squares. Alice stared openly as he dropped a big hand down to his hard card. He slowly stroked it, looking at both of them with the same possessive arrogance with which the Red Queen had looked at him.



 
 With a feat of mental effort, Alice shook herself from the spell. She had not come to this strange place, passed through the Looking Glasses on some kind of a kinky holiday. She had come to find her sister and if the twisted versions of this children’s story traded everything for sex ,then so be it. But she knew where her sister was going, where she could find her.



 
 The question now wasn’t
 where
 was she, it was
 why
 she was doing it. Before she got her answer, she’d have to catch up to her sister. Sleeping with the White King didn’t seem to be a conduit for that.



 
 “I’m sorry, your highness,” she began. “But I really have to find my sister.”



 
 Still smiling, the White King looked over at her. “The Red Queen told you,” he said. “She’s at the palace of the Queen of Hearts.”



 
 “Which looks like rather a long way on foot,” she said. “So I think I have to get started.”



 
 He stopped smiling. “You need to get started on something, that’s for sure,” he said. There was a dangerous undercurrent in his voice.



 
 Alice, please,
 Ches said in her mind.



 
 Alice jumped in shock and whirled in surprise at the shifter.



 
 “You—“ she began.



 
 Quiet!
 He snapped in her mind.



 
 “—was going to ask the King about the vorpral sword,” he cut her off verbally, shaking his head at her vigorously. “And,” he added. “Perhaps, in his highness’s generosity, a passport?”



 
 Do not offend the King’s pride!



 
 I’m here to find my sister,
 she thought.
 Not to try and sleep my way across Wonderland.
 Out loud, she said. “Vorpral sword?”



 
 Ches grinned at the White King.
 Really? You’re not? Could have fooled me.



 
 You moth—



 
 We need his help,
 he thought back at her.



 
 Ches said. “Yes. If we are going to take the short cut through the forest where things have no names, then we’ll meet the Bandersnatch. If we meet the Bandersnatch,” he told Alice, still grinning hugely in her face. “We’ll most definitely need the Vorpral sword.”



 
 Are you telling the truth?
 Alice demanded in her head.



 
 Yes!
 Ches shouted into her mind.



 
 “Oh!” Alice laughed. “Yes! Of course, the
 vorpral
 sword! Sorry, my bad.” She turned and smiled at the White King. “He told me all about it.”



 
 The White King continued pumping his cock in leisurely manner as he looked at them. “Then,” he said in that impossibly deep voice, “he told you that I have it. And have it you shall.” He stopped masturbating and put his hands on his hips. His cock stuck straight out, like a mountain jutting out of the earth. “Convince me.”



 
 Ches placed an arm around Alice.
 I didn’t anticipate us falling to the ground this close to the palace. We stick to the road we run into card men patrols. We try and cross the playing field, that could go wrong in any number of ways. You want to make the palace, we have to cut through the wood where things have no name. That means we could face the Bandersnatch. One does not face the Bandersnatch without the vorpral sword. It’s the way to your sister.



 
 Alice smiled at the White King. “Let’s do this.”



 
 The White King stepped aside and waved his arm in a regal gesture, indicating the interior of his outside pavilion. “Please,” he said, “after you.”



 
 They entered the luxurious tent and Alice took in the accoutrements. The bed, the plush chairs and divans. The table on which rested a crystal cut pitcher of what she recognized as Hatter’s tea.



 
 In for an inch, in for a Minotaur’s cock,
 she thought. She smiled at the White King, eyes on his cock. She indicated the pitcher.



 
 “May I?”



 
 The White King nodded. “Both of you, drink.”



 
 “Yes, your majesty,” they both answered at once.



 
 The taste was delicious this time around. The effect of the intoxicant and aphrodisiac almost immediate.
 I’m not really the one doing all of this,
 she thought.
 It’s the tea. I’m high on the tea so I can do whatever I want.



 
 She set the empty glass down. Buzzing hard, she approached the magnificent White King and his royal cock.



 
  



 
 Slowly, she sank to her knees on the floor, ending up with her face even with his crotch. His dick jumped and he almost sighed with relief at the feel of her hand. Alice wasn’t coy, or teasing, she just went right to work. Her hand came up and wrapped around the shaft, jacked up and down a couple of times, and then she put it in her mouth.



 
 “Yes,” he hissed as her hot mouth wrapped around the smooth, pure white helmet of his glans.



 
 Her tongue moved as she sucked gently on the head, continuing to stroke her hand up and down along his rigid shaft. After a moment, when she built up sufficient spit in her mouth, she began bobbing her head in time to her hand strokes,



 
 “Gee, Alice,” Ches said. “You’re really good at that.”



 
 Her tongue roamed around the White Kings cockhead, the tip flickering across his peehole and massaging him there. He groaned and she felt his butt cheeks clench hard in response to the technique.



 
 His balls drew up tight against his belly and he felt the stirrings of the intense tingling of a Grade A orgasm begin to build. On her knees, Alice sped up, taking more of his prick into her mouth as she bobbed. She made a slurping sound and sucked overflowing saliva back into her mouth.



 
 That little bit of extra stimulation was enough. The White King grunted, then began bucking his hips forward into her mouth. She didn’t slow down, even as she started to gag as he went deeper.



 
 His toes curled up violently and his knees locked up. “Argh!” he grated out. A distant, disassociated, part of her mind though, “
 argh”?
 What the fuck, is he a pirate, now? But most of her mind was overtaken with the intensity of his orgasm.



 
 Lava hot, semen rolled up his urethra and spurted into her mouth. Instantly, hand still wrapped around his shaft, Alice pulled her head back and lifted her chin. The White King grinned while, as he continued cumming, she began jerking his load across the top of her perfectly rounded tits.



 
 “Cum on my tits,” Alice urged, stroking him in slow, loose motions, “Cum on these big titties.”
 Jesus,
 she thought, did I just say that? T
 hat tea is insane!



 
 “Ahhh!” the White King shouted.



 
 The last loops of his cum arced out of him and landed in lazy curly cues across her tits, where they immediately began to dry in a glaze like sugar frosting on a doughnut.



 
 Ches looked at Alice on her knees in front of the White King, his dick in her hand and glistening with her spit. His cum was drying on her tits.



 
 “I don’t suppose we’ll be calling that good?” he asked.



 
 The White King gave him a lazy glance. “That’s worth a passport. But you want to us the Vorpral Sword? It’s going to have to get rough and kinky in this tent.”



 
 “Yeah, Ches,” Alice said, voice husky from the effects of the tea. “Shut up and let’s get this mini-orgy started.”



 
 The White King looked at her. “As much as I find the Hatter’s little fetish amusing, Alice, I do not want you in those clothes.”



 
 Alice stood and shrugged out of the dress. Reaching up with both hands she pinched her nipples, pulling on them and enjoying the sensation it created in her pussy.



 
 Watching her, the White King, just that quickly, grew erect again.



 
 “Lay on the couch,” he told her. She hurried to obey.



 
 Somewhere, far back in her mind, she marveled at her compliance, eagerness even. The tea was incredible.
 The tea,
 she thought. She remembered the expression on her sister’s face, saw it mirrored now in Ches’ features as he finished his own glass.
 She was on the tea!



 
 The two males gave her little time to consider her insight.



 
 Ches, fully committed now, crawled up onto the cushioned divan on his knees. Making a low, almost yowling sound of lust, he rudely stuck his cock in her mouth.



 
 She lifted her head eagerly to take him, and he slipped it past her lips and into her mouth. She sucked the head, but he was too aroused, too worked up, and he crouched over her, holding her head down with one hand, and began fucking her face.



 
 “Fuck yeah,” the White King whispered as he watched, seemingly almost to himself. “Take that dick, take it.”



 
 Ches pumped his hips, driving his cock into her willing mouth and down into her throat. Alice started gagging, eyes watering, and blew out saliva on a back stroke. She knew from experience that Ches, normally laid back to the point of being laconic, turned into a different creature when aroused.



 
 Wonderland was that kind of place.



 
 Between her legs, the White King also moved onto the bench, balancing on his knees as he looked down at her open, vulnerable pussy.



 
 Catching her legs, he pushed them back up toward her head and shoved the head of his dick against her cunt, rubbing it back and forth until he slid past the opening of her lips. Centered, he pushed in and Alice jumped as if electrocuted in her pleasure.



 
 He looked up from fucking her and watched her swallowing, deep throating, the shifter and his penis tingled violently until he gasped his enjoyment. He slid all the way in and flexed hard, feeling the soft muscles of her pussy clench and flex around his shaft, much as her mouth did around the shifter’s cock.



 
 He pulled his dick out in a single yank, took it in hand, and then shoved his cock back in and she frantically lift her hips to meet each of his strokes, forcing him to go balls deep on each push.



 
 Pulling her mouth clear of the thrusting cock, she looked down at the White King, eyes bright and shinning, chin damp with her own saliva.



 
 “I want to feel both of you in me,” she said.
 Did I just say that?



 
 He slowed his strokes, sawing in and out of her at a more moderate rate. “How?” he asked.



 
 “Sit in the chair,” she said.



 
 As she spoke, she thrust her head toward a comfortable chair set against the wall of the pavilion over by the bed, and the White King pulled out of her and went over and sat down.



 
 Jacking his dick off with her hand, Alice looked up at Ches. “I want to feel this big dick in my ass while the White King fucks my pussy. Can you do that? Can you fuck my ass so I can feel both of you moving inside me at the same time?”



 
 Who the fuck is saying this!
 She asked herself, stunned.



 
 Ches’s voice came out rough, his need raw. “Get over there and get on his dick,” he growled. He was desperate to get his cock into something tight and warm.



 
 Dripping, Alice sat up and swung off the bed. She sauntered across the room, in complete control of situation. She walked over to the chair and climbed up into the White King’s lap.



 
 He lay back as she reached down and guided his cock into her pussy. Leaning in close, she moaned in his ear as she slid herself down his length. His hands came up and began squeezing her tits. She turned and started kissing him, thrusting her tongue into his mouth.



 
 He kissed her back, passionately, reveling in the heady mix of flavors she offered. She lifted her hips and then rocked them down hard again several times, fucking from the top. After a moment, she broke off the kiss and looked seductively over her shoulder as Ches came up behind them.



 
 “Do it,” she whispered. “Slide it in my ass.”



 
 I give up,
 she thought.
 I can’t fight this.



 
 She arched her back, presenting the perfect curve of her Zumba-ized ass toward him. Bending slightly at the knees, Ches took his cock in hand and brushed the head against her rectal opening.



 
 She gasped at the sudden invasion, willing her sphincter to relaxed and accept the hard cock knocking at her back door. Ches was too tea-drunk, too worked up, to be careful. Almost enraged with the need to start fucking, he shoved his dick halfway up her ass in a single stroke.



 
 “Ahhh!” Alice cried out in a loud mixture of pain and pleasure.



 
 Beneath her, the White King began pumping upward, driving his cock rapidly into her. Again Alice cried out and hugged him, pressing her sperm wet tits against his face. He took an erect nipple in his mouth and began lightly biting it as he felt her quivering, almost helpless in his arms.



 
 Behind them, Ches groaned as his dick slid all the way into Alice. He felt the White King’s thrusting cock moving like a piston through the thin flesh separating Alice’s ass from her vagina.



 
 He began moving his cock, trying to time his thrusts so that he was going in as the White King was pulling out.



 
 Suddenly, Alice wailed, “yes, yes, yes! Fuck me boys, fuck me!”



 
 Both Wonderland beings increased their pace, earnestly trying to give Alice what she was craving. Ches in particular, in a better position, began hammering away at her snug asshole.



 
 “Gee whiz,” he grunted. “You sure do have a tight ass, Alice!”



 
 Alice groaned, low and satisfied as she breast fed the White King. “I’ve experienced a lot of firsts here in Wonderland.”



 
 The White King squirmed beneath her, continuing to bite her nipple as he lifted his ass off the chair and pumped his cock into her. She felt his balls clenching in anticipation of shooting his load off.



 
 Alice leaned down, riding the cocks moving inside her, and whispered in his ear. “I’m going to cum now, okay, Mr. White King, sir?” she asked. “Would you like that? Would you like me to cum while you fuck me?”



 
 “Hell yes!” the White King managed to get out through clenched teeth. “Let it go!”



 
 His dick see-sawed up into her, and Ches’s fat cock rubbed against him through the thin membrane, his heavy balls drawn up tight between his legs. His abs started burning from the dozens upon dozens of bottom up crunches he performed.



 
 Then, like hot water pouring from a shower, feminine ejaculate exploded out of Alice’s cunt. The warm liquid gushed down over him in a streaming waterfall, dripping down past his balls and running into the crack of his ass. His thighs ran wet with it and, in his arms, Alice came.



 
 Throwing back her head, she howled and he bit down harder on her nipple, knowing she loved the rough treatment. Her pussy spasmed in concentric waves as she wiggled uncontrollably, ass stretched tight by Ches’s savagely plunging cock, while still fully impaled on the White King’s own thrusting member.



 
 The sort of pressurized hissing sound of her letting go as she squirted out around his cock drove him on, making him more ferocious in his fucking. Somewhere in the middle of her orgasmic scream, Alice began crying, tears running down her face in ecstasy as she started sobbing.



 
 “Don’t stop!” she wailed. “Don’t you fucking stop!”



 
 Goosebumps broke out across her flesh as her orgasm rocked through her. Her hands slipped behind his shoulders and she raked his back with her nails, gouging shallow furrows in the skin.



 
 “Ah, fuck!” he cried out.



 
 Adrenaline poured into his body, initiated by the pain of her scratches, and he grabbed her hips, holding her tight, slapping his hips up into her. He snarled in frustration, unable to deliver the fucking he wanted to give from that position.



 
 “That’s it!” he said. “We’ve got to switch, it’s my turn to hit that ass, Ches.”



 
 “Absolutely,” Ches agreed. “As you wish, my lord.”



 
 Alice lay limply in the White King’s arms, her body almost gelatinous from the aftermath of her orgasm. She moaned as Ches pulled his cock out of her rear hole, leaving her feeling empty and hollow.



 
 “Get up,” the White King urged. “Let’s do standing doggy.”



 
 Legs shaking, Alice moved to comply and the White King, energized, quickly stood as well. Alice turned and leaned into Ches, kissing him full on the mouth and he kissed her back, hard. She sucked on his tongue, hands sliding down to his cock where she began to jerk him off.



 
 Coming up behind her, the White King took her by her narrow waist and pressed his thumbs against the back of her hips, bending her over. Holding onto Ches, she shifted her feet into a wider stance, and then bent her head to go ass-to-mouth on her shifter companion.



 
 Ches groaned as her hot, eager mouth slid over his dirty dick, sucking and licking at the head as she began bobbing her head up and down. “All hail, Alice!” he shouted, voice almost deliriously happy.



 
 The White King, rubbing his hard cock between her ass cheeks nodded enthusiastically. “I know, right? Someone is earning themselves a powerful relic…”



 
 Suddenly, from the tip of his dick, another stream of cum shot out, pouring onto Alice’s back and running down the side of her ribcage under her heavy, swinging tits. She moaned into Ches’s balls and began rubbing herself back against the White King’s dick as he dumped his load on her.



 
 “Uh, uh, yeah,” he groaned.



 
 He stepped back and aimed his hard cock as best he could, so that his stream of cum splashed directly on her puckered asshole, running down in thick white rivers over her swollen pussy lips and soaking her pubic hair.



 
 Alice groaned like someone biting into a delicious piece of cake as she felt the hot stream squirt against her ass, and, reaching down, began licking Ches’s balls as she jacked his cock.



 
 Behind her, the White King drizzled the rest of his cum out and then pushed his still hard cock into her ass.
 All hail the king,
 she thought.
 The king and his cock that just keeps on giving.
 She wiggled her hips, helping him find purchase, and then pushed off Ches’s hips a little until the White King was up to his base and grinding into her buttocks.



 
 He started thrusting, balls slapping against the back of her legs. For a moment Alice simply clung to Ches, loving it, until she found the rhythm and gained her balance. Still stroking the kid’s dick, she looked up, meeting Ches’s eyes.



 
 “Turn around,” she told him. “You ever feel a tongue in your asshole?”



 
 Ches’s eyes widened, but he quickly spun around and offered his ass to her face.



 
 “It’s only my favorite thing ever!”



 
 Alice didn’t hesitate, plunging her face directly into the muscular crack of his taunt ass, she began eating him out.



 
 One of her hands snaked between his legs, grabbing his cock from behind and milking it. “Oh shit!” he stuttered out as she performed the Rusty Trombone on him.



 
 Not satisfied with just licking, Alice thrust her tongue in and out of his butthole, tongue-fucking him. Her hand squeezed and stroked his hard dick.



 
 Behind her, the White King continued fucking her ass. Abruptly, a wild jet of female ejaculate shot out of her pussy and began spraying down her leg. At the sound of her cumming while getting butt fucked, the White King snarled and began pounding her harder.



 
 Hot juice doused him, and he felt his toes grip the floor for purchase as his own building orgasm rocked through his body. His hips made several spasmodic stutter thrusts as his thigh muscles locked up, and then the intense burning pleasure locked in a ring around the base of his cock, surged into him, and he knew he was at the point of no return. He reached up, grabbing her shoulders with each hand, giving him a firmer hold to thrust against, pulling her back as he shoved his cock into her.



 
 He grunted with each impact, and listened to her exhale loudly under the force of each of his thrusts. Feeling dirty and barbaric, he reached over with one hand and took hold of her hair. His fingers curled into the tangles of her tresses, and he yanked back like a rider reining a horse in.



 
 Her head snapped back under his grab, thrusting her chin up and pushing her face deeper into Ches’s ass. The White King slammed his cock home, feeling the shock wave travel through her, and watched it push her tongue further inside Ches’s ass. His cock felt like it was swelling like a balloon inside the tight sheath of her butthole.



 
 “Fuck!” he yelled, and began ejaculating yet again. Then, becoming inarticulate with need, he began slurring out random, bestial sounds. “Uhggh, uhggh!”



 
 His cum shot up inside Alice, and she ground her ass back into him as she felt his semen splashing up inside her. Her juices continued streaming out of her, making a loud sound as it formed a puddle between her legs.



 
 She felt Ches’s cock stiffen in her hand and she knew he was close. She squeezed harder, bearing down on the steel-straight inner shaft of his prick, and continued pumping hard.



 
 Her tongue burrowed deep up his asshole, licking and thrusting in a slick, slippery tempo that teased his sensitive prostate.



 
 “Alice! Alice!” he hollered.



 
 His cum spewed out between his legs in a watery-white mess that clung to his calf where he got himself. The warm, tingling sensation ripping through his cock caused his ass to pucker and Alice could actually feel it squeezing her tongue as she oral fucked his rear opening.



 
 Excited by how crazy she’d made the two fairy tale creatures, Alice dropped to her knees, and, reached out with both hands, taking control of their bodies, and pulling them toward her by their still hard dicks.



 
 In a motion not unlike the head bobbing of an Ostrich as it walked, she sucked first one dick, licking the cum from it, before turning her head and sucking the other. She went like that, bouncing back and forth between each dick until they shone, clean and pink.



 
 Finally, satisfied, she sat back exhausted. the White King collapsed back into the chair while Ches leaned heavily into the bed. The three of them rested like that for several long moments, panting hard.



 
 After a moment, Ches crawled over to her and began licking her clean. She moaned and ran her hands through his soft hair as his tongue explored her well used openings.



 
 The White King leaned back on his lounge and tucked one arm behind his head. Alice regarded him. The pose was studied casual, it said “look at me, I’m totally together and I don’t care. Wouldn’t you like to suck my cock?” It was an infuriating mixture of arrogance and grace.



 
 “I think you may have a problem,” he said, voice bored. He held his free hand up and studied the nails. They were perfect.



 
 “What is that, my lord?” Ches asked from between Alice’s legs. He was smiling but his face was tight.



 
 “It’s just that the Red Queen saw you here…”



 
 Worried, Alice looked to Ches. The shifter sat up. “I am well acquainted with the Red Queen, your highness.” He seemed to be choosing his words carefully.



 
 “Yes, yes, of course,” the White King smiled. He tucked his other arm behind his head and propped one leg up. His long cock dangled like the arm of a grandfather clock. Alice found her eyes drawn to it despite herself. It held an undeniable fascination for her. “It’s just that,” he went on. “she saw you in
 my
 company.”



 
 “
 She
 was in ‘your company,’” Alice protested. Some instinct told her to start dressing.



 
 “Well, yes,” he laughed. “But no one knows that, do they?”



 
 “What does this mean for us, your highness?” Ches asked. He started pulling his clothes on.



 
 “Just that, since she and the Queen of Hearts are so close…”



 
 “Is the suit of Hearts coming for us?” Ches asked. Alice froze in the act of pulling up her stocking.



 
 “Yes, I imagine so,” the White King admitted. Alice began buckling her shoes.



 
 Ches looked at him. “Highness? The Vorpal sword?”



 
 The White King pursed his lips. “I suppose you’ve earned it.” He gestured to a trunk. “Take it.”



 
 “Ches,” Alice said. “We should hurry.”



 
 Ches, ignoring her, crossed to the trunk and knelt, quickly opening it. He pulled what looked like to Alice, a King Author style sword.



 
 “Careful,” the White King warned. “It’s sharp.”



 
 “I should hope so, majesty. Passport?”



 
 “There’s a signet ring in there, that’ll do.”



 
 In the distance there came the sound of trumpets.



 
 “She always did have the worst timing,” the White King noted, voice bored.



 
 “Alice,” Ches said.



 
 “Yes?”



 
 “Run.”



 
  



 
 They raced through the woods where things have no names.



 
 In rapid succession, they crossed over the chessboard square fields, through the hedge rows, across the brook and into the wood.



 
 “Why?” Alice asked him after they’d slowed down. “Why is chasing us like this?”



 
 “Because I made a deal with the Red Queen after I jumped through the Looking Glass in Hatter’s house,” he replied.



 
 The feline shifter was moving fast enough that she had to break into a jog on every other step to keep up.



 
 Alice felt the pit of her stomach grow cold and tie itself into a knot.



 
 “What do you mean, ‘a deal,’” she asked.



 
 They stopped running and looked at each other. The trumpets of the Suit of Hearts blasted again. The note was clear and pure and almost upon them.



 
 “For you, Alice,” he said. “I made a deal for you.”



 
 “What does that mean!” Alice shouted.



 
 There was the sound of bodies breaking brush, of boots striking the ground, of men approaching.



 
 “It means,” said the Red Queen, “that you should never trust a cat.” Alice looked at the regal figure. The Red Queen smiled. “Unless it’s to clean up spilled milk.”



 
 “Cum,” Ches offered. “By spilt milk she means cum.”



 
 “Yes,
 thank you,
 Ches,” Alice said. “I quite understand what she meant.” She turned to look at him. “The signet ring for passport? The Vorpral thingie sword?”



 
 “That was a different deal,” he said. “I happen to also need those things. I’m sorry, Alice.”



 
 The Red Queen laughed. The Suit of Hearts came out of the trees and formed a circle around her. The card-men (man-cards?) looked very serious. She thought she quite preferred them pulling a train on the Duchess.



 
 “You don’t seem very sorry,” Alice told him.



 
 Ches looked away. He was gorgeous. “Yes, well, as I said. I am cat…”



 
 Alice felt tears building at the back of her eyes and angrily blinked them back. She turned to face the Red Queen. “Why go to all this trouble? What could you possible want with me?”



 
 “Why,” the Red Queen said. “The same thing I wanted from your sister.” She nodded and two guards grabbed Alice. “I want the secret of the Looking Glass.”



 
 Alice closed her eyes.



 
 END



 



 
  



 
 Check out Vixen Wade’s page of other great, sexy weird stories…
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 Little Bo Peep



 



 
  



 



 
 Losing More Than Sheep



 



 
  



 



 
 A sizzling adult fairy tale.



 
  



 
 Sweet, innocent, Bo Peep has reached an age where she's grown very curios. One day in the Meadow she discovers Little Boy Blue doing something very naughty indeed. When she's caught peeking, she panics and loses her sheep. Determined to find the lamb she goes into the Woods.



 
  



 
 But fairy tale woods are scary places, filled with all manner of aroused creatures, just waiting to sink their teeth (among other body parts) into such a Sweet Young Thing. It's a good thing that the first person she meets is a friendly lumberjack who, after a stern warning and spanking, helps initiate her into the ways of the Woods.



 
  



 
 But when she's finished, she's still got to find that little lost lamb, and that means going deeper into the forest...



 
  



 
 Little Bo Peep Loses More Than Her Sheep is a sizzling, one-handed, title about coming of age, rough, vigorous play, and learning that losing your innocence means gaining experience. And experience is the best teacher of all.
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Little Bo Peep



 
 Little Bo-Peep has lost her sheep, and doesn't know where to find them; leave them alone, And they'll come home, wagging their tails behind them.



 
 ...she loses more than her sheep...



 


[1]



 
 Little Boy Blue doing something dirty



 
 Little Bo Peep wasn’t doing her job, and that was going to cause problems.



 
 She wanted to be good (except when she wanted to be bad) but something


very interesting was going on behind the haystacks. She just wanted to sneak a



 
 peek, she’d seen it before, several times in fact, but she still found herself drawn to it.



 
 Overhead the sun was a lemon yellow circle in a pale blue sky. There were thin ribbons of white clouds high up, just enough to accentuate the sunshine. The grass in the meadow was the deep, rich green of early summer and she was warm in her light linen dress. Behind her the wall of trees marking The Woods was a dark, mysterious barrier.



 
 As she walked toward the split-rail fence, some of the grazing sheep in the meadow bleated softly toward her, questioning where their shepardess was going. There were no sheep in the hayfields for the young woman to watch.



 
 But sheep weren’t what Bo Peep was interested in watching.



 
 Leaning her long crook against the railing, she slipped over the fence and made her way through the yellow mounds of haystacks, some as big as little houses. She was a beautiful young woman with big blue eyes and long blonde curls tucked under her bonnet. Beneath that linen dress her body was a curved sculpture capable of invoking sinful thoughts.



 
 Bumble bees droned lazily and the hay smelled sweet as she crossed the hayfield to where the wagon was. Little Boy Blue, who wasn’t so little anymore, was nowhere to be seen. That was her first clue. Whenever she looked over her herd and across the fence only to not see his broad shoulders hunched and


flexing in work, she knew what he was up to.



 
 As she drew closer to the wagon, openly sneaking now, she wondered what he thought about while he did it. Does he think about me? She thought, then blushed furiously. Stealthy as a doe coming to a brook to drink, she edged around the wagon.



 
 She heard him before she saw him and her heart began beating faster. She knew that sound, she knew what he was up to. Curiosity burned through her belly, powering her like an engine. And something else, something lower down than her belly.



 
 Slowly, she peeked around the edge of the wagon, breath baited in anticipation, a warm, tingling feeling growing between her legs. Blue sat on the ground, legs sprawled, pants around his knees, back to the wagon wheel.



 
 He was handsome, with square jaw and wavy blond hair. Throwing hay and other farm chores had helped him develop into a lean, well-muscled young man.



 
 Now he laid his head against the rough wood of the wagon wheel and moaned softly to himself.



 
 In his lap his strong hand worked his erect cock as he masturbated. His fist pumped up and down in an easy, rhythmic motion as he jacked off. His cock was a thick, mushroom headed pole and his thatch of pubic hair was as blond as his head.



 
 Carefully, Bo knelt down on the ground, wide eyes glued to the scene


unfolding before her. He groaned again, safe in the assumption he was alone, and



 
 his hand began moving faster on the hard-on.



 
 She was fascinated by the cock.



 
 It looked a little ridiculous, and much different than ones she’d seen on farm animals. It was pink and though quite stiff still looked like it would be soft to the touch. As Blue’s hand worked it up and down she saw fingers of blue veins swell under the pressure, making the pink helmet of the cockhead expand.



 
 Her curiosity was an insistent, driving urge moving inside her. She wanted to touch that cock, to see if it was hot, to get a feel for the flesh there. Was it so very
 different from a finger? She wondered,



 
 Recalling visions of stallions mounting mares and bulls cows, she wondered what it would feel like moving inside her. Would it hurt? Would it feel
 good? Do I get on all fours like mare, or do we do it some other kind of way?



 
 Could we do it that way and other ways?



 
 The questions burned in her and her stomach fluttered with butterflies as she watched Blue stroking his dick. Curiosity wasn’t the only feeling moving inside her however.



 
 Unaware of her own actions until she felt her curious fingers slid past her now inexplicably wet panties, Bo jumped in surprise and pleasure when she touched the hard little nubbin nestled between her labia.



 
 She sighed softly as she rubbed, feeling tension easing from her body like


warmth from a fire. Her finger moved back and forth, rubbing her clit as she



 
 watched Blue jack his dick.



 
 Her thighs grew wet with her juices and she bit her lip as she felt a burning, building pressure up inside of her. Just a few feet away Blue groaned openly now, shaking his head back and forth, eyes squeezed tight. His hand was a blur on his cock now and he was so warm Bo smelled his body scent, a musky trace mixed with honest working sweat.



 
 She thought about what it would feel like if his hand, big and rough, were the one between her legs now. She slid a finger down between her sticky lips and into her wet pussy, shuddering as she did. She wondered what it would be like to have not her finger, but a fat cock like the one between Blue’s legs moving inside her.



 
 She moved faster between her legs, heel of her palm grinding into her swollen clit as she moved her finger in and out. In front of her Blue’s body locked up tight, muscles flexing hard and his ass came off the ground. He grunted with a hard, animal noise and in the next instant she saw jets of pearly white cum shoot out of his pee hole and splash on the rigid, well-defined wall of his abdomen.



 
 Something was happening inside her, something terrifying but wondrous. A ball of molten lava dropped down from inside of her rolled through her quivering pussy. She bit her lip hard to keep from crying out but she still moaned, deep and low and raw.



 


The sleek muscles of her inner thighs spasmed up as more hot fluid dripped



 
 from her an gooseflesh rippled up her arms and neck like surf running up a beach. Her body shook and, unable to control herself, she ground down hard into her own hand.



 
 Her head went back and she closed her eyes, riding out the waves of pleasure as her orgasm slid through her. There was a rushing in her ears and her heart banged inside her chest, and, speaking of her chest, her nipples were so hard they ached and it felt like relief when they rubbed against the inside of her dress.



 
 A small, distant part of her mind didn’t understand that—she wasn’t cold.



 
 After a moment she finished cumming on her hand and slowly lifted her head and opened her eyes. As soon as she did she locked gazes with Blue.



 
 He looked at her with shock, dick forgotten and growing limp in his hand, his cum dribbling off his belly. His eyes, clear and pale blue as the sky overhead, were stretched wide open in amazement.



 
 “Bo?” he asked, voice hoarse.



 
 “Oh my god!” she shouted.



 
 In a rustle of skirts Bo jumped to her feet. Her cheeks burned, almost as hot as the button of her clitoris had during her orgasm, and she realized she must be beat red.



 
 “Bo!” Blue repeat.



 


“You weren’t supposed to look!” Bo shouted over her shoulder. “You weren’t



 
 supposed to look you big stupid dummy!”



 
 He struggled to rise as well, dropping his dick and yanking at his trousers. He took a step, got his legs tangled up and went down. Already on the move, Bo gained her feet and took off, skirt hiked up in her hands.



 
 “Bo! Wait!” Blue begged.



 
 Something in his voice sounded so sincere, so earnest, that she momentarily forgot how compromised she was and laughter bubbled up out of her in musical giggles.



 
 “I saw your thing!” she taunted over her shoulder.



 
 Coming to the split rail fence dividing the hayfield from the sheep paddock, she hiked her dress up, giving Blue a flash of long, smooth legs and her ruffled nice-girl-underwear before sliding over the top and snatching up her crook.



 
 “Bo!” Blue’s voice was hoarse from his shouting now.



 
 Bo laughed again, she hadn’t had this much fun in a while, and teasing Blue was the most interesting thing to come her way since she’d taken over watching the flock full time. If he’s nice, and doesn’t screw it up, she thought to herself, I
 might let him pull it out in front of me again. It seemed to her like a very
 generous gesture on her part.



 
 As she entered her meadow pasture her black faced sheep began bleating in


recognition and welcome. As she ran forward they parted before her, white



 
 clouds of wool scrambling this way and that. She cast a look over her shoulder and saw Boy Blue trying desperately to climb over the fence.



 
 She turned and icy adrenaline surged through her body as fear gripped her.



 
 Her feet faltered and she stumbled to a clumsy stop as she looked on in horror.



 
 Across the field, where the fence ran up against the dark wall of old growth forest making up The Woods, she saw a little lamb scrambling between the fence rails.



 
 “Pikachu!” she yelled.



 
 The lamb bleated in response, wiggled its tail, and slipped through the fence.



 
 Terrified, Bo Peep dropped her crook to the ground and snatched up her dress with both hands. In the next moment the lamb disappeared between two gnarled tree trunks and she began running in earnest.



 
 She’d messed up. She’d messed up big time and Old King Cole was going to be furious at the loss of one of his prize lambs. This was a serious situation. If she could just reach the lamb before it got too far into The Woods, everything could still be alright, if she lost that lamb she’d never live it down.



 
 And, oh God, what if they ask why I lost it? What if they want to know what I
 was doing!



 
 The blood drained from her face and she fell into panic. Sprinting across the meadow she hurtled toward the fence. Reaching it she grasped the top rail in


both hands and hoisted herself up. She had to get the lamb Pikachu back at any



 
 cost.



 
 Strong hands grasped her hips and pulled her back into a powerful embrace.



 
 She felt herself fall back into Boy Blue’s arms, felt herself press up into the hard wall of his body, her mind racing to the image of his cock, of the cum shooting out as he pumped it.



 
 “Let me go!” she shouted.



 
 “Bo!” he cried.



 
 “Don’t you know how to say anything else?” she shrieked, frustrated.



 
 She struggled wildly to break his grip, thrashing in his arm. His crotch pressed against the curve of her ass cheeks and she felt his bulge squash between them. It just made her all the more furious. She was embarrassed and ashamed and racked by guilt. She had to get the lamb back.



 
 “Bo, stop!”



 
 “No! I have to get Pikachu!” she shouted right back.



 
 “It’s not safe! Bo, please.”



 
 “Fuck off!”



 
 Her heel came down and crushed his big toe. He cried out in pain and surprise, bending in pain and loosening his grip. As soon as her feet touched the ground Bo Peep drop her heel into his shin, then her elbow into Boy Blue’s stomach.



 


“Oomph! Yow!” he grunted.



 
 His arms fell away under the unexpected blows and Bo Peep spun free of his arms. Turning, she shoved and he stumbled down. Stumbling, he stepped back into a fresh pile of sheep dip and his foot slipped out from under him. He went down on his ass, landing hard and sprawling out in the grass.



 
 Bo Peep didn’t wait. She launched herself over the fence, hearing her dress rip as she leapt. Landing on the other side of the fence she cast about, looking for the lamb. Off to her left, around a rotten log in front of a Mulberry bush, she saw Pikachu disappeared into the trees.



 
 “Bo!” Boy Blue yelled from behind her.



 
 Plunging into The Woods, Bo Peep ignored him.



 


Just a little, ahem, bit lesbian



 
 For untold miles the forest stood supreme before her. Ancient giants, Sequoias and Redwoods centuries old thrust branches toward the sky, seeking sunlight and open air. Beneath the dense canopy of their foliage spread the twilight of the forest flood, shadowed, eerily silent.



 
 Here and there diffuse blades of sunlight slipped through the ceilings, the rays penetrating the cool gloom. The floor was a soft, silent carpet of pines needles and leaf mold. No undergrowth grew between the massive pillars except where one of the gargantuan timbers had fallen, tearing open a gap in the ceiling. There knots of underbrush thrived in the decaying humus of rotting bark.



 
 On the ground insects rustled through the carpet and crawled up trunks.



 
 [2] Dryad –



 


Snakes slithered, hunting the innumerable small rodents who dwelt among the



 
 tangled knots of roots. Birds sang to each other and fluttered from one perch to another.



 
 Despite these signs of life, The Woods felt oppressive to Bo Peep. She caught a flash of white off between some trees and hurried in that direction. There was a steep bank above a creek and she slid down, skirting beneath a tangle of branches.



 
 She came out from underneath them and it was as if she’d crossed a threshold of some sort. She stopped moving, looking around, confused at the sudden dangerous ambience that cloaked the woodland. She felt eyes upon her.



 
 Something shifted off to her left and she turned to look.



 
 Bo blinked, uncertain her eyes weren’t playing tricks on her. But in the dappled light playing across the trunk of the ancient oak tree, a naked woman emerged onto the forest floor. Narrow, inhuman eyes locked gazes with the shepardess.



 
 Bo felt the small hairs along her arms lift as an aura of supernatural other worldliness washed over her. The nymph, a dryad, was a magical being, something she never imagined she’d see. The Woods were already proving to be a miraculous experience.



 
 The dryad seemed to float toward her.



 
 When she spoke the voice of the otherworldly creature was a soft, lyrical


sound and Bo Peep was captivated by it. And by the fact that the wood nymph



 
 was utterly naked.



 
 Too fascinated to be bashful, Bo Peep looked upon the creature with open amazement. Small mounds of perfectly shaped breasts came to conical points above a smooth, flat stomach. The stomach swept down in a lithe wall to a thatch of walnut pubic hair that covered the junction of her long, feminine legs in a tight bush.



 
 “Hello,” the Dryad said. She smiled and Bo Peep wasn’t sure she trusted that smile. “Why, oh my, what has wandered so willingly into my woods I wonder?



 
 Is it a blushing virgin?”



 
 The dryad came to a halt before the flustered Bo Peep and the shepardess breathed in with amazement. She felt her cheeks coloring as the dryad’s eyes roamed across her figure. She must look a mess.



 
 “I, I, I must look a mess,” she stammered.



 
 Her eyes were drawn back to the naked breasts of the female fey, she’d never seen a woman cavort so shamelessly before. Before her eyes the pert, pink nipples suddenly length and deepened in color, growing hard.



 
 “You look very good to me,” the dryad whispered.



 
 Bo Peep realized with a sudden start, like a sleeper awakened from a dream, that the nymph had come quiet close. Her breath, which smelled of clear-water brooks and wild flowers, played warmly across Bo’s cheek.



 


“Such a pretty girl,” the dryad said softly. “Such a pretty dress.”



 
 The nymph’s hands came out and rubbed against the soft material of Bo Peep’s dress. Small, strong hands slipped across the swell of her bosom and the curve of her ass, feeling her up.



 
 Shocked, Bo Peep pulled away. “Hey!”



 
 “So soft,” the nymph pouted. She grinned, and the smile reminded Bo Peep a little too much of a feral cat. “Did you miss your little lamb?” The vamping nymph purred.



 
 Bo Peep stiffened in surprise. Her heart leapt with hope to such a point that for a moment she didn’t notice the nymph was behind her, pressing her naked body up against her. The soft swell of the fey creature’s soft pressed into her shoulder as her breath tickled her hair.



 
 “You’ve seen my lamb? You know where he is?”



 
 She felt insistent hands cup her ass and a tongue licked her ear lobe, sending little shivers through her. Her nipples grew hard in her dress just the way they had when she was watching Boy Blue jacking off. Now why would that happen?



 
 She wondered.



 
 She stepped forward, sliding out of the dryad’s grasp and turning to face her.



 
 The wood-nymph moved with her so that when she turned around the beautiful, naked, fey creature was right in front of her. Bo Peep tried stopping short but her breasts still butted into the soft globes of the other female’s.



 


“Will you stop that!” she took a step back.



 
 “Stop what, dear?”



 
 Bo Peep took a deep breath, bringing herself under control. Mother Goose often gave good advice about dealing with the fairy kind. Focus, Bo! She told herself.



 
 “You’ve seen my lamb?” she repeated. “I ever so don’t know where to find him.”



 
 “Oh I saw the wee little thing,” the dryad admitted. Her eyes were a deep, deep green. The green of rich summer moss, or the water of a high mountain lake. Looking into them made Bo Peep thing of the wilderness...and of writhing, straining bodies...



 
 Bo Peep blinked herself out of the image, blushing again. “Where, where has my little lamb gone?”



 
 “Sadly,” the dryad stepped forward. “The cock-atrice took it.”



 
 “What!” Bo Peep shouted.



 
 This was not good news. The cockatrice was a sort of small, two legged dragon. Basically a large snake with wings who had the feet and head of a rooster. Bo Peep had never seen one, but she knew they occasionally haunted The Woods near the settlements and stole farm animals and pets when hungry.



 
 “Yes,” the dryad sad, apparently sadly.



 


“Oh no1” Bo Peep wailed. Tears built up in her big blue eyes and threatened



 
 to spill down her rosy cheeks.



 
 The nyad pressed close to her and gathered her up in her arms. “There, there,”



 
 she shushed. “I know it’s bad news, though...”



 
 Bo Peep looked at her, so suddenly suspicious she forgot for a moment she was held in the other’s embrace. “What do you mean ‘though’?” she asked.



 
 “Sometimes the cockatrice doesn’t kill its prey right away. Unlike bears or wolves or cats that keep a kill in some safe place for a while after it’s dead, cockatrices often simply leave them in their nest, to keep the blood fresh.”



 
 Bo Peep didn’t quite understand how, but the wood nymph had managed to make the last word sound very dirty, filthy even. It was very confusing.



 
 “Wh-wh-where is the cockatrice then?” she asked. She artfully extricated herself from the dryad’s Sapphic embrace.



 
 “I don’t know,” she said, voice husky. She stepped closer. “I’ve never been that deep in the forest. My tree, after all, is here.”



 
 Bo Peep pulled away and stamped her foot. “That’s no help.”



 
 “You want me to be helpful?”



 
 The dryad was directly behind her again, breasts pressing into her back. The fairy wrapped willow arms around Bo Peep and hugged her close.



 
 “Well, I would like to find my little lost lamb.”



 


“I suppose I might know something that could be helpful,” the dryad said. Her



 
 lips gently brushed Bo Peep’s neck. “But what would you do for me?”



 
 “What would you want?”



 
 “A kiss.”



 
 “A kiss!” Bo Peep felt quite scandalized.



 
 “A kiss,” the dryad repeated, voice firm. “Like you mean it.”



 
 “What does that mean?”



 
 “You’ll figure it out.”



 
 “You’re really quite sinful.”



 
 “I’m pagan, the stigma isn’t as ingrained.”



 
 “Oh.”



 
 Bo Peep didn’t know quite what to make of that. It seemed to alter things, though she wasn’t precisely sure how. She really wanted to save her lamb. The poor thing could be dead, ripped apart bleating by a savage cockatrice all because she hadn’t been a good sheppardess.



 
 The dryad pressed against her body, breath hot on her skin. “Tick-tock-tick-tock, Little Bo Peep,” the wood nymph whispered.



 
 “If I kiss you, you’ll help me? Bo Peep was dubious. The reputation of the fey in negotiations was not stellar by any means.



 


“Kiss me like you mean it,” the dryad said, voice husky, “and I’ll tell you



 
 everything I know.”



 
 Bo Peep stood very still, trembling as the dryad ran her hands over body in lascivious caresses. Her nipples ached and she felt the familiar tingling in the pocket between her legs. She looked into the wild nymph’s eyes and breathed faster.



 
 She nodded once, quickly, closing her eyes. She parted her lips and pressed her face forward.



 
 Nothing happened.



 
 Confused, she opened her eyes and found herself staring deep into the dryad’s translucent pools of deep green iris. She took in an excited breath as, gazes locked, the wild forest creature kissed her.



 
 Her lips gently brushed Bo Peeps and her arms, thin and strong, encircled her, drawing her in, crushing the soft pillows of their breasts together. As the embrace tightened, the kiss grew more impassioned.



 
 She let her eyes droop as she kissed the dryad back, the full, soft curves locked together. The dryad bent her slightly back and she felt the tip of her tongue slip playful into her mouth. She jumped in the fairy’s arms, surprised by the action, but the wood nymph held her closer.



 
 Tentative at first, and then with more passion, she relaxed and let herself be kissed. Her tongue moved playful wrestling with the other and their kiss grew


heated, sexual. Holding her tight, the dryad reached down and grabbed her ass



 
 with one hand, pushing Bo Peep into her, grinding their mons Venus into each other so that lightning bolts of shocking pleasure shot through the shepardess and she gasped into the other female’s mouth.



 
 Without thinking, Bo Peep’s arms came up and went around the dryad, clinging to her for support as the kiss turned into something more. For a long, incredible moment Bo Peep lost her ability to perceive time, and she didn’t know if she stood there for moments or minutes or months. Their tongues swirled as the dryad groped her, feeling her up, and she began leaking pussy juice as the other continued grinding into her, dry humping her toward some unidentifiable and dimly understood climax to the encounter.



 
 Suddenly Bo Peep came back to herself.



 
 Startled, she squawked in protest and broke the embrace. She stumbled away, gasping for breath, tasting the other girl on her tongue, her clitoris protesting the sudden absence of pleasure.



 
 “That’s,” she gasped, “that’s quite enough, I think.” She looked down and smoothed her skirt. “Yes. Yes, that’s what I think...that it’s quite enough.”



 
 “Are you sure?” the dryad chuckled. Eyes sparkling the fey creature stepped forward again. “There are several other things I think you might like to learn.”



 
 “Please!” Bo Peep said, distressed. “I have to save my lamb, and you


promised.”



 
 “Oh, fuck your sheep, you little tease!” the dryad protested.



 
 “You promised.”



 
 “Fine,” the wood nymph snarled turning away. “Cross the creek, take the path to the west and follow it through the meadow until you come to the house of the witch. She can tell you where the cockatrice makes its home.”



 
 Cross the creek—west path—meadow—witch, Bo Peep repeated silently to
 herself. Got it.



 
 “Wait, I have another question!” she called after the dryad as the nymph flounced away.



 
 In front of her eyes the fairy walked into a giant willow tree, slipping into the trunk as easily as Bo Peep slipped into her covers. At the cry from the other girl, the dryad turned and looked over her shoulder.



 
 “One question, one kiss,” the dryad said. “You want to keep talking, human girl, then you’re going to have to use those pretty lips for something more than boring me with your stupid questions.”



 
 Taken back, Bo Peep blinked. “I really have to find my lamb,” she said finally.



 
 The dryad shrugged in a dismissive gesture. “Then go ask the witch.”



 
 Bo Peep blinked. The dryad was gone and all that remained was the white,


parchment-like bark of the willow tree. She looked around in confusion. Off on



 
 her right, to the south, a little brook babbled and gurgled. Just beyond it she saw a path meandering through the trees, butterflies floating in little white and yellow clouds over the crystalline water.



 
 She touched her lips, still she still felt the pressure of the dryad’s kiss, still remembered the feel of her hands roaming her body. She looked back at the tree for a moment.



 
 Her lamb needed her. Determined, she hopped the creek and started down the path.



 
 [3] Woodsman –



 
 Things begin to escalate



 
 Bo Peep walked quickly through The Woods.



 


She walked fast because she was worried about her lamb, of course, but also



 
 because the deeper in she went, the more nervous she grew. Her settlement was an old, well established one, but the The Woods remained a wild, dangerous, magical place.



 
 Here inside the towering pillars of old growth, beneath the thick canopy, she felt transported to another world, a less friendly one. As she hurried along the worn trail, never straying from the path, she felt eyes upon her. Several times the building tension proved too much and she spun, thinking to gain some glimpse of her stalker, but each time she turned, she found nothing.



 
 After a short while she heard familiar sounds coming from ahead. Just up the path she heard the ringing of an axe as it bit into wood, falling with a rhythmic cadence that was tireless. Picking up her pace she rounded a bend, emerged between to gatepost-like Poplar trees and entered a clearing.



 
 A burly man with tangled black hair and a wild, bushy beard swung an axe with machine-like proficiency. Muscles rippled beneath his clothes as he worked and great chips of wood flew with each stroke of his big axe. She didn’t take two steps into the clearing before he stopped chopping and turned to face her.



 
 He had a broad, honest face and intense blue eyes. He was her father’s age with great scarred knuckles and massively thick wrists. Having been so intimate with a penis for the first time not so long ago her thoughts flew, unbidden, to the idea of the possible differences in cocks between the Woodcutter and Boy Blue.



 


Her eyes traveled to the crotch of the man’s lederhosen. It bulged in a most



 
 unseemly way. The material, damp with the sweat of his exertion, clung to a cylindrical-lump that ran down the inside of the man’s big leg, seemingly almost to his knee.



 
 “Oh,” Bo Peep said in surprise to herself. Her little hand covered her mouth in a gesture of wonder.



 
 Then she remembered why she was here and straightened. Taking her dress in either hand she give a shallow curtsey of greeting. The Woodcutter’s gaze roamed across her body like a butcher picking out a choice cut, but when he grinned the Woodcutter seemed friendly enough.



 
 “Hello, young lady,” he said.



 
 His voice, as to be expected, was deep and just shy of booming. Inside his wild beard his teeth were large and square and very white. Bo Peep wondered how kissing such a masculine beast would differ from those of the dryad. She blinked, shook herself from her revere and nervously cleared her throat.



 
 “Hello, good sir,” she managed. “I’m Bo Peep and I’m looking for my little lost ship.”



 
 “You’re just a wee lamb yourself,” the Woodcutter said.



 
 He casually swung his axe into a stump, sinking the blade deep, and left it there. When he did the muscles of his forearms, thick and knotted, flexed and relaxed with easy strength.



 


For whatever reason, Bo Peep found herself disgruntled at being



 
 dismissed so easily as a mere child. She was a young woman, to be sure, but she was a woman. Or was ready to be one, or could be ready to be one. Sometimes it was confusing getting all the aspects straight.



 
 “I’m old enough for King Cole to entrust me with the village sheep,” she said.



 
 Her cheeks colored in her anger and she wished she was a little better at hiding her emotions than she was. Her eyes gravitated toward the Woodcutter’s crotch of their own volition.



 
 “And you you’ve lost them,” his voice was grave.



 
 Bo Peep looked down, chastised, and her cheeks colored darkly. It was true she had lost her sheep. And, more importantly, she didn’t know how to find them. The Woodcutter sank the blade of his axe into a log with a single, loud chop and she looked up.



 
 How, exactly, did this happen, girl? And don’t lie, I’ll know.”



 
 Her cheeks burned now, furiously, they were so hot she felt sure they would burst into flame. She shifted from one foot to the other and looked down.



 
 “I, uh,” she trailed off.



 
 “Come on then, out with it.”



 
 “I was, uh, watching Boy Blue.”



 


“Watching Boy Blue...” she bit her lip.



 
 “Don’t lie,” he warned.



 
 “Well,” she stamped one foot. “I don’t know exactly, but I was watching Boy Blue.” She crossed her arms.



 
 “Don’t get uppity with me, missy. What in Mother Goose’s name was Boy Blue doing, exactly, that caused you to lose the one thing you were put in charge of?”



 
 “I don’t know!” She waved her hands in the air, searching for words. “He had his jiggy out and he sort of,” she made a wanking motion, “churned butter with it until stuff came out and spilled on his stomach. I don’t know what he was doing.”



 
 “Caught him beating off did you?”



 
 “Is that what you call it?”



 
 “Amongst other things,” he said, voice wry. “And what were you doing while you watched?”



 
 “Well, at first I just watched. It was all very curious you know.”



 
 “And then?”



 
 She avoided his eyes. “Uh, I guess I beat off too.”



 
 “It’s not called beating off when women do it.”



 
 “What is it called?”



 


“Again, lots of things,” He rubbed his chin. “We’ll call it diddling for



 
 now.”



 
 “I was diddling?”



 
 “Yourself.”



 
 “What?”



 
 “Diddling. You were diddling yourself, that’s how you say it.”



 
 “Oh. I see.” She considered this. “So then I diddled myself until stuff came out of me and then he sort of heard me and I ran back to my flock...” she trailed off and shrugged. “You sort of know the rest.”



 
 There seemed little need to tell the Woodcutter about the strange acting Dryad and the kiss.



 
 “I may be able to help you,” he said. He rubbed his hands together. “But first, as Appointed Tradesman by the King, it is my duty to punish you for losing my lord’s sheep.”



 
 Bo Peep’s eyes grew wide. He really was a very big man. “Punish me?”



 
 she stammered.



 
 The Woodcutter frowned and nodded. “Sooner begun, sooner done, I always say. Go fetch me a switch, a good young, green branch that won’t break.”



 
 He made himself comfortable on a stump. “Hurry now, I don’t have all day.”



 
 “But—“ Bo Peep protested.



 


The Woodcutter clapped his hands together loudly, cutting her off. “Do



 
 you want help or not? I have wood to chop and we both know you’ve brought this on yourself.” His eyes gleamed a little in the sunlight. “You’ve been a very naughty, naughty, girl.”



 
 “Oh,” she wrung her hands. She remembered how she felt watching Boy Blue jacking his cock, the feelings between her legs. “I have been very, naughty,” she agreed, reluctantly.



 
 “Then get me my switch,” the Woodcutter barked in a rough voice.



 
 “You’re burning daylight and there’s things in these woods you don’t want to meet at night.”



 
 She knew that was true enough and, desperate to find her little lost sheep, sprang to obey. Taking up her skirts in her hands she followed the path a little ways out of the clearing then entered into the forest. It unfortunately didn’t take her that long to find what she was looking for.



 
 An ancient oak had taken a lightning strike some time ago, charring it badly until one side of it rotted and fell. The falling heavy boughs left a window in the canopy where a ray of sun big as a king’s table penetrated to the forest floor.



 
 There, among the dead and rotting branches, a knew young sapling grew tall. One of its branches was exactly what was called for in a switch. Looking around to be sure she wasn’t being watched, she quickly swished it back and


forth in a couple of swings.



 
 It was pliable but sturdy. She swallowed, butterflies dancing in her stomach. It was a good switch. Resigned to her fate, she carried it back to the clearing and presented it to the Woodcutter.



 
 He took it from her, dubious. He considered it, hefting it in his palm for a moment.



 
 “Hhmm,” he murmured to himself.



 
 He took it in both hands and gently bent it, released one end and watch it spring back. He took a few cuts with it. Bo Peep bit her knuckle as she watched him and, between her legs she felt a stirring she didn’t understand.



 
 It had partly to do with that bulge in the Woodcutters lederhosen, it for sure was no green sapling. But it also had to do with the switch and its promise.



 
 Finally, the Woodcutter nodded and lowered the switch.



 
 “Come,” he said, his voice gruff. “Lay across my knee.”



 
 He patted one knee at the end of a massive thigh with a hand big as a dinner plate. With trepidation, and a secret, growing sense of curiosity, Bo Peep moved toward the man.



 
 As she got close he reached up and took her firmly by the arm, guiding her forward and down across his lap. His crotch radiated heat like a campfire. As she knelt submissively across his legs she felt the soft but firm swell of her


breasts press into the unyielding muscles of his thigh. Her arm, trapped between



 
 their bodies brushed that monster bulge. She shivered.



 
 A big, rough hand found the back of her leg and ran up the inside of her thigh. She jumped at the touch and he made a growling sound. Once the searching hand found the round curve of her ass, he flipped her dress up over her hips.



 
 She gasped as she felt cool forest air on her bare flesh. There was no denying it, her pussy fairly tingled with anticipation now. Against her arm she felt the Woodsman’s cock shift. Surreptitiously, she pressed her arm against it, felt it shove back a little as it started growing.



 
 She jumped in surprise as she felt the cool length of fresh wood make contact with her skin. The Woodsmen didn’t spank her, just rubbed the length of switch along the groove of where her asscheeks met the back of her legs.



 
 She closed her eyes at the sensation. She made a little sound, low down in her throat, as if she’d just swallowed a dollop of fresh, sugared cream. The Woodcutter lifted the switch and brought it down lightly, like a conductor taping his baton against the podium to center the orchestra’s attention. Then he rubbed it gently across her ass again.



 
 Again Bo Peep made that satisfied, well fed sound.



 
 Nothing happened for a moment.



 
 She opened her eyes. Just across the meadow a humming bird floated,


drinking nectar from the goblet-shaped bouquet of a trumpet creeper. A nut



 
 brown hair emerged from the bole of a tree and began grooming its ears.



 
 She gave a gentle little sigh.



 
 The switch came down. She heard the swish as it cut through air. She bit her lip and closed her eyes. The switch landed in a stinging wind on the soft flesh at the bottom curve of her ass cheek. Adrenaline flooded her body as pain raced along her spine and exploded into her brain. Fire ignited along her backside.



 
 “Ow!” Bo Peep hollered.



 
 She jumped, electrified. The Woodcutter grabbed her on her side with his free hand and pinned her against him as she squirmed. She felt the hard iron bar of his cock press against her upper arm.



 
 The switch fell again, biting into her soft flesh with just a little more force.



 
 She felt her body flush, grow hot, and then endorphins flooded her bloodstream and circulated through her body, leaving her lighted head and euphoric.



 
 “Ouch! Ouch!” Bo Peep cried out.



 
 The white hot lance of wood fell, landed, and rose three more times. The switch danced up and down the length of her backside the explosions of stinging, smarting pain, heating up her skin on every stroke.



 
 More adrenaline, more endorphins, and further mixtures of hormones


surged through her system, leaving her panting and flushed. She gasped as he



 
 leaned across her, tossing the switch aside. She felt alert, alive, but also slightly inebriated, like when she’d picked up Jack Quick’s cup at the village feast last summer. Shame burned through her, fighting with that sort of confused euphoria, leaving her confused and flustered and bothered.



 
 She lay across the broad platform of the Woodcutter’s lap and tried bringing her gasping breath back under control. She knew the rapid rise and fall of her chest was pushing her tits into his legs and she felt her nipples stiffen against the stimulation. There was no denying the size or rigid attention of the cock pressed into her side.



 
 “That should do,” he said. He sounded a little breathy himself.



 
 She made no move to rise. For a long moment they sat there, in the sunlight.



 
 In the trees she heard a bird call. Closer at hand a bumble bee bounced from flower to flower. Finally, the Woodcutter broke the silence.



 
 “What are you doing, Bo Peep?”



 
 Bo Peep didn’t know herself, not for certain. Everything was too confusing, a strange whirlpool of swirling emotions, some too new or too strange to articulate. But curiosity, the need to know what was beyond the door, was chief among them. It drove her.



 
 “What will you do?” she asked in a small, soft voice.



 
 “Do?”



 


She pressed her arm into his erection by way of reply. “With this. Boy Blue



 
 seemed quite bothered with his, like he had to make it go back to normal no matter what.”



 
 “I’m afraid it is very distracting,” he admitted.



 
 “I would think so,” Bo Peep said. “It’s quite big, I can’t imagine how you even fit in your pants.”



 
 He laughed. “It gets difficult at times, I will admit.”



 
 “Let it out,” she said quietly.



 
 “What?”



 
 “If it hurts, let it out.”



 
 “Help me,” his voice sounded as if someone were strangling him.



 
 “I will, I will help you.”



 
 Turning so her knees were on the ground, Bo Peep slid off the Woodcutter’s knees. Kneeling before him she reached out with her little hands toward the front of his lederhosen as he leaned back.



 
 Curious, she pressed the palm of her hand against the lead pipe shape outlined so clearly against his garments. He moaned and she rubbed up and down the length through the fabric, getting a feel for the thing.



 
 It was a club, easily as long as a hatchet and much thicker than Boy Blue’s looked. She was very curious to see what it looked like and her fingers worried


at his buttons and eyehooks until she’d formed an opening.



 
 The hard-on popped free and thrust up like a tower. The Woodcutter sighed in relief and eased back, presenting it to Bo Peep. The shepardess made a little exclamation of surprise and excitement. The head, shaped like a helmet was very pink, the shaft milky white and crisscrossed with big, fat veins.



 
 “Go ahead,” the Woodcutter urged, voice tight. “Touch it.”



 
 Slowly, Bo Peep reached out with a finger and traced the underside of the shaft. The dick jumped a little under her touch. And she pulled her hand quickly back in surprise.



 
 “Oh my!” she laughed.



 
 “Don’t stop,” the Woodcutter begged. “Not now, please.”



 
 Hesitantly, Bo Peep reached out again. This time her fingers curled around the cock, gently squeezing as she took the feel of it. The outer sheath of flesh was soft and giving, but beneath it the inner core was ramrod straight and unyielding.



 
 She squeezed harder.



 
 The Woodcutter closed his eyes and growled his approval deep in his chest.



 
 He pushed his hips forward slightly, presenting the cock to her grip. Curious, Bo Peep pulled the dick toward her, testing how flexible it was, then moved it side-to-side, inspecting it.



 
 “It’s so hot,” she said, voice soft. “And so big...” her voice trailed off.



 


A glistening pearl of pre-cum emerged from his piss slit. She reached out with



 
 her other hand and touched the bead of sticky moisture with a single finger. She pushed the secretion around, smearing it across his glans.



 
 “Please,” he asked, teeth gritted. “Don’t tease, girl.”



 
 She remembered how Boy Blue had pumped his cock and began to mimic the action. Her fingers curled more tightly around the Woodcutter’s dick down low, at the base of the shaft where it got so fat she could close her fingers around it.



 
 She took hold of the erection with her second hand, getting a double grip on the thing with both fists.



 
 Slowly, she began beating him off, moving her hands up and down. He began breathing more quickly as she pumped him. She smelled the heavy, aromatic musk of his crotch and listened to him begin to pant, like he was chopping down a tree and starting to get tired.



 
 “Don’t stop, don’t stop,” he growled.



 
 She leaned back a little and began pumping faster, double-milking the big dick. Amazingly, she felt the shaft grow even harder on her touch and begin to vibrate a little. As she watched, fascinated, his great, hairy testicles drew up tighter, pushing themselves out from his lederhosen.



 
 Above the sounds of his breathing the sound of flesh on flesh filled the little clearing. Her fists flew up and down, she remembered how vigorous Boy Blue had been and she tried to beat the Woodcutter off even faster.



 


“Mother goose, take me!” he snarled. “Do as I say!” he barked, clearly



 
 aroused past the point of thinking.



 
 He stood quickly, towering over her as she knelt before him. His bat of flesh pointed at her face, both her little hands still clinging to his massive cock. It was bright red now and almost painfully swollen. The fat purple head was inches from her.



 
 “Put it in your mouth,” he instructed, and she heard the lust-inspired tremor in his gruff voice. “Put in your mouth, girl!”



 
 She leaned forward and her breath blew across the dick and it suddenly jerked, seeming to spring directly at her face. It throbbed, thick and hot in her hand, and she became acutely aware of just how moist she was down between her legs.



 
 Still uncertain, she gently stroked the cock, and as she looked at it another drop of pre-cum oozed out of his piss slit. Slowly, she leaned in, lifting the big organ slightly, and ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft.



 
 The dick jumped in her hand and above her the Woodcutter snarled under his breath. Some part of her realized that he could become so aroused, so hungry for release that he might be pushed into doing anything. She understood on a deeply intuitive level that she needed to finish getting him off before the situation spun beyond her ability to control.



 
 She felt flush with the power she held over him.



 
 Surrendering herself more fully to the moment, she traced the edges of his corona with her tongue and then opened her mouth wide. She engulfed the head


and closed her mouth around it in a warm envelope. She sucked gently on just



 
 the head, swirling with her tongue as she tightened her grip on his cock and began jacking him slowly.



 
 “Oh, oh. Oh, thank you,” he whispered slowly.



 
 Letting her mouth fill with spit, she began pushing her head forward, taking more of him into her mouth. In a moment her head started bobbing in time with her hand strokes.



 
 She spread her spit along his shaft, drinking in the scent of him. Her tongue swirled and the hard-on jumped and twitched under her ministrations.



 
 Adrenaline amplified her senses as hormones dumped into her blood stream. She heard the wet sound of her mouth on his cock, the motion of her arm as she stroked him off, his fast, almost savage breathing.



 
 “Mother goose,” he cursed. “Where did you learn to suck a dick, girl?”



 
 His arm came down and he batted her hand clear of his shaft. In the next moment he took hold of her head in his big rough hands, fingers curling in her hair. His hips started moving, slowly at first, as he pushed and pulled her mouth along his cock in time with her own bobbing motions. But as more and more of him slipped further and further into her mouth, he moved faster.



 
 His hands tightened almost painful on her head, pinning her in place, and he bucked into her face. She gagged and spit came out of her mouth. Oh my, she
 thought. This seems like very bad manners.



 
 Eyes watering, still gagging, she opened her throat. She wasn’t sure she


was doing it right, she’d never done it before. Immediately the Woodcutter



 
 shoved his cock into her throat, pushing his erection in to the base with a single thrust.



 
 He almost snarled with passion as her body tried coughing the obstruction clear of her throat. The grip on her hair tightened further, until he pulled her blonde curls hard enough to hurt.



 
 “Yeah,” he grunted. “yes, yes.”



 
 Her nose pressed into the kinky bush of his pubic hair, and his balls brushed her chin. Saliva leaked out her mouth and dripped down the nutsack. He pulled out then pushed forward, throat-fucking her. Her gagging grew louder, and her eyes spread wide, watering as she struggled to draw breath in around the fat shaft.



 
 Her hands found his legs and she gripped them for balance. His whole body swung with the motion, ass pushing in on each, deep stroke as he fucked her face. She continued to cough and sputter, spittle flying wildly and soaking his lederhosen, and the front of her dress.



 
 She curled her tongue around the underside of his dick, giving it a slick, soft, ramp to plunge into her throat. Suddenly, something in her clicked over and she no longer felt like she was suffocating, she’d learned how to breath with a dick down her throat.



 
 As it grew easier to breath, her panic response submerged and she relaxed her throat even more. She stopped coughing. She still gagged as he made it down the


wet tunnel of her throat, but it was the natural, organically wet sound of a cock



 
 slamming into something moist, soft and yielding.



 
 She felt flushed, there was something satisfying about the taste of his cock in her mouth, her ability to take all of him on each thrust. Persistent sensations radiated up from between her legs. Unconsciously, she reached up under her dress and spread her knees on the ground. Her searching fingers found the slick, damp material of her panties.



 
 She moaned against his cock, vibrating the shaft in her throat, as she found the tender, swollen bud of her clitoris and began stroking it. Just like when she’d watched Boy Blue, electric currents shot through her body, curling her toes, and making the hair on the back of her neck stand up in tingling waves.



 
 She rubbed harder, matching her movements with each stroke sliding in and out of her mouth. She was so primed for the experience, that in only a few motions she teetered on the edge of cumming. She took the cock plunging in and out of her mouth, sensed the Woodcutter’s on rushing orgasm, and redoubled her efforts. The slurping sounds of their oral copulation filled the clearing and bounced off the trees.



 
 “Ahhh,” Planter swore. “You did it, girl! You did it!”



 
 She felt his load roll up through his cock, followed hard by squirting jets of warm salty liquid in her throat. He plunged his cock into her mouth, to the balls, and froze in that position, quivering almost to the point of convulsion. The grip in her hair trapped her head up against his body as he pushed every last inch of


cock he could manage, down her throat.



 
 So rude! She managed to think.



 
 Her fingers worked and in the next moment, even as she choked on his meat, her orgasm rippled through her. She felt light headed and it was as if someone had turned on a faucet below her belly. Her legs quivered and her toes curled up as her body locked up through a spasm of pleasure.



 
 Slowly, the waves of pleasure receded like surf running off a beach. Her body relaxed and she melted into the warm grass. His grip in her hair loosened and he stepped back, pulling his cock from her throat. It slid out of her mouth and a long line of spit came out with it, one head anchored to the head of his prick, the other to her lip.



 
 He tugged his lederhosen up and the strand broke, coming to rest in a loose coma on one side of her dress, over one of her breasts. Self-conscious, she wiped her face with the back of her hand. She tasted his cock on her tongue, her body still warm and aroused from her orgasm.



 
 The Woodcutter didn’t look at her as he buttoned his clothing. His face was flushed and he still breathed heavily. Without looking at her, he ran a shaking hand through his dark, tangled hair.



 
 “Did I live up to our bargain?” she asked. “Was that enough for you to help me?”



 
 He still wouldn’t look at her. But he nodded. “Aye and it was, girl,” he said.



 
 “Don’ let anyone tell you different, you have a real talent there, I ah, I, uh,” he


colored. “Thank you,” he added lamely.



 
 She decided not to mention how much she’d enjoyed her own orgasm, or how wet her panties were. She cleared her throat.



 
 “My lamb?” she asked. “The wood sprite told me the cockatrice took him. She told me to ask the witch, do you know where the witch is?”



 
 Obviously surprised, and looking a little uncomfortable, the Woodcutter turned back toward her. He couldn’t meet her eyes and turned away as she regained her feet and smoothed her dress.



 
 “The witch? The cockatrice?” he repeated somewhat lamely.



 
 “You do know how to help me, don’t you?” she demanded.



 
 “Ah, now, Bo Peep, I do, it’s just...”



 
 “Just what?”



 
 “Just if you’re chasing the cockatrice then you’ll have to cross the forest, to the edge of the swamp. Though, if anyone knows where to find the damned beast it’s that whore of a witch. But she has dangers all her own.”



 
 “Will she help me?”



 
 “Aye, likely, but for a price. Still, she makes her home deeper in the Woods, not here on the edge where it’s relatively safe.”



 
 “I must find my lamb,” she said. She left him no room for compromise.



 
 “Ah, oh, hell’s bells!”



 


The Woodcutter walked over to his stomach where his big black metal



 
 lunchbox sat. He pulled his hand ax free and walked back over to Bo Peep.



 
 Meeting her eyes for the first time since she’d pulled his cock out, he handed her the tool.



 
 “Take it,” he said. “When you leave this clearing the path will take you to a stream.”



 
 She took the hatchet from him, it wasn’t big but it was heavy and the edge looked quite sharp. “Go on,” she told him.



 
 “Leave the path and follow the stream down to where it runs from a waterfall.



 
 There you will find the hut of the witch, she can help you from there.”



 
 “Okay,” Bo Peep said. “I don’t like leaving the path, but it sounds easy enough.”



 
 “I warn you now,” the Woodcutter said. “Eat no food, nor drink no drink in her company, and know this most of all, her pets may not seem to be all that they seem.”



 
 “How wonderfully obtuse!” Bo Peep smiled brightly. “Thank you!”



 
 “Be safe!” the Woodcutter warned.



 
 But Bo Peep was already on the move. Overhead the sun began its slow slid toward the west and shadows grew longer in the forest. She was better of now than when she’d started, she had a plan, and a shiny new hand ax.



 
 Things were starting to get interesting.



 
  



 
 ...
 be sure to read more about Little Bo Peep in her second sizzling, sexual adventure;
 Four & Twenty Blackbirds
 ...
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