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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.”

2.

 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.”

END
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