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Chapter one



Down the Rabbit-Hole








T
 he
 dust
 tickled
 Marcus's
 nose as he shuffled through the cramped aisles of Thornfield's Used Books. Fluorescent lights flickered overhead, casting sickly shadows across weathered spines and forgotten tales. Another Friday night alone—pathetic perhaps, but preferable to forced small talk at the office happy hour.

"Finding everything alright, dear?"

Marcus startled. The shopkeeper materialized beside him—a wisp of a woman with silver hair coiled atop her head like sleeping snakes. Her smile revealed too many teeth.

"Just browsing," he muttered, stepping back.

"Perhaps what you seek is seeking you." Her bony fingers danced along the shelf, stopping at a leather-bound volume. She pulled it free with surprising strength, presenting it with both hands.

The book was beautiful—bound in midnight blue leather with silver filigree forming intricate patterns across its surface. Alice's Adventures in Wonderland
 glimmered in gold lettering.

"Not really my thing," Marcus said, though his fingers itched to touch it.

The shopkeeper pressed it into his hands anyway. "Nonsense. It's just your size."

Her peculiar phrasing prickled his skin, but the book felt warm, almost alive. "How much?"

"For you? Consider it a gift." Those teeth again, sharp and plentiful. "Some stories choose their readers."

At home, Marcus poured himself a whiskey and settled into his threadbare armchair. The book's binding cracked deliciously as he opened it, releasing a perfumed scent that reminded him of his grandmother's vanity table. The pages turned themselves, a whispering flutter that lulled his heavy eyelids...

He woke to sunshine and grass tickling his bare legs. Bare legs? Marcus blinked at the white stockings and polished shoes that definitely weren't his. Something heavy fell across his shoulders—hair, golden and long.

"Alice, are you listening?"

Marcus turned toward the voice. A young woman sat primly beside him, her corseted bosom rising and falling with each breath. Her lips, pink as crushed berries, formed a disapproving pout that stirred something decidedly masculine within him despite his apparently female form.

"I—what?" His voice emerged high and melodious.

His sister—for somehow he knew that's who she was—sighed dramatically. "Really, Alice. You might at least pretend to be interested in the lesson."

Marcus gazed down at his small, delicate hands, then back at his sister's sumptuous curves straining against proper Victorian fabric. This was madness. Delicious, perplexing madness.

Before Marcus could fully process the alarming softness of his new form, a flash of white caught his eye. A rabbit in a waistcoat—of course. He'd read this scene many times, but living it sent electric shivers down his unfamiliar spine.

"Wait!" His voice came out in Alice's musical trill as he scrambled up, thighs brushing together in ways that made him blush. The rabbit darted ahead, pocket watch glinting.

The rabbit-hole gaped beneath the hedge like a lover's mouth. Marcus hesitated at the edge, his borrowed heart fluttering. "This is insane," he whispered, but his dainty feet carried him forward anyway. The darkness swallowed him whole.

The descent began gently enough—floating more than falling. His skirts billowed around him like a cloud, the air caressing places he'd never had before. The walls whispered past, lined with strange shelves and stranger shadows.

"Focus on the rabbit," he told himself, but his new body had other ideas. Each brush against a bookshelf, each swirl of air beneath his petticoats, sent unfamiliar sensations coursing through him. The marmalade jar felt cool in his small hands as he passed it into a cupboard, his fingers trembling.

"Four thousand miles down," he recited shakily, trying to remember Alice's exact words. But his mind kept wandering to the way his long hair floated around him, how different everything felt in this softer, curvier form.

The air grew thicker, warmer. Unseen hands seemed to pluck at his clothes, stroke his exposed ankles. Marcus squirmed, caught between masculine instincts and feminine responses. "Do cats eat bats?" he mumbled, desperate for distraction. "Do bats eat—oh!"

A passing shelf brushed his shoulder, spinning him slowly. His skirts twisted around his legs, the sensation both maddening and thrilling. The darkness pressed closer, intimate as a lover's embrace.

"This isn't happening," he gasped, but his voice came out breathy, distinctly Alice-like. The fall seemed endless, each moment bringing new awareness of his transformed body. The tight bodice, the whisper of stockings, the slight weight on his chest—it was too much, yet not enough.

When he finally hit bottom, landing on that heap of leaves and sticks, Marcus lay there panting. His face burned with thoughts he couldn't quite suppress. The White Rabbit's voice echoed down the passage—"Oh my ears and whiskers!"—and he forced himself to focus.

"Right. The story." He stood on shaky legs, adjusting his rumpled skirts with hands that definitely weren't his own. "Just follow the rabbit. Don't think about... anything else."

But as he ran down the long hall after that bobbing white tail, Marcus couldn't help but notice how differently this body moved—all subtle bounces and swaying grace. The lamplight caught his golden hair, casting dancing shadows on the walls that seemed to mock his predicament.

The glass table appeared ahead, that tiny golden key glinting like a promise. Marcus approached it slowly, his small feet clicking on the floor. "Well," he said, trying to channel Alice's proper tone despite his racing thoughts, "I suppose there's nothing for it but to carry on."

His fingers closed around the key. It felt warm, almost alive, against his palm. Or perhaps that was just another effect of this strange new form, where everything seemed designed to remind him of his transformation.

The locked doors loomed around him, watching. Marcus clutched the key tighter and tried not to think about what other changes might lie ahead. He was trapped in Alice's story now—in Alice's body—and the only way out was through.

"Curiouser and curiouser," he whispered, and for once, the feminine lilt in his voice seemed entirely appropriate.

The golden key fit perfectly in Marcus's delicate fingers, its metal warming against his borrowed skin. He wandered the hall, testing each imposing door, his petticoats swishing against his legs in a constant reminder of his bizarre predicament. The sensation was not entirely unpleasant—though he'd never admit it aloud.

"If I'm stuck in this story," he murmured, "I might as well play along properly." His voice still startled him, light and musical where his normal baritone should be.

The little glass table appeared as if summoned by his thoughts, three spindly legs supporting its crystalline surface. Atop it sat that tiny golden key—his ticket to progress. Marcus snatched it up, feeling its weight in his palm. A curious thrill ran through him as he realized he was holding a literal key to Wonderland.

"Now for the door," he whispered, moving with newfound purpose. Alice's body responded with graceful steps that made him feel strangely powerful despite his diminished stature.

The little door behind the curtain waited for him, just as he remembered from countless readings. Marcus knelt, skirts pooling around him like spilled cream, and peered through. The garden beyond pulsed with impossible colors—flowers tall as trees with petals plump as pillows, fountains spraying liquid rainbows. A longing surged through him, surprising in its intensity.

"I want to go there," he breathed, the desire settling deep in parts of him that hadn't existed hours before.

The key turned smoothly in the lock, but the doorway remained a tantalizing impossibility—far too small for his current form. Marcus sat back on his heels, frustration bubbling up his throat.

"Right. The bottle comes next." He turned to find it already waiting on the table, innocently labeled 'DRINK ME' in elaborate script.

Marcus approached cautiously, lifting the delicate glass vessel. Unlike Alice, he knew exactly what would happen, yet hesitation still gripped him. The liquid inside shimmered with promise, catching the strange light of the hall.

"Bottom's up," he muttered, a masculine phrase that sounded absurdly charming in Alice's voice.

The first drop touched his tongue and burst into flavors—cherry tarts and roast turkey, custard and toffee—a parade of sensations that marched down his throat and spread warmth through his chest. Marcus drank deeply, curious despite himself about how shrinking would feel in this feminine form.

The change came quickly. The hall stretched upward, doors growing to the size of mountains. His clothes, thankfully, shrank with him, though the sensation of diminishing sent delicious shivers down his spine. His already small hands grew tinier, more delicate; his golden hair fell longer relative to his new size.

"Curiouser and curiouser," he whispered, the words coming naturally now. His voice had grown even higher, like the tinkling of tiny bells.

Ten inches tall and perfectly proportioned, Marcus stood triumphantly on tiptoes. The garden door beckoned, promising adventures beyond. He took three eager steps toward freedom before remembering—

"The key!" He spun around, neck craning to see the tabletop now far above. There it lay, golden and mocking, completely out of reach. "Damn it all to hell," he cursed, the vulgar words sounding impossibly prim in Alice's voice.

Frustration burned behind his eyes. Tears—actual tears!—threatened to spill. This body responded so differently to emotions, everything closer to the surface, more immediate and overwhelming.

"No crying," he scolded himself, though his voice wavered dangerously. "There's a solution. There's always a solution in Wonderland."

As if answering his thoughts, a small glass box appeared beneath the table. Marcus approached it warily, already knowing what he'd find inside. The cake sat innocently on its crystal plate, 'EAT ME' spelled out in plump currants that glistened like wet lips.

"This should be interesting," he murmured, breaking off a small piece. The cake crumbled between his fingers, rich and dense. Marcus hesitated, wondering how it would feel to grow tall and lanky again—or perhaps even taller. Would Alice's body stretch like taffy? Would her curves remain proportional?

Only one way to find out. He popped the morsel into his mouth.

Nothing happened.

Marcus frowned, delicate brows drawing together. He took another bite, larger this time, letting the sweet crumbs dissolve on his tongue. Still nothing.

"Perhaps I need to eat more?" he wondered aloud, voice lilting with confusion. With determined fingers, he broke off a substantial chunk and ate it quickly, brushing crumbs from his pinafore.

The transformation struck without warning—a violent stretching sensation that began in Marcus's core and radiated outward. His borrowed body hummed with energy, then exploded in all directions at once. Bones lengthened, skin stretched, and curves—dear God, the curves—blossomed where none had been before.

"What in the—" His voice caught, deeper than Alice's childish tone had been but still unmistakably feminine, rich with new resonance that vibrated pleasantly in his chest.

His chest. Marcus looked down and nearly toppled over. Where the flat chest of a young girl had been, two magnificent breasts now strained against Alice's blue dress, the fabric stretched dangerously across their fullness. The bodice, designed for a child, cut painfully into flesh that heaved with each startled breath.

"This isn't right," he gasped, but the words lacked conviction. His hands—still delicate but longer-fingered now—hovered uncertainly before coming to rest on his expanded hips. They flared dramatically from a waist that remained improbably small, creating an hourglass silhouette that belonged in a gentleman's private illustration, not a children's story.

Marcus took an experimental step and nearly moaned aloud. Everything moved differently now—his breasts swayed heavily, his wider hips rolled with each motion, and between his legs... sensations he had no context for flickered and flared with every slight shift of his thighs.

"Focus," he commanded himself, though his voice came out breathier than intended. "The key. I need to reach the key."

The table no longer towered impossibly above him. Now it stood at hip height—his new, womanly hips that brushed against the glass surface as he approached. The golden key gleamed invitingly, and Marcus reached for it with trembling fingers.

His sleeve rode up, revealing a forearm of milky perfection. Even this simple sight—his own arm!—sent an unwelcome thrill through him. Everything about this mature version of Alice seemed designed to distract and disarm.

"This body is preposterous," he muttered, clutching the key. His fingers brushed the smooth surface of the table, sending shivers up his arm that culminated somewhere deep in his chest. "And entirely too sensitive."

The door—that was his goal. Marcus turned too quickly, and his new proportions betrayed him. He stumbled, catching himself against the wall as his magnificent bosom heaved dramatically. The sensation of fullness, of weight on his chest, was simultaneously foreign and fascinating.

"Steady now," he whispered, straightening to his new height. Alice's dress, stretched to its limits, creaked in protest. The hem that had once reached her ankles now barely covered her knees, revealing shapely calves that Marcus couldn't help admiring despite himself.

The little door seemed smaller than ever as Marcus knelt before it, his voluptuous form folding with surprising grace. The key slid into the lock as before, but the doorway remained an impossible barrier—now for entirely different reasons.

"Even if I could shrink again," he reasoned, running his hands absently along the curves of his sides, "this new form would never fit through."

A strange heat pooled low in his belly as his fingers traced the flare of his hips. Every touch, every movement in this mature body triggered responses that made his head swim. Was this how women felt all the time? This constant awareness of their bodies, this simmering sensitivity just beneath the skin?

"There must be another way," he said, rising with a fluid motion that sent pleasant tremors through his newly abundant flesh. The bottle on the table caught his eye—perhaps more shrinking potion would help.

Marcus reached for it, accidentally brushing his forearm against his breast. The contact sent electric currents racing through him, and he gasped, dropping the key with a musical tinkle. His cheeks burned with embarrassment, yet something deeper stirred—a curiosity about these new sensations that both frightened and fascinated him.

"Curiouser and curiouser," he whispered, the familiar phrase taking on entirely new implications as he gazed down at Alice's transformed body—his body now, with all its mysterious powers and perplexing pleasures.














Chapter two



The Pool of Tears







Marcus stared down at his impossible body, voluptuous and foreign. The weight on his chest felt like an anchor dragging him into this bizarre reality. His hands trembled as they hovered over the curved flesh that strained against Alice's dress.

"This can't be happening," he whispered, voice catching on a sob. "I'm a man. I was a man. Wasn't I?"

The question hung in the air, unanswered. Had he dreamed up his entire existence? Perhaps he was truly Alice, a young girl who'd fabricated an elaborate fantasy of being someone called Marcus—a sad, lonely man in a bookshop. Maybe madness had finally claimed him—or her—or whoever he truly was.

"Who am I?" he cried, pressing his palms against his temples. "Am I Marcus trapped in Alice? Or Alice who dreamed of being Marcus?"

The uncertainty crushed him like a physical weight. Tears welled up in his eyes—eyes that felt larger, more expressive than any he remembered having. The first tear spilled over, then another, and suddenly he was sobbing uncontrollably, his new body shaking with each gasping breath.

"I don't understand," he moaned miserably. "I don't belong here. I don't belong anywhere."

Tears poured down his face in rivulets, splashing onto the floor with surprising force. Each droplet seemed to expand upon impact, spreading outward in ripples that rapidly rose around his ankles. Marcus was crying a literal flood, the salt water swirling around his feet and rising with alarming speed.

"Stop it," he commanded himself, hiccupping between sobs. "You're being ridiculous."

But the tears continued, great heaving sobs that wracked his borrowed body. The water climbed higher, past his knees, soaking the hem of Alice's dress. His distress only intensified as he realized he couldn't control this feminine response—this body cried when upset, producing gallons where a man might manage only a few reluctant drops.

"You ought to be ashamed," he scolded, unconsciously echoing Alice's words from the story he'd read countless times. "A grown person crying like this!"

Something strange began to happen as the water rose. His magnificent form started to shrink, the curves receding, the stretched fabric of Alice's dress growing looser by the second. Marcus felt himself diminishing, becoming smaller and smaller until he was barely two feet high—and still the tears pooled around him.

The water had reached his chest now, warm and buoyant. He found himself floating, bobbing like a cork in what had become a sizable pool. His tears had created an indoor sea, stretching from wall to wall.

"I shall drown in my own tears," he said wonderingly, treading water with limbs that were once again childlike. "How perfectly absurd."

He paddled aimlessly, the currents swirling him in lazy circles. The salt water caressed his skin with sensual swirls, each eddy and current stroking him like delicate fingers. Despite his predicament, Marcus found the sensation strangely pleasurable—the water supporting his diminished form, cradling him in its liquid embrace.

A splashing sound caught his attention. Something was moving toward him through the brackish pool. Marcus blinked away the remnants of tears and peered through the dim light.

"A mouse?" he murmured, watching the small creature swim with determined strokes.

Then came more splashing—a duck, paddling serenely across the surface. A dodo bird followed, then a lory with vibrant plumage, and an eaglet whose wings created frothy waves. The pool teemed with talking animals, their voices rising in a cacophony of complaints and observations.

"Most irregular!" squawked the eaglet.

"Dreadfully wet!" agreed the lory, shaking droplets from its feathers.

Marcus paddled awkwardly through the salty pool, his borrowed female form cutting through the water with more grace than he expected. The Mouse circled him, its whiskers twitching with barely concealed amusement at his clumsy strokes.

"You swim like someone who's never inhabited their body before," the Mouse observed, swimming closer. Its voice was surprisingly melodic, with a teasing lilt that made Marcus's cheeks flush.

"I haven't—that is—I'm not used to this particular form," Marcus stammered, treading water.

The Mouse's whiskers tickled against his arm. "Let me show you the proper way," it purred, swimming behind him. "The pleasure strokes will keep you afloat with hardly any effort."

"Pleasure... strokes?" Marcus repeated, his voice rising an octave.

"Like this," the Mouse demonstrated, its sleek body pressing against Marcus's back as it guided his arms. "Long, languid movements. Feel the water caress you like a lover's lingering touch."

Marcus felt the Mouse's fur brush against his skin beneath the water, sending shivers up his spine. The sensation was peculiarly pleasant, the silky fur sliding along his legs as the Mouse circled and guided him.

"Relax into it," the Mouse whispered, its breath warm against his ear. "Let the water work its wanton ways with your willing body."

Following the Mouse's instructions, Marcus extended his arms and legs, allowing himself to float. The water supported him, lapping lazily against curves he was still struggling to accept as his own. To his surprise, the Mouse was right—these "pleasure strokes" required minimal effort while maximizing the sensual satisfaction of swimming.

"See? Your body knows what to do, even if your mind resists," the Mouse murmured, swimming sinuously between his legs.

The Duck paddled over, quacking questioningly. "Room for one more in your swimming lesson?"

Before Marcus could respond, the Duck dipped beneath the surface, emerging under his right arm, feathers fluffing against his side. The sensation sent a cascade of tingles across his skin.

"The Duck's down is delightfully soft, isn't it?" the Mouse observed with a knowing smile.

The Dodo waddled through the water toward them, creating concentric circles that collided with Marcus's body in rhythmic waves. "Swimming is splendid for stimulating the senses," the Dodo declared, pressing its plump body against Marcus's other side.

Soon the Lory joined them, its brilliant feathers fanning out in the water like exotic blooms. The Eaglet swooped in, creating currents that swirled around the growing group. More creatures came—a Canary, a young Crab, even a Monkey with peculiarly prehensile paws that found purchase on Marcus's shoulders.

What began as a swimming lesson transformed into a slippery, spinning mass of bodies. Marcus found himself at the center of this strange aquatic cuddle-pile, surrounded by fur and feathers and scales. The animals pressed against him from all sides, their bodies sliding against his in the water's buoyant embrace.

"This is madness," Marcus gasped, but couldn't help the laugh that bubbled up from his chest.

"The most magnificent madness," agreed the Mouse, who had somehow ended up with its tail wrapped around Marcus's wrist like a bracelet.

They spun faster, creating a whirlpool of fur and flesh and feathers. Marcus felt his body responding to the sensations—the Duck's down tickling his neck, the Lory's beak gently combing through his hair, the Mouse's whiskers brushing against places that made him gasp in surprised pleasure.

"I never knew swimming could be so... intimate," Marcus managed between breathless laughs.

"Everything here is intimate, if you allow it to be," the Mouse replied, its dark eyes gleaming with mischief. "The water washes away pretense, leaving only pure sensation."

The spinning slowed as the shore approached. The animals began to separate, reluctantly pulling away from their impromptu aquatic orgy.

"To shore, to shore!" called the Mouse. "Where I shall tell you my tale of why I detest cats and dogs."

Marcus followed, his body tingling from the encounter, wondering what other sensual surprises Wonderland held in store.

Marcus stumbled onto the sandy shore, his soaked dress clinging to every unfamiliar curve of Alice's body. The water dripped from his golden locks, each droplet trailing down his neck and between his breasts with maddening slowness. He crossed his arms over his chest, mortified by how the wet fabric revealed the outline of his nipples, which had hardened from the cool air.

"Goodness," he muttered, cheeks burning brighter than the Cheshire Cat's smile. "This body is... responsive."

The Mouse scurried ahead, leading the peculiar parade of drenched creatures toward a sunny patch of sand. Marcus followed reluctantly, acutely aware of how his hips swayed with each step. The wet dress clung to his thighs, creating a friction that sent sparks of unfamiliar pleasure shooting up his spine.

"Hurry along," called the Mouse. "We must dry ourselves properly before catching our death of cold!"

Marcus bit his lip, trying to ignore the tingling sensations that lingered where the animals had touched him in the water. His skin buzzed with hypersensitivity, every brush of fabric against flesh sending shivers through his borrowed form. The female body he inhabited seemed designed for pleasure, with nerve endings he'd never known existed lighting up at the slightest provocation.

"These feminine feelings are fantastically frustrating," he whispered to himself, trying to walk faster without increasing the delicious friction between his thighs.














Chapter three



A Caucus-Race and a Long Tale








T
 he
 animals
 arranged
 themselves
 in a circle on the sand, shaking water from their fur and feathers. The Mouse beckoned Marcus to join them, patting a spot beside it with its tiny paw.

"Come sit, sweet girl," it said, dark eyes twinkling with mischief. "The sun shall soon soothe our sodden selves."

Marcus sank down onto the sand, tucking his legs carefully beneath him. The dress rode up slightly, exposing his knees. He tugged it down, but not before catching the Duck's appreciative glance.

"I've never been so aware of my own body before," Marcus thought, amazed at how each sensation demanded his attention—the sand warming beneath him, the breeze caressing his wet skin, the lingering pleasure from the water's embrace.

The Mouse cleared its throat importantly. "Now, as I was saying, my tale explains my profound prejudice against both cats and dogs..."

As the creature launched into its story, Marcus found himself distracted by the persistent tingling throughout his body, wondering if this heightened sensitivity was simply part of being Alice—or something peculiar to Wonderland itself.

Marcus tried to focus on the Mouse's historical lecture, but the dampness of his dress clung uncomfortably to his new curves. The other creatures looked equally miserable, their fur and feathers plastered to their bodies.

"As wet as ever," he sighed in Alice's melodious voice when the Mouse inquired about his condition. "It doesn't seem to dry me at all."

The Dodo rose to its feet with pompous dignity. "In that case, I move that the meeting adjourn for the immediate adoption of more energetic remedies—"

"Speak English!" the Eaglet demanded.

The Dodo puffed its chest. "What I was going to say was that the best thing to get us dry would be a Caucus-race."

"What is a Caucus-race?" Marcus asked, though something in the Dodo's suggestive tone made him suspect this wasn't merely about getting dry.

The Dodo's eyes gleamed. "Why, the best way to explain it is to do it."

It began marking a circular course in the sand with its foot, creating a ring large enough for all the creatures. "The exact shape doesn't matter," it explained with a wink that made Marcus's cheeks flush hot despite his wet clothes.

"This can't be what I think it is," Marcus thought, but the animals were already arranging themselves around the circle, eyeing each other with unmistakable interest.

The Dodo strutted to the center. "The rules are simple. There's no 'One, two, three, and away.' You begin when you like and finish when you're... satisfied." Its emphasis on the last word left little doubt about the race's true nature.

"Each participant must pair with another," the Dodo continued, pointing decisively. "Mouse with Duck. Eaglet with Lory. And you, dear Alice," it said, turning to Marcus, "shall partner with me."

Marcus swallowed hard. His male mind rebelled at the suggestion, yet Alice's body responded with a peculiar tingling sensation that radiated from his core.

"Surely this isn't what Lewis Carroll intended," he thought desperately, searching his memory for this particular scene in the book. But the animals were already pairing off, nuzzling and caressing each other with increasing ardor.

The Duck and Mouse had begun a curious dance, circling each other while the Duck whispered something that made the Mouse's whiskers quiver with delight. The Eaglet had wrapped a wing around the Lory, who was preening the younger bird's feathers with tender pecks.

"Shall we begin?" the Dodo asked, extending a feathered wing toward Marcus.

"I—I'm not sure I understand the purpose," Marcus stammered, though his body's reactions suggested otherwise.

The Dodo leaned closer, its breath warm against Marcus's ear. "The friction generates heat, my dear. The most natural way to dry off. Besides, everyone wins in a Caucus-race."

All around the circle, the creatures had begun their "race," their movements becoming more frenzied. The Mouse had climbed atop the Duck, riding it like a bizarre bucking bronco. The Lory and Eaglet were engaged in what could only be described as an elaborate mating dance, their beaks meeting in passionate pecks.

Marcus felt a strange sensation building within Alice's body—a pressure, a need he'd never experienced as a man. The Dodo's wing stroked his cheek, then traveled down his neck to the collar of his dress.

"Participation is voluntary," the Dodo said softly, "but highly recommended for warmth."

Marcus hesitated. This was madness—yet wasn't that the point of Wonderland? To abandon logic and surrender to absurdity? And there was something undeniably compelling about the way his new body responded to the Dodo's touch.

"I suppose," he said finally, "when in Wonderland..."

The Dodo's pleased expression was the last thing Marcus clearly registered before losing himself in sensations. The race became a blur of feathers, fur, and flesh, punctuated by sighs and soft cries of pleasure. Alice's body knew things his male mind had never imagined, responding to touches and caresses with escalating waves of bliss.

Marcus, trapped within Alice's voluptuous form, stumbled through the sandy landscape of Wonderland, a flock of feathered fiends fluttering in his wake. The Lory and the Eaglet, quoting from some unseen Victorian etiquette manual, urged him on with taunts wrapped in flowery language.

"A proper young lady should always comport herself with grace and decorum," chirped the Eaglet, diving at Marcus with its sharp talons just barely missing his dress. "So run along, dear Alice. A bit of exercise becomes you."

Marcus's heart raced, his breath came in short gasps, and a flush crept across his cheeks. The adrenaline surged through him, mingling with the bizarre arousal that seemed to be his constant companion in this topsy-turvy world.

"Tickle the ivories, dear Alice," cawed the Lory, swooping low with a feather plucked from its own vibrant plumage. It brushed against Marcus's neck, sending shivers down his spine. "A lady must learn to laugh, for it becomes her rosy complexion."

The chase was a bewildering dance, a whirl of bright colors and flashing beaks. The birds pursued him with relentless cheer, quoting manners and mores as if they were directing a play at the Globe Theatre.

Marcus's dress whipped around his legs as he ran, the fabric teasing his skin, reminding him of his new form with every step. The sensations were overwhelming, and despite the absurdity of the chase, his body responded in ways that were both alien and thrilling.

Eventually, the birds' incessant teasing and the sheer exertion of the chase took their toll. Marcus collapsed in a heap on a soft patch of moss, his chest heaving, his eyes sparkling with a mix of exhaustion and exhilaration.

The Lory and the Eaglet alighted on the branches above him, their eyes gleaming with mischief. "A young lady, when overcome by such exertions, must remember to breathe," advised the Lory, its voice dripping with false concern. "Shall we assist you in finding your breath, dear Alice?"

Before Marcus could protest, the birds descended upon him, their wings fluttering gently against his body. They tickled his sides, his arms, his neck, and even the soles of his feet. The sensation was maddening, a ticklish torment that had him writhing on the mossy ground.

"In Victorian society," the Eaglet intoned, "a lady's laughter is the music of the spheres. Let us hear your melody, Alice."

Marcus's laughter filled the air, a sound that was part giggle, part gasp. The birds' feathers teased and titillated, awakening desires he had never known in his male form. His body arched off the ground, seeking something just out of reach.

The Lory and the Eaglet exchanged a knowing glance. "A lady must be acquainted with her own body," the Lory said, its voice low and musical. "To understand the language of pleasure, one must first learn to listen."

With a graceful swoop, the Eaglet produced a small, velvety object from somewhere within its plumage. "A Victorian lady is always prepared," it declared, presenting Marcus with a delicate silver device that gleamed in the sunlight.

Marcus's eyes widened in shock and recognition. The birds' intentions were clear, and despite the absurdity of the situation, his body throbbed with anticipation.

"A lady's first encounter with such a device should be approached with curiosity and an open mind," the Lory chirped, its voice filled with a strange blend of authority and encouragement.

The birds guided him gently, their instructions a mix of Victorian prudishness and surprisingly modern sensibilities. "Relax, dear Alice," they crooned. "Let the waves of sensation wash over you."

As Marcus followed their instructions, his body began to respond in ways that were both startling and undeniable. The sensation built within him, a crescendo of pleasure that threatened to sweep away his last defenses.

The birds watched with fascination, their eyes reflecting the glow of Marcus's transformation. "A lady's climax is a thing of beauty," the Eaglet murmured. "Embrace it, Alice. Let go."

And so, surrounded by the absurdity of Wonderland and guided by the peculiar wisdom of his feathered companions, Marcus experienced his first orgasm as Alice. It was a moment of pure sensation, a burst of color and light that left him gasping for breath, his body trembling with release.

As the waves of pleasure receded, leaving him spent and sated, the birds fluttered around him, their voices filled with pride and satisfaction. "A lady should always end her exertions on a high note," the Lory declared. "Well done, dear Alice. You have passed a most important test."

Marcus lay on the mossy ground, his mind reeling from the intensity of the experience. He had come to Wonderland as a cynical man, only to find himself initiated into the mysteries of female pleasure by a pair of mischievous birds. It was absurd, scandalous, and utterly unforgettable.

As the birds flew off, their laughter echoing through the trees, Marcus couldn't help but marvel at the strange journey he had embarked upon.

When it was over—when everyone had indeed "won"—they collapsed in a panting heap, completely dry and glowing with satisfaction.

"Everybody has won," the Dodo declared breathlessly, "and all must have prizes."

"But who is to give the prizes?" asked several voices at once.

"Why, she, of course," said the Dodo, pointing at Marcus.

Flustered and still trembling from his experience, Marcus reached into his pocket and found a box of comfits, miraculously dry despite their swim. He handed them around, one to each creature.

"But she must have a prize herself," said the Mouse.

Marcus reached into his pocket again and found only a thimble.

The Dodo took it and presented it back to him with mock solemnity. "We beg your acceptance of this elegant thimble."

As Marcus accepted it, bowing awkwardly, he thought: "If this is Wonderland's version of a participation trophy, I wonder what other 'races' I'll be running before this adventure ends."














Chapter four



The Rabbit Sends in a Little Bill








M
 arcus
 spotted
 the
 White
 Rabbit, trotting back with anxious haste, its pink eyes darting frantically about. The creature muttered to itself in panicked tones, paws wringing together in distress.

"The Duchess! The Duchess! Oh my dear paws! Oh my fur and whiskers! She'll get me executed, as sure as ferrets are ferrets! Where can
 I have dropped them, I wonder?"

The pitiful panic in the rabbit's voice stirred something in Marcus. He realized the creature must be searching for the fan and white kid gloves he'd seen earlier. Being surprisingly sympathetic—perhaps his new female form had softened his typically cynical nature—he began searching the surrounding area. The landscape had transformed completely since his sensuous swim; the hall with its glass table and tiny door had vanished like a lover's promise at dawn.

The Rabbit's beady eyes suddenly fixed on Marcus with recognition that wasn't recognition at all.

"Why, Mary Ann, what are
 you doing out here?" it demanded, voice sharp as a stiletto. "Run home this moment, and fetch me a pair of gloves and a fan! Quick, now!"

Terror tickled Marcus's spine, sending him scampering in the direction the Rabbit pointed without protest or correction. His blonde hair bounced behind him as he bounded away, his borrowed bosom bobbing beneath the blue dress.

"He took me for his housemaid," he said to himself, lungs laboring as he ran. "How surprised he'll be when he finds out who I am! But I'd better take him his fan and gloves—that is, if I can find them."

A neat little house appeared before him, its front door decorated with a bright brass plate bearing the name "W. RABBIT" in fancy, flowing script. Without pausing to ponder propriety, Marcus pushed past the portal and proceeded up the pristine staircase, dreading a disastrous encounter with the real Mary Ann.

"How queer it seems," Marcus mused, mounting the stairs, "to be going messages for a rabbit! I suppose Dinah'll be sending me on messages next!" His mind meandered to madcap scenarios: "'Miss Alice! Come here directly, and get ready for your walk!' 'Coming in a minute, nurse! But I've got to see that the mouse doesn't get out.'" He snorted softly. "Only I don't think that they'd let Dinah stop in the house if it began ordering people about like that!"

Marcus's musings melted away as he discovered a dainty, well-kept room. Sunlight streamed through the window, illuminating a small table where—blessed fortune!—lay a fan and several pairs of tiny white kid gloves. He snatched up the fan and one pair of gloves, preparing to depart when something caught his eye.

Near the looking-glass stood a small, seductive bottle. Unlike the previous potion, this one bore no "DRINK ME" label, yet Marcus felt drawn to it like a moth to moonlight. His delicate fingers uncorked it, bringing the mysterious liquid to his lips.

"I know something
 interesting is sure to happen," he whispered, recalling the thrilling transformations he'd already experienced in this strange land. "Whenever I eat or drink anything; so I'll just see what this bottle does. I do hope it'll make me grow large again, for really I'm quite tired of being such a tiny little thing!"

The anticipation of another transformation sent shivers of secret excitement through his borrowed body. What wondrous, wicked changes might this potion bring?

Marcus felt a strange rush as the potion took hold, expanding him like a balloon filled with air. His head brushed against the ceiling, and he had to duck to avoid cracking it.

“That’s quite enough,” he muttered, eyes wide. “I hope I shan’t grow any more—As it is, I can’t get out at the door—I do wish I hadn’t drunk quite so much!”

Alas! The wish echoed hollow in his ears as the magic coursed through him. He knelt down, but soon there was no room left for even that modest position. He stretched out, one elbow propped against the door while his other arm curled around his head.

“What will become of me?” The question hung heavy in the air as he lay flat on the floor, now reduced to mere inches of space.

It was far too cramped for comfort.

“It was much pleasanter at home,” he lamented, imagining his dusty bookstore sanctuary where books remained unyielding in their stories and characters never transformed into something unexpected. “When one wasn’t always growing larger and smaller, being ordered about by mice and rabbits.”

Marcus shifted uncomfortably, feeling utterly lost in this whimsical world.

“Yet—this is curious!” he mused aloud, letting his thoughts tumble like dice across a table. “I wonder what can have happened to me! Here I am in the middle of a tale! A book ought to be written about me! When I grow up—I’ll write one—but I’m grown up now.” His voice faded into a sorrowful whisper. “At least there’s no room to grow up any more here.”

He pondered deeply, caught between childish delight and adult frustration.

“Foolish!” He chastised himself. “How can you learn lessons in here? Why, there’s hardly room for you—no room for lesson-books at all!”

As Marcus wrestled with these thoughts, he caught wind of voices from outside.

“Mary Ann! Mary Ann!” The frantic tones sliced through the air like sharp knives. “Fetch me my gloves this moment!”

The unmistakable patter of tiny feet drew closer. Anxiety rippled through Marcus as he realized it was the Rabbit searching for him—or rather Mary Ann.

Trembling until he nearly shook the house apart, Marcus forgot that he was now grander than the Rabbit could fathom.

The Rabbit approached the door and tugged at it frantically.

“No good,” Marcus thought smugly, pressing against it with newfound strength.

“Then I’ll go round and get in at the window,” said the Rabbit defiantly.

“Oh that
 you won’t!” Marcus declared inwardly as he waited until he imagined it just beneath him. With determination surging through him, he thrust out an arm and made a snatch at nothingness.

A startled yelp reached his ears along with a crash of shattered glass that sent sparks of mischief dancing in his chest.

“Just possibly into a cucumber-frame!” Marcus chuckled darkly at his own jest as anger emanated from outside.

“Pat! Pat! Where are you?” The Rabbit sounded flustered.

The unfamiliar voice responded uncertainly, “Digging for apples, yer honour!”

“Apples indeed!” came an irate retort from the Rabbit before another crash interrupted their conversation—a delightful chaos unfolding beyond his cramped space.

“What’s that in the window?” demanded Rabbit's angry voice again.

“It’s an arm!” Pat replied naively.

Marcus grinned at their banter but couldn’t shake off unease creeping through him like vines on an old wall.

“It fills the whole window!” exclaimed Rabbit incredulously.

“Well then!” Marcus thought defiantly. “They should try pulling me out if they dare!”

Another silence ensued before sounds of commotion reached him: little cartwheels rumbling along with numerous voices clamoring together created a symphony of chaos just outside.

Where’s Bill? How do we reach her? Get that ladder!

As curiosity peaked inside Marcus's mind like fireworks bursting into life on New Year’s Eve, an idea sparked forth amidst turmoil: "If they want to come down my chimney…"

He gathered all courage and kicked outward hard enough that something shattered again outside. Suddenly laughter erupted alongside angry squeals from those trying to maneuver through broken glass—all unaware of who or what awaited them inside this curious body of his new existence—a jumbled mess as wild creatures scrambled amid a very personal turmoil deep within him.

Marcus felt the first ticklish sensations as tiny paws began exploring his newfound anatomy. He froze, uncertain what was happening as the little creatures—Bill the lizard and several others—had somehow found their way inside the house and into places he hadn't expected possible.

"My goodness!" he exclaimed, as something diminutive and fuzzy grazed against sensitive membranes in the feminine opening he'd never owned previously. The sensation sent shivers spiraling up his spine, sparking strange spasms of pleasure that made his toes curl and his breath catch.

He squirmed helplessly in the confined space as tiny claws gently scraped along sensitive flesh. The bizarre battalion of beasts burrowed deeper, their movements creating curious contractions that confused and captivated him simultaneously.

"What on earth—" he started, but words failed him as a warm wave washed over his borrowed body. Peculiar pulsations pushed through his pelvis, producing powerful tremors that threatened to tear the tiny house apart. His face flushed hot with embarrassment and arousal.

Bill's tail flicked against a particularly responsive spot, sending Marcus arching upward involuntarily. The poor lizard, panicking at the sudden movement, scrabbled frantically for purchase, his desperate digging delivering delicious jolts of delight that danced through Marcus's nervous system.

"Stop that," he whispered weakly, though his body betrayed him by pressing toward the stimulation. The contradictory commands confused the creatures, causing chaotic capers within his canal that only heightened his arousal.

Several small animals had formed an unwitting exploration party, their paws pattering and prodding places previously unknown to his male consciousness. The White Rabbit's assistant—was it Pat?—seemed to be directing the others, unwittingly orchestrating an intimate invasion that intensified with each passing moment.

Marcus bit his lip, fighting the building pressure. His masculine mind reeled at the foreign feelings flooding through female flesh. The walls around the animals contracted rhythmically, a biological response he couldn't control.

"This can't be happening," he moaned, mortified yet mesmerized by mounting pleasure. His hips bucked slightly, causing the tiny tenants to tumble and turn, triggering titillating touches that teased him toward the edge.

The guinea pig's whiskers whispered against his walls, while Bill's tail thrashed thoughtlessly through the most tender territories. Pat's persistent pushing provoked powerful pulses that promised profound pleasure.

Marcus clutched at the floorboards, his knuckles white with tension. He'd never felt anything like this—the building pressure, the spreading warmth, the concentrated sensations centered in a part of his anatomy that had never existed until he'd opened that damned book.

"Oh god," he groaned, as the animals' agitated activities accelerated. They clearly wanted out, but their escape efforts only enhanced his ecstasy. His breath came in short, sharp gasps as the pressure built to breaking point.

When release finally rushed through him, Marcus cried out—a sound somewhere between shock and satisfaction. His inner muscles clenched around the startled creatures, squeezing them in rhythmic ripples as pleasure pounded through his transformed body.

The animals squeaked in surprise as they were suddenly expelled from their warm prison, shooting out into the garden like corks from champagne bottles. Marcus lay panting, perspiration pearling on his pale skin, stunned by the powerful paroxysms that had possessed him.

"So that was something different," he murmured, amazed and mortified in equal measure. His masculine mentality wrestled with the strangeness of creatures cavorting within his form and the womanly waves of delight that had just overtaken him, rendering him feeble and listless in their aftermath.

Outside, he could hear the animals regrouping, their voices high with hysteria as they plotted their next move. Marcus barely registered their plotting; his mind wrestled with the clash between his manhood's memory and the tingling echoes of feminine pleasure still rippling through his borrowed flesh.

The White Rabbit's voice cut through his reverie: "We must burn the house down!"

Marcus's eyes widened. The afterglow vanished instantly.

There was a dead silence instantly, and Marcus thought to himself, "I wonder what they will
 do next! If they had any sense, they'd take the roof off." After a minute or two, they began moving about again, and Marcus heard the Rabbit say, "A barrowful will do, to begin with."

"A barrowful of what?
 " thought Marcus; but he had not long to doubt, for the next moment a shower of little pebbles came rattling in at the window, and some of them hit her in the face. "I'll put a stop to this," she said to herself, and shouted out, "You'd better not do that again!" which produced another dead silence.

Marcus noticed with some surprise that the pebbles were all turning into little cakes as they lay on the floor, and a bright idea came into his head. "If I eat one of these cakes," he thought, "it's sure to make some
 change in my size; and as it can't possibly make me larger, it must make me smaller, I suppose."

So she swallowed one of the cakes, and was delighted to find that she began shrinking directly. As soon as she was small enough to get through the door, she ran out of the house, and found quite a crowd of little animals and birds waiting outside. The poor little Lizard, Bill, was in the middle, being held up by two guinea-pigs, who were giving it something out of a bottle. They all made a rush at Marcus the moment she appeared; but she ran off as hard as she could, and soon found herself safe in a thick wood.

"The first thing I've got to do," said Marcus to himself, as he wandered about in the wood, "is to grow to my right size again; and the second thing is to find my way into that lovely garden. I think that will be the best plan."

It sounded an excellent plan, no doubt, and very neatly and simply arranged; the only difficulty was, that he had not the smallest idea how to set about it.














Chapter five



Advice from a Caterpillar








T
 he
 great
 question
 certainly
 was, what? Marcus looked all round him at the flowers and the blades of grass, but he did not see anything that looked like the right thing to eat or drink under the circumstances. There was a large mushroom growing near him, about the same height as himself; and when he had looked under it, and on both sides of it, and behind it, it occurred to him that he might as well look and see what was on the top of it.

He stretched himself up on tiptoe, and peeped over the edge of the mushroom, and his eyes immediately met those of a large blue caterpillar, that was sitting on the top with its arms folded, quietly smoking a long hookah, and taking not the smallest notice of him or of anything else.

The Caterpillar and Marcus looked at each other for some time in silence: at last the Caterpillar took the hookah out of its mouth, and addressed him in a languid, sleepy voice.

"Who are you?
 " said the Caterpillar.

This was not an encouraging opening for a conversation. Marcus replied, rather shyly, "I—I hardly know, sir, just at present—at least I know who I was
 when I got up this morning, but I think I must have been changed several times since then."

"What do you mean by that?" said the Caterpillar sternly. "Explain yourself!"

"I can't explain myself
 , I'm afraid, sir," said Marcus, "because I'm not myself, you see."

"I don't see," said the Caterpillar.

"I'm afraid I can't put it more clearly," Marcus replied very politely, "for I can't understand it myself to begin with; and being so many different sizes in a day is very confusing."

"It isn't," said the Caterpillar.

"Well, perhaps you haven't found it so yet," said Marcus; "but when you have to turn into a chrysalis—you will some day, you know—and then after that into a butterfly, I should think you'll feel it a little queer, won't you?"

"Not a bit," said the Caterpillar.

"Well, perhaps your feelings may be different," said Marcus; "all I know is, it would feel very queer to me
 ."

"You!" said the Caterpillar contemptuously. "Who are you?
 "

Which brought them back again to the beginning of the conversation. Marcus felt frustrated by the circular chitchat and the caterpillar's condescending countenance. The creature's coiling body reminded him of something deeply sensual—a phallic form perched provocatively atop the mushroom's moist cap.

"Look, I used to be a man, in another body, in another world," Marcus blurted. "Now I'm stuck in this soft, sensitive skin with these..." He glanced down at his breasts, bouncing slightly with each breath. "These burdensome beauties that I never asked for."

The Caterpillar's eyes widened with what might have been amusement. He took a long, luxurious drag from his hookah, the smoke slithering sensuously from his lips and forming suggestive shapes in the air.

"Show me," demanded the Caterpillar suddenly.

"Show you what?" Marcus asked, taking a startled step back.

"Your transformation. Your truth." The Caterpillar's voice dropped to a husky whisper. "What lies beneath your previous person?"

Marcus felt heat rising to his cheeks. The caterpillar's probing proposition perfectly paralleled his private predicament. Was this creature curious or simply cruel?

"I'd rather not," Marcus muttered. "I've already been through enough bizarre bodily business for one day."

The Caterpillar's face remained impassive as it stretched its full length upward, revealing the surprising stature of its segmented self. Muscles moved mesmerizingly under its blue skin.

"One side will make you grow taller," it said cryptically, "and the other side will make you grow shorter."

"One side of what?" asked Marcus.

"The mushroom," replied the Caterpillar

He broke off two pieces—one from each side—and examined them cautiously. The left piece glistened with dewy moisture while the right sparkled with crystalline spores.

"Well, here goes nothing," he muttered, taking a nibble from the left side.

A tingling sensation swept through his female body like wildfire. Marcus shot upward, stretching taller and taller until the trees looked like toothpicks beneath her. His breasts swelled proportionally, becoming heavy pendulums that strained against her dress. The sudden sensitivity made him gasp—every brush of fabric against her nipples sent shocking waves of pleasure down to her toes.

"Too much!" he cried, hastily biting the right piece.

He shrank rapidly, his form condensing until he stood knee-high to a dandelion. His breasts diminished to small, perky buds, but their sensitivity intensified tenfold. The slightest breeze caressed his skin like a lover's deliberate touch.

"Balance," came the Caterpillar's disembodied voice, floating through the foliage. "Finding the perfect proportions proves particularly pleasurable."

Marcus took careful nibbles, alternating sides. With each bite, his body reconfigured—sometimes taller with fuller breasts, sometimes shorter with smaller ones, but each transformation brought new sensations that made his knees buckle and breath catch.

"What's happening to me?" he panted, finding himself at normal height but with an exquisite sensitivity that made her whole body hum.

The Caterpillar reappeared, reclining on a nearby leaf. "You're learning your landscape," he said, blowing smoke rings that drifted lazily around Marcus's flushed face. "The terrain of pleasure is different for everyone."

"But I don't—I wasn't—this isn't—" Marcus stammered.

"Touch yourself," the Caterpillar commanded softly. "Start slowly. Savor sensations. Stroke skin sensitively."

Marcus hesitated, pride battling curiosity.

"If you don't know what you like," the Caterpillar continued, "how will anyone else?"

Tentatively, Marcus ran his hands over his collarbone, down to the swell of his breasts. The contact sent shivers spiraling through his core. His fingers traced lower, across his stomach, finding places that made his breath hitch and body arch.

"That's it," encouraged the Caterpillar. "Map your mountains and valleys. Discover the delicious depths of your new domain."

Marcus closed his eyes, surrendering to the extraordinary sensations. His mind recorded every touch, every response—clinical at first, then increasingly lost in the rising tide of pleasure that threatened to drown all remnants of who he once was.

He collapsed against the base of the mushroom, chest heaving and mind whirling like a dervish dancing deliriously. Marcus's fingers trembled, slick with mushroom sap that glistened like liquid moonlight on his skin. The powerful pulsations that had possessed his body moments before gradually subsided, leaving him dazed and disoriented in their wake.

"Curious," he whispered, his voice hardly his own—higher, softer, but somehow carrying the weight of revelation. "So this is what it's like."

The Caterpillar watched with hooded eyes, smoke curling from its lips in knowing spirals. "The first flight is always the most frightening and fantastic."

Marcus wiped his sticky fingers against the grass, his new body still tingling with aftershocks. The sensation was nothing like his masculine experiences—it radiated outward, consuming every inch of him from toes to temples. He felt simultaneously powerful and powerless, master and servant to this strange vessel he now inhabited.

"Will it always be so..." he searched for words, "...all-encompassing?"

The Caterpillar merely smiled, a mysterious stretching of lips that promised secrets still untold.

"Keep both pieces of mushroom," it advised, beginning to crawl away. "Bodies are battlegrounds between being and becoming."

Marcus tucked the mushroom pieces carefully into his pocket, already planning how he might use them. He stood up, brushing grass from his dress and attempting to smooth his tangled blonde hair.

"Come, there's half my plan done now! How puzzling all these changes are! I'm never sure what I'm going to be, from one minute to another! However, I've got back to my right size: the next thing is, to get into that beautiful garden—how is
 that to be done, I wonder?"

As he said this, he came suddenly upon an open place, with a little house in it about four feet high. The cottage crouched comfortably between curving cherry trees, its chimney puffing perfect plumes of lavender-scented smoke. Windows winked in the sunlight, their glass panes gleaming like knowing eyes.

"Whoever lives there," thought Marcus, "it'll never do to come upon them this
 size: why, I should frighten them out of their wits!"

So he began nibbling at the righthand bit again, feeling the peculiar pinching sensation as his body contracted. His breasts diminished delicately, becoming softer mounds beneath his bodice. He did not venture to go near the house till he had brought himself down to nine inches high, perfectly proportioned for the petite property before him.














Chapter six



Pig and Pepper








J
 ust
 then,
 a
 figure
 emerged from the wood's shadowy embrace, dressed in livery that clung to his form like a lover's caress. Marcus's gaze lingered on the smooth, scaled texture of his skin, a subtle nod to the fish he might have been, had his face not been framed by the sharp, clean lines of servitude. With a confident stride, the Fish-Footman approached the house and rapped upon the door with knuckles that promised a rhythm more suited to the throes of passion than the simple summons of a visitor.

The door swung open to reveal another denizen of this curious world, a being whose round face and wide, moist eyes evoked the tender vulnerability of a frog basking in the warmth of a summer's day. The Frog-Footman's eyes locked onto Marcus's, a silent exchange that felt like an illicit touch, as powdered wigs bobbed in a dance of aristocratic absurdity.

The Fish-Footman unfurled a letter of grand proportion, its presence almost comical beside his statuesque form. "For the Duchess. An invitation from the Queen to play croquet," he intoned, his voice a low thrum that resonated in Marcus's chest. The Frog-Footman echoed the message, his words a sensual litany that seemed to caress the air itself.

As the footmen bowed, their powdered curls entwined, a tangle of desire and decorum, and Marcus could not help but chuckle, a sound that bubbled up from the depths of his newfound femininity, rich with the vibrato of suppressed arousal. He retreated into the embrace of the woods, lest his laughter betray his presence to the erotic pantomime unfolding before him.

When Marcus peered out once more, the Fish-Footman was gone, leaving the Frog-Footman to sit and stare at the sky with the vacant longing of a poet mid-inspiration. Marcus approached, his every step whispering secrets in the rustling leaves, and knocked upon the door with a tentative hand.

"There's no sort of use in knocking," the Frog-Footman said, his voice dripping with the honeyed languor of the long-suffering. "They're making such a noise inside, no one could possibly hear you."

Indeed, the cacophony that spilled from the house was a symphony of carnal pleasure: moans and murmurs, the wet smack of flesh upon flesh, punctuated by the occasional crash of passion-fueled fervor.

"Please, then," Marcus said, the words slipping from his lips like a silent plea for entrance into this den of debauchery, "how am I to get in?"

The Frog-Footman's gaze remained skyward, his reply as detached as a distant orgasm. "There might be some sense in your knocking, if we had the door between us... But perhaps he can't help it," Marcus mused, his thoughts as turbulent as the sea of eroticism that surrounded him.

The door swung open once more, this time without the touch of a hand, and a plate sailed forth, skimming the Frog-Footman's head with the precision of an aphrodisiac arrow, shattering against the rough bark of a tree. The Footman continued his soliloquy, undisturbed by the shards of porcelain that lay scattered at his feet like the remnants of a shattered hymen.

Marcus repeated his question, his voice now a demand, a command to be acknowledged in this world of sensual madness. The Footman's reply was a poetic riddle, a challenge wrapped in the silk of indifference.

"Are
 you to get in at all?" the Footman inquired, a smirk playing upon his lips, the question hanging in the air like the promise of a forbidden tryst.

With a huff of exasperation, Marcus cast aside decorum and opened the door, stepping into a maelstrom of culinary carnality. The kitchen was a cavern of sensory delights, the air thick with the heady aroma of too much pepper in the soup, a scent that clung to Marcus's skin and mingled with the sweat of his own arousal.

The Duchess lounged on a stool, her body undulating to an unheard rhythm as she cradled a suckling babe to her breast. The cook, a woman of generous proportions, leaned over the cauldron, her flesh rippling with each stir of the spoon, her movements a dance of domestic ecstasy.

"There’s certainly too much pepper in that soup!" Marcus exclaimed, though his words were lost in a fit of sneezing that shook his frame with the force of an impending climax.

The pepper swirled through the air like an aromatic aphrodisiac, tickling Marcus's nostrils with its spicy seduction. The Duchess sneezed occasionally, her ample bosom heaving with each explosive exhalation; and as for the baby, it was sneezing and howling alternately without a moment's pause, its little face contorted in what could have been either agony or ecstasy. The only things in the kitchen that did not sneeze were the cook, who stirred her bubbling broth with lascivious circular motions, and a large cat which was sitting on the hearth, grinning from ear to ear with predatory pleasure.

"Please would you tell me," Marcus said, his voice soft with the timidity of his feminine form, for he was not quite sure whether it was good manners for her to speak first in this bizarre boudoir of a kitchen, "why your cat grins like that?"

"It's a Cheshire cat," said the Duchess, her words slipping between teeth that seemed too sharp for comfort, "and that's why. Pig!"

She spat the last word with such sudden violence that Marcus quite jumped; but he saw in another moment that it was addressed to the baby squirming against her bosom, and not to him, so he took courage, and continued his curious questioning.

"I didn't know that Cheshire cats always grinned; in fact, I didn't know that cats could
 grin." His mind struggled to reconcile the feline's smile with any natural order he'd known before.

"They all can," said the Duchess, her fingers fondling the child with disturbing dexterity; "and most of 'em do."

"I don't know of any that do," Marcus said very politely, feeling quite pleased to have penetrated the barrier of conversation despite the pulsing, pepper-induced heat building beneath his skin.

"You don't know much," said the Duchess, her eyes raking over Marcus's borrowed body with calculating carnality; "and that's a fact."

Marcus did not at all like the tone of this remark, the dismissal stirring something both masculine and defensive within his feminine frame. He thought it would be as well to introduce some other subject of conversation, something less provoking than his perceived ignorance. While he was trying to fix on one, the cook took the cauldron of soup off the fire with bare hands that should have blistered but didn't, and at once set to work throwing everything within her reach at the Duchess and the baby. The fire-irons came first, flying like phallic projectiles; then followed a shower of saucepans, plates, and dishes, their circular shapes spinning through the air with deadly grace.

“Here! you may nurse it a bit, if you like!” the Duchess said, her voice laced with a dismissive flair as she tossed the baby toward Marcus. It flew through the air, limbs flailing like a starfish caught in a tempest. Marcus fumbled but caught it awkwardly, its form surprisingly weighty in his delicate arms.

The baby snorted and squirmed, doubling itself over as if attempting to escape. “What a peculiar little creature,” he thought, feeling an odd mix of discomfort and delight at the bizarre task before him. The baby’s wide eyes darted about as it emitted steam-engine-like noises.

With some effort, Marcus figured out how to cradle the creature properly. He felt warmth radiating from its body, and an improper thrill flickered within him as milk began to spurt into the baby's mouth sucking on his tender breasts. The act of nursing was nothing short of surreal—a strange melding of tenderness and unexpected eroticism that made his heart race.

The air outside welcomed him with fragrant whispers of blooming flowers as he carried the infant into the open space beyond the chaotic kitchen.

“If I don’t take this child away with me,” he thought urgently, “they’re bound to murder it soon enough.” He voiced his concern aloud, half-convinced the absurdity around him would warrant such dark thoughts.

The baby grunted in response, having settled from its earlier sneezes.

“Don’t grunt,” Marcus scolded gently; “that’s not at all proper.” He glanced down, inspecting its face for any signs of distress.

Its nose turned up sharply—more akin to a piglet's snout than anything human—and its eyes had shrunk alarmingly small against its pudgy cheeks. A shiver crept up his spine as he considered its transformation; perhaps it had only been sobbing after all?

He looked closer for tears but found none glimmering back at him. “If you’re going to turn into a pig, my dear,” he said seriously, his tone teasing yet firm, “I won’t have any more dealings with you.” The baby let out another grunt that echoed in their strange bubble of silence.

As they lingered there, Marcus pondered what to do next when an especially violent grunt broke through his thoughts. Alarm shot through him; this time there could be no doubt—it was transforming right before his eyes.

With a resigned sigh, he set the little creature down on soft grass where it began to trot away into the woodlands behind him. Watching it vanish among the trees brought unexpected relief—“If it had grown up,” he mused thoughtfully, “it would have made a dreadfully ugly child... but rather a handsome pig.”

Just then, he noticed the Cheshire Cat lounging on a bough nearby—a smirk spreading across its face that promised mischief and madness in equal measure.

The Cheshire Cat perched on a low branch, its striped tail flicking with feline grace. Marcus found himself mesmerized by its luminous eyes—twin moons suspended in twilight—as they roved over his borrowed form with unabashed appreciation.

"Cheshire Puss," he began, his voice catching on the unfamiliar softness of his throat. The Cat's grin widened, revealing teeth that gleamed like pearls in the dappled forest light.

"You're filling out quite nicely for someone so new," purred the Cat, its voice a velvet caress that sent shivers cascading down Marcus's spine. "The curves of Wonderland suit you better than you might admit."

Heat bloomed across Marcus's cheeks. "Would you tell me, please," he asked, trying to maintain composure despite the Cat's penetrating gaze, "which way I ought to go from here?"

"That depends a good deal on where you want to get to," said the Cat, stretching languidly on the branch, which bobbed beneath its weight. "Though I suspect you're less interested in destinations than... sensations."

"I don't much care where—" Marcus stammered, suddenly aware of how the dress clung to his unfamiliar curves.

"Then it doesn't matter which way you walk," the Cat interrupted, its tail now swishing in hypnotic arcs. "Go to the Hatter if you like it mad... or the March Hare if you prefer it rough and wild."

"—so long as I get somewhere
 ," Marcus finished, flustered by the suggestive undertones.

The Cat's purr deepened, vibrating through the branch and somehow resonating within Marcus's chest. "Oh, you're sure to do that," it assured him, "if you only ride long enough."

The purr intensified, sending delicious tremors through places Marcus hadn't known could tremble so. "What sort of people live about here?" he asked, desperate to redirect his thoughts from the mounting pleasure.

"In that
 direction," the Cat said, waving its paw in a languid circle, "lives a Hatter who'll show you the meaning of madness." Its paw swept the other way. "And there dwells a March Hare who'll teach you the pleasures of spring fever."

The Cat's body began to fade, starting with its tail and working upward. Only its grin remained, suspended in air like a crescent moon, pulsing with light that seemed to caress Marcus's inner thigh.

"But I don't want to go among mad people," Marcus protested weakly, even as his body betrayed him with quickened breath.

The Cat rematerialized behind him, its warm presence sending goosebumps racing across his skin. "Oh, you can't help that," it whispered, circling him slowly. Its tail brushed against his calves, climbing higher with each revolution. "We're all mad here. I'm mad. You're mad."

"How do you know I'm mad?" Marcus asked, his voice catching as the tail grazed the sensitive skin behind his knee.

"You must be," said the Cat, its breath warm against his neck, "or you wouldn't have come here... and stayed so willingly."

The Cat paused its circling, coming to rest before him. "I'd love to know what became of that suckling little pig," it said with a knowing leer that made Marcus's knees weaken.

"It turned into a pig," Marcus replied, surprised by the breathless quality of his voice.

"I thought it would," said the Cat, its eyes gleaming with mischief. "Things have a way of revealing their true nature here." It began to dissolve again, this time from the ground up.

Before it vanished completely, it nuzzled Marcus's ear, its whiskers tickling sensitive skin. "You're going to enjoy losing yourself here," it whispered, the words sinking into him like heated honey. "Finding pleasures you never knew to seek."

“All right,” said the Cat; and this time it vanished quite slowly, beginning with the end of the tail, and ending with the grin, which remained some time after the rest of it had gone.

“Well! I’ve often seen a cat without a grin,” thought Marcus; “but a grin without a cat! It’s the most curious thing I ever saw in my life!”

Then it was gone, leaving Marcus flushed and trembling beneath the indifferent trees. His heart raced, his skin tingled with phantom touches, and his breath came in short gasps. Had anything really happened? Or was Wonderland itself seducing him, drawing him deeper into its labyrinth of sensual madness?

The lingering sensation of the Cat's purr vibrating through his body suggested the answer was both—and neither—at once.

As Marcus approached the sprawling abode of the March Hare, unease gnawed at him like an insatiable beast. The house loomed large, its chimneys protruding like oversized ears, twitching at every sound in the woods. A thick carpet of fur covered the roof, inviting yet unsettling.

“Madness seems a given here,” he murmured, fingers brushing against the cool, mushroom-tipped edges of his dress. He nibbled another piece of mushroom, feeling himself swell slightly—two feet high felt right but precarious. “What if this place is worse?”

He hesitated, heart racing with both fear and exhilaration. “Maybe I’ll find my answers—or more madness.”














Chapter seven



A Mad Tea-Party








W
 hen
 Marcus
 sat
 down—voluptuous
 and flushed from the walk—he didn't just join the tea party. He changed
 it.

"Have some wine," said the March Hare, lifting a teacup filled with something that shimmered gold and pink.

"I don't see any wine," Marcus replied.

"There isn't any," he said, already licking the rim where Marcus might have drunk.

"Then you're a bastard tease."

"And you're a walking invitation," said the Hatter, leaning forward. "A woman with a man's eyes. Tell me—do you want to be spoiled, or to do the spoiling?"

Marcus smirked. "I haven't decided yet."

The table creaked as the Dormouse shifted in sleep, moaning something about treacle and thighs.

"Let's move down," the Hatter suggested. "The tea's gone cold—but she's just warming up."

They all slid one place.

Marcus moved to the chair still warm from the Hare's firm backside. He moved into Marcus's, sniffing the seat with exaggerated reverence. "Smells like uncertainty. And something sweeter underneath."

The Hatter was now beside him, and bolder. He offered Marcus another bite of cake but held it with his teeth. He took it—leaning close, his lips brushing the Hatter's, breath mixing. The man inside him screamed what the hell are you doing
 , but his body didn't listen.

The Hare reached across and stroked his forearm, then lower. "You've gone pink," he whispered. "Inside too?"

Marcus blinked, then parted his legs slightly under the table. The air was cool against his wetness. He hated how easily it came. Hated more how badly he wanted more of it.

"You look like you need assistance," the Hatter murmured, one hand slipping under the tablecloth.

He gasped as the Hatter's fingers found his inner thigh. His whole body shivered. His breath hitched.

The March Hare caught his other hand and kissed his knuckles. "Tell me if you want us to stop," he said, voice low and oddly tender.

"I want... tea," he whispered, dazed. "Is this how you take it here?"

"Cream first," said the Hatter, grinning. "Always."

As if on cue, the Dormouse stirred again. "Three sisters," he muttered. "Lived on treacle. Licked it off each other in the well..."

Marcus felt his cheeks flush furiously. His male mind flashed with warnings, but his female form fluttered with forbidden fascination. The Hatter's fingers traced teasing trails toward territories he'd never traveled before. Warm waves washed over him, weakening his willpower.

"What a peculiar predicament," purred the Hare, pressing closer. "You seem simultaneously scandalized and seduced."

The Hatter's hand halted its heavenward journey. "Perhaps our pretty participant prefers to pause?"

Marcus swallowed hard. His mind was a mess of masculine memories and feminine feelings. "I—I don't know what I want," he admitted.

"The most honest answer at any tea party," the Hatter declared, withdrawing his hand but leaving lingering longing. "Time for riddles instead! Why is a raven like a writing desk?"

The sudden shift sent Marcus spinning. "What?"

"Better question," interrupted the Hare, "why does a woman with man's thoughts fight feelings she clearly finds favorable?"

The Dormouse snorted in his sleep. "Treacle... drowning... delicious death..."

They moved again. The seat shift was more ritual than necessity now.

The Hatter dropped into the chair she'd vacated and immediately buried his face into the fabric, groaning. The Hare slid into the one beside her and—bolder this time—lifted Marcus's leg onto his lap. He kissed the inside of his knee. Then higher.

"Curious creature," cooed the Hare, his whiskers tickling tender thighs. "Still fighting your feminine form?"

Marcus felt his mind melting as the Hare's mouth moved methodically upward. His male consciousness cowered in a corner of his cranium while his body betrayed basic beliefs about pleasure.

The Hatter, from behind, bent him gently over the arm of his chair. "Time stopped here long ago," he whispered into her ear. "But we can keep you ticking."

His bodice loosened—he wasn't sure when—and his breasts spilled forward. The Hare cupped them, thumbs stroking lazy circles around the nipples. His cries were muffled by a napkin he bit to keep from screaming.

"Sweet symphonies sing from your supple skin," the Hatter hummed, his hands holding his hips firmly.

Behind him, the Hatter's tongue found him. He teased, licked, slid his fingers inside—two, then three. Each push seemed to unravel Marcus further from himself. The man inside was dissolving in moans he couldn't believe he was making.

"Delicious," declared the Hatter between devouring dips. "Better than birthday cake and twice as nice as treacle tart."

Marcus writhed against the relentless rhythm, rational thought receding rapidly. His consciousness clung desperately to male memories while his body burned with blissful bursts of sensation. Tears trickled down his transformed cheeks—not from pain but from profound pleasure he'd never prepared to process.

"I don't come this way often," said the Dormouse, blinking open an eye. "But I never leave dry."

The little creature stretched and shuffled closer, watching with glassy-eyed fascination. Marcus might have felt embarrassed if embarrassment hadn't already evaporated into ecstasy.

The Hatter stood, sliding his hardness against her from behind. "Should I?" he asked.

The Hare held his hand. "Say yes," he whispered.

Marcus trembled like a teacup in an earthquake. His male mind made one last desperate stand—but his body, this beautiful borrowed body, hummed with hunger he couldn't hope to halt.

"Yes," he breathed.

He felt him enter slowly—filling a place he'd never had before, but now felt designed for. The pressure, the stretch, the awful wonderful fullness. His body clenched around him, hungry as a hound at high tea. Each thrust sent shocks through his legs like lightning leaping through limbs. He wanted to collapse, to fly, to scream with sensations so strange and splendid.

Marcus's world was a whirlwind of wanton wonder, his senses swirling with the scandalous symphony of the Hatter's relentless rhythm. The room spun, a carousel of carnality, as he plunged into her depths with an intensity that left Marcus gasping for air. Each thrust was a thunderous tide crashing against the shores of his sanity, sweeping away the last vestiges of his former self.

With a delicate hand, Marcus gripped the delicate porcelain of his teacup, its fine china cold against his fevered skin. The cup, a relic of refined repasts, now rattled rhythmically with the raw, primal dance that played out upon the tea-stained table. His knuckles whitened around the cup's stem, a silent testament to the tempest brewing within him.

A moan, soft and surrendering, escaped Marcus's lips, muffled by the rim of the teacup pressed against them. It was a sound that spoke of sweet surrender, of a soul swept up in the swirling eddies of pleasure. His teeth sunk into the plush pillow of his lower lip, a futile attempt to stifle the cacophony of carnal cries that threatened to shatter the silence like glass beneath a boot.

The Hatter's hips were a hammer against Alice's body, each stroke a nail securing Marcus's transformation from observer to willing participant in this madcap menagerie. The Hatter's breath was hot against Marcus's neck, his words a whisper of wicked wonder that fanned the flames of Marcus's desire.

"You're not in Kansas anymore, Alice," the Hatter hissed, his hips hammering harder, each thrust a declaration of dominion over Marcus's newly discovered desires.

"Wrong story," Marcus managed to mutter between mounting moans, his voice a threadbare tapestry of his former self, frayed by the ferocity of his feelings.

The teacups trembled upon the table, their delicate dance a mirror of Marcus's own quivering form. The table itself seemed to teeter on the edge of reason, a flat-topped vessel adrift in a sea of sensuality. Time twisted terribly, stretching and bending like taffy in the hands of a cosmic confectioner, as Marcus's mind melded with his magnificent new form.

The pleasure peaked—powerful, penetrating, perfect—as the Hatter held his hips and howled, a banshee's wail that signaled the culmination of their carnal congress. And in that moment, Marcus was no longer a mere spectator in this bewitching ballet; he was the very heart of the hurricane, the eye of the storm, surrendering to the sublime insanity of Wonderland.

The Hare watched with wanton wonder, stroking himself beneath the tablecloth. The Dormouse danced deliriously between them, occasionally licking leftover liquids from forgotten fingers.

The teacups trembled. The table teetered. Time twisted terribly as Marcus's mind melded with his magnificent new form. The pleasure peaked—powerful, penetrating, perfect—as the Hatter held his hips and howled.

Marcus lay sprawled across the table, the tablecloth bunched beneath him, teacups scattered. His breath came in ragged gasps as his mind struggled to reconcile what his body had just experienced. The Hatter tucked himself away, adjusting his outlandish attire with the casual air of someone who'd merely passed the sugar.

"Well?" the Hatter inquired, straightening his bow tie. "How did you like it?"

"Really, now you ask me," said Marcus, very much confused, "I don't think—"

"Then you shouldn't talk," said the Hatter.

This piece of rudeness was more than Marcus could bear: he got up in great disgust, and walked off; the Dormouse fell asleep instantly, and neither of the others took the least notice of her going, though she looked back once or twice, half hoping that they would call after her: the last time she saw them, they were trying to put the Dormouse into the teapot.

"At any rate I'll never go there
 again!" said Marcus as he picked his way through the wood. "It's the stupidest tea-party I ever was at in all my life!"

His thighs still trembled treacherously, betraying the truth his male pride refused to acknowledge. Pleasure still pulsed between his legs, a persistent reminder of his passionate participation. He paused, pressing his palms against a tree trunk to steady himself. His new breasts swayed heavily beneath his dress, another alien sensation he couldn't quite comprehend.

Just as he said this, he noticed that one of the trees had a door leading right into it. "That's very curious!" he thought. "But everything's curious today. I think I may as well go in at once." And in he went.

Once more he found himself in the long hall, and close to the little glass table. "Now, I'll manage better this time," he said to himself, and began by taking the little golden key, and unlocking the door that led into the garden. Then he went to work nibbling at the mushroom (he had kept a piece of it in his pocket) till he was about a foot high: then he walked down the little passage: and then
 —he found himself at last in the beautiful garden, among the bright flower-beds and the cool fountains.

The garden glowed with gorgeous, gyrating blooms—flowers that seemed to sigh and stretch as he passed. His small stature made everything loom larger, more imposing. Marcus felt simultaneously vulnerable and vibrant, his diminutive dimensions doing little to diminish the delicious dampness still present between his thighs.














Chapter eight



The Queen’s Croquet-Ground








A
 brilliant
 battalion
 of
 butterflies
 burst from nearby bushes as Marcus stared at the approaching procession. His heart hammered against his ribs, the pounding pulse a persistent reminder of his peculiar predicament. The garden, gorgeous and gleaming, suddenly seemed sinister as the cards came marching toward him.

"The Queen! The Queen!" came the cry, and the three gardeners—shaped like playing cards with limbs—threw themselves face-down onto the grass with such haste that Marcus nearly laughed.

He watched, wide-eyed, as ten soldiers strutted past, their flat bodies bobbing awkwardly on stick-like legs. The courtiers came next, their diamond-decorated bodies glittering garishly in the garden's glow. The royal children skipped by in pairs, hearts adorning their card-bodies, their paper hands clasped together in childish glee.

"What fresh fuckery is this?" Marcus muttered under his breath, then clapped his hand over his mouth, surprised at how delicate and feminine the gesture felt.

Kings and Queens paraded past, regal and ridiculous in equal measure. The White Rabbit scurried among them, chattering constantly and casting nervous glances in all directions except Marcus's. The Knave of Hearts followed, balancing a crown upon a cushion, his movements meticulous and measured.

Then came the royal couple themselves—THE KING AND QUEEN OF HEARTS—strutting with such pompous power that Marcus felt his knees knock together.

He briefly considered dropping to the ground like the gardeners had, but his male mind rebelled against such submission. "What's the point of watching a parade if you're face-down in the dirt?" he reasoned, remaining resolutely upright.

The procession halted before him. The Queen's painted face contorted into a scowl that would scare sailors and soldiers alike. "Who is this?" she demanded of the Knave, who merely bowed and smiled.

"Idiot!" she snapped, her crown tilting precariously. Turning her terrible gaze upon Marcus, she demanded, "What's your name, child?"

"My name is Alice, so please your Majesty," Marcus replied with forced politeness, while thinking, "They're just playing cards with attitude problems. No need to piss myself."

The Queen's eyes narrowed dangerously as she pointed toward the prone gardeners. "And who are these
 ?"

Marcus felt a surge of defiance rise within him—perhaps a remnant of his masculine confidence or simply the lingering lunacy of the tea party. "How should I
 know?" he retorted. "It's no business of mine
 ."

The Queen's face flushed crimson, her features twisted into a mask of murderous malice. "Off with her head! Off—"

"Nonsense!" Marcus interrupted, surprising himself with his boldness.

The Queen fell silent, her mouth hanging open in shock. The King—a timid, trembling thing—touched her arm gently. "Consider, my dear: she is only a child!"

The Queen whirled away from him, directing her rage at the Knave instead. "Turn them over!"

The gardeners were revealed, then ordered to stand. They jumped up, bowing frantically to everyone present until the Queen screamed for them to stop. Upon discovering their failed attempt to paint white roses red, she immediately sentenced them to beheading.

As the soldiers moved to seize the gardeners, the three terrified cards scurried to Marcus for protection. Without thinking, he scooped them up and stuffed them into a nearby flowerpot, their paper bodies folding easily beneath his fingers.

The soldiers searched halfheartedly before rejoining the procession.

"Are their heads off?" the Queen bellowed.

"Their heads are gone, if it please your Majesty!" came the reply.

"That's right!" The Queen's piercing gaze returned to Marcus. "Can you play croquet?"

The soldiers looked expectantly at him, awaiting his response.

"Yes!" Marcus shouted, though he had no idea what bizarre version of the game awaited him in this wonderland of warped desire.

"Come on, then!" roared the Queen, her command slicing through the din. Marcus hesitated for but a moment before stepping in line, his mind awash with wonder and trepidation.

"It’s—it’s a very fine day!" squeaked the Rabbit, peering up at Marcus with eyes that begged for assurance.

"Very," Marcus echoed, his gaze scanning the surreal scene. "Where's the Duchess?"

"Hush! Hush!" the Rabbit urged, casting a wary glance over his shoulder before rising on his toes and whispering, "She's under sentence of execution."

A jolt of surprise shot through Marcus. "What for?" he inquired, his voice a mix of curiosity and dread.

The Rabbit, misunderstanding, asked, "Did you say 'What a pity!'?"

"No, I didn't," Marcus corrected him. "I said 'What for?'"

"She boxed the Queen's ears," the Rabbit revealed, his words tumbling out in a rush. Marcus couldn't help but let out a sharp bark of laughter, earning a terrified shush from the Rabbit. "The Queen will hear you! You see, she came rather late, and the Queen said—"

Before the Rabbit could finish, the Queen's voice thundered, "Get to your places!" The command sent the crowd into a frenzy, bodies colliding and scrambling as they sought to obey her majesty's decree. Within moments, the chaos subsided, and the bizarre spectacle of croquet began.

Marcus marveled at the curious sight before him—a croquet ground unlike any other, with the balls rolling over ridges and into furrows, the mallets squirming in his grasp. Live hedgehogs curled into balls, flamingos flexing their long necks, and soldiers doubled over, their hands and feet forming arches through which the players were meant to pass.

Grasping the flamingo under his arm, Marcus struggled to keep the creature's neck straight. Each time he managed to align his shot, the flamingo would crane its neck to stare at him, its confusion comical yet frustrating. The hedgehog, too, seemed determined to escape, uncurling and scurrying away just as Marcus prepared to strike. With the soldiers constantly shifting their positions, forming and reforming arches, Marcus quickly realized the absurdity of this game.

As the game descended into utter debauchery, the other players began using their flamingos in ways that would make even the most open-minded blush. Marcus watched in disbelief as the birds became instruments of pleasure, their long necks and beaks employed in acts that defied description.

Flamingos, it seemed, were not just for croquet in this topsy-turvy world. The players' lustful cries filled the air, punctuating the chaos with shouts of ecstasy. Marcus found himself the center of attention, his body a canvas for the players' carnal creativity. Flamingos probed and pleasured him, their movements both alarming and arousing. The feathered creatures caressed his borrowed flesh with their silky plumage, sending shivers down his spine that sparked sensations he'd never experienced as a man. Pink beaks burrowed between buttons and beneath bustles, boldly breaching boundaries of propriety while courtiers crowded closer to catch the captivating display.

The hedgehogs, not to be outdone in this depraved display, rolled against his ankles and up his legs, their prickly presence producing peculiar pleasures that made Marcus moan in Alice's melodious voice. His feminine form flushed with unfamiliar feelings, nipples hardening beneath his bodice like ripening cherries ready for plucking. The Queen's courtiers circled like vultures around a virgin sacrifice, their eyes gleaming with lustful intent that transformed the croquet match into a mating ritual of the most absurd variety.

"My dear, you seem to have mastered the true spirit of our game," purred the Duchess, her grotesque face looming close enough for Marcus to smell her pepper-scented breath. "The flamingos find you quite... accommodating." Her words dripped with suggestive undertones as thick as honey from a hive, while nearby players demonstrated increasingly innovative uses for their avian implements of sport and satisfaction.

Marcus's newfound femininity heightened every sensation, and he felt his body respond in ways that both shocked and intrigued him. The courtiers cheered and jeered, their own passions stoked by the spectacle. Orgasmic points were scored, disputes erupted, and the Queen's rage grew ever more fervent as she bellowed her favorite decree with increasing frequency.

The scene was one of pure pandemonium, a riot of sexual escapades and croquet blasphemy. Marcus felt a surge of panic as he realized the Queen's wrath could turn on him at any moment. In a land where heads rolled as casually as dice, Marcus had to tread carefully, even as he navigated the dizzying heights of pleasure that Alice's body afforded him.

"Off with his head!" the Queen's voice rose above the cacophony, her fury a sharp contrast to the moans and gasps of pleasure that filled the air. Marcus could only hope that he would not be the next to face the executioner's blade, especially now, as the line between player and plaything blurred, and Alice's body became both participant and prize in this lascivious game of Wonderland croquet.

Taking a break from the sexual mayhem, Marcus looked for escape when she noticed a curious appearance in the air: after watching a minute, she made it out to be a grin. "It's the Cheshire Cat: now I shall have somebody to talk to."

"How are you getting on?" said the Cat once its mouth formed.

Marcus waited for the eyes, then nodded. She thought it useless to speak until at least one ear appeared. Soon the whole head materialized, and Marcus set down her flamingo to describe the game.

"I don't think they play fairly," Marcus complained, "they quarrel so dreadfully—and they don't seem to have rules—and everything being alive is confusing; the arch I need next is walking around—and the Queen's hedgehog ran away when it saw mine coming!"

"How do you like the Queen?" the Cat asked softly.

"Not at all," said Marcus: "she's so extremely—" Noticing the Queen behind her, he quickly added, "—likely to win, that finishing seems pointless."

The Queen smiled and passed on.

"Who are you talking to?" asked the King, examining the Cat.

"A friend—a Cheshire Cat," said Marcus, introducing it.

"I don't like its look," said the King, "but it may kiss my hand."

"I'd rather not," remarked the Cat.

"Don't be impertinent," the King said, hiding behind Marcus.

"A cat may look at a king," said Marcus. "I've read that somewhere."

"It must be removed," the King declared and called to the passing Queen, "My dear! Have this cat removed!"

The Queen had one solution for all problems: "Off with his head!"

"I'll fetch the executioner myself," said the King, hurrying away.

Marcus squinted at the distant figure of the Queen, whose crimson-faced fury filled the garden with frantic screams of "Off with their heads!" Three unfortunate players had already been sentenced to execution merely for missing their turns. The chaos of the croquet match had descended into such magnificent madness that Marcus couldn't determine if it was even his turn to play.

"Better find my hedgehog before I lose my head too," he muttered, scanning the vibrant vegetation for signs of the prickly creature.

He spotted his hedgehog locked in furious combat with another of its kind, their spiny bodies rolling and tumbling in a tangle of pointy passion. Marcus smirked at the serendipitous situation.

"Perfect! I could croquet one with the other," he thought, before realizing his flamingo had fluttered far across the garden. The pink bird pathetically attempted to perch in a tree, its long legs dangling dramatically while its wings flapped with futile fervor.

By the time Marcus managed to capture the reluctant avian and return, both hedgehogs had vanished completely.

"Doesn't matter much," he reasoned, noting all the arches had also abandoned this section of the playing field. He tucked the flamingo firmly under his arm to prevent further escape and decided to continue his conversation with the Cheshire Cat.

Upon returning, Marcus found a considerable crowd congregated around the floating feline face. The executioner, King, and Queen were engaged in a heated three-way debate, their voices overlapping in a cacophony of contradicting commands. The other courtiers stood silent, shifting uncomfortably like schoolchildren witnessing their parents' public quarrel.

The moment Marcus appeared, all three disputants turned to him, desperately demanding his judgment on their disagreement. Their simultaneous shouting made understanding nearly impossible.

The executioner insisted a head couldn't be severed without a body beneath it, and he wouldn't start such nonsensical practices at his age. The King maintained that anything possessing a head could logically be beheaded, dismissing all counterarguments as pure poppycock. The Queen, most terrifyingly, threatened to execute everyone present if the matter wasn't resolved "in less than no time"—this final threat explaining the crowd's grave expressions.

Marcus's mind raced for a solution. "It belongs to the Duchess," he finally offered with feminine delicacy. "You'd better ask her about it."














Chapter nine



The Mock Turtle’s Story








T
 he
 Duchess's
 presence,
 pressing
 and persistent, perturbed Marcus more than the potential peril of the Cat's execution. She clung to his arm with possessive pleasure, her sharp chin digging dangerously into his shoulder as they strolled away from the chaotic croquet game.

"I've missed our little chats," the Duchess purred, her pepper-free breath a small mercy. "You have such a womanly way about you now."

Marcus shifted uncomfortably, feeling the weight of her words and chin simultaneously. The flamingo tucked under his arm squirmed suspiciously, eyeing the Duchess with avian apprehension.

"When I'm a proper man again," Marcus thought to himself, "I'll never let anyone this close to my personal space." He considered the curious connection between seasonings and temperament—perhaps pepper had indeed been the culprit behind the Duchess's earlier savagery.

"Thinking deep thoughts, my delicious dear?" The Duchess interrupted his musings, her fingers trailing suggestively along his forearm. "Silence suggests secrets simmering beneath that sweet surface."

"Just wondering about condiments," Marcus muttered, trying to create distance without being obvious.

"Everything contains carnal knowledge if correctly contemplated," she replied, pressing her body firmly against his side. Her proximity promised problematic propositions that made Marcus's borrowed bosom tighten with tension.

But here, to Marcus's great surprise, the Duchess's voice died away, even in the middle of her favourite word 'moral,' and the arm that was linked into his began to tremble. Marcus looked up, and there stood the Queen in front of them, with her arms folded, frowning like a thunderstorm.

"A fine day, your Majesty!" the Duchess began in a low, weak voice.

"Now, I give you fair warning," shouted the Queen, stamping on the ground as she spoke; "either you or your head must be off, and that in about half no time! Take your choice!"

The Duchess took her choice, and was gone in a moment, leaving behind only the lingering lavender scent of her perfume and the phantom pressure of her fingers.

"Let's go on with the game," the Queen said to Marcus; and Marcus was too much frightened to say a word, but slowly followed her back to the croquet-ground, his borrowed body trembling with each trepidatious step.

The other guests had taken advantage of the Queen's absence, and were resting in the shade: however, the moment they saw her, they hurried back to the game, the Queen merely remarking that a moment's delay would cost them their lives.

"Your flamingo seems flaccid," the Queen commented critically, crimson lips curling into a cruel smile. She snatched the pink bird from Marcus's grasp, stroking it suggestively until it stiffened. "One must master one's mallets to make meaningful moves."

Before Marcus could protest, the Queen positioned herself behind him, pressing her playing-card body flush against his back. Her paper-thin form somehow felt substantial, substantial and strangely strong as she guided his hands to grip the flamingo properly.

"Bend," she breathed behind his ear, pushing him forward into position. The bird between his legs brushed against him, its feathered form finding forbidden flesh beneath his dress.

"I—I can't," Marcus whispered, mortified as the Queen manipulated his body, using the flamingo's beak to probe between his thighs. The sensation sent shivers surging through his stolen shape.

"The Queen commands compliance," she hissed, her crown digging into his shoulder blade. "Submit or suffer severe separation from your shoulders."

Marcus felt himself yielding, bending both body and will as the Queen worked the flamingo against him. His masculine mind melted momentarily as pleasure pulsed through parts previously unknown to him. The bird's beak became a bizarre but bewitching tool in the Queen's domineering display.

"Proper posture produces perfect play," the Queen purred, pushing the flamingo further while forcing Marcus to strike a hedgehog. The poor creature curled into a ball and rolled reluctantly toward a distant arch.

All the time they were playing and Marcus was being penetrated by the flamingo, the Queen never left off quarrelling with the other players, and shouting "Off with his head!" or "Off with her head!" Those whom she sentenced were taken into custody by the soldiers, who of course had to leave off being arches to do this, so that by the end of half an hour or so there were no arches left, and all the players, except the King, the Queen, and Marcus, were in custody and under sentence of execution.

"Do you see how powerless they are?" the Queen whispered against his neck, her paper tongue leaving papercuts on his skin. "Just as you are powerless beneath me."

Marcus felt utterly unmanned, his former identity dissolving with each degrading thrust of the feathered phallus. The flamingo's eyes watched him with avian indifference as it participated in his subjugation.

"Yes, Your Majesty," he whimpered, no longer certain which was more disturbing—his situation or his growing surrender to it.

Then the Queen left off, quite out of breath, and said to Alice, "Have you seen the Mock Turtle yet?"

"No," said Alice. "I don't even know what a Mock Turtle is."

Marcus's mind raced behind Alice's flushed face. His body still tingled treacherously from the Queen's flamingo-facilitated fondling. Freedom from her predatory presence provided precious relief.

"It's the thing Mock Turtle Soup is made from," said the Queen.

"I never saw one, or heard of one," said Alice. Marcus was grateful for the sudden shift in conversation away from croquet and its carnal complications.

"Come on, then," said the Queen, "and he shall tell you his history."

As they walked off together, Alice heard the King say in a low voice, to the company generally, "You are all pardoned." "Come, that's
 a good thing!" he said to himself, for he had felt quite unhappy at the number of executions the Queen had ordered.

They very soon came upon a Gryphon, lying fast asleep in the sun. "Up, lazy thing!" said the Queen, "and take this young lady to see the Mock Turtle, and to hear his history. I must go back and see after some executions I have ordered;" and she walked off, leaving Alice alone with the Gryphon. Alice did not quite like the look of the creature, but on the whole she thought it would be quite as safe to stay with it as to go after that savage Queen: so she waited.

The Gryphon sat up and rubbed its eyes: then it watched the Queen till she was out of sight: then it chuckled. "What fun!" said the Gryphon, half to itself, half to Alice.

"What is
 the fun?" said Alice.

"Why, she
 ," said the Gryphon. "It's all her fancy, that: they never executes nobody, you know. Come on!"

"Everybody says 'come on!' here," thought Marcus, as he went slowly after it: "I never was so ordered about in all my life, never!" But Marcus wondered if he was just convincing himself that the queen was dangerous so he had the excuse to submit to her—and experience the delight of being dominated.

The thought troubled him tremendously. The maddening memory of masculine pride mixed with newfound feminine pleasure produced profound perplexity. Marcus's borrowed body betrayed basic beliefs about himself—was he secretly seeking submission? Did delicious domination drive his decisions now?

The Gryphon's golden gaze glinted knowingly as it beckoned him forward with feathered forelegs. "You're blushing, beauty," the beast brayed. "The Queen's quim-quaking qualities quite commonly cause confusion."

"I'm not confused," Marcus muttered, more to himself than the mythical monster. "I'm just trying to survive this story."

They had not gone far before they saw the Mock Turtle in the distance, sitting sad and lonely on a little ledge of rock, and, as they came nearer, Marcus could hear him sighing as if his heart would break. He pitied him deeply. "What is his sorrow?" he asked the Gryphon, and the Gryphon answered, very nearly in the same words as before, "It's all his fancy, that: he hasn't got no sorrow, you know. Come on!"

So they went up to the Mock Turtle, who looked at them with large eyes full of tears, but said nothing.

"This here young lady," said the Gryphon, "she wants for to know your history, she do."

"I'll tell it her," said the Mock Turtle in a deep, hollow tone: "sit down, both of you, and don't speak a word till I've finished."

So they sat down, and nobody spoke for some minutes. Marcus thought to himself, "I don't see how he can ever
 finish, if he doesn't begin." But he waited patiently.

"Once," said the Mock Turtle at last, with a deep sigh, "I was a real Turtle."

These words were followed by a very long silence, broken only by an occasional exclamation of "Hjckrrh!" from the Gryphon, and the constant heavy sobbing of the Mock Turtle. Marcus's male mind found the display distinctly discomforting—men didn't cry so openly where he came from. Still, something in Alice's heart stirred sympathetically for the sorrowful shell-less creature as he told his sad tale.

"When we were little," the Mock Turtle continued, calmer but still sobbing occasionally, "we went to school in the sea under old Turtle—we called him Tortoise—"

"Why Tortoise if he wasn't one?" Alice asked.

"Because he taught us," snapped the Mock Turtle. "Really, you're very dull!"

"Shameful question," added the Gryphon, and both stared at Alice until the Gryphon said, "Drive on!"

"We had excellent educations—school daily—"

"I've attended day-school too," said Marcus.

"With extras?" asked the Mock Turtle.

"French and music."

"Washing?"

"Certainly not!"

"Then yours wasn't good. Ours had 'French, music, and washing—extra.'"

"What subjects did you take?" Marcus inquired.

"Reeling, Writhing, then Arithmetic branches—Ambition, Distraction, Uglification, Derision."

"What's Uglification?"

"If you don't know," said the Gryphon, "you're a simpleton."

Alice asked about other subjects.

"Mystery, Seaography, Drawling, Stretching, Fainting in Coils."

"The Classics master taught Laughing and Grief," added the Gryphon.

"How many hours daily?"

"Ten first day, nine next, lessening."

"That's why they're called lessons," explained the Gryphon.

"Tell her about games now."

"You may not have lived under the sea—" ("I haven't," said Alice)—"or met a lobster—" (Alice began "I once tasted—" but said "No, never") "—so you can't imagine how delightful a Lobster Quadrille is!"

"No, indeed," said Alice. "What dance is it?"

"You form a line along the shore—"

"Two lines!" cried the Mock Turtle. "Seals, turtles, salmon; after clearing the jelly-fish—"

"Takes time," interrupted the Gryphon.

"—advance twice—"

"With lobster partners!" cried the Gryphon.

"Advance twice, set to partners—"

"—change lobsters, retire same order," continued the Gryphon.

"Then you throw—"

"The lobsters!" shouted the Gryphon, bounding upward.

"—far out to sea—"

"Swim after them!" screamed the Gryphon.

"Turn a somersault!" cried the Mock Turtle, capering wildly.

"It must be a very pretty dance," said Marcus, though he was growing wary of what "dancing" might entail in this bewildering, body-bending world.

"Would you like to see a little of it?" said the Mock Turtle, his tears suddenly drying as his flippers fluttered flirtatiously.

"Very much indeed," Marcus's curiosity overriding his caution.

"Come, let's try the first figure!" said the Mock Turtle to the Gryphon. "We can do without lobsters, you know. Which shall sing?"

"Oh, you
 sing," said the Gryphon. "I've forgotten the words."

So they began solemnly dancing round and round Marcus, every now and then treading on her toes when they passed too close, and waving their forepaws to mark the time. The Mock Turtle's mournful melody morphed into something more sensual as they circled. Marcus noticed other sea creatures emerging from the shallows—slippery seals, titillating turtles, and sashaying salmon—all joining the strange procession.

"You must join us," the Gryphon growled, pulling Alice into the ring.

The dance transformed into a sinuous, swirling ritual. Bodies brushed against her, scales sliding sensuously across skin. Marcus felt Alice's body responding—his heart hammering, his breath catching, her skin tingling with each touch.

"Change partners!" called the Mock Turtle, and suddenly Marcus was pressed between a seal with knowing eyes and a turtle whose shell vibrated pleasantly against her back.

"I don't think this is how the quadrille goes in my world," gasped Marcus as the seal's whiskers tickled terribly tantalizing places.

The Gryphon laughed, spinning her toward a salmon whose slippery form seemed to change shape as it embraced her. "The sea makes everything fluid, my dear."

Marcus's mind spun as Alice's body transferred from partner to partner in the peculiar procession, each creature varying in size, shape, and method in penetrating his feminine form through every available opening. The preposterous parade of partners plunged and probed with passionate precision. Some were small and dexterous, like the darting damselfish whose fins fluttered against forbidden flesh, while others loomed large and enveloping, like the octopus whose tentacles twined tightly around tender territories.

Some creatures caressed with cool and smooth appendages that slid across skin like silk sheets on a summer night, leaving trails of tingling sensation that made Marcus gasp in Alice's voice. Others pressed with warm and textured touches that reminded him of velvet tongues tasting tropical treats. A starfish spread itself across her stomach, its five arms extending everywhere like a cartographer mapping uncharted lands of pleasure.

"Curiouser and curiouser," Marcus whispered as a particularly persistent pufferfish performed patterns against parts he'd never possessed before. His male consciousness floated above the scene like cream on milk, observing with detached fascination how Alice's body responded to stimuli his original form could never have comprehended.

The sea creatures swapped and switched with synchronized swimming motions, their bodies blending and bending in beautiful ballet beneath the brine. A coral creature crowned with crimson tentacles curled carefully into crevices Marcus hadn't known existed, sending shivers shooting through systems strange to his sensibilities.

"It's all part of the quadrille," the Gryphon explained, as he twirled her into the many-limbed embrace of a waiting crustacean. "The dance of life and pleasure."

The rhythm grew hypnotic, the boundaries between dancers dissolving like salt in the sea. Marcus surrendered to sensations his male body had never known, Alice's form responding with fervor and joy.

“Chorus again!” cried the Gryphon at one point, and the Mock Turtle had just begun to repeat it, when a cry of “The trial’s beginning!” was heard in the distance.

“Come on!” cried the Gryphon, and, taking Marcus by the hand, it hurried off, without waiting for the end of the song.

“What trial is it?” Marcus panted as he ran; but the Gryphon only answered “Come on!” and ran the faster, while more and more faintly came, carried on the breeze that followed them














Chapter ten



Who Stole the Tarts?







The King and Queen of Hearts were seated on their throne when they arrived, with a great crowd assembled about them—all sorts of little birds and beasts, as well as the whole pack of cards. The Knave stood before them in chains, with a soldier on each side to guard him. Near the King was the White Rabbit, with a trumpet in one hand and a scroll of parchment in the other. In the very middle of the court was a table with a large dish of tarts upon it—plump, glistening things that made Marcus quite hungry just looking at them.

"I wish they'd get the trial done," he thought, "and hand round the refreshments!" But there seemed to be no chance of this, so he began looking around to pass the time.

Marcus had never been in a court of justice before, but he had read about them in books, and was quite pleased to find that he knew the name of nearly everything there. "That's the judge," he said to himself, "because of his great wig."

The judge was the King, who wore his crown atop the wig in a precarious perch that looked neither comfortable nor becoming.

"And that's the jury-box," thought Marcus, "and those twelve creatures must be the jurors." He felt oddly proud of knowing this term, though his male mind reminded him that any functioning adult would know what a juror was.

The twelve jurors were all writing busily on slates. "What are they doing?" Marcus whispered to the Gryphon. "They can't have anything to record yet."

"They're putting down their names," the Gryphon whispered back, his breath hot against Marcus's ear, sending shivers down places that shouldn't shiver. "For fear they should forget them before the end of the trial."

"Stupid things!" Marcus began loudly, but stopped when the White Rabbit cried, "Silence in the court!" The King peered anxiously around through his spectacles.

The trial proceeded with the reading of the accusation:

"The Queen of Hearts, she made some tarts,

All on a summer day:

The Knave of Hearts, he stole those tarts,

And took them quite away!"

Marcus watched as witnesses came and went—the Hatter trembling before the Queen, the March Hare denying everything, the Dormouse sleeping through his testimony. Guinea pigs cheered and were summarily stuffed into canvas bags. The Duchess's cook refused to testify, disappearing before she could be compelled.

Throughout it all, Marcus felt a strange warmth spreading through his body. His skin tingled, especially where the Gryphon's feathers brushed against his bare arm. The heat seemed to pool between his thighs, making him shift uncomfortably.

"Call the next witness!" the King commanded, and the White Rabbit read out in his shrill voice: "Alice!"

"Here!" Marcus cried, jumping up. Several jurors fell off their seats at the sudden movement.

As he approached the witness box, a courtier offered him one of the tarts. "To steady your nerves," the card whispered with a wink.

Hungry and seeing no reason to refuse, Marcus took a bite. The pastry melted on his tongue, sweet and spiced with something he couldn't identify. Heat bloomed in his mouth and spread rapidly down his throat, across his chest, and lower still.

"What do you know about this business?" the King asked, leaning forward.

"Nothing," Marcus answered truthfully, but his voice came out breathy and high. The tart's strange warmth was now a fire in his blood. His new body felt suddenly hyper-aware—nipples pressing against his bodice, thighs slick with sweat, a pulsing need between them.

The Queen smiled knowingly. "Give her another tart," she commanded. "She seems... hungry."

Another tart was pressed into his hand. Marcus hesitated, connecting the dots between his sudden arousal and the pastry, but the temptation was too great. He took another bite, larger this time.

"Tremendous tongues tell tantalizing tales," the Queen purred, sliding from her throne to circle Marcus. "These tarts are truth-tellers, my dear. They loosen lips and... other things."

Around the courtroom, Marcus noticed others eating tarts. The jury members licked crumbs from their fingers, eyes growing glazed. The Dormouse awoke with a start, fur standing on end. Even the Knave in his chains was being fed bits of tart by a giggling guard.

"I really don't know anything," Marcus insisted, though his body betrayed him. His breasts heaved with each breath, and he couldn't stop squirming.

"Perhaps you need proper questioning," the Queen suggested. She ran a gloved finger down Marcus's cheek, neck, and lower. "My King is too soft. I'll extract the truth."

The courtroom had transformed. Jurors abandoned their slates to pair off in corners. The White Rabbit was being stroked by two diamonds while he still clutched his trumpet. The March Hare and Hatter were engaged in something beneath the witness table that involved a lot of panting.

"Propriety prevents proper proceedings," proclaimed the Queen, pushing Marcus against the throne. "Punishment and pleasure produce perfect testimony."

Her lips captured his in a kiss that tasted of tarts and power. Marcus's male mind screamed in confusion, but Alice's body responded eagerly, arching into the touch. The Queen's hands were everywhere, unlacing his bodice with practiced ease.

"Your Majesty," Marcus gasped when she released his mouth.

"Silence," she commanded. "The court requires your full... participation."

The King watched from his throne, crown askew, as the Queen pushed Marcus to his knees. "Service your sovereign," she demanded.

Bewildered but burning with need, Marcus found himself face-to-face with the royal undergarments. The Queen guided his hands to lift her skirts, revealing pale thighs and the center of her desire.

"This is how we extract confessions," the King explained, his voice strained as he watched. "Most effective method in all of Wonderland."

Marcus's tongue seemed to move of its own accord, drawing moans from the Queen that made the chandelier crystals vibrate. His male mind observed with detached fascination how quickly he'd adapted to pleasuring a woman, while his female body throbbed with its own desperate need.

"Marvelous mouth makes magnificent motions," the Queen gasped, gripping his hair.

The Gryphon appeared beside them, feathers ruffled and eyes wild. "May I assist Her Majesty?" he asked the King, who nodded eagerly.

Strong talons lifted Marcus from the floor. The Queen protested briefly, then smiled as the Gryphon positioned Marcus across the throne's arm facing the King. "Continue your testimony," she commanded, pressing his face back between her thighs.

Marcus felt the cool air dance wickedly across his exposed lower half as the King dropped his trousers with royal flourish. The cardboard monarch revealed his surprisingly substantial scepter, standing proud and perpendicular to his paper-thin frame. His new body sang with unfamiliar desire, a symphony of sensations that coursed through feminine curves and valleys he was still learning to navigate. The slippery slope to surrender seemed suddenly so simple as his mouth found the rigid rod protruding from the King's cardboard body, his lips slurping seductively around the strange appendage. Peculiar pulses of pleasure permeated his perception as the hard sensations filled his mouth completely, stretching his jaws in ways both frightening and thrilling.

He should have found this offensive, this servicing of sovereignty in such a salacious situation, but instead it felt completely natural, as though his borrowed body had been designed precisely for such peculiar pleasures. Marcus marveled momentarily at how quickly his masculine mind had adapted to Alice's appetites, how readily he embraced these absurd acts with aristocracy. The throne room's torches cast twisted, tantalizing shadows across the scene, highlighting the bizarre beauty of their royal rendezvous as Marcus surrendered to sensations that defied all previous parameters of pleasure.

"The tarts make first-timers particularly responsive," the King noted clinically, though his breathing was labored as he writhed under Marcus's subjugated servicing of his schaft.

The Gryphon's beak nipped at Marcus's thigh. "First lesson in Wonderland pleasure," he growled. "Everything here has a mouth," pushing that mouth back to pleasuring the Queen

What followed was a blur of sensation—the Queen's fingers tangled in his hair, the Gryphon's impossibly dexterous touches, and the watching court's approving murmurs. Marcus lost himself in the rising tide of pleasure, forgetting momentarily that he'd ever been anyone but Alice.

"Remarkable response," the King commented, now standing beside them. "Perhaps she requires royal attention."

The Queen laughed, a sound like breaking glass. "Join us then. Three makes testimony more thorough."

Marcus felt himself lifted, repositioned, handled like a doll between them. The King's soft hands, the Queen's commanding grip, the Gryphon's feathered embrace—all combined in a symphony of sensation that built toward something monumental.

"Tremendous tension tightens toward triumph," the Queen whispered in his ear as pleasure crested and broke.

Marcus cried out, his voice joining the chorus of similar sounds throughout the courtroom. The jury had abandoned all pretense of deliberation. The cards were stacked in ways cards should never stack. Even the Dormouse was awake and enthusiastically engaged with two guinea pigs who had escaped their bags.

As Marcus caught his breath, the King adjusted his crown. "Well? What do you know of the stolen tarts?"

"Nothing," Marcus panted. "Absolutely nothing."

The Queen smiled, licking crumbs from her fingers. "Then you are innocent of withholding evidence. But guilty of being too delicious to release." She turned to the court. "This witness shall remain for further... questioning."














Chapter eleven



Alice’s Evidence








A
 strange
 tingling
 sensation
 rippled
 through Marcus's body. His chest felt heavier, straining against the already-tight bodice. The seams of his dress protested as his hips widened perceptibly, thighs plumping with soft, feminine curves. He jumped up in such a hurry that he tipped over the jury-box with the edge of his skirt, upsetting all the jurymen onto the heads of the crowd below.

"Oh, I beg
 your pardon!" he exclaimed, voice higher and breathier than before. His nipples hardened against the fabric as he bent to collect the scattered jurors, the motion causing his newly expanded bosom to nearly spill from his dress. Sensual sparks shot through him with each movement.

Perspiration dampened his skin as he gathered the sprawling jurymen. His flesh felt hypersensitive, every brush of fabric sending shivers of pleasure through his transforming form. The Queen watched with hungry eyes as Marcus's waist cinched tighter while his hips and buttocks swelled lusciously beneath the tightening fabric.

"The trial cannot proceed," said the King in a very grave voice, "until all the jurymen are back in their proper places—all
 ," he repeated, his gaze lingering on Marcus's burgeoning figure.

Bending to rearrange the Lizard, Marcus felt his dress stretch dangerously across his backside. The Queen's breath quickened audibly. The White Rabbit dropped his trumpet, his pink eyes wide and staring.

"Not that it signifies much," Marcus murmured, his voice a sultry purr that surprised even himself. His thighs rubbed together as he straightened, the friction causing a delicious pressure between his legs.

"What do you know about this business?" the King asked, his voice cracking as Marcus's height increased another inch, buttons straining across his chest.

"Nothing," said Marcus, feeling his nipples tighten further, pressing visibly against his bodice. The sensation made him gasp softly.

"Nothing whatever?
 " persisted the King, loosening his collar.

"Nothing whatever," Marcus replied, towering taller now, his golden hair cascading over shoulders that had broadened just enough to frame his increasingly voluptuous chest.

The debate about "important" versus "unimportant" proceeded as Marcus felt another surge of growth. His dress, designed for a much smaller Alice, now hugged every expanding curve like a second skin. The bodice seams began to split, revealing glimpses of pale, perfect flesh beneath. The Dormouse fainted dead away.

"Rule Forty-two," the King suddenly announced, voice trembling as he stared at Marcus's transformation. "All persons more than a mile high to leave the court
 ."

"I'm
 not a mile high," Marcus protested, though he now towered over the proceedings, his magnificent breasts heaving with each breath, threatening to burst free completely.

"You are," said the King, swallowing hard.

"Nearly two miles high," added the Queen, her eyes gleaming with predatory appreciation as she took in Marcus's thickened thighs and the way his dress had ridden up to reveal shapely calves.

The White Rabbit fumbled with a paper, but could barely focus as Marcus shifted his weight, causing his hips to sway hypnotically. Several jurors slid from their seats again, though not from being knocked over this time.

"If any one of them can explain it," said Marcus, now so tall and gloriously proportioned that the entire court seemed to vibrate with his presence, "I'll give him sixpence. I
 don't believe there's an atom of meaning in it."

His voice had become a seductive melody that made the cards tremble. Every curve of his body seemed to pulse with erotic energy. The King's crown sat askew; the Queen licked her lips unconsciously.

"Off with her head!" the Queen finally shouted, though her voice carried unmistakable desire rather than anger.

"Who cares for you?" Marcus replied, now fully transformed into a goddess-like Alice, radiating sexual power that made the entire court quiver. "You're nothing but a pack of cards!"

* * *

Marcus gasped awake expecting to be back in his own body or back on the riverbank with Alice's sister. His eyes flew open, breath coming in ragged pants.

But he wasn't in Wonderland.

Not on a riverbank.

In a bedroom.


His
 bedroom.

But not his
 body.

His chest—no her
 chest—rose and fell, two massive breasts heaving with sweat and leftover dream. They felt heavy and painfully real. Her hands flew to them, squeezed them—God
 —and the electric jolt that surged down to her dripping core made her cry out, half in panic, half in aching need.

Marcus was her now.

She threw the blanket back.

Long legs. Hourglass hips. Bare thighs slick with arousal. A pussy that felt as if it had been used all night and still hadn't had enough.

Marcus—now fully, physically Alice
 , or something like her—sat up in a panic.

Her blonde hair cascaded around her shoulders.

In the mirror: a stunning, perplexed, overripe sex goddess
 , blinking at her own reflection.

"No," she whispered. Her voice was high, breathy, sensual without trying.

She stood on trembling legs, hips swaying involuntarily, the ache between her thighs a need
 , not just a sensation. She could barely think. The scent of her own body was unfamiliar—and unbelievably arousing.

There, on the floor beside the bed, lay the copy of Alice in Wonderland
 .

Open to the final page.

And next to it...

A single tart.

Still warm.

She stared at it, then at herself. Her breasts ached to be touched. Her lips tingled. Her pussy throbbed.

She stepped closer.

She licked the tart slowly. The taste sent a bolt of heat up her spine. She moaned, fell to her knees, fingers sliding between her thighs before she even thought to stop herself.

She didn't stop herself.

Couldn't.

Not anymore.


Marcus was gone.


In his place, Alice's reflection gaped back with saucer-like eyes and honeyed lips that heaved with unmistakable hunger.

A curious creature of craving curled through her consciousness, wriggling wondrously through whimsical synapses suddenly swimming with strange sensations.

Her fingers fluttered over the unfamiliar landscape of her form, the proof of her peculiar transmutation quivering like jellies beneath her tremulous touch.

Wonderland had gulped her down in one tremendous swallow—permanently planted in this peculiar paradise of pleasure, where bewildering bodily bliss banished all memory of mannish existence.

And the sentence?


Endless, exquisite creative yearning with the persistence of an oyster awaiting its pearl.
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