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Alice was beginning to get very tired of the way her life had turned out. Sitting on the riverbank near her parents’ house, as she had on many a day as a child, she thought back on what had transpired since her innate curiosity had turned its attention from the so-called innocent pursuits of childhood to more carnal matters. Her father, who currently lay dying in his bedroom in the old family home, her elderly mother by his side and probably soon to follow him to the undiscovered country, had done his best to “protect” his daughter from her own desires.

Her own needs.

Chastity belts. Years of therapy. Even a short stay at an asylum where they specialized in treating nymphomania.

Alice shuddered at the memories as they came rushing back. But those perhaps paled in comparison to being married off to the fat, boorish, and almost entirely sexually unimaginative Mister Josiah Cunningham.

And what is the use of a husband, thought Alice, her mind bypassing years of forced sexual suppression and an unstimulating marriage, without endless days of cock in her mouth and pussy, maybe even her ass?

There were days when she thought she might even be happy with a little love and affection, but Mister Josiah Cunningham wasn’t exactly overwhelmingly forthcoming with those things, either.

So she was considering, in her own mind (as well as she could, for the years she’d spent thinking there was something wrong with her body’s urges had done a number on her), whether the pleasure of running off to find a willing man with a hard cock and a lack of morals would be worth the trouble it might bring, when suddenly a white rabbit with pink eyes ran close by her.

Other memories came flooding back to her then, ones she hadn’t thought about in quite some time, ones she’d almost been successful, with the help of doubts heaped upon her by her parents, in convincing herself were only dreams. Dreams of shrinking potions, talking animals, and a cruel, vicious Queen with a penchant for ordering beheadings.

There was nothing so very remarkable about seeing a white rabbit, except in this case when, upon closer inspection, the rabbit turned out to be nothing of the sort. It wasn’t a rabbit at all--it was a man!

He was tall and wearing nothing but short, white, furry shorts and large, white, furry rabbit ears. His eyes also weren’t pink like the ones belonging to the first unusual rabbit she’d seen on this riverbank a lifetime ago, but instead a lovely, vibrant blue. The tanned skin of his perfectly sculpted abs glistened in the morning sunlight as he suddenly stopped and pulled a pocket watch from one of the pockets in those furry shorts.

Then, looking from the pocketwatch to Alice, he said, “Oh dear! Oh, dear! It’s almost too late.”

“Too late for what, dear rabbit?” Alice said.

“Too late for you,” he said, his smile sending chills throughout Alice’s body. “But only almost!”

With that, the “rabbit” took off, and Alice took to her feet and gave chase. She had no idea why she would do such a thing, but it flashed across her mind that she had never seen such a rabbit--such a man!-- and, burning with curiosity, she ran across the field after it--after him!--and was just in time to see him pop down a large rabbit hole under a hedge.

A moment later, Alice went down after the “rabbit,” never once considering how in the world she’d get back out. She never once, in fact, considered the life to which she might never be able to return.

The rabbit hole was a gently sloping tunnel for the first little bit, but then dipped suddenly down, so suddenly that Alice began falling down what seemed to be a very deep well.

She would have been scared out of her mind, except that this all seemed so comfortably familiar.

Down, down, down Alice went, wondering if the fall would ever end and not particularly caring if it never did. This was the most thrilling thing that had happened to her in quite some time. She began to wonder how far she’d fallen, and if she might end up on the other side of the Earth. If so, she hoped the people there were more adventurous--sexually, yes, but otherwise as well--than those she’d found herself surrounded by.

Down, down, down. There was nothing else to do, so Alice began talking to herself.

“I wonder how long it will take them to know I’m missing,” she said, referring to her mother and father and perhaps Josiah, although she thought it would take Josiah a very long time to realize she was gone. They’d just had what he called sex three days ago, that five minutes of awkward poking at her dry pussy with his little thing until he spewed his nastiness inside her, hoping for a baby she prayed never came. He wouldn’t come calling again for another week or more.

“I do hope they remember to feed Hilda,” she muttered, thinking about the only creature she was likely to miss should she never make it out of Wonderland this time: her cat.

Wonderland.

The name shot through her skull like a bullet, opening the floodgates of repressed memory. Those dreams she’d had of talking animals, shrinking potions, and a beheading Queen weren’t dreams at all--they were actual memories! The most fantastical, frightening, liberating experience Alice had ever had was starting to come back to her now in all its glory, the years of efforts by her parents and the therapists they’d inflicted upon her be damned.

She was trying to make sense of the multitude of colorful images that were tearing their way out of locked areas of her brain when suddenly, thump! thump! down she came upon a heap of sticks and dry leaves.

The fall was over.

Alice was surprised to find that she was not a bit hurt, and she quickly jumped to her feet. She looked up from where she’d fallen but saw only darkness above. In front of her was another long passage, and the rabbit-man was still visible, hurrying down the passage.

Alice rushed like the wind, chasing him, and had closed quite a bit of the distance when he turned a corner and shouted, “Oh, my ears and whiskers, I think you’re going to make it!”

She’d been almost close enough to touch him before he rounded the corner, but when she made it around, he was nowhere to be seen. She found herself in a long hallway illuminated by a row of lamps hanging from the roof.

There were doors all along the hallway, but Alice tried every one, and they were locked. She noticed there were also holes drilled into the wall between a few of the doors, but she ignored those in her despair over the locked doors. How was she ever going to find the rabbit-man or, perhaps more importantly, see the light of day ever again?

Memories from her childhood continued to come back to her in fits and starts, and she suddenly remembered being here before. She also remembered there being a small, three-legged glass table, upon which had been a tiny golden key. She looked around the hallway again and saw that the glass table was still there; how she had missed it in her earlier examination of the area, she didn’t know, and she didn’t care.

The key was even tinier in her adult hand than it had been when she was a child, and she worried she’d drop it easily. She held it as if her life depended on it as she looked down, searching for a tiny door she knew the key would fit into.

Sure enough, she found the tiny door, not more than fifteen inches tall, without much effort. Kneeling down as she had so many years before, she shoved the little key into the lock and was not surprised in the least that it worked.

Alice opened the door and knelt even lower to look through it. Just as she expected, she saw a beautiful garden on the other side of the door. The contrast between the lush, sunlit garden and the dark hallway in which she seemed to be trapped filled her with a longing nearly as strong as her repressed sexual cravings. But the garden may as well have been a million kilometers away, as there was no chance in the world she’d fit through such a small doorway.

“Nothing’s impossible,” she said quietly, echoing her own thoughts from decades prior, and she suddenly remembered something else.

When she was here before, a magical elixir had appeared on the table after she’d opened this door. She excitedly scrambled to her feet, practically falling over herself, sure she’d find a little bottle that had the words “DRINK ME” printed on its label.

Her heart sank when she returned to the table and saw that there was, in fact, no bottle.

No magical elixir.

No shrinking potion to allow her passage to the garden.

Devastated, Alice put the key back onto the table and dropped to her knees, sobbing. Was she going to die down here, in this dark hallway deep under the earth? Were her last breaths going to be taken this close to the magical land she knew lay on the other side of that tiny doorway?

She heard a shuffling movement and forced herself to stop crying so she could try to determine where it had come from. It sounded like it was coming from the other side of the wall she was near.

She’d fallen to her knees between two of the regular-sized locked doors and was situated just below one of those mysterious holes in the wall she’d noticed earlier. Looking up at the hole now, she saw something she hadn’t seen before in the darkness.

A sign above the hole read, “DRINK ME.”

She turned her head in the way a dog might when you ask it if it wants to go for a walk, wondering what she was supposed to drink through the hole.

She had only a moment to wonder before a penis snaked its way through the hole.

Alice stared at it for a moment, unsure she was seeing what she thought she was seeing. The veiny shaft appeared to be only half-erect, but even in its only apparently somewhat excited state, it was longer and thicker than her husband’s. She fought back the urge to touch it until she realized what the holes in the wall were for.

She’d read about gloryholes before, in magazines and on the internet, before her parents had taken those things away from her. She’d seen what women did to cocks that were presented to them through such holes like meaty gifts on a slutty Christmas.

They sucked them, primarily.

And also stroked them.

And sometimes even fucked them.

Never once knowing who was on the other side.

The idea was scandalous, and frightening, and it made Alice’s heart beat faster than it had when she’d been chasing the rabbit-man with all her speed.

Something else beat, too.

Something else twitched with excitement.

Something between her legs, and it also dripped with a longing and a desire so great Alice thought it might tear her in half.

Alice had never actually sucked a cock before, though she’d imagined it many a time. She’d tried to suck Josiah before, but he shamed her into thinking it was something only a paid whore would do and nearly slapped her when she suggested he could pay her, then.

She looked around, making sure the rabbit-man hadn’t suddenly reappeared, making sure no other person or being or even an animal had found their way into this dark hallway with its locked doors and tiny door and gloryholes, and, still on her knees, raised up and leaned forward toward the cock.

She took it in her hand first, smiling as the man on the other side, who, like the man she’d fantasized about before beginning this new adventure, was obviously willing and probably had a fantastic lack of morals, gasped at her touch.

Within moments, his half-erect cock was half-erect no more, growing and lengthening in her grasp. Milky drops appeared from the hole on his tip, and Alice had a sudden and unbidden thought that those drops were like nectar.

And she knew nectar was delicious, so she extended her tongue to sample it.

The mystery man’s cock twitched when her tongue slid over the tip, lapping up his nectar and teasing more of it from the hole. Stroking the shaft now, Alice opened her mouth to take him inside her, suddenly overwhelmed by a hunger she felt within her belly but which she knew could only be satiated by one thing.

And that thing wasn’t food.

The man on the other side gasped and moaned and groaned as she sucked him, stroking him as best she could while sucking and moving her tongue every which way along the underside of his long and meaty rod. She sucked so hard, her jaw became sore so she would occasionally pull her mouth away, making a popping sound as the man’s cock came out of her mouth. Not wanting to disappoint her new friend, she’d continue stroking him while licking the entire length of his shaft, from base to tip, while letting her jaw rest a bit.

A curious thing was happening down below, too, as she felt moisture building up in her underwear that was simultaneously uncomfortable and very, very pleasant. Her pussy was alive in a way it hadn’t been in years, and the tingling she felt there seemed to emanate from it, spreading throughout her entire body.

The man on the other side of the wall began moaning louder, and she knew her reward--and his--was near. She once again engulfed his cock with her mouth.

Alice stopped stroking him, using both hands to support herself against the wall as she bobbed her head back and forth, sucking and tonguing the stranger’s cock for all she was worth. After a short time of this, she heard the man pounding on the wall on the other side.

She wondered if the pounding was a signal that he was happy with her work, and she found out a moment later it was a signal all right.

Alice jerked back a bit, ever so slightly, when she felt the first warm blast of cum shoot into her mouth, hitting her throat and causing her to gag a bit. Coughing with the man’s dick still in her mouth, she remained there, letting him spill into her, his warm, gooey mess flooding over her tongue. She tried to let it pool into her mouth until her cheeks began bulging with the fullness of the stranger’s gift to her. She was desperate not to let a single drop escape her lips as she didn’t know how much of it she’d need to shrink down enough to fit through the tiny door.

After what seemed to her to be a long time (but, she didn’t really know, as it was her very first blowjob), the man was finished, and he slowly pulled himself out of her mouth, his cock disappearing through the hole a moment later.

Not able to keep some cum from seeping out of her mouth due to the man’s exit, Alice put her fingers under her lips to make sure it didn’t drop down to the hallway floor. Then, slowly, as if savoring the milky substance, she swallowed it.

She found the taste very nice (it had, in fact, a sort of mixed flavor of bitterness, a curious sweetness, and something like metal), and she very soon finished it off.

She swallowed everything that was in her mouth, and then scooped the remaining portion from her fingers onto her tongue and swallowed that, too.

“What a curious feeling!” said Alice, as her pussy tingled and the moisture in her panties began spilling out of them and seeping down her inner thighs.

And also she shrank.

Her clothes, however--her dress and her socks and her panties and her shoes--did not.

She shrank until she was only ten inches high, her clothing falling into a pile on the hallway floor all around her as she went down, down, down. It took her a few moments to free herself from her now giant clothing, but she smiled when she realized she was now the right size for going through the little door into that lovely garden.

But when she got to the door, Alice realized she didn’t have the key. She looked up and saw, quite plainly through the glass, that it was on the table where she’d left it. She tried in vain to climb one of the table’s three legs, but it was pointless as the leg was too slippery (and this was not helped by the juices flowing now from her pussy, coating the insides of her bare legs and making her as slippery as the table’s leg). She couldn’t deny that grinding against the table’s leg with her bare pussy felt amazing, but she tried not to let herself enjoy it too much, lest she be distracted from the task at hand.

When Alice had tired herself out from trying to climb up the table’s leg, the poor little thing sat down and cried.

After a few minutes of what she knew to be pointless sobbing, Alice remembered that when she’d been faced with this predicament before, she’d found a box under the table. The box contained a cake with the words “EAT ME” beautifully spelled out in currants. Eating the cake had made her grow again so that she could reach the key on the table. Her heart skipped a beat when she looked around, sure she’d find just such a box again.

But, alas, no matter how much she searched, Alice could find no such box under the table.

No box.

No cake.

No hope of growing tall again (well, tall in a relative sense), and no hope of reaching the key.

She was about to give up all hope (again) and sit back down to cry some more when her eye caught sight of another hole in the wall, this one down on her level and a bit bigger (relatively speaking, of course, given her now ten-inch height) than the one through which she’d sucked the cock.

Above this hole were the words “EAT ME.”

Alice began walking toward the hole, curious if she’d find a cake within. As she got closer, she could see that there was no cake inside the hole, but rather the bottom of a woman, her pussy and asshole on full display, jutting out of the hole.

Alice had never seen another woman’s private parts before (outside of magazines and the internet) and had never, in fact, properly seen her own, at least not from this vantage point. She found herself staring at this obscene and arousing sight, the wetness between her legs continuing to gush out of her like a river.

Was she turned on by this presentation of another woman? She thought she was, and she thought she knew what she needed to do to grow tall enough again to reach the key on the table above.

She knelt so that her face was only inches away from the woman’s most intimate bits. The woman was obviously aroused, her delicate folds slick with a wetness that paled in comparison to Alice’s own but was noticeable enough even in the darkness. Ever the curious one, Alice inhaled deeply, sniffing in the woman’s scent. It was strong and musky but in no way unpleasant, and Alice realized it smelled very much like her own.

Tongue out, Alice tentatively leaned forward to taste another woman. Today, it seemed, was a big day for first experiences.

She started slowly, cautiously, barely allowing the tip of her tongue to graze the woman’s lower lips. Alice didn’t know what she expected the taste to be like, but she was pleasantly surprised to find an odd but delightful mixture of sweet and tangy. As she allowed more of her tongue to explore the woman’s folds, which were now positively dripping with excitement, the image of a lemon appeared in Alice’s mind.

And Alice loved lemons.

She began licking the other woman with the same enthusiasm she used on the cock when she’d last been full size, and was rewarded with squeals of delight from the woman’s unseen mouth. Alice used her hands to tease apart the woman’s lips, allowing her tongue to get farther into her allegorical cake. The woman’s juices were flowing into Alice’s mouth now, and Alice swallowed them.

Still using the fingers of her right hand to help with the woman’s dripping cunt, Alice found the fingers of her left hand inching lower and lower until they arrived at the woman’s exposed anus. Alice giggled into the pussy she was licking as one of her left hand’s fingers, as if it had a mind of its own, poked the woman’s asshole.

Another squeal from the woman on the other side of the hole made Alice want to do more than just poke, so, her conscious mind taking charge once more of her own fingers, she gently inserted one of them into the woman’s ass.

The woman wriggled her pussy against Alice’s face, which not only caused Alice to feel like she might suffocate but also made Alice’s finger inch even farther into the other woman’s asshole. Alice gasped in as much breath as she could, desperate to continue her oral work on the woman’s delicious pussy, while beginning to move her finger slowly in and out of the woman’s ass.

As she licked the woman’s pussy and finger-fucked the woman’s ass, Alice wondered when she would begin to grow to full-size again, for she could only imagine that’s what would happen due to the “EAT ME” sign and the rather delectable replacement for the cake she’d had here as a child. She resigned herself to continue “eating” the woman before her for as long as it took to feel herself growing.

As she continued, she found that she was curious about something. Alice, as previously mentioned, was always curious about something or other, but this something was something that Alice had never before found herself curious about.

She knew, from her limited time with magazines her parents didn’t think she should have, and the treasure trove of carnal knowledge that was the internet, which her parents also didn’t think she should have, that a pussy was not the only thing a woman possessed that you could “eat.”

At first, the idea forcing its way into her curious mind repulsed her, except that’s not quite the right word. It’s more that she thought it should repulse her, and perhaps she was a little repulsed that it didn’t repulse her much at all.

As it had so many times before, Alice’s curiosity won out over any imagined or real repulsion, and she pulled her finger out of the asshole it was in and slowed down on her pussy-licking until she finally pulled her face away from the hole, her face wet and sticky with the woman’s juices. She also removed her fingers from the woman’s cunt, causing a whining sound to come from the other side of the hole. Alice immediately felt bad about that, but hoped her next actions would make up for the disappointment being felt by her “cake.”

Alice used both hands to spread apart the woman’s butt cheeks, and the whining sound from the other side was quickly replaced by an “oooohing” one.

In the moments since she’d decided she was going to do what she was going to do, Alice imagined she’d feel the same hesitation she felt when her tongue first approached the woman’s pussy.

She was mistaken.

She plunged forward, her wet, pink tongue sliding between the woman’s ass cheeks and hitting her anus like an arrow shot by an expert archer might hit the center of a target. The woman immediately squealed with a delight that seemed to have an even greater intensity than when she’d had her pussy tended to.

Alice wasn’t sure what she expected it to taste like. She could have imagined all sorts of nightmare scenarios dependent on the woman’s hygiene, but thankfully the lady seemed to have taken the appropriate steps one might take if one expects their asshole to be licked. It tasted simply like… skin.

Alice supposed there was a bit of an earthy taste as well, and her mind displayed for her an image of a peach, which made her giggle since it didn’t taste much like a peach at all, but Alice knew derrieres were often referred to as “peaches.”

What made the experience truly enjoyable was the reaction of the woman, who squirmed and moaned and squealed with increasing vigor now, and her reactions grew even greater once Alice returned one hand to her sopping wet cunt and began massaging her clit with a talent honed by years of practice on Alice’s own.

The woman was getting close to an orgasm, Alice could sense that, and Alice felt her own pussy throb with demand. Her juices were sliding out of her with more and more urgency now, streaming down her thighs and dripping onto the floor below her so much so that a puddle had formed during the time she’d been dealing out oral pleasure. Alice needed to get off, too, and part of her was worried that her own lust would get in the way of the only mission that had seemed to matter a few moments before, that of getting through the tiny door into the garden beyond.

Just as she thought she should use one of her hands to take care of herself, the woman in the hole climaxed, squealing louder than she had up to that point and saying “Oh, God!” a few times.

“Oh, God!” Alice repeated as she felt herself growing.

Looking up, she saw the bottom of the table rapidly approaching her head as she grew, and she had the presence of mind to roll away from it so she didn’t collide with it on her way up. Getting to her feet, she knew the moment she was at her original size because it felt so comfortable, so familiar, but she didn’t stop then. She kept growing and growing until her head struck against the roof of the hall. Thankfully, she stopped then, not having to contend with the rather uncomfortable notion of outgrowing the hallway itself.

She looked down at her naked form, at her small but firm and pretty breasts with their pointy nipples, and at the glistening stream of her own juices that now coated her legs and pooled around her feet, which still looked dainty even though she knew they were much bigger than they’d ever been before in her life. She thought she must be at least nine feet tall now, nearly four feet taller than she had been before she’d swallowed the cum of a strange man through a hole in the wall.

She couldn’t be overly concerned with being a giantess now, though. She had to get through the door. She grabbed the key from the table, and it seemed so much tinier now in her so much bigger hand, and turned back in the direction of the garden door.

But, of course, since she was even bigger now than she had been when she first gazed at and through the tiny door, there was even less of a chance of her fitting through it now than there had been before she’d gagged on that lovely cock.

Her predicament was now more hopeless than ever, and, putting the tiny key back onto the tabletop so it wouldn’t be lost, she sat her bare bottom on the floor and began to cry again. She looked up at the first gloryhole, the one she’d sucked the cock through, hoping against hope that there’d be another cock there, another magical rod dispensing magical shrinking nectar, but there was not.

She found herself imagining that there was, though, and remembering the one that had been, and her arousal grew. Even though she still sobbed, despairing over never being able to venture into that beautiful garden, the need between her legs grew, outpacing her despair. She slid her hand between her legs, ready to take care of at least one of her problems.

It felt like her hand had been met with a great waterfall, and Alice looked down there, fearing that she might be relieving herself without knowing it. But, no, it wasn’t that drowning her fingers, it was her own juices--gallons of them!--flowing from her pussy onto the floor below, where they had become a virtual creek running away from her.

Shrugging, Alice forced her hand through the flood of arousal coming out of her until her fingers were inside her, slipping and sliding their way along her delicate, pink folds and around and around her clit. She moaned at her own touch, closing her eyes and urging her orgasm to come quickly.

After only a moment of self-pleasure, and still moments or longer away from her orgasm, Alice heard a little pattering of feet in the distance, and she opened her eyes to see what was coming. Through her tears (for she had continued to cry even as she pleasured herself), she saw the White Rabbit returning, his magnificent abs now glistening with sweat instead of sunlight, as if he had been running the entire time since she’d lost track of him. He held in his right hand an orange object, long, thick, and made of plastic. It looked like a curious combination of a carrot and a cock, and Alice knew it would feel wonderful between her legs. Alice looked from the fake cock in the rabbit-man’s hand to his furry little shorts and wondered if his real cock was capable of producing the shrinking potion she needed to get through the door.

Thinking of the rabbit-man’s cocks (his real one and his fake one) only made her hornier, and her arousal grew and grew, faster than she had grown from ten inches tall to nine feet.

Desperate for relief now--for orgasmic release and then, after that, for a way into the tiny door, Alice looked into the rabbit-man’s intense blue eyes as she continued to finger herself. He walked toward her, looking between her legs with what any sane, thinking person would realize was a look of disgust or at least disinterest.

But she was hardly thinking clearly at the moment. She would have asked for help from anyone approaching her at that moment, be they friend or foe or even her fat, boring husband.

She began, in a low, timid voice, “If you please, Sir--”

“Oh, honey, please,” the rabbit-man said, “you are not my type at all! Maybe if you had… a “carrot” down there!”

He laughed, then, at her and his own stupid joke, and she felt her face flush red with embarrassment, with humiliation, with wounded pride.

But she didn’t stop fingering herself, and she didn’t stop working at her clit, and she didn’t stop urging her own climax to arrive quickly, despite the rabbit-man’s laughter and his look of derision.

And her juices didn’t stop flowing. The rabbit-man looked down at his feet, which were now barely visible through the great lake of Alice’s arousal.

The Rabbit started violently at the sight, dropped his fake carrot-cock so that it fell into Arousal Lake, splashing her juices all over his upper legs, and scurried away into the darkness as hard as he could go.

Alice took up the carrot-cock, examining it briefly. She wondered if the rabbit-man used the fake cock on himself and decided she didn’t care about any such thing at the moment. Aiming it for her cunt, she shoved it inside. It slid in quite easily thanks to her quite generous emissions, which were still flowing out of her and building up quite the virtual river in the hallway.

She fucked herself with the carrot-cock, moaning at the fullness of it. It felt so good inside her, she knew she would come within seconds. She wondered if any of her friends ever felt a pleasure such as the one she was feeling right now.

“I’m sure Ada never has,” she said aloud to no one but herself. “For her husband is as fat and boring as my Josiah. Mabel, though… that bitch has a new boyfriend every weekend and probably has more orgasms in a month than I’ve had all my life!”

The pleasure and the odd situation Alice found herself in seemed to be making her brazen.

“Fuck, I wish I were Mabel,” she cried out, feeling that her climax was only seconds away. “Maybe I can be Mabel! Even if I have to stay down here and fuck myself with a carrot, I’ll be Mabel!”

But as she said this, she felt the carrot-cock inside her push harder against her insides, almost as if it were getting bigger. She smiled at first at this thought, thinking such a thing would be wonderful--a dildo that increased in size the more comfortable, the wetter, you got while you fucked yourself with it. She wondered what price she could get out of such a thing, were she to take it to the world she knew, but decided she could never sell such a thing and wanted to keep it all to herself.

But then it started to hurt pretty badly.

She looked around her, still plunging the carrot-cock into herself and pulling it almost out of herself, but slower now, and realized it wasn’t the carrot-cock that was getting bigger.

She was getting smaller again.

She couldn’t fathom how this was possible, as she hadn’t imbibed any more magical cum, but she was indeed shrinking rapidly, as her head was now below the glass table once more. She screamed in pain as the carrot-cock inside her threatened to rip her in two, and she screamed in pain and not a little bit of disappointment as she pulled the thing out of her pussy and let it drop into the river of her juices once more.

Moments after letting go of the carrot-cock, she found herself tiny again. She was up to her neck in her own juices; it wouldn’t be long before she’d have to start swimming.

“That was a narrow escape!” said Alice, wondering if she might have shrunk from existence entirely if she’d kept masturbating with the carrot and then realized the thing would have torn her open long before that. Realizing she was now small enough to fit through the tiny door again, she said, excitedly, “And now for the garden!”

She made her way to the tiny door, her whole body sloshing through her own juices, before she realized something terrible.

The little golden key was still up on the table, out of reach again.

Panicking, she looked for the hole through which she’d eaten the woman’s pussy and ass, but the river of her arousal had come up high enough to cover the hole entirely. She’d be eating no more pussy or ass through that hole, she knew sadly.

“Things are worse than ever,” she cried, “for now I have no way to grow large again to reach the key!”

As she said these words, her foot slipped, and in another moment, she was up to her chin in her juices. It felt like she was in the sea itself, but she knew that couldn’t be it. She realized she was in the pool of her own pussy juices which had been flowing out of her for some time now.

“I wish I wasn’t so horny!” said Alice, as she swam about, trying to find her way out. “Perhaps my parents were right, and this is a punishment for my wanton ways! I’ll be drowned by my own arousal! That will be a weird thing, to be sure! Not that anything about today hasn’t been weird.”

Just then she heard something splashing about in the pool a little way off, and she swam in the direction of it. Her vision was obscured even more now, between the darkness and the splashing of her juices as she frantically swam, but at first, she thought it was a walrus or a hippopotamus. But then she remembered how small she was, so she realized the source of the splashing must be something closer to a mouse in size.

Thinking about a mouse brought back more memories from her childhood, flooding her mind in much the same way her arousal had flooded the hallway. She was recalling these memories when she suddenly felt the river of juices around her begin moving so fast she was having trouble swimming.

“If this keeps up, I’ll be swept away!” she cried out but had no idea where it was she might be swept away to.

Well, she had some idea.

She was thinking about that idea when the flow of the river got to be too much, and she was pulled under, and away, and eventually lost consciousness.

---

They were indeed a curious-looking party that assembled on the sandy bank of some distant shore, birds with draggled feathers, animals with their fur clinging close to them, and all dripping wet, cross, and uncomfortable.

Alice looked down to see that she was wearing her dress again, and it was as dripping wet as the animals around her and clinging to her skin.

They had a conversation about how to get dry, Alice and the animals, and the fact that she was talking to animals--and that they were talking to her--did not seem odd to her in the slightest.

Alice may not have considered the meeting between her and the talking animals to be odd, but the whole thing was quite absurd, really, including the idea from the Dodo for everyone to run a race to get dry. When the race was over, and the Dodo declared that everyone had won, Alice began to despair over what sort of prize could be given out to everyone.

And that’s when she heard the White Rabbit’s voice again.

“Why, Mary Ann, what are you doing out here?”

Alice opened her eyes, even though a moment earlier she hadn’t been aware that they were closed. The rabbit-man stood over her, his earlier look of disgust and disinterest replaced now by one of concern.

“Who is Mary Ann?” she asked.

He blinked at her. “I… I’m not sure. It’s the first name that came to mind.”

“My name is Alice,” she said, sitting up and looking around.

She was indeed on a sandy bank of some seashore. She must have been carried away by her arousal juices through a previously unknown exit out of the hallway she thought she’d been trapped in and brought here, who knows how far away. Her talking animal friends were gone, and part of her felt sad about that. She felt even sadder when she realized they hadn’t actually existed, or at least, hadn’t existed for some time now, if her childhood memories were any evidence of their original and unlikely existence.

“Welcome, then, Alice, to Wonderland,” the rabbit-man said, standing up and moving to the side.

In the distance, behind him, was a large rectangular building with dozens of windows lit up by lights of every color imaginable, and some that were not imaginable. Giant letters running along the top of the building spelled out WONDERLAND.

Standing up and brushing sand off of her body--which was still very much naked--she asked, “What is it?”

The rabbit-man smiled and said, “It is a place of wonder, as you might imagine from the name. It’s different for different people and tends to become what each visitor needs the most. Right now, for you, it’s a place where all of your dreams can come true, as long as you consent and gain the consent of others you encounter.”

“My dreams?” she asked. “No one’s ever cared about my dreams. Except to tell me they’re foolish or stupid or dangerous.”

“My dear Alice,” he said, “Wonderland is a place where it’s safe--relatively-- to be as foolish and stupid and dangerous as your heart desires.”

“Wait,” Alice said. “Just want to make sure--we’re talking about sex, right?”

He laughed. “Oh, yeah. We’re talking about sex.”

“And it’s okay to just go inside?” Alice asked. “I think I’d like to… investigate.”

“Of course it is. All you need is a guide.”

“A guide?”

The White Rabbit nodded. “Just follow me,” he said, trotting off in the direction of the building. “And try to keep up this time!”

---
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