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

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

In the company of a feline shifter calling himself the Cheshire cat, Alice makes her way to the Tea Party of a certain Hatter…

1.

Alice stepped around the corner and entered the tunnel.

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

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

 She blinked.

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

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

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

 “I assumed it was obvious.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 “Well, there might be a plan B.”

 “Go on.”

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

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

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

 “Will you just tell me already?!”

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

 “Yes, so?”

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

 “Meaning?”

 “You can enter his house.”

 “Why would I want to do that?”

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

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

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

 She rather looks like a Disney princess, Alice thought.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 “She needs our help,” Alice argued.

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

 “Oh?” Alice turned to watch.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 “What the fuck ever,” she muttered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 “In what way? Ches asked.

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

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

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

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

“Very well,” he sighed.

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

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

“You’re welcome.”

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

“Just follow the cards men,” he replied.

2.

Alice stopped and looked.

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

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

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

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

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

 “I say,” she called out. “Hello?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 The Dormouse hiccupped.

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

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

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

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

 “Wasting time,” Hare warned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

 “I pick the mushrooms,” Dormouse offered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I have time for this,” Hare agreed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Quickly!” Hare cried.

Dormouse squeaked, his body growing more humanoid.

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

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

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

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

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

Fully in the grip of the tea, Alice smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Dormouse squealed in a frenzy.

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

“Oohh,” she cooed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oohh, aahh,” she gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 Meanwhile between her legs, things were heating up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 Tastes better than the damn tea, she thought.

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

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

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

“Ugh, ugh, ugh!” Dormouse gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What was that?” he asked.

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

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

The horn blew again.

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m naked!”

“No time!”

“Run where?”

“Inside,” Ches said.

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

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

“Won’t they search the house?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Laid out on the bed was The Dress.

“Oh,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Pass thro--?” Alice started to ask.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ohh,” she gasped in surprise.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Dorothy!” she shouted.

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

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

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

“Slut,” she sniffed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then the balloon floated past her and rapidly drifted away.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, hello,” the Minotaur said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But you can be bribed.”

“It’s happened before,” he admitted.

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

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

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

Sooner begun, sooner done, she thought.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 “Proceed,” the Minotaur growled.

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

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

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

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

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

 She shivered a little in delighted fear.

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

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

 “Do not stop,” it commanded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 “And you know where the balloon went?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 She made a small, frightened sound.

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

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

 “I’m ready,” she whispered.

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

 Her heart fluttered with anticipation.

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

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

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

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

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

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

 Now it really starts, she had time to think.

 Then the fucking began in earnest.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lord Minotaur! Lord Minotaur!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 “Got that part,” she answered.

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

 “I got it!” she said.

 They enjoyed the view for a moment.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

End.
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