
        
            
                
            
        

    



WARNING:
This 50-page short story of adult fairy tale erotica portrays Red Riding Hood
as a grown woman experiencing sexual activities with a firm, muscular werewolf
of exceptional tongue talents and strength. He has her submit to a sexual
discovery at the edge of pleasure. Fair warning – Reading this adult
fairy tale and its steamy, explicit sexual content may increase your desire for
a loved one to raise your skirt and wolf down your essence. Absolutely only for
18 years and older.











 

About Amy “Red” Riding’s
Hood



 

In this short story
of adult fairy tale erotica, “Red” Riding is tired of being a virgin. Her best
bet is a lycan named Sean. He’s perfect. Crystal blue eyes, dimpled
smile, buff chest, and wicked bulge! But being in a community that frowns upon human-lycan
relationships makes loving Sean more challenging than she ever imagined.








 

What
readers are saying about this adult fairy tale erotica…



 


 

“5 stars! Amy ‘Red’ Riding’s
Hood is an enjoyable adult version of Little Red Riding Hood sure to please
readers who are in search of a quick, erotic fix with a lot of heart. I really
connected with the heroine, Amy, and I thought Sean, the lycan, was
oh-so-yummy. Overall, it’s a well-written, enjoyable read. I recommend this
story to anyone who enjoys good erotica, adult fairytales, and steamy shifter
romance.”



 

~Sue
Lyndon, author of A Firm Husband
at SueLyndon.com



 


 

“5 stars! All I have to say is wow! Too bad my dear husband was
at work…. Liz Adams has developed her characters well in this short story. I
didn’t think you could get to know two people so well in a short fairytale, but
I did. The side characters come across as real also, not just there for filler
as in some stories I’ve read…. It was wonderful and refreshing to see two
people fight for their passionate love for each other.”



 

~Tala (Becky),
blogger of the Darker Passions website



 


 

“BRAVO! That was hot! I enjoyed the romance in the story. It
had a very sweet feeling to it while throwing in a bit of the naughty. I love
that last scene ... really brings home the story and made me hot and bothered!”



 

~Lyndsey
Leach, Goodreads reader



 


 

“Read this
re-imagined story of Red Riding Hood with an erotic twist that will captivate
you and draw you into the story. Follow her through the challenges of
desire and a relationship that her parents and society shun.”



 

~Xavier
Zyta, Reviewer at HotlitBooks.org



 


 

“What
can I say? Wow! Fairy Tales are sacred literature to me, and I am often
disappointed with the ways in which they are re-interpreted by numerous
authors; however, I thoroughly enjoyed how Liz Adams handled Red Riding Hood. I
really enjoyed this story, and I love Liz Adams' interpretation. I also think
that people who do not normally read erotica will also enjoy this for what it
is: A love story which plays out in the every day world in so many various
ways.”



 

~Michael
Merritt, blogger at tengu-scribe.blogspot.com
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Amy Riding
peered out her second-story bedroom window into the night waiting for Sean. The
only one who could save her from a lifetime of loneliness. But was he willing
to live his life with her? Or did he want only a short-term love affair? The
possibility of Amy being locked in a life of loneliness still hung its coat at
the door of her heart.


She laughed
at the memory of the day the blacksmith’s son “Vacant” Vincent came to her
doorstep. 


“Uh.... I
want…” was all Vincent could say before grabbing her hand and taking her to the
dark corner of his father’s forge. At the time, Amy didn’t care about Vincent’s
lack of charm. She had been tired of being a virgin and wanted to know what a
cock felt like inside her. Besides, he was handsome enough.


The clumsy way
he kissed her lips and guided her hand down his pants was irksome, but bold. An
oven of coals burned nearby, and its heat made her drip with sweat as his blind
hands rummaged around her chemise. When she felt his hot spear harden in her
hand, a fire stirred inside her making her drip in other places. But before he
could enter her, his excitement played a cruel trick and left her hand sticky
without giving her a chance to experience satisfaction of her own.


A handsome
young man, to be sure, but there was much to be said for charm and wit, after
all. And much to be said for a man who had the qualities of a good lover. Ever
since that embarrassing day, five seasons ago, she became determined to seek
out the best lover she could. When rumors surfaced of lycans being great
lovers, Amy knew exactly who to charm. 


Four weeks
ago she sought out to charm Sean at his farm, and found him working shirtless.
He was stroking the earth with a hoe, his biceps flexing, a lock of his dark
hair arcing over his forehead. Thunderballs!
I could watch him forever. After taking a moment to hungrily watch the
muscles in his back ripple in the warm sun, she finally called out his name
from the road where she stood and waved.


“Well, if
it isn’t my old childhood playmate.” He stopped his work and leaned on the hoe,
a half-smile slipping across his handsome face.


Without
hesitation, Amy sprinted to him across the tender earth and hugged him
something fierce. Sean! She sighed in
her heart. His hot, solid body pressed against her breasts. The naked skin of
his back warm against her arms and palms, the scent of his manly sweat, she
didn’t want to let go. He didn’t let go, either. At least, not at first. His
strong arms felt good wrapped tight around her body. 


He ended
their embrace, leaned back to look her in the face and spoke in his deep voice,
“Why, Miss Amy Riding, you’re getting prettier and prettier every time I see
you.”


She felt
her cheeks heat up. “That’s hard to believe considering I often run into you in
town.”


“I look
forward to those moments, Red. It’s always fun talking to you.” He squeezed her
shoulder.


“Why wait?
You should come visit me.” She gripped his muscular forearm and smirked. She
didn’t think it would be appropriate to add: “I want to get to know those
crystal blue eyes, dimpled smile, buff chest, and – wicked bulge of
yours.”


“I don’t
think your parents would like that very much. Remember when we were kids
playing innocent games of hide and seek? As soon as they found out you were
spending your playtime in the lycan community, they took you away and I didn’t
see you again for seasons.” He took her hand in his.


“I
remember.” She playfully swung their hands. “They worked hard at trying to
explain what was so wrong with lycans. Forget my parents. I’m not a child
anymore.”


“I can see
that,” Sean’s eyes traced up and down her body. Amy shivered in delight.
“Still, it’s good to respect your parents’ wishes.”


Amy
shrugged. “So come at night after they’re asleep. You can come through my
bedroom window.” Amy thought it cute how he blushed at the mention of her
bedroom.


“Your
bedroom? That is, I…uh.... Anyway, aren’t you on the second floor?”


“You can
climb, Sean. It’s not that hard.”


“No, but
it’s starting to be.”


Now it was
her turn to blush. She gulped. “Oh, you are bad.”


“That’s me.
The big, bad wolf.”


Her heart
fluttered. She felt wet and giddy already. “I have yet to see just how big you
are.”


“Now who’s being bad?” He tickled her
sides. She pulled away laughing.


That had
been four weeks ago. 


Next to her
open window, Amy breathed in the cool night air. Four weeks of his nightly
visits now, and her parents still didn’t suspect a thing. Thank the stellar
skies. Downstairs all was quiet, her parents asleep. The forest idled black and
silent in the distance.


Amy had
felt a yearning for Sean to thrust inside of her the very first time he
visited. But every moment she thought about showing him cleavage or brushing
against his arm “accidentally,” images of a flesh-tearing wolf came to mind and
paralyzed her. So she moved slowly. His first visits started as delightful
evenings of flirtatious banter during card games. She could always tell when he
tried to bluff at cards by the way he rolled his tongue to the back of his
teeth. Later on, the evenings ended with a hug, then started with a greeting
hug. Nights later, she added a prize of a kiss on the cheek should he win the
card game. Thanks to her, he was always the victor until the night before. Last
night when Amy won the game, she demanded her
prize. A full kiss on the lips. Oh, what a prize!


Her parents
were ridiculous. Lycans, they said, were dangerous during a full moon and could
rip the strongest man to shreds. But Amy knew the truth. In all her evenings
with Sean – just as she had revealed things about herself, such as her
lack of experience in relationships – she'd learned a few things from him
during their card games. When lycans turned to their wolf form, it didn’t mean
their brains disappeared, he'd told her. They were just as capable of knowing right
from wrong in their wolf body as their human body. Like all other lycans, Sean
was able to change at will. He assured her that he didn’t change during a full
moon unless he wanted to.


But her
parents just didn’t understand. They lived in a world of suspicion and fear.


Amy thought
about the night before. Sean had worn a white button-down shirt with three
buttons open, revealing his muscular chest. With her elbows on her windowsill
and the night breeze against her skin, she imagined what it would have been
like to unbutton each one further down to that tucked away place under his
waistband. She remembered the way Sean looked shocked at how she'd demanded a
full kiss from him, the way his lips tasted peppery, the way his kiss lingered
on to become many kisses.


Damn him!
Just thinking about him made her feel like such a giggling schoolgirl. Her
heart beat fast. 


Amy looked
down to her nightgown. Yuck. If a blind man suddenly gained his sight and saw
her in this drab curtain of fabric, he’d curse his misfortune and tear out his
eyes. Maybe there was something else she could wear for Sean. Something more
enticing.


Amy lit a
candle and surveyed her room. Her colorings of snarling wolves, teeth bared and
eyes red, lined the bedroom wall. Sean had not yet asked about the drawings. A
part of her was embarrassed by the pictures. Did they offend him? Would he
understand if he knew? 


In the
closet hung sheets of red clothes, all to match her red hair. Hair that was
much closer to a shade of red than orange. Hence her nickname “Red.”


Amy went to
the closet and shuffled through her clothes. A chemise? Too plain. A dress?
That would look odd to wear to bed. No, something comfortable to sleep in and
still look attractive. 


Nothing
suited. Not a stitch.


Amy had an
idea.


She
stripped off her nightgown, went to her dresser and dug out a pair of scissors.
She made a snip and tore the rest of the fabric into two parts. She discarded
the lower piece and tugged on the remaining nightgown over her head. Now it no
longer went to her ankles, but to the tops of her thighs.


Amy went to
her mirror and examined herself, turning to see herself from side to side.


Yes. The
nightgown now showed off her legs nicely. The sheer fabric did little to hide
her cute breasts. Her thin revealing form topped with her red wild hair, Amy
couldn’t wait to see Sean’s face.


Tap, tap, tap.


Amy spun
around to the window. She could barely make out Sean’s sheepish grin in the
darkness.


Amy opened
the window. “How long were you there?”


Sean just
smiled.


“Oh, you!”
Amy playfully pushed him. He wobbled back, about to fall from her second-story
window. “Oh!” Amy grabbed the collar of his coat to catch him. Then realized he
didn’t need her help. He had ample ledge to stand on. Damn fool was just
pretending.


“Come here.”
As he hung with one hand on the windowsill, Sean pulled Amy into a kiss with
his other hand against the back of her neck. Tingles and shivers spread across
the skin of her arms, across her breasts, deep into her belly, and down her
legs to her very toes. The taste of his warm lips and spicy male breath made
her hunger for more. Leaning outside the window to reach his lips left her
exposed to the cold night air. Finally, she had to stand up, breaking off the
delicious kiss. 


“Come in,”
Amy motioned with her hand.


“Not yet.”


“Why not?”


Sean
searched for the words. “There’s something I want to try.”


She waited
for him to explain further but he didn’t. “Which is?”


“You’ll
see. For now....” Again, he kept his words silent.


Amy
laughed. “You’re impossible.” She felt silly standing in her bedroom as he
looked in from just outside her window, but decided to play along. In the meantime....
“Let’s play a game.”


“Okay.”


“I ask you
a question and you have to answer truthfully.”


Sean
laughed. “That should be easy, though it sounds pretty one-sided.”


“Are you
ready?”


“Ready.” He
leaned against the windowsill as if he didn't have a care in the world.


Amy took a
deep breath and shivered with the thrill of the game. “What’s the one secret
you don’t want me to know about?”


Sean
laughed again. “That’s one helluva question.”


“Well?” She
crossed her arms and tapped her foot, feigning impatience.


“Alright, I
guess that…uh....”


“Come on,”
she coaxed.


“I can’t
believe I’m gonna tell you this.”


“What is
it?” Amy stopped tapping her foot.


“It’s just
that....”


“Yes?” Her
heart beat loudly in anticipation.


Sean
sighed. “I’ve had a lot of one-moon liaisons, weekend flings, and hollow
romances. I don’t want that anymore.” His severe eyes instructed her she needed
to understand what he was saying. “I want more than that now.”


Amy gasped.
She felt her heart unlock, springing wide open. The last possibility of a
lonely life put on its coat and walked out for good. By the way Sean started
rambling, he must not have realized how happy his divulged secret made her
feel.


He said, “I
didn’t tell you because I was afraid you didn’t want the same thing, and then
I’d lose our whole friendship thing or lover thing or whatever this is, and I
don’t want to lose that, so forget I said anything. It was a stupid game.”


Amy jumped
at Sean and kissed him. Hard. She stepped back and waited for his response.


Sean looked
shocked, as though trying to understand what just happened. “If I say it again,
do I get another kiss?” he finally said.


Amy laughed
and kissed him again, gently this time. Sean was the one. Her heart told her
so. Would their relationship last? She remembered discovering her girlfriend’s
man being unfaithful. He had pleaded with Amy to keep his past indiscretions a
secret. She did. When her girlfriend had learned the truth, Red had lost her
friend. “Sean, the only way we can stay together is if there are no secrets
between us. You know that, right?”


Sean nodded
slowly. “You’re right.”


“No
secrets?”


“No
secrets.” Sean had a gleam in his eye. “Just one question.”


“What’s
that?”


“What’s the
one secret you don’t want me to know
about?”


Amy
laughed. “I don’t have any secrets from you.”


“There must
be something.”


“There
really isn’t.”


“Okay,
fine.” Sean’s eyes hunted for the next thing to say. “If you did have a secret from me, what would it
be?”


“You’re
wicked.”


“You
started it.”


Amy sighed,
still feeling awkward about standing in her bedroom as he remained at her
windowsill. What was he planning? “I guess something I haven’t told you yet is
what happened to me when I was twelve.”


“Something
to do with all those drawings of yours?”


“Yeah. One
day during the spring, I went to the river to wash my clothes, as always.” She
paused to check his reaction. He just nodded for her to continue, so she did.
“There was a wailing and I thought it was a baby crying. I followed the sounds
and discovered the cries came from a baby wolf inside a broken, hollowed out
log. A real wolf, not a lycan. I approached the pup to help it, find out what
was wrong. Then I heard a growling behind me. I turned to see a full-grown wolf
baring its teeth at me. I managed to slowly step away without being hurt. I’m
sure it was the pup’s mother wanting only to protect her offspring, but
still.... She scared the lightning and thunder from me.”


Sean
nodded. “Huh.”


“What?”


“It’s
just....” He picked at some moss growing on the edge of the sill. “How do you
think you’ll react when you see me grow a snout?”


“I’ll be so
turned on, you’ll have to fight me off.” 


Sean
laughed. “Come here.” 


Amy bent
over to reach her head through the window. He kissed her again. Delicious, but
she wanted more.


He grabbed
her torso and sucked her breast in his mouth through her nightgown. Amy gasped
and held his head close to her chest. That was sudden. One minute he was kissing
her lips and now he was sucking her breast? Could he tell how much she wanted
it? He nibbled and twirled his tongue around her nipple. Dammit! She wanted to
feel his mouth directly on her skin. Sean moved to her other breast. Sucked
hard. Did he even realize how good he was making her feel? Or was he doing this
for his own pleasure?


Thunder
rolled through her body and left her lungs, sounding out a low moan.


Sean
stopped and looked up into her eyes. “You okay?” 


“Don’t
stop.”


He smiled.
“So about that thing I’ve been wanting to try on you.”


Try on me? Just imagining the possibilities that
sentence led to made her squeeze her thighs together in anticipation.


“What is
it?” she asked.


“Sit on the
window sill.”


Amy didn’t
understand. She scowled and turned her body to dip down onto the edge of the
window.


“Other
way,” Sean said. “Legs hanging out the window.”


Amy felt a
thrill pepper across her body. She climbed over the sill and sat on the
window’s ledge, Sean’s torso planted between her legs. She put a hand in her
lap, making sure the nightgown still covered her nakedness.


Sean kissed
her on the lips. Amy felt the inside of her body melt. That’s okay, she told herself, I
don’t need those body parts, anyway. She heard someone moan. Sean placed a
hand on her breast and she arched her back into it. Her nightgown absorbed the
dampness between her thighs.


Amy heard
someone moan again. Oh, wait. That was her.


His kiss
was incredibly sweet. The kind of sweet that made your whole body shake and
tremble and burn. Amy was damned if she knew what kind of fruit could do that.


Sean broke
the kiss and whispered, “Ready?”


Amy felt
goose bumps. “You mean that wasn’t it?”


Sean
chuckled.


He kissed
her cheek and lowered his head between her legs. She pressed down harder on her
nightgown’s fabric to keep herself hidden. Now Sean was no longer between her
and the night air. The cold air against Amy’s thinly protected body had such a
bite to it. Her nightgown did nothing to protect her from the night’s teeth. 


 Sean's flurry of brown hair was between
her pale legs. She felt a tongue push against the material of her nightgown. So
this was what Sean wanted to try on her. She imagined how far Sean’s tongue
could go and puffed out a gasp. 


His long
licks stroked the cloth at her cleft, pleasant but what excited her most was
how much pleasure Sean seemed to get from fervently lapping between her legs.
Allowing Sean to have that moment he desired was really all that mattered to
her.


He took her
hand of modesty into his own, and looked up at her. “Trust me,” he said.


Her heart
fluttered. She let go of her nightgown and Sean raised the cloth, exposing her
very core to his gaze. He swirled his tongue around her clit. 


Amy
groaned. What was all that mattered
again? I forget.


All those
past nights enjoying Sean’s company, and all those nights alone with just his
memory at her fingertips, she thought that was love. She thought love was the
fluttering her belly got in anticipation of seeing him again. She thought love
was the joy she had in seeing his caring face. She thought love was his careful
choice of kind and thoughtful words. She thought love was the way she melted at
his kiss.


How wrong
she was!


Love was this kiss, the most intimate of kisses.
His lips upon her most sensitive and secret lips. What kind and thoughtful
words could possibly make her feel his love more than feeling the very tongue
that formed them? What caring face could possibly make her feel his love more
than accepting true vulnerability by allowing that very face to press between
her thighs? This kiss was the one kiss that defined love between a man and a
woman. She sighed and melted into his loving caresses.


Her
thoughts swirled apart by a luscious whirlpool of waves undulating within her
core, making her dizzy. Her lower half hanging out the window, her upper half
still inside, she planted her hands flat against the wall of her bedroom to
hang on. It was as though each dizzy vortex she felt in her head was made by
each circle of his tongue. Amy squealed and clenched her thighs. She never
realized it could feel so ecstatic like this.


Sean
lavished the inner walls just at her entrance, lapping with a powerful tongue
only lycans had. Pushing. Stretching. Opening her up to his lips in front of
him and, hell, the entire village if they were to pass by her window.


Unbelievable.
To be so vulnerable and not feel afraid. Her heart opened to him even more, if
that were possible.


Sean’s
tongue pushed past her entrance and licked deeper. Amy gasped and curled over
Sean’s head, holding his head closer to her center. Her body bucked under a
surge of heat. Any more and…what? Could a woman receive any more heat and then
burst into flames? Thunderballs! She hoped so! 


Then she
felt something enter her. Stretch her wide open. Blazing skies! What was that?
She looked down and saw his face turn. He was growing a snout straight into
her. Was he losing control? Was he going to tear her apart? Images spilled into
her mind of that wolf by the river baring its teeth at her. She struggled to
get free from Sean’s protruding jaws. He reached up a hand to hold hers.


Amy
understood the signal. It’s okay, he
was saying, just hang on.


Taking a
deep breath, she calmed down and felt herself stretching wide to accommodate
him. His snout grew deeper within her. His tongue licking inside her, reaching
places she never dreamed possible. The room was spinning. No. Not spinning. It
was twirling inside out and twisting inside her. She felt on the verge of
combusting into a tornado of fire. It was wonderful. That twirling and twisting
turned into an uncontrollable shaking, not just of her body but also of her
woozy head, churning around faster and faster.


“It’s too
much! It’s too much!” she cried.


Amy felt
her eyes sink to the back of her head, and the rest of her body followed, down
into a sleepy darkness.



 

***



 

Amy floated
back up to the surface. Her eyes opened. She saw Sean’s head above hers. Where
was she? In her bed. In her bedroom.


Sean smiled
and said, “That was amazing.”


Amy tried
to remember what happened. “Did I fall asleep?”


“You passed
out,” Sean said. Dark heavens, his dimples were gorgeous. “I always heard
stories of how lycans can make humans pass out with their tongue. I wasn’t sure
it was true until now.”


“Come
here,” Amy said. She pulled him down into a hug. She loved his weight solid
upon her. She really passed out from his oral skills? So the rumors were true.
Lycans were great lovers and now she had her own.


“I can’t
wait for my parents to meet you,” she said.


Sean
snorted, “I’m sure they’ll be overjoyed to know I feasted twixt the thighs of
their daughter.”


Amy pushed
back to look up into his eyes. “I’m serious.”


He rolled
off Amy and stood up from the bed. “Red, you know how much they hate lycans.” 


“But once
they get to know you....”


Sean
charged to her closet to retrieve his coat. “You’re dreaming.”


“They’re
not that dimwitted. Why won’t you give them a chance?” 


After
punching his arms through the sleeves of his coat, Sean buttoned it hastily.
“Because I know them well enough to know they won’t give any lycan a chance.”
He stormed to the window.


Amy huffed.
“Well, if that’s true, why don’t you be the better person and confront them
about it? What are you afraid of?”


He stopped
at the window and sighed. “I just don’t think it’s a good idea, okay?”


“So, what
then? You want us to see each other in hiding for the rest of our lives?”


He looked
at her with defeated eyes, opened the window, and started to climb out.


Blazing skies. Amy called out, “Sean.”


He turned
to look at her. Amy bit her lip. She said at last, “I’m going to Aunt Sally’s
tomorrow.”


Sean
nodded. “Meet me in the woods.” He looked down, as though planning his descent
at the exterior of the cottage.


“Sean.”


“What?”


She thought
about the woods. Isolated. Romantic. She was ready. “The woods are a great
place.” She smirked.


“For what?”


“For our
first time?”


Sean fell
off the windowsill and Amy heard a crunch of bushes outside. She rushed to the
window. Sean lay in the bushes with a huge grin.


She
laughed, relieved. “Are you okay?”


“Are you
kidding? I don’t think I’ve felt this good in years.” He stood up and brushed
himself off. “In fact, it’s too beautiful a night to walk home.” He took off
his coat and threw it up to her. She managed to catch it and her eyes popped
wide as she watched his nimble fingers unbutton his shirt. 


Was he out
of his mind? “What are you doing?”


“My clothes
don’t fit me when I turn. Promise to keep them folded in a neat pile for me.”
Revealing his entire rippling bare chest, Sean threw his shirt up to Amy. She
let his coat drop to the floor and caught his shirt at her face, inhaling his
sweet scent.


Bundling
the shirt in her hands, she said, “Are you craz—”


His
trousers caught her in the face. She dropped his clothes on the floor and saw
him in just his drawers. Thunder and lightning! She wanted to taste every inch
of that muscular chest.


“Promise!”
he said.


“Shh!” For
sure, he’d wake her parents.


“Promise,”
he repeated with a forced whisper.


“Promise
what?” Promise that I’ll claw your
sculpted back as you plow into me? Sure! I’ll promise that.


“Promise
you’ll fold my clothes.”


“Oh. Yeah.”
She placed a palm on her breast and felt the pounding of her heart. Lycans were
said to have acute hearing. Could he hear her beating heart?


“Good.” He
yanked down his drawers.


Thunderballs! Amy covered her eyes. No, that was not a sausage she just saw. He was big! 


Thinking
about his cock made her tongue swirl. She bit her lip and peeked through her
fingers, just in time to see the drawers being flung at her. She caught them.


“You sure
you’re ready?” He asked. “You want tomorrow to be the day?”


Amy laughed
nervously. Her eyes darted back and forth between looking inside her room and
at Sean. How do you talk to a naked man?
Where are you supposed to look? He wanted to know if she were ready to end
her virginity tomorrow? Seeing his tall neck, broad shoulders, thick pecs,
spectacular abs, and huge…biceps. Thunder and lightning, yes! She was ready to
call him back up and hammer that lovely rod of his into her aching pussy now.


“I’m
ready.”


“I’ll see
you tomorrow, then,” Sean said in all his naked glory. 


He turned
– snout bursting from his face, fur frothing from his skin, arms and legs
bending to all fours – and pounced away into the inky night.


Amy brought
his drawers to her face and drew in his musky scent. It was going to be a long
night.


Amy slipped
into bed between her sheets. Sleep eluded her. She twisted in her blankets. The
excitement of losing her virginity to Sean kept her up. So did that part of her
that felt sorry for making him upset. But he didn’t know her parents like she
did. She knew they would accept Sean once they got to know him. They would
judge him by his actions, not by his lineage.



 

***



 

Eyes from
the darkened first floor of Amy’s cottage peered out the window. They watched the
wolf run into the woods. A thick silence lay heavy in the cloaked room.


A man’s
words sliced the silence. “We have a problem.”


A woman’s
nod went unseen. “I’ll get my sewing kit.”



 

***



 

Sean dashed
through the breezy forest, lycan legs propelling him powerfully forward. 


In his
animal body, he felt free. His human heart and mind still worked, too. At
first, he thought Red suggested they have their first time only because she
felt bad for making him angry. Not a good reason to have sex. Besides, she had nothing
to do with him becoming angry. He was upset at society, at her bigoted parents.
Red would be wrong to think she was the cause of his anger a moment ago. All
the more reason it would have been wrong for Red to make it up to him by
offering to end her virginity. 


But as he
ran in the cool night air he soon realized the truth. Her candid words, the way
she expressed herself so blatantly, it was what he loved about her so much. No
secrets. She would never keep any secrets from him. And he would never keep
secrets from her. 


If she felt
sorry for hurting his feelings and the only reason she offered herself was to
make up for it, she would have said so. Her decision to share their first
sexual experience together was not related. She wanted it. She wanted him. The way she practically drooled at
the sight of him naked was enough proof. The more he thought about her wanting
him, the more joyful he became.


He bounded
through the woods homeward, paws fast and tail high, and howled with joy.



 

***



 

The
ungrateful winter morning shrugged some sunlight through her window as an
afterthought. Suspicious birds twittered their disapproval. But Amy welcomed
any light and song into her heart. Love found the goodness in everything. 


She put on
a white, lace-trimmed chemise, the laciest she could find. Especially for Sean.
She made sure to tie extra tight her red bodice to lift her breasts as an
offering to his lips. She considered not wearing bloomers – imagine how
Sean would react to find nothing under her skirt! – but that was just
indecent. Over her bloomers she put on a red skirt. 


Amy’s feet
drummed down the stairs to the kitchen.


Her
father’s face lit up, almost too happy. “There she is. How’s my baby girl?”


She laughed
at his absurd question and sat at the breakfast table. “Papa, I’m wed age.”


“She’s
right, Hon,” her mother said to her father. “She’s too much of a young woman to
be either a baby or a girl.”


And if they had any idea of what happened
last night, Amy told
herself while serving herself a bowl of porridge, such words as “baby” and “girl” would be the last words that would come
to their minds. If she had any chance of convincing her parents that she
should be wed to Sean, she needed to present the idea in conversation.


“You don’t
see many people wed to lycans, these days,” Amy said at last. She caught her
mother and father giving each other a look. Not good.


Her mother
said, “People don’t wed lycans, and that’s all there is to it.”


“Aunt
Carmen was in a relationship with a lycan.”


“And she
has regretted it ever since. You’ve heard her. She says loving that beast was
the biggest mistake she ever made.” 


Amy felt a
lump in her throat. “Please don’t tell me you’re a bigot.” The words came out
harsher than she wanted.


“Lycans are
dirty, flea-infested mutts,” her mom said.


Amy
couldn’t lift her eyes from her porridge.


“Listen,
Red,” her father said. “Everyone has their place in this world. People have
their place, lycans have their place. That’s why you see signs at restaurants
and other businesses that say ‘humans only.’ That’s why lycans go to different
schools, eat at different establishments, ride in different coaches. To be wed
to a human, that’s just not a lycan’s place.”


“How can
you say that, Papa?” Amy struggled to control her voice. “They’re no different
from us before they turn.”


Her mother
stood from the table. “I will not be a part of this conversation. I’ll get your
aunt’s provisions packed in a basket.” 


After her
mom left, her father said quietly, “Being a lycan is hard. Be it right or
wrong, society shuns them and will shun anyone who spends time with a lycan, Amy.” Her father called her by her
hallowed birth name only when he was making a point. Did he know she was seeing
a lycan? Amy thought her parents had no knowledge of her trysts. She should
have known they’d be wise to her.


Amy
pleaded. “Papa, I love him.”


“There’s
nothing wrong with that. Falling in love is a beautiful thing. But understand
that people can also fall out of love. And if you’ve already been rejected by
society, you can never come back.” There was sour truth to his words.


“I’ll never
fall out of love with him.”


Her father
sighed. “There are a lot of reasons why a woman cannot wed a lycan. But I will
share the reason even you cannot ignore.”


Amy didn’t
want to listen, but her body couldn’t move to escape. 


Her father
continued. “Think of the children. Half-breeds are treated worse than lycans.
Now, I know it isn’t fair, those children didn’t ask to be half-breeds, but
it’s the way society is and will always be. Society does not accept half-breeds.”


“Lycans
accept half-breeds,” Amy muttered.


“Well,
now,” her father said, “of course they would. Just as peasants accept royal
half-bloods.”


“I’m not
hungry,” Amy said, and delivered her bowl to the water basin of dirty dishes,
letting it fall in with a splash.


“Red,” her
mother said from near the front door, “I have something for you.” So cheerful!
She sounded as though their conversation of wedding lycans never came up.


Amy went to
her mother and was astonished to see a lovely red cloak with a hood. Was this a
bribe?


“What do
you think?” her mother asked, holding the cloak up.


Amy was
flabbergasted.


“Well?”


“It’s…gorgeous,”
Amy said.


“Come try
it on.” Her mother went behind Amy and draped the cloak around her. “Tie the
front while I attach the rest.”


Amy
examined the cloak’s drawstrings hanging down from her neck and noticed there
were also two loops of thin rope. What were the loops for? Probably decoration.
Amy took the cloak’s drawstrings and tied a bow in front of her neck as her
mother was flipping up Amy’s skirt and tying the cloak near Amy’s waist. Good
thing she wore the bloomers. Her mother probably wouldn’t approve of her being
naked under her skirt. 


Was that a
snipping sound? Amy felt something pushing up between her thighs over her bloomers.
Like a flat, metal strip against her vagina. 


Click.


Click.


“What is
that?” Amy asked. She pulled the cloak at her waist and felt that metal object
between her legs, whatever it was, pull with it. A slit had been made into each
side of her skirt at her hips. Examining one hip, Amy saw a thin loop of rope
from the interior of the cloak tucked inside the slit in her dress. 


“What did
you do?” Amy said.


She pulled
at the rope. A tiny padlock connected the rope of the cloak to some cords
wrapped around her thigh. The way that metal plate between her legs was pulled
when she tugged on the cords meant the cords had to be attached to the plate. 


“What did
you do?” Amy shouted.


Amy tried
the other side of her dress and felt the same thing. Cords around her other
thigh pulled up at the metal plate. 


“Think of
it as…protection,” her mother said, locking the loops at Amy’s neck with a
third tiny padlock. “Your cloak is attached in such a way that a lycan would
have to tear it off if they wanted to have their way with you. Any tear or rip
in the cloak would clearly mean the cloak was removed.”


“Mother!”


“Here’s the
basket of provisions for your Aunt Carmen.” Her mother shoved the basket in her
hands.


Amy didn’t
know what she would say to Sean. Today was to be the day she’d give herself
fully to him. How could she explain this chastity belt? How could she get out
of it?


“How am I
supposed to pee, Mother?” Amy said.


“Your aunt
has a copy of the key, you can pee when you get there,” her mother said. “Now,
go.”


Amy threw
the hood over her head and stomped out the door. 



 

***



 

In the
forest , the chastity belt felt unconcealed. So obvious that when the wind
jostled the leaves in the trees, the leaves seemed to shake with jeering
laughter. Their greedy green colors had the appearance of wanting to witness
more of Amy’s misfortunes.


Following
an unworn path, Amy trampled the earth, breaking its back. She stomped so hard
her feet hurt.


“Red!” It
was Sean. He ran to her, a beautiful smile on his face. His smile extinguished
as soon as he saw her expression. “What’s wrong?” he said.


I let him down. He’s going to be so upset
with me and my stupid parents.


Sean
caressed her face. “What is it?”


“My feet
hurt, okay?” she shouted. “It’s these damn shoes.”


Sean hugged
her close. For a long moment nothing was said between them. The birds twittered
their discontent at the love and affection Amy and Sean displayed. 


“You were
right,” Amy said. “My parents....” She felt a burn in her chest, a flush of
embarrassment on her cheeks.


“I know how
you feel,” he said quietly into her hair. “And everything will be okay.”


She held
him closer and felt the anger turn to tears. He gently broke the embrace and
peered into her eyes. With delicate lips, he kissed her wet cheeks as if to
honor them instead of wiping them away. He didn’t say, “Don’t cry,” or “Don’t
be sad.” Amy felt that he was allowing her to feel what she needed to feel. She
didn’t know any human who would do that.


Sean’s soft
brown eyes sparkled. She knew she would forever love him. He kissed her, his
warm lips on hers, so tender. His hands slid behind her cloak. He must have
brushed against the interior cables, because she felt the plate wiggle between
her thighs.


He broke
from the kiss and looked down at her waist.


“What is
this?” He looked amused.


Amy’s ears
grew hot and her neck itched. “It’s a stupid chastity belt thing my mother put
on me.”


Sean
laughed.


“What’s so
funny?”


“That your
parents think a chastity belt would prevent me from loving you.”


“You’re not
upset?” 


“Having sex
with you is not the only way to show my love for you,” Sean said mischievously.



“Oh?” Amy
smiled. “Then how else would you do it?”


He stepped
back out of Amy's reach. She had to drop her hands from his warm body. 


Slowly,
Sean stepped around her, gazing at her with a heat that made her gasp. She felt
his eyes upon her, warming her skin, seeking her soul. Circling around her with
a graceful step, he resembled a predator sizing up his prey. Amy’s heart raced.
She could hear the music in her mind keeping a steady tempo to his pace. The
lute, the recorder, the tambourine. As he passed in front of her, his
penetrating gaze excited her. She saw a spark of his animal desire for her. His
nostrils flared. His jaw clenched. His raw lust made her shiver.


As he
circled behind her, she could still feel his fixed look upon her. Seeing her.
Finding her. Revealing her.


When he
passed in front again, she gulped at the hungry prowl of his eyes.


Creeping
behind her, the invisible tangible vision peering into her heart.


And then…not
passing in front.


His
circling stopped. He was behind her. What was he going to do to her?


Amy’s
breathing became syncopated. The music in her head stopped. 


She felt
her hair being lifted up, exposing the nape of her neck. Cool air tickled her
skin.


Her
breathing became heavy. An ache spawned between her thighs. Her pussy tingled.


His breath
kissed her neck. His breathing was also getting heavier.


No. 


Not just
heavier.


The sound
of his breathing got deeper, lower. His exhales became huffs. His breaths
became growls. 


Amy glanced
over her shoulder. He was growing a snout and growling through large, bared
teeth.


Her blood
pounded through her body. She remembered the wolf that growled at her years
ago. The one she drew all those pictures of. That wolf could have killed her.
Just as any wolf could. What did she really know of Sean’s limits? She had
heard of lycans losing control over pheromones. Did that include losing control
over the desire to kill? To eat fresh meat? 


She had the
urge to run, to get the hell out of there. And yet that pounding heart was the
same feeling she had whenever she thought of Sean at night. She couldn’t tell
if she was scared or excited. 


His breaths
puffed beside her ear, blowing scattered strands of her hair in her face. 


Then his
snout sank back. The growls went silent. His face must have returned to its
human form.


She felt
his lips kiss below her ear at her neck.


Amy inhaled
and took in the tenderness.


Sean's arms
wrapped around her waist and pulled her against his chest.


She moved
his hands to her breasts. 


“Say yes,”
he whispered. “For this moment.”


In
response, she pressed herself against his huge hands.


“Say yes,”
he said. “For us together.”


And leaned
back into his body.


“Say yes,”
he said. “For who we are.”


She sealed
her soul into his.


“Say yes,”
he said.


“Yes,” she
moaned. 


He spun her
around, held her tight, and kissed her hard. She wrapped her arms around him.
When Sean squeezed her breast, she sighed. Her pussy tingled with desire. Her
legs turned to liquid as blood rushed to her nipples and her heart thrummed a
rhythm racing to keep up with the aching, scorching, yearning, dripping desire
to have his cock pound inside her. 


Damned
cape! 


She tugged
at the cords, pulling the metal plate up against her hungry pussy. “It’s not
fair.”


“Shh.
Relax.”


He picked
her up. She held on, her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist.
Carrying her and pinning her between a tree and himself, he buried his head in
her neck and smothered her with kisses. 


Amy tilted
her head to the sky. Feeling his hot lips against her skin, she noticed herself
gushing against the metal plate. What was he going to do? She was in dire need
of an orgasm and she had this damned door locked at her pussy.


“I don’t
know…” she gasped. 


Sean
stopped his kisses. “What is it?”


“I don’t
know if I can....” She caught a breath. “Handle anymore without having you
inside me.”


Sean
released a deep, throaty chuckle that made her go crazy with lust for him.
“Trust me, Red.”


A jealous
sun slipped its sunbeam fingers through the branches of the trees, seeking to
spot the shameful behavior of this human and lycan. Amy relished the cool air
and camouflage offered by the shadows.


Sean kissed
her and his lips moved across hers with devious licks and nips. She couldn’t
help feeling he was toying with her.


Two could
play that game.


She dipped
a hand down his pants and grabbed hold of his cock. Thunder and lightning! Did
he just snarl?


Sean bent
his head and clamped his mouth over her breast, sucking wet through the fabric
of her chemise.


Her nipples
hardened. Amy moved her hips up and down his torso, pressing her clit as close
as she could against him. She moaned with frustration. 


Damn that
chastity belt!


And what in
fire blazes was this? It seemed Sean’s tongue got longer, stronger. She
realized he made his tongue turn, becoming this powerful muscle to taste her in
ways no man could. 


His tongue
slipped down the front of her chemise, the bodice pressing his tongue tight
against her skin. He found one of her nipples. She gasped.


Sean's
strong tongue slid across her breast. He was a keeper, with that talented
tongue of his. 


She gripped
Sean’s shaft harder, pumping it with her hand. He untied the strings of her
bodice, yanked high the hem of her chemise, and lifted her free breast to his
mouth. The sensation of his full mouth hot against her skin sent some deep
shivers into her very core.


He was at
her other breast, now. Licking, swirling, slipping, encircling, lapping,
loving. Her nipple swelled. Her body shook in desire.


Sean’s hand
cupped her between her legs, tapping against that damned plate with his
fingertips. But the drumming of his fingers sent shock waves from her clit
through her body.


The forest
insects tsk-tsked her enjoyment.


Was this
wrong? Was it wrong to love a lycan? To feel his tongue on your breast? His
fingers between your thighs? How could anything that feels this good ever be
wrong? 


Amy let go
of his cock and wrapped her arms around Sean’s buff chest. The way his strong
arms held her up, the way his forceful hand pounded at her clit, this solid man
of hers – of hers –
brought her to the edge of impossible return. She arched her back, pushing her
breast further into his mouth and screamed.


Waves
overtook her body. She shuddered, trembling in his arms. Blinding light of all
colors sparkled in her closed eyes. The dam broke and she felt herself gush all
over Sean’s vibrating hand.


Amy
collapsed against his body, limp and exhausted. Her pussy throbbed in the
aftermath.


Sean let
her slide down so her feet could touch the ground. She held on to him, mostly
to stay upright.


“You ok?”
He ran a hand through her hair.


She kept
one hand wrapped around his length, and with her other hand, she held up a
finger to indicate she needed to first catch her breath before speaking. 


When she
had the strength to reply, she said, “We need that key.” She squeezed his hard
cock to emphasize her meaning. 



 

***



 

Sean
arrived at the tiny cottage of Red’s aunt, Carmen Dunne. As planned after their
tryst in the woods, he ran ahead to get the key from Carmen. Even in human
form, he moved faster than Red. 


He tapped
at Carmen’s door.


“Come in,
Red,” a voice said.


“It’s not
Red, it’s Sean Wilson.”


“Sean?” She
sounded pleased. “Come in.”


Sean opened
the door and saw Carmen lying in bed reading a book. He couldn’t make out the
title but didn’t care to because, fur and fangs! He forgot how gorgeous she
was. Her tan skin, dark, sultry eyes.... She didn’t even look much older than
Red. 


Back when
he was a pup, he had a taste for her, but growing older, he had always rejected
those feelings as a childhood crush, puppy love. 


“Just
visiting to see how you’re doing.” Sean scratched the itch at his sideburns,
rolling his tongue to the back of his teeth.


“Please,
Sean. Do me a favor and don’t diddle with me. Why are you here?”


Sean took a
deep breath. “I understand you have a key....”


“Ah!”
Carmen sat up in bed. She let the covers fall to her waist, revealing a thin
nightgown cut so low Sean could practically see the bottom curves of her ample
breasts. “I thought that’s why you came.”


“Red told
me about your past…boyfriend. So I figured you’d understand.”


“You mean
my fling with a lycan? Oh, yes. I understand where Red is coming from. I
understand very well. I also understand how hard it must be for you and Red
with those bigoted parents of hers.”


Sean
exhaled a sigh of relief. “So you know what we’re going through.” 


“Of course,
Sean.” Carmen removed the covers and stood. Her nightgown came to where her
legs met. Sean followed those long legs – toes, ankles, calves, thighs,
– all the way up to dangerous thoughts.


Carmen
smiled. “It’s good to see you, Sean.” She swayed up to him. “You’ve grown since
those days I passed by your cottage. Remember when I waved hi to you as you
helped your father work the crops? That was a long time ago. Your face is
beginning to look very distinguished. Just look at those hallowed cheeks. And
strong jaw.” Carmen caressed his face. “Your arms are so much bigger. More
muscles.” She squeezed his bicep and inched closer.


“Ms. Dunne?”


“And your
chest. How did you get to be so big and strong?” She trailed both hands down
his abs. “And what else has gotten bigger?” Her hand clutched his crotch and
she gave him a squeeze.


Sean
stepped back. “Ms. Dunne!” Red was still on her way. What would she think if
she caught Carmen touching him?


“Oh, come
on, Sean. Why work for a locked treasure when you can have easy access to all
the riches you desire right here?”


“I love
Red.”


Carmen
sauntered back toward her bed and sat, her legs open a little. “Oh, yes. You
‘love’ her.” She wiggled, giving him a view of her crotch. He looked away. She
continued. “Love only brings pain, Sean. Not worth it. And face it, Red’s
parents will never let you two be together. If you truly love her, you’d do the
right thing.”


“Which is?”


“Break it
off with her. End it now so that she doesn’t have to deal with the heartache
that will come with breaking it off later. And believe me, you two will have to
break it off.” She laughed bitterly. “Believe me. When I say you’ll have to
break it off, I know what I’m talking about. Red with a lycan? My sister would
never allow it.”


The words
cut him deep. Not because she said them, but because they were true. Red's
parents would never allow them to be together. Even if he and Red ran off
together, Red would be cut off from her parents, and she’d be cut off from her
entire village.


But from
the depth of himself he found the ability to defend his love. “That’s not your
decision to make. Now give me the key.”


Carmen
laughed. “I admire your positivity, Sean. Go then, and forget about the key. Go
meet your darling Red in the woods.” She scowled at Sean. “Why do you want the
key so much? Are you that sexed?”


“Sexed?”
She made his desire sound so trivial and barbaric. Today was supposed to be
their special day. The day they’d be as one. True, two souls could be together
in love on a purely emotional level, but Red had told him she wanted today to
be the day she experienced her first time. She was counting on him.


“There’s
nothing wrong with being sexed, Sean.” She stood and sashayed to his side. “You
can have what you want without all the trouble of love.” He smelled her scent
and the pheromones curled every nerve in his body. His pants struggled to
accommodate his growing cock. He cursed his animal body.


Carmen
placed an arm around his shoulders. “So you see, Sean. You want me.” She
stroked up and down the bulge in his pants making him throb with the urge to
pound into her. She whispered, “I can take care of you right now.”


Sean let
his snout grow from his face growling at Carmen. She stepped back looking
fearful, then laughed. “Wow! You really are sexed, aren’t you?” When her hand
returned to his crotch, she stroked the ridge faster. “You smell me, don’t you?
You can smell my pussy. Thunderballs! That’s so hot.”


He pushed
her away and retreated to the other side of the room. He had to get away from
her scent! In the corner of the room, he returned to human form completely.
Outside the window, he saw no sign of Red’s arrival, yet.


“It’s not
going to happen. My love is for Red and for Red only. You don’t want to give me
the key, that’s fine. Just forget about it.” He went to the door.


“Wait!”


Sean rolled
his eyes. “What?”


“I’ll give
you the key.”


He waited
for the hammer to fall. There had to be tangled strings to her words.


“But you
have to fuck me first.”


He went
further out the door and heard Carmen call out, “I wonder how Red’s parents
will react when they learn about you two.”


His heart
sank. He stepped back inside. “You wouldn’t.”


“Oh, I
would.” She stepped close to him, and trailed a finger along his chest. “Not
just her parents, but the entire village. Everyone will know about Red’s
forbidden affair. But I don’t want to hurt Red. I just want your big, lycan
cock inside me.” 


Her scent
wafted up to him. The relentless animal desire overtaking him was getting too
much to control. He had to do something.


“Fine. On
one condition.”


“Relax, I
won’t tell your precious girlfriend.”


“No, you
won’t. I will.”


“You will?”
She laughed. “You may want to rethink that strategy, Sean.”


“There are
no secrets between Red and me.”


“Your loss.
But you do realize you’re in no position to set conditions, don’t you, Sean?”


“It’s
nothing. A simple little thing. My condition is that you answer one question.”


“A question?
Ooh! Sounds intriguing. I’ll bite. What’s your question?”


“You must
answer the question honestly.”


“Of course,
I will. It’s the least I can do for what you’re about to give me.” She winked.


Sean burned
with anger and lust. “What’s the one secret you don’t want me to know about?”


She looked
as though she’d been slapped. Her lips tightened. Her eyes drilled hard at
Sean. Then softened. She opened her mouth as if to speak but closed it again.
Tried again, no words emerged.


The cottage
lay still in the silence. Sean heard the confused rustling of the leaves
outside. A single bird called out as though trying to find others for support.


At
last Carmen said, “I cannot be alone with myself. If I’m alone, I spend my time
reading, or cleaning.... I’ll work until I make myself sick which is why I’m
sick now.” 


“Why
can’t you be alone?”


She
sighed. The smell of her sex made him delirious. “Because I’m afraid of having
to see who I am. To stop and think, just think, means to....” A heavy breath
escaped her. “To face the wretch I’ve become.” 


Her
eyes were glassy wet. Her voice wavered and she seemed to be fighting to
maintain her composure. “I’m
a pathetic excuse for a woman. I know that. I’ve known it since I was 15
seasons old. It’s why I can never be intimate with someone for longer than two
moons. I’m pathetic. That’s the one thing I don’t want anyone to know.” She
shrugged. “It’s probably obvious to the entire village.” Her eyes became hard
again. “But if you think for one minute that changes anything about this little
agreement of ours, you are mistaken. I will
tell my sister about your ‘relationship’ with her daughter, and I will do my best to make it sound like
the vilest, most disgusting thing she’s ever heard.”


He gnashed
his teeth and felt a fire burn within him.


She
continued. “And just think....”


He wanted
to rip off her nightgown.


“You get to
have your fun with me....”


He wanted
to push her face down on the bed.


“You get
the key....”


He wanted
to pound his hard, aching cock into her sweet-smelling cleft.


“And you
get to have your fun with Red....”


No. He
didn’t want to. But he had to if he wanted to be with Red, really be with her.


“And you
can make Red so happy....”


Fiery
fangs! Her steaming slit smelled so good. He had to shove himself deep inside
of her. Now. 


“And no one
will know.” She gave a throaty laugh.


Sean
growled and realized what he had to do. The one way he could satisfy Carmen and
still honor his love for Red. He only hoped Red wouldn’t walk in and see what
he was about to do. 



 

***



 

Carmen
didn’t expect him to throw her backwards onto the bed with such power. He was
still in human form but the animal was inside. That was certain. She could see
it in his eyes.


He came at
her snarling. Thunder and lightning! I
hope he doesn’t kill me!


But
instead, he flung her thighs apart and mashed his face between her legs. A
moist tongue lapped at her and she moaned.


How long
had it been? A season? No. Over three seasons since her sister convinced her to
leave her lover.


Blazing
skies! How she missed this. A lycan’s tongue swirling at the folds of her
pussy, sucking them, licking them, twisting her into feeling waves of delicious
signals racing across her body to the tips of her nipples.


And a pang
of heaviness hit her heart. There was something missing.


Was he not
good enough? Was his tongue just not enough to what she was used to? 


Carmen felt
his snout penetrate her as his tongue dipped deeper inside of her. Dark
heavens, no! His tongue was plenty talented. She planted her hands on her
breasts and twisted her nipples. They hardened at her fingertips, and still she
squeezed more, enjoying the pain with the pleasure.


His tongue
was now at her clit and tasted it, teased it, tickled it. The strokes became
harder, drilling round and round with wet rapid laps. 


What was
that painful tugging at her heart? She twisted her nipples harder, so as to
overwhelm her heavy heart with painful pleasure. Thunderballs, it felt good. But not as good as she had remembered.
What was missing?


Sean thrust
his snout into her again. She wailed at the impaling. He growled inside of her
sending vibrations to all the best places.


And then
she realized what was missing. The thing that made sex with her lycan boyfriend
so much more amazing. It was love.


What have I done? Sean doesn’t love me,
what was I thinking? Was I really so jealous of my niece that I had to seduce
her boyfriend into getting me to climax?


Sean’s
snout pushed deeper inside her. She cried out. But it felt so good. She knew
she should stop him and make sure she did all she could to protect his love.
But her body denied her good intentions. 


“Stop.” Her
word came out so quiet, perhaps she didn’t want Sean to hear.


He clearly
didn’t hear her. His snout plunged up inside her so deep she thought she saw
stars. 


“Please,”
she was able to say a little louder, but not without moaning. Her request to
stop could have been interpreted as asking for more. As her pussy spasmed
around his snout, her entire body clenched tight with jolts of buzzing
lightning. 


In that
moment, she made a promise to herself. 


She
promised to herself to stand up to her sister and stand by Sean’s and Red’s
relationship. That husband of her sister’s should be easy enough to convince.
It was her damned bigoted sister that would be the tough branch to break. But
the one person who could change her sister was herself. And she promised never
to give up until she did convince her sister to allow the love between a human
and a lycan.


Oh!


He pushed
deeper. Was that even possible? She shook on the bed, unable to control herself.
His tongue wriggled into her, slipping and opening her wide with his powerful,
wet licks. Unbelievable! So strong. So hot. She grabbed onto his head and
writhed all over his face pushing his snout in. She shook. She screamed. She
quaked.


She
fainted.



 

***



 

Amy couldn’t
believe what she was seeing. She shouted, “What the hell are you doing?”


Sean turned
his head around from between Carmen’s legs, his snout covered with Carmen’s
juices. The snout receded back to Sean’s face. Sean eyed the ground and shook
his head, but not before she noticed the shame in his expression. 


“How could
you?” she yelled. “How could you do this to us?” Love’s most intimate kiss?
With her aunt? “I thought you loved me. I thought you’d only come here to get
the key for the damned lock. For our first time. You dirty, lying mutt!”


She ran at
him, fists flying and feet kicking to hurt him as hard as she could. Sean pulled
her down to the floor and pressed himself on top of her, holding her wrists down
on the wooden floorboards. 


“Let me
go!” She twisted and turned, but he wouldn’t budge.


“Red. Red.” His powerful arms fought well
against her struggle. “Listen to me. I was protecting our union.”


“Whose?
Yours and mine or yours and hers?” She writhed underneath his chest. And was
that his cock pressed hard against her thigh? The gall of him to be aroused at
a time like this.


“Carmen
threatened to tell your parents and everyone else about us if I didn’t have sex
with her.”


“What? You
had sex with her, too?”


“No.” Sean
took a deep breath and released one of her wrists to brush the hair out of her
eyes. Amy swatted his hand away. He snared her hand, both of her wrists once
again pinned beside her head. “I came up with a way to keep her quiet without
having sex with her.”


“Let me
go.” She yanked her arms to get her wrists free, but he was too strong.


“Listen to
me. I made her pass out.”


Amy peered
into his desperate eyes, at her aunt’s limp body, and remembered passing out by
his tongue the previous night. Yeah. That would be one way to do it. The image
of what she had just witnessed taunted her. His face between her aunt’s legs. A
stone lodged in her throat. Her vision blurred.


Sean said,
“I know you’re hurting. Talk to me.” Sean’s deep voice rumbled through her
body.


The words
poured out of her, biting, cutting up her love. “Lies. All of your kisses and
words and....” She struggled to breathe. “They were lies. How many others are
there? How many naïve human girls have you been visiting and flirting with and
using that damned snout of yours to—” She couldn’t finish. Her throat
choked too much.


“Red, you
know there’s no one but you.” He kissed her forehead. She looked away. “No
secrets. Even if I did want to hide
something from you, you know I’m as good a liar as Vincent is a lover.”


She
remembered the ridiculous fiasco of the blacksmith’s son spilling his seed all
over her hand.


He added,
“Not that I have first-hand knowledge of how good a lover he is.” 


Hearing
that last part, she couldn’t help but crack a small smile. But the pain of
Sean’s infidelity slammed back into her chest. She squeezed her eyes shut
against the tears. She wanted to believe him, and she should believe him
because he was right. He was a
horrible liar. There was no tongue rolling, now. He was being truthful.


“Now what?”
She turned her face to brush it dry against her shoulder. “Is this how it will
always be? We hide from everyone? We get blackmailed into doing things we don’t
want to do? You want me to bend over and raise my skirt to every gent who
threatens to expose our secret?” 


Sean
glanced away. As the image seemed to sink in to his thoughts, he relaxed his
hold on her. She rubbed her free wrists, waiting for him to say something.
Anything. His silence answered all her questions. It was over. 


“Get off of
me,” she said quietly, and pushed against him.


Without a
word, he rolled onto his side.


She sat up,
a rock in her gut. She could never have a happy relationship with a lycan. Her
tears tasted salty against her lips. 


“My parents
were right.” She stood, straightened her skirts and went out the door.



 

***



 

Sean
watched her go, a chasm emptying his chest. Her parents were right. A relationship between a human and lycan had no chance
of ending well. Keeping secret their relationship from everyone would just lead
to tears and broken promises. The best thing for Red was to end it now. 


He lost the
strength to swallow, the pain inside became too hard to bear. But why did he
still feel a fire within? A fire for her? Craving bubbled. Need filled that
chasm in his chest.


Fur and fangs! Red’s scent still lingered, sweet and
pungent. When he had her on the floor, he’d smelled the wetness that remained
between her thighs from their passion in the forest. The aroma of her moist
cleft had been so strong, it was all he could do to prevent himself from thrusting
into her right there on her aunt’s wooden floor. His member now throbbed,
seeking release.


He
listened, but didn’t hear the clip of her boots returning to him.


Regret
washed over him. If only he had waited for Red to arrive before agreeing to
Carmen’s blackmail. If only there were no way for Carmen or anyone to ever
blackmail them into performing repugnant acts. Then nothing could stop him from
being with Red. But it was too late.


Sean
gritted his teeth. Memories flooded him. All their times together. The best
times of his life. His nostrils flared. “No,” he whispered. He scanned the
floor as his mind worked to find a solution. He fisted his hand. “No,” he said
louder.


At once he
realized what to do. He shoved off the floor and hustled out of the cottage to
hunt down Red.



 

***



 

Amy swiped
the tears from her cheeks as she strode through the woods. The birds taunted
noisily.


“Red,” a
voice called from behind her.


She turned
in time to see Sean’s human form pounce at her, cradling her head as the two of
them fell onto the leaves. The crash to the ground jarred her less than the
surprise of it.


“Sean! What
in the blazing skies?” Her heart pounded faster than she had ever known.


“You are
mine,” he growled. He reached under her cloak and squeezed her breasts through
her bodice. 


“Let go of
me.” Amy fought against his grip, but couldn’t overcome him.


“You love
me.” His hands kneaded into her flesh sparking unwanted flames at her core.


“Let go,”
she screeched.


“You don’t
deny it. You love me.”


“Sean. Get off of me.” She bucked against his
hard body. Sparks flooded her.


“You don’t
deny it.” He growled and ripped open her red bodice. Her breasts shook under
her chemise. “You are mine. No one else can have you. And no one can prevent
our love.” He mashed his mouth on hers, hard. She turned her head, but his kiss
had stirred butterflies in her belly. And she couldn’t deny the moistness
between her legs.


“What are
you doing?” She felt him grinding his hardness against her thigh. She wanted to
see it. Hold it. Taste it. The thought of Sean ramming that thing inside of her
made her breathe heavier. “I can’t.”


“You will.”
He returned his hands to her chemise and rubbed her nipples. “Today is the day
you and I couple.”


Amy
squirmed, struggling to get from underneath him. Her nipples flushed taut. “No,
Sean. It’s over.”


It didn’t
matter that she wanted him. She had to show how angry she was by his
infidelity. Besides, they could never be truly together. Blackmail and secrets
had destroyed their relationship before it barely began.


The fingernails
on his hand grew into a sharp claw and pierced the fabric of her shirt. Amy
screamed as Sean tore apart the white chemise and ripped it off her chest.


“Sean, no!
My parents will know. People will find out about us.” And use us against each other.


He lifted
her up off the ground and pushed her backwards, pressing her shoulders against
a tree. “That’s right. No secrets.” 


Amy’s heart
battered in her chest as she watched this man with claws for hands come at her,
hunger in his eyes. With one claw, he yanked off the cable at her waist. With
his other claw, he shredded the remaining cloak until it dripped off her and
rippled onto the dirt in a heap of rags. The metal plate dropped with a thud. 


She
shivered. No secrets. If everyone knows
about our relationship, we won’t have to worry about hiding it. And no one can
blackmail Sean, again.


The tree
bark dug into her bare back. Sean’s eyes were wild, taking their fill of her
bare breasts. She trembled, still unsure of how much he could control the wolf
inside. 


“Get on
your knees.”


Her blood
coursed through her with anticipation. “Why?”


He closed
his eyes and inhaled deeply. “I know that scent. You’re wet. But I’m dry. Let’s
make this as painless as possible.” 


Is he really going to enter me? The thought of it made her dizzy. Isn’t the relationship over? If we can’t
succeed at hiding it from everyone, then yes. The relationship is over. His
answer: No secrets. Why didn’t I think of it before? Sean had used my rule to find a possible way for us to be together.


His claws
returned to their human form. Placing his hands on her shoulders, he gently
pushed downward. She resisted. If I give
any hint that I’m willing to believe the relationship might work, he’ll think
I’m no longer angry. I can’t allow that. Not yet.


He gnashed
his teeth. “You – belong – to me.” As he pressed down again on her
shoulders, she opposed his push and stood firm. His snout shot from his face
and he roared, “Get on your knees.”


Fear
gripped her heart and squeezed. That
face. Like the wolf by the river. Ready to rip me apart.


The teeth
receded. Sean’s face turned back to normal. He looked concerned. “You do trust
me, don’t you Red?”


She told
herself, there’s no one I trust more.
She dropped to her knees, giving in to her heart, and looked up at him.


“Open it,”
he said.


Her heart
raced. She unbuttoned his trousers.


“Take it
out.”


Her clit
tingled. She reached in and felt a hard, hot pole of flesh. Wrapping her hand
around the pulsating thing, she noticed its length was longer than the size of
her fist could hold. Thunderballs! How is
that thing going to fit inside me? She gently tugged it out, and gasped.
Soon he would fill her with all that length.


“Put it in
your mouth.”


Her arousal
was getting to be too much. She yearned to touch her nipples, to rub her clit.
She couldn’t. To do so would be to admit that she was no longer upset with him.
That she wanted him. That she loved him.


He grabbed
her by the hair and snarled, “Put it in your mouth.” 


She put the
tip to her lips. Smooth. So warm.


“Make it
wet with your tongue.”


She tasted
the tip of his shaft. Salty. What will it
feel like, having him push inside of me? Her core dripped at the thought.
She moved her head forward, gliding her tongue along the underside of his cock.


Sean
inhaled through clenched teeth. Amy stopped. Is he in pain?


“Keep
going,” he urged.


He’s not in pain. He’s in ecstasy.
Because of me. Her cleft
prickled, buzzed. She stifled a moan by returned to the task, engulfing his
cock with her mouth, swirling her tongue around the ridge at his head.


“Go
deeper.” 


Amy wanted
to. She wanted to lavish Sean with all she had, make him go mad with lust for
more of her, suck him deep until he exploded down her throat, filling her mouth
with his essence. But she knew that revealing her passion for him was the same
as saying she forgave him. She had to keep her body’s craving for him a secret.
True, she wanted no secrets in their relationship, but she still wasn’t even
sure if there was going to be any relationship. 


“Deeper.” With his fist holding her hair,
he pushed the back of her head down his cock until her nose mashed against the
pubic hair peeking out of his trousers. The sensation of his full length filling
her throat made her gag. She coughed. His luscious, musky scent hit her. He
howled in pleasure and released her head.


She backed
off of his cock, gasping for breath. A strand of her saliva hung from the tip.
Sean franticly stroked himself as he fixed his eyes upon Red. She gaped at him,
watching this man she grew up with, solid and strong, yanking his long, hard
cock. Because of me. He wants me, and
only me.


She slapped
his hand away and engulfed him as far as she could take him down her throat.
She twirled her tongue along the underside, sides, and top. Her nipples begged
to be touched. She reached up and squeezed her breasts, rolled the nipples
between her fingers. Satisfying sparks of bliss shot through her body.


Sean
grabbed her wrists and pinned them over her head against the tree. “No. Not
yet. Not until I say it’s okay.”


She
whimpered. He guided his cock back to her mouth. She licked long licks from the
base to the tip, making sure every part of his gorgeous length was wet. A
thrill brewed inside of her as she sensed him watching her. What a show she
must be giving him: Seeing her slurp him up, her breasts raised by the way he
held her wrists above her head. Her arms were getting tired from being held
high. She let his cock fall from her mouth. “Please, Sean.” She wanted to add
“I need you,” but didn’t, couldn’t. Not yet.


He lifted
her to her feet, shoving her back against the tree, and pressed his body
against her. She felt his erection against her skirt.


“Listen to
me carefully, Red. I will not let anyone decide our love for each other. You
are mine.” 


She pressed
her hands on his firm chest and fervently unbuttoned his shirt. 


He jerked
her hands away. “Say it.” 


Ignoring
him, she tried to return her hands to his chest, but he fought her off. “Say it.” 


“I am
yours,” she finally said, looking into his blue eyes.


He fixed a
kiss to her lips, grabbing her breasts. His clever mouth made her legs weak.
His hands fulfilled the aching needs that welled at her chest. Squirming for
his touch between her legs, she clenched her pussy.


He broke
from the kiss, whispering through heavy breath, “Tonight you will prove it to
me. You will be my bride.”


Amy wasn’t
sure she heard him right.


“The next
time anyone in the village sees you,” he continued, “you will be a married
woman. My woman.”


She caught
her breath. Her head was dizzy. Should she agree to wed him? The rest of her
life could change after this decision. 


He claimed
her breast in his mouth. Amy sighed. So good was the hot, wet tongue at her
nipple. She moaned. Of course, she would marry him, she wanted to say. There was
no one else she wanted to love the rest of her life. But she had to think about
it, right? She couldn’t just say “yes” now. Not at a time like this, when her
body controlled every decision she made. What if she changed her mind,
afterward? She thought it best to wait before telling him of her decision.


She opened
his shirt. Her palms pushed flat against his lean, naked abdomen. So strong. So
solid. Arching her back to give him more access to her other nipple, she closed
her eyes and savored the sweetness of having a man’s tongue – no –
it was more than that. Agreeing to be his bride meant her fiancé’s tongue was upon
her breast. 


My fiancé. The two words so rare, a woman could
speak them only a brief moment in her lifetime. And now those words were hers. My fiancé. And that wasn’t all. Today
she was going to lose her virginity. This moment. Now. Lost forever. Good
riddance.


As his
tongue lavished her nipple, he lifted her skirt and shoved a hand down her
bloomers. Those fingers found her clit, massaged it, and sent tremors through
her body.


She wrapped
her arms around him, squeezing his head closer to her breast. There was a time
she thought she wanted her first experience to be delicate. Her first time was
to be a special, sacred moment. Eyes locked together as hips moved in a slow
rhythm, and everything would last for hours. Now she wanted to be taken. Hard.
Fast. Was that wrong? That’s not how her first time should be, was it?


His long,
hot tongue swirled wet circles around the tips of her breasts. She gasped. His determined
licks set her soaring. 


She rested
her hands on his bulging biceps. Giant. Solid. “What big arms you have.”


“All the
better to hold you with,” he snarled.


He spun her
around and pressed her chest against the tree. She felt his warm body behind
her, grinding against her, while the rough tree bark scraped her belly and pinched
her nipples. On the back of her neck, the sensation of teeth etching into her
skin made her shiver. As though he were marking her as his own. Those teeth
incised a line up the nape of her neck, then nipped her ear, treating her
earlobe like a mouse in a cat’s jaws.


She moaned.
“What big teeth you have.”


“All the
better to eat you with.” 


Memories of
his head between her legs made her clench her pussy. She lay her cheek flat
against the tree, her palms on the scratchy bark. He tugged down her bloomers.
She was bare to the late afternoon air. His fingers toyed with her, reaching
down between the cleft of her buttocks and between her legs. She felt them
wiggle and jab at her folds as she dripped helplessly upon his fingertips. Then
she gasped at the painful piercing into her core by an immense, thick finger.
Huge!


“What a big
finger you have.”


He
chuckled. “That’s not my finger.” His cock plunged into her deeply, filling her
past what she thought she was capable of holding. Her pussy clamped down,
absorbing the jolts of pleasure and agony. She kept her eyes closed and bit her
lip through the pain.


This was
it. The end of her virginity. How did he know she wanted it this way?


As though
reading her thoughts, he nibbled at her ear and whispered, “I know you well
enough to know you’d say something if you didn’t like it.”


He reined
her arms behind her. Amy gasped when he recommenced his pounding into her. She
understood why she wanted it this way. Being ravished by Sean showed her just
how much he desired her. She had to be taken this way. Rough and fierce. 


His hand
reached down the front of her waist and stroked her hardened clit. Lights
popped behind her eyelids. She shuddered. Her legs felt limp. Her pussy
tightened and body trembled. Another moan passed her lips. She responded by
bucking back into him. Sliding along that long, thick rod of his.


Sean had
his body pressed up hard against hers, mashing her into the tree. Hot chills
built up within her body. Sean was inside of her. Her fiancé was inside of her.
Their forbidden love expressed in its most powerful way. Sean’s fingers whisked
at her cleft. She felt close to climax. Just a little more.


But he
stopped his delicious thrusts. Stopped his loving fingers. “Not until you agree
to wed me this day.”


She
struggled to ride his cock and rub her clit against his hand. He wouldn’t allow
it.


His voice
grew louder. “Do you agree?” His cock stayed motionless, buried all the way
inside of her. 


Amy’s core
throbbed, aching for release. “Sean, please.”


“Will you
marry me?”


My fiancé. Sean will be all mine. Oh, how she needed him to batter her
further and propel her into full ecstasy. “Yes!”


He released
her hands, grabbed her by the waist, and hammered into her. She balled her
hands up into fists and pounded on the tree. The bark chafed her nipples,
flashing sensations of lightning and fire across her skin. Sean’s cock struck
into her channel, hard and deep, his waist slapping against her fleshy rump. 


Waves
thrashed within her, her muscles clenched. She screamed out, a long and joyful
wail.


He cried
out and she felt him spurt inside her. She tightened around his cock and pulsed
as her mind and body shattered to a million pieces. 


In silent moments,
the birds hung speechless. The wind was mute.


Amy panted
from the exertion. Her thoughts glided down from their peak and she opened her
eyes. Sean slipped out of her but still he kept her propped up against the
tree. She could feel his warm body press against hers with every breath he
took.


He clutched
her hands and whispered. “Let’s find you something of Carmen’s that you can
wear.”



 

***



 

Amy felt no
guilt taking Carmen’s best dress for her wedding. She slipped it on. The red,
satin fabric hung a little loose at the bust, but it showed off her curves
well. Her aunt remained passed out on the bed.


“How do I
look?” She spread her arms wide and twirled for Sean.


“Like the
most beautiful future I could ever hope for.”


Amy sprinted
to him and leapt into his arms, wrapping her legs around him. He held her
laughing, and then swung her legs around to hold her sideways against his chest.
She placed her arms around his neck. 


“I’m
carrying you to the chapel.” He gave her a kiss.  


She
returned his kiss, relishing the velvety taste, then rested her head against
his chest. Her fiancé’s chest. He carried her out the door into the woods. 


The sun’s
last rays of the day smiled through the trees and nuzzled its warm blessing
against her shoulders. Birds chirped a love song of promise. A breeze blew softly.
The trees bowed their branches in respect.


Amy
realized there was only one moment in a woman’s life more magnificent than
being able to say “My fiancé.” It was that moment when she would no longer be
able to say those words. Under the bower of the forest chapel at marriage’s
first kiss.



 

~~~
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About
Alice’s Sexual Discovery in a Wonderful
Land



 

Having returned from university for
the holidays, Alice can’t shake the truth: She’s still in love with her
childhood crush Jack, the buff and handsome gardener. But as inexperienced as
she is with the fine art of sexuality, and having never been able to achieve
the big O, will she ever be good enough to satisfy Jack? 


A fall deep down a well takes her to
an erotic wonderland fairy tale where she can do her due diligence at learning
how to please a man and how to achieve orgasm. She shares her sexual
discoveries with a young man named “Rabbit” who likes to explore, a group of
strong villagers, a “Caterpillar” who has more hands than Alice can handle, a
Mad Hatter who finds Alice’s exquisite weakness, and a whole host of talented
characters. 


All lead to the Queen and her majesty’s
dark secret. Will Alice’s sexual discovery be just the thing to snag her
desired man Jack? And will her erotic fairy tale help her discover the key to
her own pleasure?








 

What readers are saying…



 


 

“Liz Adams’ Alice’s
Sexual Discovery is an exciting new erotic twist on the old fairytale. As
you follow Alice through her journey, you will find yourself slipping into her
delectable fantasies. The descriptions involve all of your senses, letting you
feel each teasing touch, taste every musky man, and smell the steam of sex.
Just when you think Alice is done teasing you, a new scenario pops up that will
leave you craving more. I highly recommend that you take a journey and lose
yourself in the passionate wonderland you never knew existed...until now.” -
Rebecca Hoffman, editor with
Grit City Publications and author of Drop
in the Ocean: http://rebeccamhoffman.blogspot.com



 

“I have to confess I always thought Alice in
Wonderland was a bit stupid. It didn’t quite captivate me and I figured my
imagination just wasn’t that obscure. The same however can’t be said for Liz
Adam’s wonderfully creative erotic rewrite. Right from the moment Alice falls
down the hole we realize this is a very different – yet similar –
Wonderland. It helps to have read the original because it’s just wonderful to
see how Adam’s has re-imagined the characters and events. A rabbit? Sure, but
it’s the name of a deliciously cute naked man. Off with their heads?
Absolutely...but not the heads the original queen was after. Overall? This is
deliciously wicked. Have a man or a vibrator with you when you read it.” -
Simone Sinna, erotic-romance suspense author of Embedded and Exposé: www.simonesinna.com



 

“I loved this book. I read it almost all in one go.
The story pulls you in and won’t let you leave, very much like Alice’s
experience between the pages. Every scene is deliciously sensual as you follow
Alice on an adventure to find what’s eluding her. Even when some of the
encounters are as strange as events in the original, they are so naughty and
outrageous you can’t help but be turned on by them. Liz Adams has created a
fantastical world where anything can happen and her characters are so vividly
drawn you really feel as though you are in the story. She keeps you on a knife
edge right to the very end, just like Alice. Liz is a brilliant storyteller and
her words flow effortlessly across the page. I promise you, you won’t be able
to put it down.” ~ Lexie Bay, author of Inside Looking Out: http://lexiebay.co.uk



 

“A wild, erotic ride through the scenes of the book’s
namesake, complete with all the characters, but in x-rated versions. A sexy
adventure for Alice, ending in a completely romantic happily-ever-after. Erotic
fantasy readers will love this book.” ~ Randi Alexander, Author of Rode Hard
and Put Up Satisfied: http://RandiAlexander.com



 

“Ms Adams has truly changed the way we look at
fairy tales in this erotic tale that introduces you to the new rabbit hole! I
look forward to more erotic tales from this talented author.” ~ Tonya Kinzer,
Author of The Boss’s Pet series: http://www.tonyakinzer.com


 


“Liz has written a story that blows your mind. With
lots of sloppy fingers, Alice’s clit throbs for attention from the naked buff
men she meets along the way. With tongues that make Alice flood the world with
her sweet elixir. Wow! In between that, the swallowing, chewing and licking
certain types of...um body parts. Alice grows or shrinks to help her reach the
perfect orgasm erotic style. With continual prodding and poking throughout the
book, in search for sexual arousal. You’re going to wish you had a dress like
Alice’s that will take you to Wonderland and back. So the whimpers will escape
your lips.” - Melissa Craig, author of Plentiful Package: http://www.melissacraigauthor.wordpress.com 



 







 

Author’s Note



 

I
found writing this erotic version of Alice’s
Adventures in Wonderland more challenging than I had anticipated. Wanting
to stay true to the original story, I noticed that Alice never stayed with one
character long enough to build a meaningful relationship. As a result, in this
erotic version, she ends up traveling from character to character having sexual
encounters with each one. If you prefer erotic romance, I’m afraid you’ll be
greatly disappointed. But if you’re looking for a fun frolic in Alice’s
wonderland with many of the familiar characters, this will be just your cup of
tea!


This
excerpt of Alice’s Sexual Discovery in a
Wonderful Land starts at the third chapter of the 23-chapter novella. The
first two chapters are Alice’s experiences at home before she falls down the
hole into Wonderland. To set up the scene, Alice is fond of Jack the gardener
and has a nightmare of him mocking her lack of sexual experience and her
inability to orgasm. She asks her sister’s friend Carol to give her sexual
advice and senses that Carol and Jack are attracted to each other. Frustrated,
she runs off only to fall into the start of her adventures.



 






Read
the above paragraph for chapters 1 and 2.



 

Chapter
3



 

The
drop hurt like hell.


Alice
landed on a patch of roots and dirt. She clutched the tender part of her waist
that had hit a large tree root. There would be a bruise there for days.
Standing up in this dark area, she took a damage report, patting herself down.
A bruised hip and a bit of a scratched hand. Her dress was dirty, but had
survived the fall. She straightened her hair.


Where
was she? The dirty brick walls were just a dark, hollow cylinder straight up.
Alice knew this place. It was the estate’s old well, forgotten and left for
nature to reclaim. 


Something
moved on the walls. She froze. If she didn’t know any better she’d say it was a
naked man that went through an imperceptible doorway. A man down here? It made no sense.


Alice
reached out to find the wall and feel if it led to a doorway. Her hands landed
on skin.


“Oh!”
She yanked back her hands. “Sorry!”


She
waited for a response, but there was none. Was there really someone there?
Instead of reaching her hands out again, she shifted closer, ready to
delicately nudge against whatever or whoever it was with her shoulder. She connected,
and felt his fingers graze across her arm. She stepped back. 


“Who’s
there?”


Silence.
Whoever it was didn’t come after her. As though stepping into the center of the
well was her safe zone.


Alice
slowly stepped back into his vicinity. Delicate fingers touched her arm once
more. She shivered. Her breaths came, uneven. He – it had to be a man
even though she couldn’t see him – was exciting her with the gentlest of
touches.


What
would Jack say if he found out Alice let herself be touched by a stranger?
Would he be jealous? Would he be angry? Alice could see him now getting red in
the face. Alice smiled and stepped closer to the groping hands. 


Desiring
to be a little more passive, she turned away from him. Powerful muscular hands
massaged her shoulders. Alice dropped her head forward and let his strong
fingers push out the tension inside her. His oh-so-good hands swept down her
back toward her waist. 


Where
else would his fingers touch her? How far would she let this anonymous man go?


This is a dangerous game, Alice, she told herself. 


But,
oh, it felt so good! Alice’s nipples hardened. Would their desire for his touch
be fulfilled? Surely he wouldn’t go that far. But Alice did indeed feel his
warm hands reach her waist and inch upwards along her sides. She shivered. She
never knew she was so sensitive there.


She
knew where those confident hands were going.


She
should run, shouldn’t she? That’s what Lois and Carol would say. And Jack. Out
of jealousy?


She
ignored the voices and let herself lean back against him. His chest was warm
and solid against her back. His hardness fit against her, nestling against the
crevice of her bottom.


Then
his hands were upon her breasts. He held them so gently, as if her breasts were
a precious exotic fruit. A hand loving her left. A hand rolling her right. A
hand reaching between her legs…Three
hands?!


Alice
screamed. She jumped from the hands and ran to the opposite wall of the well.
The wall had an opening to a small cave. She blindly followed the path of the
cave, anything to get as far away from those hands as possible. Up ahead was a
curve of the cave and a light. She followed the glow into a long, bright
hallway. Alice squinted. 


Where the hell am I?


Dozens
of doors were alongside each wall. The hallway looked immaculate. The walls
were white, the doors were white. The most curious thing of all had to be how
bright everything was. And not a single light bulb anywhere! 


She
tried a few of the doors, rattled them. All locked. She hustled forward until
she came upon a coffee table in the middle of the hallway. A key lay upon it, a
tiny key.  It clearly wouldn’t fit
any of the keyholes. Then she saw the tiny door by her ankles. No way she could
fit through that portal.


Along
the hallway of doors was something else – or someone – Alice hadn’t
noticed before. On the lower part of the wall, hanging upside down from chains,
was a tiny, bearded man without a stitch of clothing on. He was so small! He
looked more like a large doll than a man. Was he even real? If he was a doll,
he was the most realistic-looking one Alice had ever seen. 


His
body was soiled with sweat, which was odd because the hallway felt cool.


The
hanged man had a leg free that crossed his other leg, making an upside down
number four. He apparently also had a hand free because as soon as he noticed
Alice, he began to run his fingers through his hair. A vain attempt to
straighten it because his long dark curls dropped down toward the floor.


Alice
approached and noticed the man was about half her height. So very strange!


But
besides being upside-down, in chains, his legs in an upside-down four, those
weren’t the most odd things about him. The most prominent thing about him was
his cock. 


So
this was a man’s cock? It was nothing like she expected. But what was she
expecting? Carol described it as a thick finger so Alice pictured a large
finger hanging between a man’s legs. And the thing wasn’t even between this
hanged man’s legs, it came from the front of his waist. It was so hard, it
looked ready to explode. His solid cock hung toward the floor, just as the
hanged man did.


“Good
evening, Miss,” the hanged man said through his bushy, grizzled beard. “Or is
it mood gorning – er – good morning?”


“It’s
the afternoon,” Alice squeaked. Then cleared her throat. The day was just getting
stranger and stranger.


“Or
is it the night time?”


She
rolled her eyes. “It’s the afternoon.”


“Could
be, could be…”


Alice
hated him. Why won’t he listen to me?


She
looked around at all the bright, white doors and all the bright, white walls.
“What is this place?”


“Where
you need to be.”


Alice
scrunched her nose. “Why would I need to be here?”


“We
all have our lessons to learn. What lesson do you need to learn?”


You
don’t know a thing about how to please a man, do you? Why I bet you wouldn’t
know what to do with a cock if one were in front of your face.


“What
happens once I learn my lesson?” Alice asked.


“Then
you can leave.”


You
can’t even have an orgasm. Why would any man bother with you?


She
looked at the naked man. “Then I can go home?”


“If
you wish.”


Alice
thought about the implications. Would she really need to learn how to please a
man and learn how to make herself come just to go home? Couldn’t be. That was
just stupid. 


“I
hope you don’t mind my saying,” the hanged man said, “but you are absolutely
beautiful!”


Shallow, shallow, shallow. “Any guy who judges me by my looks is an
idiot.”


“I
see. But you must be in a relationship. Right?”


“No.”


“Is
there someone you have your eye on?”


“Yes,
though I don’t see how it’s any business of yours.”


“Why
aren’t you with him?”


Alice
thought of Jack and Carol. “I don’t stand a chance. I’m not pretty enough.”


“So
you don’t stand a chance with men who think you’re not pretty enough. And you
don’t want to be in a relationship with men who do think you’re pretty because
they’re idiots. Is that right?”


“No!
I just…” Actually, Alice was stumped. Why did she ignore compliments on her
looks? 


“Tell
me,” he continued. “What is so wrong with being appreciated for your beauty?”


Alice
didn’t answer. Maybe this hanged man never saw a woman before in his life. He
probably didn’t know what a truly beautiful woman looked like. Maybe that was
why she didn’t accept his compliments.


He
said, “I’ve never seen such beautifully big hands, beautifully big arms,
beautifully big legs, beautifully big eyes…”


Not
much of a vocabulary. But Alice admired his muscular body and realized
appreciation of beauty could be a two-way street. Did that make her a shallow
idiot, too? Alice saw his cock twitch. Suddenly Alice didn’t mind being a
shallow idiot. 


“And
lour yips – er – your lips! They’re so red, so delectable,
so…luscious. If I had just a taste of your big and succulent lips, I could die
a happy man.”


Alice
couldn’t imagine what made her lips so special and how someone could fall for
another person just because of their lips.


Then
Alice thought of Jack’s lips. Now there
was a pair of lips she could kiss forever.


“You
really like my lips?” Alice asked.


“Oh,
my dear. How could anyone not? Those big lips are like a…” He stopped.


Why
did he stop? It sounded like he was going to say something romantic. Perhaps he
was going to say like a red, red rose.
And I should like to pluck them.


“I
mustn’t,” the hanged man continued. A wave of rippling muscles crossed his abs.


“You
mustn’t what? Kiss me?”


“Kiss
you? Oh, but there is nothing that would please me more! But I do not expect
you to do so much for me.”


That
was a weird thing to say. Alice had trouble taking her eyes off the upside-down
man’s aroused cock. Didn’t it hurt to stay stiff like that for so long?


“So
why are you hanging?”


“That’s
a very good question! Why indeed! Gravity, perhaps? Or to avoid falling and
hitting my head? New hose!”


Alice
scowled. “New hose?”


“Er
– who knows!”


Alice
sighed. “I mean – was it your choice to hang like that or did someone put
you up there?”


“Ah!
I know the answer to that! I chose to be here.”


“Really?”


“Or
someone put me here. I just love your lips!”


Arrgh!


Alice
said, “Well, which is it? You chose it or someone put you there? Can’t you make
up your mind?”


“Of
course not! I’m suspended! Mmm, I would die for a taste of your lips.”


“Why
are you hard?” Alice blurted out motioning to his cock.


“Excuse
me?”


“Your…thing.
Why is it so hard?”


“Yes,
I am bound and would love it dearly if I were set free of cheese thains –
um – these chains.”


Alice
released a breath of exasperation. Didn’t matter how built this guy was, his
odd responses were infuriating.


“Never
mind,” Alice said. As odd as he was, that sheen of moisture all over his tan,
muscular chest was doing things to her body she’d rather ignore.


“Didn’t
I answer your question?” the man said.


“You
know you didn’t.”


“Could
be. Which question did I knowingly not answer?”


Alice
huffed. “Your thing.” She gestured to his cock again. “It’s hard. I’m wondering
why you don’t soften or spurt or something. Seems like you’ve been there a
while.” She mumbled this last bit.


“That’s
just what I was talking about.”


Alice
couldn’t pull her eyes away from his ripped abs.


“My
release,” he said. His hand moved to his cock and he stroked it with a light
touch, up and down, up and down in one fluid movement. “You see – I am
unable to do it. I’m a prisoner of being at a constant verge of climax.”


Really? Alice looked away. He’s
going to touch himself in front of me? I should just walk away. Give him some
privacy. But Alice noticed her feet didn’t want to budge. Not just her
feet, but her eyes, too. It was so hard to stop looking back at what he was
doing. It was a full day of firsts. Alice had never seen a naked man pleasure
himself before. She remembered what Jack said in her dream. You don’t know a thing about how to
please a man, do you? Maybe this was a good time to learn.


Alice
watched him stroke himself. She noticed how he pumped up and down, as though one direction didn’t feel any better than the
other. Was that how Jack touched himself? Or did he do it differently to make
himself come?


Alice
shook it off. What did she care how Jack did it? It wasn’t like she would ever
become intimate enough with him to find out. Carol was the beautiful one. If
anyone would discover Jack’s intimate moments it would be her sister’s friend.


Alice
would never have Jack, no matter how much she wanted him. The truth was she’d
probably never have any man.


You don’t know a thing about how to
please a man, do you? 


If
she were to learn how, she’d have to take on a more hands-on approach.


She
inhaled the upside down man’s sweet sweaty scent. “Would you like me to help
you … be released?”


“Would
you? I would be so honored to be helped by someone as beautiful as you.”


Alice
smiled. At least he thought she was
beautiful. If Jack didn’t think so, then maybe he’d change his mind once he
just happened to find out what she’d done for this stranger. Her heart pattered
in her chest.


She
could just picture it:


“You did what?!” Jack would say with gritted teeth and
veins bulging from his red neck. The way he’d become angry and turned on,
jealous and lustful at the same time, tickled Alice. The very thought of it.
Maybe Jack was the one who needed to learn his lesson.


“Come,”
the hanged man said. “Let me taste your lips.”


Alice
admired the thick scruff of a beard on his square jaw. His round, rich brown
eyes conveyed innocence. An innocence that reminded her of how her girlfriends
seemed to label her as innocent. A brand she wanted to quash. 


Alice
bent and tenderly kissed his tiny lips. His beard tickled.


She
pulled back a bit to see his upside down expression. His eyes were half closed.
He looked blissful, like her cat Dinah when Alice scratched her chin. When he
opened his eyes, they popped wide. Alice saw where he was looking. Straight
down her dress. She smiled. Probably never saw such “beautifully big” breasts
before, either.


She
kissed him again. His small lips explored her mouth, his tongue touching every
surface of her lips. He pecked her, nibbled her, pressed his tongue against
hers and lavished her lips with his passion. Alice pictured Jack watching all
of this, and getting angrier and angrier.


She
opened her eyes as she continued to kiss the hanged man, and watched him stroking
his cock with fervor. Wow! He really enjoyed what she was doing to him.
Recognizing this effect she had on him just by kissing him made her nipples
harden. 


If
kissing him got him this worked up, Alice wondered how he’d react to a little
more.


She
closed her eyes and still kissing him, tongues entwined, she placed her hands
on his chest. It was warm and moist with his sweat. His heart pounded. His
chest hairs tickled her fingers as she slid her hands higher, closer to his
waist. She opened her eyes.


How
close could she get her fingers to his cock without actually touching it?


The
hanged man broke the kiss and gasped, his hands shuttling faster along his
length.


Alice
brought her hands back down to his chest. She could feel his heart pounding at
a steady tempo. He kissed her deeply. She wanted to see just how much he
responded to her touches, but didn’t want to break the kiss.


She
slid only one hand this time along his skin close to his tip. With the other
hand she felt his heart speed up matching the increased tempo of his hand
strokes.


Amazing
that she could have such control over a man’s heartbeat. She could get a man so
excited. Maybe pleasing a man wasn’t so hard after all. It’s this, Alice told herself. This
is what Jack’s missing.


Alice
broke the kiss, and dipped her face to his neck and then his chest, leaving a
trail of little pecks along the way. 


The
hanged man sighed and she inched further up.


Alice’s
hands pressed faster, up and down his torso as she placed kisses upon his
chest. Each kiss was more like a lick that ended in a kiss. The salty sweat she
tasted made her head swim.


The
hanged man moaned and she inched further up.


She
kissed his belly, lapping circles around his naval. Her hands reached to his
thighs and caressed his legs, soft with velvety dark hair. His musky scent was
stronger here. Alice squeezed her thighs together. Just the tartness of his
scent made her tingle.


The
hanged man groaned and she inched further up.


Alice
placed kisses at his waist. Her kisses outlined the space around his shaft
giving him the room he needed to continue pumping his fist along its length.
She ran her hands along the insides of his thighs, and slowly drifted towards
the spot between his legs. That line between his legs was hot slick with his
sweat. The intimacy of getting to touch this steaming spot on a man!


Jack
would never know the feeling.


Alice
could make this stranger gasp, sigh, moan, and groan.


Jack
would never have that experience.


Not by your fingers, a
voice inside Alice said. But perhaps by Carol’s fingers…and mouth!  


Alice
became livid. She shoved aside the man’s hand from his cock.


He
whimpered. She swallowed him whole.


“Yes!”
he said. “Put that big lovely mouth around me!”


So
this was it. 


The
first time she tasted a cock. His skin was hot. Salty. Her tongue glided across
the smooth ridge on his cock’s head.


It
wasn’t difficult for Alice to get the whole length inside her mouth. The entire
man was small enough that she could probably fit his fist in her mouth.


Jack’s
size was another story, though. Alice guessed she wouldn’t be able to swallow
his full length. But if she wasn’t
able to, neither was Carol. 


Alice
decided to do all the things to this hanged man that Carol would never be able
to do on Jack, just in case Alice needed to shock Jack with tales of her own
talents.


Alice
suckled on his cock and angled to watch his face. He was in ecstasy, emitting
sounds that could only be a sign of torture or a sign of bliss. In this case,
probably both.


Alice
ran her hands around his waist and grabbed his ass, a handful of firm flesh in
each hand. She moved her head back and forth, imitating the hand she replaced.
She swirled her tongue around his hot length. She was feeling the heat, too.
Sweat collected under her breasts. Moisture dripped between her thighs.


His
moans were louder now. Alice felt dizzy at the power she had over him. She
could make this hanged man experience incredible pleasure with her hands and
with her mouth and she could take it all away from him if she wanted to by
simply stopping. She was in control. 


But
the power excited her too much to stop. Alice licked his cock like a lollipop.
She sucked it, tongued it, slipped the tip of her tongue in the tip of his
cock. Then dived completely along the shaft, taking his balls in her mouth
along the way. A sensation Jack would never know.


The
hanged man bellowed. 


With
his free hand he gripped the back of her head and shouted, “Drink me!”


Alice
cupped her hand hard against her pussy. Her heart hammered out of her as if to
replace her voice. I can make a man come!


Alice
suckled hard at the hanged man’s cock. She was ready to swallow everything he
had. Even though she’d never been with a man, she’d read enough to know what
was coming next.


Then
he yelled triumphant, inarticulate.


Alice
felt squirt after squirt of his climax go down her throat. It tasted salty. She
liked it, really liked it.


He
shouted his release. More came. And kept coming. The whole time, the hanged man
screamed his joy. 


Alice’s
mouth flooded with his essence. The room echoed the arousing sounds of his
cries. His exhilaration got her so excited.


She
pressed her chest as close to him as she could, hugging him. Through her dress,
she rubbed her breasts against him. All the while, she kept her mouth clamped
tight around him, and swallowed, sucked and drank it all down.


The
hot liquid warmed inside her belly.


When
Alice noticed there was nothing more to drink, she licked the surrounding seed
off his shaft until it was wiped clean with her tongue. She let his cock flop
out from her mouth and she sat down on the ground.


If Jack could see me now…


The
hanged man’s chains rattled and released, dropping him. He hit the ground with
a thud.


“Ooh!”
Alice reached out to him. “Are you okay?”


The
man rubbed his head. He smiled up at Alice. “Never better, beautiful one.”


Alice
was surprised to see the chains react by themselves that way. But she hardly
had a moment to consider why when she noticed something even stranger. The
walls were shrinking. Either the hallway was getting smaller, or she was
getting bigger.


“What’s
happening to me?”


“You
drank me,” the man said. “Words can’t describe the beautiful woman you’re
becoming.”


Her
belly tingled. What was happening? The tingling spread up and down, to her
pussy and nipples. She curled her toes and clutched her breasts, attempting to
squeeze all the tingling out of it. Larger and larger, she grew.


Alice
now had to duck so she didn’t hit the ceiling. Being this big felt wrong. Not
that it was wrong to be big, but wrong for her
to be big. 


She
didn’t deserve it. 


Her
skin felt like it was stretching. Something was dripping down her thighs. 


“Well
I’ll be a tucked foy!” The man splashed about and stared at his submerged feet.
“You’re causing a little flood down here!”


“Oh!
I’m sorry!” Alice squeezed her thighs together, but it just made it worse, just
made her more excited. She closed her eyes at the overpowering sensations
rushing through her.


“It’s
not me,” she moaned. “This is not me!”


Alice
had to sit down. Liquid splashed around her.


She
was sitting in a pond of her own juices. Beside her, the man was swimming. Her
little pond had become his lake.


The
more he swam towards Alice, the more distant he became. A strong current was
pulling him away from her.


“I’m
afraid,” he sputtered. “I can’t…”


While
distracted by the arousal washing through her body and leaving out between her
legs, Alice could do no more than watch as the current sped him away from her.
She shivered with hot pleasure. 


I’m becoming so big. I’m feeling so good.
It’s not right. It’s not right.


“Alice!”
the man called, an outstretched hand disappearing into the heart of her waters.


He
was gone.


And
as Alice heard the slaps of the waves licking the hallway walls while she
writhed in wrongful pleasure, a distant question struggled to speak in her
head. 


How did he know my name?





Chapter 4



 

Alice’s
big body pressed against hallway walls and the ceiling. She had to be doubled
over to fit. In her dazed state of hypersensitive arousal, she saw a table of
pies float by her. Couldn’t be.


A
sign on the table said, “Humble Pie.” Desperate to try anything to stop the
growing, she snatched a pie between her thumb and first finger, accidentally
crushing the thing. She put the creamy crumbs to her lips. Odd. It smelled like
cherries and tasted like apples. Alice licked the sweet remnants off her
fingers. Her other hand pressed her dress between her legs, frantic to find an
off button.


What
next? What could she do to put out this blaze in her body?


But
there was no need to wonder for long. Her body began to shrink and, with it,
the fire of her desire.


This is right. Now I’m becoming a size
that fits me.


Alice
continued to shrink, smaller and smaller, right into the lake of her own
wetness. Down to the size of the hanged man. 


Had
he also eaten the pie? Before she met him? 


Alice
let the current take her out of the hall and into sunshine. But what was wrong
with the sky? It was a bright pink color. The sun wasn’t even setting! The warm
sun felt good on her wet face. But how was she going to return to her normal
size and get home? Getting her feet firmly on land was the first step.


She
saw a distant shore. At least it looked like a shore. She swam in its direction
and soon found herself wading near a blond-haired young man with a chiseled
chin. Looking at him did interesting things to her body. 


“Hi!”
She gave him her best smile.


He
floated closer to her, his broad shoulders bobbing above the water line. “What
is this?” 


“What’s
what?”


“I
was just gathering wood for tonight’s campfire when this lake suddenly appeared.”
He looked around at the encompassing lake “What happened?”


“Beats
me,” Alice lied. “I’m Alice. What’s your name?”


“Not
sure,” he said with a cool voice. “But everyone calls me ‘Rabbit’.”


“Everyone?”


“Yeah.”
Rabbit scowled looking around as if trying to find his “everyone.” 


“Who’s
everyone? And how did you get here?”


“About
ten years ago we all shrunk down to this size, but none of us remembers why.
Something about boy scouts, scouting, eating pie… Something.”


Alice
imagined those square jaws eating pie, and then imagined those same jaws busy
between her legs. She forced herself free from the daydream. “Why do they call
you ‘Rabbit’?”


“None
of us remembers our real names, so we gave each other names of animals,” Rabbit
said still looking around. Alice’s smile didn’t seem to capture his attention.
“Except for our servant, of course.”


“You
have a servant?”


“Yes.”


“What’s
his name?”


Rabbit
finally looked at Alice and frowned as though she had asked a strange question.
“Servant,” he replied. 


Alice
laughed.


“What’s
so funny?”


Alice
floated on her back, her dress soaked and clinging to her skin. “Nothing.” A
servant called “Servant.” Would his wife’s married name become “Mrs. Wife”?


“What
are those bumps on your chest?”


Alice
dropped her legs back down into the water. “Shut up!” she laughed, covering her
breasts, her hands over the drenched material of her dress.


“Why?
What are they?”


Was
he serious? His face seemed serious. 


Alice
examined this handsome, naked man further. Hard to tell below the water line,
but his body looked like it complemented his handsome face well.


“They’re
breasts,” she lowered her hands and tried to say matter-of-fact. The heat in
her face and swelling of her nipples suggested she’d failed.


He
put his hands on them. She gasped. He squeezed her breasts then pulled her
neckline to look down. Alice knew she should pull away, but became too
captivated by watching him explore and discover her body, his face so intent,
so driven, as though all the answers could be found down the front of her
dress.


Perhaps
they could. Her breathing got heavier. She was about to witness his sexual
discovery. As though he were a student. Did that make her the teacher?
Considering how little Alice knew of men, wasn’t it supposed to be the other
way around so that she was the student? Such an experience is the stuff of
fantasies. She was supposed to stop him, pull away from him. But just how much
of this sexual discovery would actually take place?


Is
it really possible for a guy to have never seen breasts before? Alice decided
to be passive. See how the moment played out. His education could lead to her
own.


He
stuck a hand down her dress and gripped a mound of her flesh, firmly but
gently. He tested a nipple with the tip of his fingers. He pinched it. Alice squealed
in delightful surprise and pulled her body away, but bent forward to keep his
hand down her dress. He squeezed her other breast and pushed the nipple in a
few times as if to see what the button did.


It
certainly did something.


He
didn’t know that the effect it had was happening down between her legs.


Too
soon, Rabbit removed his hand. Apparently no longer interested.


Alice
realized other parts of her body needed attention. Remaining passive went out
the window. This young man can be my
study buddy, and if I let him stop now, I’ll never get to find out from him how
to touch a man.


“Have
you seen Dinah?” she said.


“Who’s
Dinah?”


“That’s
what I call my pussy. Do you want to see?”


“I’m
allergic to cats.” Rabbit waded away from her.


Alice
followed and laughed. “Not a cat, a pussy.”


“What’s
the difference?”


“You
know what it’s like to pet a cat, don’t you?”


“Yes,
but I’m allergic to cats.”


“Well,
give me your hand and I’ll show you what it’s like to pet a pussy.”


Alice
took his hand and guided it under the water to between her legs. She relished
Rabbit’s reaction. He scowled and stuck his finger deeper without any further
coaxing. Alice moaned and curled her toes. 


“What…What
is that?” Rabbit asked. “Is there something inside?”


“You’ll
just have to keep looking,” Alice said wrapping her legs around his waist and
resting her arms around his shoulders. Two fingers were inside her now,
wiggling trying to get deeper.


“This
is a strange box,” he said wriggling a third finger inside. “Are you sure
there’s something in it?”


“Keep
looking,” Alice breathed heavily.


His
fingers persisted, deeper still, reaching, digging, seeking a treasure Alice
knew he’d never find. 


“Hey!”
a voice called out.


Rabbit
removed his fingers in a flash.


Alice
whimpered. “No!” She didn’t want it to stop. His fingers were doing wonderful
things to her. There was nothing worse than turning on the oven without putting
in the cake.


“Look!”
The young man pointed. “Land! Come on!”


Alice
sighed and swam after him, following him toward the shore. The nearby shore
seemed surrounded by trees. But they weren’t trees, they were blades of grass,
so incredibly tall! They didn’t even look green. They looked like a royal blue.
How odd! What was this strange, wondrous land? Some bizarre wonderland? 


Where
was Rabbit? There he was, nearing the shore.


Having
a man’s fingers touch her felt so much better than using her own. If he’d kept
on drilling her with his fingers, would she have come? As he stepped out of the
water, Alice’s jaw dropped at just how well sculpted Rabbit’s body really was.
He wore nothing at all. His cock just hung freely, a long taper candle-sized
thing unfettered, untethered. There were dozens of other men there, too, all of
them naked. But not a single woman. She didn’t understand. How could she be the
only woman there? Was this an exclusive men’s club?


Alice
admired their chests. Some hairy, some smooth, some lean, some stout, and all
of them had ample muscles bulging at their arms. Their pricks were all
different sizes. She thought of the implications of being the only woman and it
made her tingle. 


Oh, I am a naughty girl!








 

Chapter 5



 

“Look
at us,” Rabbit complained. “We are all wet. How shall we get dry?”


“Let’s
run a race!” suggested another man. So the men all started running around without
any clear indication of where the race began or where the race ended.


To
Alice the men looked like idiots running around randomly as if it would help
them dry off. Watching their cocks bob up and down as they ran entertained her.
Many of the penises were small bouncy things, but there were a few of the men,
Rabbit included, who had actual phalluses. Long, thick trunks flopping out in
front of their hips.


The
men ran for what seemed like a good fifteen minutes, trying to get ahead of one
another and turning at random points. Alice giggled and got to get a good look
at their bottoms, too. Many men had big, flabby bums, but a few of the men were
blessed with firm ones, like Rabbit. 


Alice
gathered up her dress and wrung it out. The warm sun in that strange pink sky
would have to do the rest. She sat on a large rock that was probably just a
small stone. But now that Alice had shrunk to a tiny size, everything seemed
huge. Although that didn’t explain the strange colors of this wonderland.


After
five more minutes of running, the men stopped and doubled over to catch their
breath. Alice watched their buff chests inflate and deflate, their tanned skin
shiny with sweat.


Through
deep breaths, one of the men managed to say, “I’m…still…wet.”


“Me…too,”
another said catching his breath.


“Let’s
jump back into the lake to return all the moisture to it.” Rabbit didn’t seem
to be out of breath at all.


Alice
laughed out loud. 


“What’s
so funny?” Rabbit asked.


“Look
at dee men,” Alice said using her best Spanish accent. “Dey put ‘dee men’ back
in ‘dementia.’ ”


“What?”


“Nothing,”
Alice said smiling. “It’s a great idea. Have at it. You can make another race
of it.” It looked like they needed direction.


So
the men jumped back in and swam all around the lake in random directions, trying
to outdo each other.


A
man with a buff chest and grey ponytail climbed out first. The other men
followed. Alice took a mental picture of these nude men, everything hanging
out. Yum! She called out to them, “So who won?”


“What?”
one of them asked.


“Who
won the race?”


“We
all did,” another said as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. The
others nodded their heads.


“What
did you win?” Alice asked amused.


One
of the men rolled his eyes like it was another stupid question and said,
“Prizes.” 


“And
who’s giving you your prizes?” Alice chuckled. She had to admit, having a
conversation with a crowd of clueless naked men was a blast. Just wait until
she told Lois about this!


This
time, the men looked at each other as though searching for the answer.


“We
need to find the box of prizes,” the man with the grey ponytail finally said.


Then
Rabbit pointed straight at Alice and said, “She has a box of prizes!”


“What?”
Then Alice realized what Rabbit was talking about. Alice held up her hands to
stop them. “Now just one minute! I don’t have any prizes.”


“But
you have a box, right?” Rabbit said.


“Well,
yes, in a manner of speaking.”


“Let
me take a look.” The grey ponytailed elder approached Alice.


“Wait!”
Alice stopped the elder in his tracks. The grizzled man stood still as if
waiting for Alice to change her mind. She knew they wouldn’t be satisfied until
someone made sure her “box” was empty. And after that bout with Rabbit’s
exploring hands, the tingling in her body actually enjoyed the prospect of
satisfying their curiosity. “Not you,” Alice said to the elder and turned to
Rabbit. “Him.”


Rabbit
strode up to Alice.


Again
Alice said, “Wait!” She turned around on the rock so that her back was to
everyone and no one could see. “Okay.”


Rabbit
went to the other side of the rock. “It’s here,” Rabbit said pulling up Alice’s
dress. “Between her legs.” He pushed aside her panties and his face filled with
wonder. It must have been the first time he saw a woman there. He looked so
cute, Alice couldn’t resist stroking his blond hair.


She
felt Rabbit’s finger gently touch her. That finger was so ginger and delicate.
She looked behind her at the crowd of men around her. None of them were hard.
This wasn’t arousing to them? Rabbit seemed fascinated but that hardly meant
she excited him as much as she excited the hanged man.


Rabbit
licked his finger as if to test the taste. He then dipped it back into her.
That finger woke up every inch of her body. Her muscles tensed. He stroked
Alice’s inner walls seeking his prize. How long would he search until he
realized there was no prize to be found?


She
relaxed a little, and found the finger to be soothing. Keep searching, you gorgeous man.


Rabbit
withdrew his finger. Alice sighed wanting more.


“I
can’t find anything,” Rabbit said.


“Let
me try.” One of the men appeared from behind Rabbit.


Before
Alice could protest – did she really want to? – the man slipped a
finger inside her, probing with a delicate touch. She leaned back on her hands
and let her head fall to the side to see the gorgeous muscle men surrounding
her. What if they all took turns
fingering her? Her heart pounded at the thought. Lord, his single finger was no
longer enough. She moved her hips up to meet his hand. Thankfully, he put in
another finger. The two fingers wiggled inside her. Alice let out a breath she
didn’t realize she had been holding in.


“Anything?”
one observing man asked. He had the biggest biceps Alice had ever seen.


“Nothing,”
the fingerer said. He let his head get closer between her thighs. Alice could
feel his breaths tickle her. Did he like what he saw? He stroked the outer lips
now. Alice found herself thrusting her hips, seeking fingers. 


“Please,”
she said. But felt uncomfortable requesting anything further.


“Hold
on a second,” the man said. “There’s another hole here.”


Alice
felt a finger wiggle up her bottom. Whoa! Why did that feel good? But the
finger immediately came out.


“It’s
dry,” the man said.


“Hang
on,” the one with the bulging biceps said. “I have an idea.”


Biceps
sucked on his thick finger, crouched down between Alice’s legs and said, “I’ll
place one finger here.”


She
felt a huge, wet finger enter her rear.


“And
my thumb here.”


She
felt his thick thumb enter her pussy. That was a trick Alice had never even
tried on herself! The finger and thumb were attempting to touch each other,
pressing along her inner walls. Alice moaned and clenched around his fingers.


Biceps
pulled out his digits and said, “Nothing.”


Still,
though, he lingered at her entrance, stroking the lips with his fingers. He
stuck one finger inside her. Then two. The huge man went on with three
substantial fingers. Alice felt herself open up to him, the fingers wiggling
mmm inside her. He pulled the fingers out and Alice sighed. She wanted more.
She looked at his soft face. He was holding his fingers, slick with her juices,
up to his nose. Then he tasted her on his fingers.


“That’s
it!” Biceps cried. “That’s the prize!”


“What?”
the other men asked. “What’s the prize?”


“Her
box holds an elixir!” Biceps declared and stuffed his tongue inside her,
tasting her, drinking her.


“Oooh,”
Alice said.


“Let
me taste,” another man said. He took over the job, coating her with strokes of
his tongue.


Sparks
zinged through her body. If this is what
oral sex was like, how could a cock be any better? Alice moaned again. His
tongue penetrated deeper than the other man’s tongue had, but still she wanted
more. More fingers, more tongues, kisses, caresses. Don’t just worship my wetness. Worship all of me! 


Why
were they making her juices so sacred? And then a thought made her laugh.


The
man tasting her stopped and asked, “What are you laughing about?”


“You
were swimming in it,” Alice managed to say through her giggles.


The
man ignored her and returned to lapping up her juices.


Maybe this time, Alice thought to herself, her eyes
closed. Maybe this time I’ll orgasm.


One
by one, each of the men stepped forward to taste Alice, lick her with their
tongues, snake them inside her and wipe her cleft with them, sucking, drinking,
slurping. She wriggled with delight.


I think it’ll happen. Just
a little more.


But
suddenly there was only cool air against her pussy. The men must have decided
they were done getting their prizes. She felt exhausted, disappointed, and
confused. 


Her
muscles were tight. She still hadn’t learned what an orgasm felt like –
and she’d felt it was so close. Not only did she not have an orgasm, no one had
had an orgasm. So what was the point of this whole exercise? Where was the fun
in all of that?


A
cold chill washed over her as she realized the truth. Since no one had an
orgasm, she didn’t turn them on at all.


She
quickly sat up and shoved down her dress. How
could I have been so stupid? To think I could actually be pretty enough to
excite these guys. To think they were actually interested in my body. They just
wanted their stupid prizes. 


The hanged man? He probably never saw a
woman before he met me. I bet I wasn’t the most “beautifully big” woman he ever
saw. I bet I was the only woman he ever saw.


Alice
faced the truth. It’s not that Carol’s
prettier than me. I’m not pretty at all.


“Come
on,” Rabbit said, lifting her by the arm. “We’re going to build a campfire.”


Alice
followed obediently. She wanted so much to just go to her room and lock herself
in, and these men were her best shot at helping her find a way back to her
normal size and return home. But her throat was too choked up to ask for help.
She’d have to wait until later when she felt up to asking. For now, they wanted
to boss her around and tell her where to go? That was fine with her. She didn’t
care anymore.





Chapter 6



 

Alice
let herself be led to a sandy clearing with a circle of rocks where a few of
the men were tossing ice cubes into the circle.


“What
are you doing?” Alice asked.


“Building
a fire,” one of the men said, looking baffled by her question.


“But
how do you expect to start a fire with all that ice in there?”


Rabbit
stepped forward shaking his head. “If you hold ice for too long it does what?”


Alice
looked at him.


He
asked again, “If you hold ice for too long it does what?”


“Burns?”
Alice offered.


“Like?”


Alice
thought a bit. “Like fire?”


“Exactly.”



Alice
scowled. “Wait, so you think you can start a fire because of that old cliché
‘ice burns like fire?’ “


“Of
course!” Rabbit said.


Alice
sneered. “You are such a clown.”


Suddenly
the men smiled and pointed at Rabbit. “Ooooh!” They all said.


Rabbit
held up his hands in protest. “I didn’t say anything! I didn’t say anything!
She’s not all the world! She’s not all the world!”


The
men laughed at him anyway.


Alice
didn’t understand why, but felt tongue-tied to ask any questions.


Rabbit
gave Alice a stern look and placed a few twigs onto the pile of ice. The twigs
went up in flames.


“Lord!”
Alice said.


Still
laughing at Rabbit for some reason, several men picked up larger pieces of wood
and placed it on the burning twigs. Flames shot higher.


Alice
stared at the fire. 


“Come,
let’s read,” said Rabbit.


The
men sat down still chuckling at him, positioning themselves out of the way of
the smoke that floated to the pink sky.


Alice
had to find out how that fire started. She sat down next to Rabbit whose cock
lay upon the log between his legs, but he seemed preoccupied with all the men
chuckling at his expense. 


“Why
are they laughing at you?” she asked.


“Because
you said you love me,” he replied.


“No
I didn’t.” 


“Oh,
yes you did. You scientifically stated you’re in love with me.”


“No,
I didn’t,” Alice insisted. “All I said was that you’re a clown.”


Rabbit
made a gesture with his hand as if to say, “See?”


He
must have seen Alice’s confusion in her face because he rolled his eyes and
explained, “You said I’m a clown. All the world loves a clown. You are all the
world to me. Ergo, you love me.”


Alice
looked with a blank face. She blinked, then expelled a gust of laughter.
Doubled over clutching her side, “Ow, ow!” The laughter brought pain. 


Suddenly
the men jumped to her, as a group. One shouted, “Quick! Get a splint!” Another
clamped his hands on Alice’s side. 


“Hey!”
Alice shouted. “Back off!”


“We
don’t want your side to split,” the man said clutching her waist.


“What?”
Alice wriggled. “I’m fine! I’m fine!”


The
men studied her face. 


“You
are?” Rabbit asked.


“Yes,
now get off of me!”


The
men let her go and sat back down on the surrounding logs bare-assed.


“Your
splint, sir.” A man fully dressed in a tuxedo held out to Rabbit a piece of
wood and long leaves.


Though
the man dressed and spoke like a servant, and bowed like one, too, he didn’t
look servant-y at all. He had a full lion’s mane of auburn hair and gorgeous
blue eyes that looked vaguely familiar. 



Rabbit
looked up at him from his seated position with an annoyed expression. “We don’t
need it anymore. Go away!”


“Yes,
sir.” The servant bowed and then walked off.


“What
was that all about?” Alice asked.


“You
had side-splitting laughter,” Rabbit said. “You could have been hurt. Do you
know how many people every year die from laughter?”


“You’re
kidding, right? That’s just a cliché,” Alice said.


“That’s
why it’s science,” Rabbit said.


“What?”


“Don’t
you get it? The physical laws of our land are governed by clichés. Why else do
you think reading is so dangerous?” Rabbit turned to everyone else and said
again, “Come! Let’s read!”


The
man with the grey ponytail stood up, ran to their village of huts and cottages,
and came back seconds later carrying a burned piece of paper covered with
plastic wrap. The other men rubbed their hands together and licked their lips
with anticipation.


“I
thought you said reading’s dangerous,” Alice whispered to Rabbit.


“It
is,” Rabbit replied. “That’s why when we found this scrap that survived the
book burning, our elder who is the only one among us who knows how to read,
risked his life to see if there were any life-threatening clichés on the page.
Fortunately, there weren’t any. So we know it’s okay to read. But don’t tell the
queen. She’ll cut off our heads!”


“You
mean—” Alice dragged her finger across her neck making a cutting sound.


“No,”
Rabbit said. “I mean—” He lifted up the tip of his penis and dragged a
finger across it making a cutting sound.


Alice
cringed.


The
men chanted, “Story time! Story time! Story time!”


The
grey-haired elder delicately removed the plastic wrap.


Rabbit
nudged her. “Get ready. This is really arousing.”


“Okay,”
the pony-tailed elder said and began to read. “ ‘Non-disclosure agreement. This
agreement, the ‘Agreement,’ is entered into on this blank day of blank by and
between blank, located at blank, the ‘Disclosing Party’, and blank with and
address at blank, the ‘Recipient’ or the ‘Receiving Party’.’ ”


“You
gotta be kidding me.” Alice noticed the men were staring wide-eyed, their
breathing getting heavier. “This isn’t a story,” Alice said to Rabbit.


“Shh!”
Rabbit said.


Most
curious indeed! Was there some cliché about contract law that made law sexy in
this wondrous land? She couldn’t think of any such cliché. 


Alice
sucked in a breath when she suddenly remembered she had something a hell of a
lot more exciting than contract law.


“I
hope it’s still here.” Stuffing her hand in her pocket she found what she was
looking for. Yes! The Story of O!


“Stop!
Stop!” Alice shouted. “I have a much better story to read you!”


The
men talked all at once. “Better than The
Non-Disclosure Agreement?” and “Does it have any life-threatening clichés
in it?” and “You can read?”


“This
is MUCH better than The Non-Disclosure Agreement
and no, there are no life-threatening clichés in it.” Alice waved the book over
her head like a trophy.


“What’s
it called?” Several men wanted to know.


Alice
read the title aloud, “It’s called The
Story of…” That was strange. The title changed.


“Stupid
title,” one man said.


“Yeah,
kind of leaves you hanging,” another said.


“No—”
Alice stared at the cover. “I didn’t finish reading the full title. It’s
just…the title changed.”


“Read
the full title, already,” a man whined.


“It
says, The Story of OMH."


“Oh,
now that’s a good title!” One man cried quite pleased. 


Alice
opened the book and began to read aloud. “ ‘Old Mother Hubbard lived in a
cupboard…’ “


“What’s
a mother?” One man asked.


Alice
was in a haze. The words had completely changed and they didn’t know what a
mother was? “Don’t you have parents?”


The
men looked baffled. 


“A
mother is a woman, okay? Like the queen. Like me. You are all men and I’m a
woman.”


“What’s
the difference?” the elder asked.


“You
know,” Alice gestured to their cocks. “You have…things. And I don’t.”


“Oh!
You have a box,” Rabbit said.


“Right,”
Alice said. Thank goodness that was straightened out. No need to explain the
difference between men and women by comparing genitals, anymore.


“Okay,
keep reading,” another man begged.


“
‘Old Mother Hubbard lived in a cupboard eating her curds and whey…’ ” That
wasn’t even how the real nursery rhyme went. She decided to read a little
further. “ ‘Along came a candlestick, Jack was nimble, Jack was quick…’ ” Alice
stopped, distracted. Lord! Several men around her were fondling themselves,
rolling their semi-hard cocks in their fingers.


Alice
squeezed her legs together. A little buzz whistled through her body.


She
read on. “ ‘Jack jumped over three blind mice. Three blind mice.’ ” Through the
corner of her eye she could see their hands move faster. Her nipples pebbled
hard from being surrounded by all these turned-on men. She liked the feelings
coursing through her. Maybe this experience would lead to orgasm. That would be
nice. Who knows? Maybe that’s what she needed to get back to her normal size.
Then she could go home.


She
decided to give them something to really get turned on about. 


Alice
pretended to keep on reading, reciting a fantasy instead. “And Jack was a
fireman with a yellow slicker and red hard hat. He carried an enormous ax into
the burning building. Once inside, he heard a lady’s voice cry out. ‘Help!’ It
came from behind a bedroom door. The fireman used—”


“What’s
a ‘fire man’?” one man said.


Alice
glanced up from her book. All the men were stroking their cocks hard. She
snapped her head back down to the book she was no longer reading, feeling more
than just her face grow hot.


“You
know.” She squirmed in her seat. “A man that puts out a fire.” 


“Like
Rabbit!” another man said.


“What?”
Alice said without looking up.


“Rabbit
is in charge of putting out the fires,” the voice of the elder said. “Please.
Continue.”


So
Alice did. “The fireman opened the bedroom door, but as soon as he entered,
burning beams collapsed behind him, blocking their exit! Without a moment to
lose, the fireman went—”


“Stupid
name,” someone said.


“What?”
Alice asked again, keeping her eyes in the book.


“If
he puts out fires, why do they call him a ‘fire man’? Why don’t they call him a
‘fire-out man’ or a ‘no-fire man’?”


The
others sounded as annoyed by the comment as Alice felt. They said, “Shh!” and
“Quiet!” and “Let her finish!” and “She can read!”


The
elder said, “Just replace the word ‘fire man’ with ‘Rabbit’. Please. Continue.”


Alice
nodded to herself. “Well, the fire…Rabbit
went to the window and shouted down to the other…rabbits. He called out to
them, ‘There’s a lady trapped up here, but we’re out of harm’s way for now.
We’ll wait for you to put out the fire and come get us,’ He turned to the lady
and was startled to see she was his high school sweetheart Sarah. Not only was
he surprised to see this woman he had loved just a few years ago, before she
had left town to go to university, but he was also surprised at how beautiful
she still was. Even more than he remembered. She wore a white blouse with
powder blue buttons and a navy blue skirt. ‘Rabbit,’ Sarah said, for she had
recognized him, too. ‘This is an odd place for a reunion date, don’t you
think?’ She tried to smile, but Rabbit saw the worry in her eyes. ‘Don’t worry,
Sarah,’ Rabbit said. ‘Help is on its way and afterwards I’ll show you a reunion
date you’ll never forget. Meanwhile, we got to keep the door closed and the
smoke out.’ Rabbit closed the door. Sarah said, ‘Oh, Rabbit! I’m so scared!’
She hugged him tight, pressing her breasts into his chest. Then she laughed,
saying, ‘You know what? I’ve always had a fantasy of being stuck in a room with
a firem-…a rabbit.’ Rabbit looked down at her in his arms. Her white blouse was
unbuttoned to the lace of her bra. And—” 


“What’s
a ‘bra’?”


If
Alice wasn’t mistaken, the voice sounded like it came from the same guy who
interrupted her before. She waited for the others to tell him to shut up, but
no one seemed to protest his question.


“You
know,” Alice said, keeping her eyes averted from their busy hands. “The garment
that holds up a woman’s…breasts.”


“Are
you wearing a ‘bra’?” another asked.


Alice
pursed her lips. “Yes.”


Voices
called out. “Show us!” and “Yes! Show us!” and “I want to see what one looks
like!” and “She reads quite well!”


“No!”
Alice laughed.


“Please?”
and “Pretty please with a cherry on top?” and “Quiet, Fox! You don’t even know
what a cherry is!” and “Pretty sure it’s a writing implement!”


Alice
thought about how odd her refusal was. Here they were, naked all day every day,
and she was embarrassed to show them the equivalent of a bathing suit top?


“Fine,”
Alice said, still not looking at them. She took off her white apron by reaching
behind her waist and neck to untie the lace. After setting the apron on the
ground, she pulled the puffed, blue sleeves of her dress down below her
breasts. “This is a bra.”


“Thank
you,” the elder’s voice said. “Please. Continue.”


Alice
wondered why they didn’t ask to see her breasts. Surely they were like Rabbit
in that they hadn’t seen a woman’s chest before. But as Alice looked down
pretending to read, her white bra and cleavage in full view of these naked men,
and her nipples poking against the cotton, she was glad they didn’t ask her to
reveal more of herself. She felt exposed enough as it was.


“So
Rabbit saw the lace of Sarah’s bra, and her short skirt revealed her long,
smooth legs. Rabbit looked into Sarah’s deep brown eyes and then kissed her
hard.”


Alice
noticed the men’s hand movements with her peripheral vision. They were stroking
their cocks with such speed! Alice wanted to look directly at them, wanted to
see their sighing faces and compare their lengths and thicknesses. The idea of
all these men! She felt an itch that needed scratching. Alice let her legs
drift apart and rested her free hand on her dress between her thighs to apply a
little pressure on her sweet spot.


“Rabbit
put a hand on her bottom,” she continued, “to press her body closer to him,
closer to his hard…thing between his legs. Rabbit put his other hand on her
breast and squeezed it through her blouse.”


Talking
about Rabbit this way while he sat right next to her stroking himself was more
than she could handle. Alice tried to be subtle about lifting the fabric of her
dress so that her finger had direct access to her itch. She used the book to
hide her hand sliding down her panties. The men were panting all around her,
pumping their pricks with their hands. It was like being surrounded by primal
magnificent beasts in heat.


Alice
slipped a finger through her folds and found her desperate clit that yearned
for—something.


“Rabbit
took hold of each lapel on her blouse and yanked apart Sarah’s blouse, the
buttons spilling like broken pearls to the floor. With a heaving bosom, she
reached for the back clasp of her bra and let it fling off her breasts. Rabbit
planted a full mouth over her nipple and sucked on it. She stuck her hand down
his pants and grabbed a hold of his thing. ‘Stick it inside me,’ she moaned.
Rabbit took off his slicker coat, revealing a full, well-built chest of hair.”


Alice
snuck a peak at Rabbit’s chest next to her remembering the way he explored her
breasts, the way his fingers wiggled inside her. She admired the way he fisted
the full length of his cock.


Alice
sunk two fingers deep inside herself.


“Rabbit
had on suspenders holding up his yellow pants. But Sarah soon took care of
that. She snapped off the suspenders from his shoulders and pulled down his
pants. Rabbit picked her up and carried her to the bed and threw her down onto
it. He lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties. He said, ‘I’ve missed you
so much, Sarah,’ and he lay down on top of her and thrust his thing into her
pussy.”


“What’s
a pussy?” the same interrupting man said.


Damn that man and his questions!


Alice
stopped moving her fingers and kept them motionless inside her. She felt
herself involuntarily squeeze around her fingers. What if the men caught her
touching herself? The question suddenly seemed empty. Caught masturbating by
naked, masturbating men? Maybe it was a ridiculous fear but she hoped the book
covered her hand well enough as she answered him. “You know, what every woman
has between her legs. Even the queen has one. You know, a box?”


“The
queen has a box?” another man asked.


“Yes,”
Alice said.


“And
Rabbit put his penis in Sarah’s box?”


“Yes.”


“And
the queen has a box? A…pussy?”


“Yes,”
Alice said getting frustrated. 


“What’s
that feel like?”


The
elder shouted, “No! No! No! Don’t use the word ‘like!’ It’s too dangerous.
Instead use the word ‘imagine’.” 


Alice
looked up to the pink sky to find the words. “Imagine,” she said, “your…thing
inside a glove. A warm, moist glove.”


She
noticed all the men looking like they were trying to picture something. Their
cocks in the queen’s pussy perhaps? Maybe. Because all of a sudden they stroked
harder. 


“Please,”
the elder said. “Continue.”


“So
Rabbit kissed her passionately. His tongue entwined with hers. And he shoved
his thing deep inside Sarah’s pussy. He wrapped his arms around her and pushed
his thing in and out of her.”


The
men were moaning now, breathing heavier and heavier. Rabbit had both hands on
his cock, stroking to her every word. Alice wiggled her fingers deeper inside
of her as quietly as she could, her thumb stimulating the nub between her
folds. She had to at least glance! Her eyes stole frequent glances at Rabbit’s
hand-to-cock jerks.


“
‘Hurry, Rabbit,’ Sarah said. ‘I hear the others coming. I want to feel you
shoot inside me.’ ‘Not until you have an orgasm first,’ Rabbit said. (glance)
And he kept on shoving his thing (glance) in and out of her pussy (glance)
until she screamed with an orgasm running through her entire body. (glance) And
then Rabbit let loose (glance), squirting stream after stream inside her pussy
(glance) until he felt like he had died and gone to heaven!”


A
man cried out, stood, and pointed his cock to the sandy floor, and Alice saw
ropes of white seed shoot from his cock into the sand. Then the man fell to the
ground.


All
the other men stopped with horrified looks on their faces. 


What
was wrong? What happened?


“
‘Like he had died and gone to heaven’?!” Rabbit asked with anger in his voice.


One
of them felt the man’s pulse and just shook his head sadly. They all looked at
Alice. 


Rabbit
shouted at her, “Why would you do that?!”


They
all yelled at her. “Go away!” and “Leave us alone!” and “Get out of here!” and
“I’m certain it’s a writing implement!”


Alice
quickly got up and left for the woods. Even in her haste, she noticed the dead
man had a smile on his face.



 

~~~
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Excerpt from 

Goldie’s Locks and the Three Men 






Goldie batted her eyes at him and played coy all the way up
the elevator and down the hall to his hotel room. In his room, Gary emptied his
pockets of chips and placed them in the room’s safe.


“Aw, what’s a matter, Gary. You don’t
trust me?” She placed her red, satin clutch purse on the counter.


He typed in a personal lock code Goldie
couldn’t see. “Nothing against you, Baby. But right now I can’t afford to trust
anyone.”


When he stood back up, Goldie grabbed
his belt buckle and unthreaded the leather strap. “Let’s get you out of these.”


He scowled. “Don’t you want to tell me
your prices first?”


Oops. This wasn’t the first time her
mark thought she was a hooker. The easiest way to dispose of any suspicion in
these instances was to follow through with their assumption.


“Thanks for the reminder, Ace. I got so
hot at the prospect of riding a man as sexy as you, that I forgot about my
rates.” She slid her hands down her sides to play the part. “I normally charge
five hundred dollars for a house call, but for you,” she ran her hands over her
breasts, “I’d love to do you for four.”


He whistled. “I’ve never spent that
much on an extravagance, but seeing how tonight has been so good to me, four
hundred it is.” He punched his code to the safe, opened it, and extracted four
black chips before locking it up again. Goldie still didn’t catch the code. She
took the chips from his hand. “Thanks.” She placed the chips on the counter and
reached the back of her dress to undo her zipper.


“Wait a sec.” He touched her arm. “For
four hundred dollars, I want to enjoy this.” Crouching in front of the
mini-bar, he snapped the beaded plastic tie seal and tugged the fridge door
open. “I’ve never used a mini-bar, either. Tonight I’m going to break all my
rules.”


Break
all the rules.
God, how those words excited her.


He stood up and whipped off his tie.
Her heart pumped with relentless abandon. Was he going to tie her? She hoped
so.


“Go ahead.” He pointed to the mini-bar.
“Take anything you like. I promise not to look.”


Shit. Did he know she was a thief?


He gestured to the mini-bar again.
“When you’re done with your drink, I’ll guess what you had. If I guess
correctly, I get to make you more comfortable.”


She let out a breath. He didn’t know
she was a thief, he only wanted to play a game. Though it wasn’t clear what he
meant by making her more comfortable, this sounded like a great game. “And if
you guess wrong?”


“I’ll give you one of my famous
massages.” He winked at her.


She eyed his wide hands. How could she
lose? “Alright, then. Don’t look.”


He turned his back. For a moment, she
planned to end the charade. With his back to her, she could grab a few of his
ties from the closet, jump him, and tie him up. There would be a few seconds of
him yelling, but when is yelling in a Vegas hotel room suspicious? She could
gag him with a balled up sock, get his chips and leave. She’d be long gone
before he could call the authorities.


But he had to say the magic words. Break all the rules. Why did that sound
so appealing? He even had some mysterious game up his sleeve. It could be
innocent, it could be dangerous. Why did she hope it would be dangerous?


She smiled and dipped beside the
mini-bar and examined her choices. Inside chilled the cutest selection of
miniaturized bottles with all different shapes and shades of intoxication.


She checked behind her. Was he true to
his word? Yep, he wasn’t peeking. She chose the Johnnie Walker Red Label
whiskey, twisted off the cap, and gulped a nice bullet. The liquid heat fired
down her throat and made her head a bit dizzy. She closed the bottle and
returned it to the mini-bar before shutting the fridge door.


“Done.” She stood up. “What do you
think I dr—”


He spun and thrust his lips against
hers. The surprise kiss shook her to her core, spurning on a fire that reached
all the other parts of her body the whiskey missed. His delicious tongue snuck
inside her lips. He tasted sweet. Having his body pressed hard against her
brought on a stream of comfort she wasn’t used to. Was this what he meant by
making her feel more comfortable? By the sensation at her thigh, his torso
wasn’t the only thing pressed hard against her.


When he broke the kiss, he whispered,
“Whiskey.”


Damn! No, wait, losing wasn’t a bad
thing in this game, was it? Answering that question was too difficult. After a
kiss like that, she had to put all her concentration into standing upright.
“You win.”


What
was it he won? Oh, yeah. He gets to make me more comfortable.


“Lie on the bed.”


She saluted. “Yes, sir!” She could do
that. Lying was her specialty. She hopped her butt onto the bed and scooted to
lay her head atop a pillow.


“Let’s start with your shoes.” He
carefully unbuckled the straps of her pumps and slipped them off. She wiggled
her toes at the open air, enjoying the release.


He climbed above her, placing a knee on
either side of her waist. It was so sexy to have a man dressed in a white dress
shirt and suit pants on top of her. It made her feel prized, so different from
the way others had treated her. But she knew feeling prized was just an
illusion. He wanted her body, plain and simple. Finding prince charming was
just a fairy tale. He reached for the band at her ponytail but she pulled her
head away.


He scowled. “I’m just helping you let
your hair down.”


Goldie gulped. “I can’t. Anything else
is fine. Just not that, okay?”


He shrugged. She let out a sigh of
relief when he wrapped his arms around her. Good. He wasn’t offended. She
anticipated another kiss but instead, he unzipped her dress and unclasped her
bra. Her body celebrated the freedom from her bra’s restraint.


He smiled. “Better?”


“Much.”


“Now to make your bra disappear.”
Gliding his fingertips up along her arms, he crept under her sleeves and tugged
down at her shoulder straps. She made his task easier for him and pulled her
elbows out of the straps. Once the straps slipped back through her sleeves, he
tucked a hand down the front of her dress and removed her bra creating brief,
not all-too-unpleasant friction against her nipples.


He threw the bra over his shoulder. It
fell to the floor. “Presto.”


“You’re quite the magician.”


“You ain’t seen nothing, yet.” He moved
down to her feet and stole his hands underneath her dress. His hands were warm
as they made their journey up her thighs.


Helping him out, she raised her hips as
he tugged down her panties. She realized he was one of those guys that liked
clothed sex and wanted her to keep her dress on. That was okay with her, though
she preferred the feel of skin against skin.


“Abracadabra.” He tossed her thin, red
garment over his shoulder.


“I’ve always wanted to be the
magician’s assistant.”


“And such a beautiful assistant you
are.” He slid his hands up to her waist. She felt him press his rod against her
leg the whole way.


“Is there anything of yours you’re
going to make disappear inside me?”


“As much as I want to, I have to play
fair.” He took out a coin from his pocket. “Heads you give me head, tails I sit
on your tail and give you a back rub.”


He flipped the coin. She watched the
coin spin in the air. On the one hand, getting him to come would finish him off
quickly and she could get back to the task of snagging his winnings, but on the
other hand, that back rub sounded too seductive to pass up. She’d been working
hard casing the casinos this last week for a one-way ticket to Chicago. All
that work wound her muscles tight. She could take the time to untie those
knots.


He clapped the coin to the back of his
hand and checked to see who won. “Tails.”


“Yes!” she cheered.


He smirked at her and climbed off of
her. “Turn over.”


She spun onto her stomach. He sat down
on her butt. Those smooth hands now found their way under her unzipped dress
and caressed her shoulders. The caresses became gentle squeezes. Mmm. He was
indeed good at giving massages. But then, was there even such a thing as a bad
massage?


His fingertips etched circular designs
of release down her spine. She moaned. His hands felt so good. The plan of
stealing from him brought a drop of guilt down her throat, but didn’t last. She
knew that like other guys, he’d just blow it all the next day at cards. Whether
he lost his money to the tables or to her, the result for him would be the
same. For her, the result would be vastly different. The buzz she got after a
job, that buzz of feeling in control and independent, it was the best part of
living the way she did. She was no longer the helpless, poor girl she was when
she was growing up. She was no longer associated with the mud-crusted homeless
people on the streets. By
taking what she wanted, without anyone getting in her way, she took control of
her life and the way she wanted to live it.


His hands weaved their wonders back up
to her shoulders and he ground his crotch along the valley at her hips. Pretty
soon, Goldie knew, all the blood from his head would be rushing to other places
and he would be too distracted to focus on giving her a great back rub. Sure
enough, she heard him unzipping his pants and he raised the hem of her dress.
While one of his hands remained tacked to her shoulder, his other dipped down
her cleft and found her folds.


At first, his fingers were clumsy and a
fingernail pinched her. She opened her legs a bit to help his blind fingers
feel their way. That did it. She felt him rub her in spots that stirred
sensations deliciously unlike a back rub. Arousal, not relaxation. Her wetness
could attest to that. She writhed on his hand, ready for him.



 

***


Modern erotic fairy tale Goldie’s Locks and the Three Men is available on Amazon:


http://www.amazon.com/Goldies-Modern-Erotic-Fantasy-ebook/dp/B00CNUW9AO/
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Excerpt from the short story 

Hansel & Gretel and the

Sexual Hunter



 

Marissa was on her knees and elbows with a
cherry-flavored lollipop in her mouth. She looked through the scope at the
building across the street, enjoying the view of Hansel lathering his cock.
Watching his hand pump himself, his biceps flexing, his head tilted back, it
was enough to make her wetter than the tongue feasting between her thighs.


“Lick deeper,” she said, her mouth
full of lollipop. The sweet, cherry-flavored juices coated her tongue and she
swallowed.


She felt the man’s hands open her
cheeks further apart, her pussy exposed to the air, and his tongue sunk deeper
inside her.


She checked the scope again. Lucky
for her, Hansel had left the door to the bathroom open. Otherwise, she wouldn’t
have been able to see his jacking action. But since the door and curtains were
open, she could see right into his fourth floor bedroom and through the
bedroom, into the bathroom. Also lucky was that the shower doors were clear,
not pixilated. True, the steam from the shower wasn’t helping visibility, but
the steam mostly fogged up the top of the shower doors. She had the ability to
see clearly from his shoulders down. What she wouldn’t give to see the expression
on his face.


Behind her, she felt the man’s
tongue slip across her folds and swirl around her entrance with strong circles.
The sensation of all her nerves firing washed throughout her body. She pushed
back against his mouth. He alternated between flicking his tongue against her
clit and sucking it. If every part of her body could have sex on their own,
they certainly felt like they were doing it now.  


Hansel’s hand was pumping faster.
He doubled over, bending his torso. Perhaps he was getting close.


“Stick your cock in me,” she said.


For a brief moment, she felt the
chill of being left alone. Behind her, she heard the sound of a condom being
opened.


Looking through the scope, she
admired Hansel’s bulky chest, his abs rippling and clenching as his thick bicep
worked hard.


Behind her, a lubricated
latex-covered dick pushed inside. It didn’t feel much different than using a
warm dildo. He entered her with a slow shove.


Hansel looked like he was on the
verge of climax. She wanted to be there with him, feel that climax with him,
shudder from orgasm with him. Hell, she wanted to swallow him and make sure no
drop was wasted. 


Damn.


His fiancée was lucky. 


Well, not exactly lucky, but at
least Gretel got the experience of knowing what it was like to get stuffed by
someone who loved you.


In the scope, Hansel’s free hand
now rested on the shower wall. It was going to be now, wasn’t it? He was going
to come.


“Faster,” she said.


The man behind her thrust his shaft
in and out of her. She reached under herself and rubbed, waving her hand
furiously as if she could wave her loneliness goodbye. She was close. She
swallowed more of the lollipop’s cherry-flavored juice, pretending it was
Hansel down her throat.


Across the street, through the
bedroom, through the bathroom, and into the shower, all close up as though she
could give him a hand job herself, she saw proof of Hansel’s highest pleasure
spurt and hit the shower wall. His hand white from lather, his cock white from
lather, but who knew how much of that was mixed with the cum dripping from his
cock?


Marissa screamed and felt the
pounding of the man’s long dick as he grabbed her hips with every thrust. She
bit down on the lollipop, cracking it to pieces inside her mouth. Her pussy
spasmed and tightened around that prick pushing deep within her. What if it
were Hansel inside her? What if she could be his fiancée and this cock was him
wanting her, loving her, giving to her? The climax lasted longer, rumbling
across her body, filling her every limb with sensations she hadn’t felt in a
long, long time. 


And then the last of the waves
crashed along her shore. She caught her breath from the exertion. The guy
behind her stopped his thrusts, pulled out, and she heard the snap of his
condom come off. As far as she knew he was still hard. He didn’t come yet.
Probably saving his stamina for another client. Didn’t matter. She got what she
had paid for, though she doubted she would have gotten there so quickly had it
not been for Hansel.


“The money’s in the top left
drawer,” she said.


Through the scope she saw Hansel
drying his hair with a towel. His body was wet, his cock hung freely, tired
from the workout. She looked lovingly at his bulging muscles as they worked to
dry his blond hair, his firm chest, his ribbed abs, his muscle-popping thighs.
When he turned away, she noticed the perfect V-shape silhouette of his torso.
And, oh, he just clenched his butt cheeks in the most delightful way. What an
amazing specimen of a man.


It was a shame she would have to kill him.



 

***


Short story Hansel
& Gretel and the Sexual Hunter (Adult Fairy Tale Erotica) is available
on Amazon:


http://www.amazon.com/Hansel-Gretel-Sexual-Erotica-ebook/dp/B00B55X056/
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Short Autobiographical Stories

Campus Sexploits Anthologies



 

In the Campus Sexploits 3: Naughty Tales of Wild Girls in College
anthology


“Squirting Secrets”


Liz discovers that her roommate, Laura,
regularly visits their neighbor in the dorm, Chris, due to a very special
talent Chris has when it comes to a woman – any woman. Though Laura
encourages Liz to try him out, and Liz is intrigued by the idea of the
experience, Liz has a boyfriend. Liz runs into Chris at the cafeteria and asks
him about his “special” talent. Incredibly, he offers to show her. She
hesitates at first, but not all that happy with her current boyfriend and their
sex life – and obsessively curious now – Live gives in and agrees.
Liz discovers the amazing talent of Chris’ magical hands and now knows exactly
why Laura keeps going back for more.


Available at http://www.amazon.com/Campus-Sexploits-Naughty-College-ebook/dp/B0091IIJO6/.



 

In the Campus Sexploits 4: College Sex with Foreign Exchange Students
anthology


“College Sex with a Foreign
Exchange Student, the Universal Language”


Knowing that your fantasies defined
you, what if they were too kinky for comfort? After Liz breaks up with her
boyfriend, Liz’s roommate Laura tries setting her up with a French foreign
exchange student, Renard. When Liz meets him she falls under his spell and,
being a freelance model, she is intrigued by his love of film. He says film is
the universal language and can capture all the senses. When Liz points out film
cannot capture smell and taste, he insists on proving it by capturing her taste
on camera in his dorm room. She tingles at the challenge and accepts, never
suspecting his recorded oral interview would opens doors to sexual desires she
denied all her life.







Also by


Liz Adams



 

Fairy
Tale Erotica






Alice’s
Sexual Discovery in a Wonderful Land



 

Goldie’s
Locks and the Three Men 

(A Modern Erotic Fairy Tale Fantasy for Women)



 


 

Short
Stories






Hansel
& Gretel and the Sexual Hunter 

(A Modern Erotic Fairy Tale)



 

Alina
Said, Call Me Maybe

(A Short Romance)



 


 

Short
Stories in Anthologies






“Squirting Secrets” in Campus
Sexploits 3: Naughty Tales of Wild Girls in College (Autobiographical)



 

“College Sex with a Foreign Exchange
Student, the Universal Language” in Campus
Sexploits 4 (Autobiographical)



 

“The Artist” in Sensexual:
A Unique Anthology 2013 Vol 1 (Urban Fantasy)
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