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Chapter 1 
Late 

 

 Alice moaned loudly as her Jackrabbit began swirling inside her.   Out here in the forest, she 
did not have to worry about her nosy guardians hearing her passionate screams. She could be as quiet 
or as loud as she wished free of the prying eyes and ears of her caretakers. 

There was nothing very remarkable to have a rabbit flicking over her clit and swelling inside 
her.  Yet doing it out in the open where any passerby could see, had her folds slick in no time.  The 
toy seemed to have a mind of its own as it quickly located that sensitive spot inside her.  The one that 
made her mad with passion.  She let out a guttural moan as her desire welled up. Her thighs began to 
quiver.  The moan soon turned into a string of delighted profanities as the simultaneous assault on 
her g-spot and clit quickened in pace.   She must have been quite the sight as she lay on a large sky-
blue blanket that matched the cerulean dress she had bunched up around her waist.  Her long legs 
were propped up so they could support her movements.   

 Alice knew if she was discovered she would be severely punished.   Even though she was in 
her 20s, her caretakers did not believe she could think for herself.  They tried to keep her drugged and 
alone so they could spend the fortune she inherited.   The truth is, she cared little for money, her only 
concern was recapturing the explosive moments she remembered from her dreams.    

 The rabbit buzzed inside her.  She could feel her wetness dripping down between her thighs, 
onto the blanket beneath her now gyrating hips.  A powerful feeling welled deep inside her spreading 
warm ripples of arousal across her flesh.   Suddenly, she heard a rustling in the trees.  It seemed timed 
just perfectly with her impending orgasm.   She only peripherally registered a fading smile disappear 
behind a tree as she lost herself to the onrush of pleasure.  She squirted.  That did not happen often, 
but it was no more remarkable than being spied on by a smile.   Her fluid gushed over her toy and her 
hands.    Then an extremely strong muscle twitch forced the jackrabbit out of her pussy.   Her hands 
were too slick, her mind was too thick, and the jackrabbit slipped through her grasp, rolling down the 
hill.   Alice tried to react, but her body was still shaking.   By the time she was functional enough to 
stand, she saw, with great disappointment, her favorite toy falling into a hole in the ground.   

 She straightened up her skirt and walked over to the hole.  It wasn’t a large hole. Maybe just 
big enough for her 5’2 frame to slide into.  She could not see how far down it went but she imagined 
it couldn’t be that deep.   Curious.  Who would build a hole so small and then make it so deep?   She 
hoped it wasn’t too dirty inside, she had not worn any panties and she would hate to get her favorite 
sundress dirty.  She already dreaded having to clean her toy. Luckily, she had a jar of cleaner at home 
in her drawer. 

 Alice flattened her dress against her hips and slid herself into the hole.  As she surmised, it was 
just big enough for her to squeeze into although she was certain her dress would be covered with mud 
when she found a mirror.  



 Unexpectedly, the hole widened out just below the surface and she found herself falling for 
what seemed like an extremely long time, or maybe an extremely short time for a big person but for 
Alice, it seemed long. 

 Mmmph.  Alice landed on a soft and squishy mattress.  “Why was a mattress at the bottom of 
a hole?” she thought.   She surveyed her surroundings.  It appeared she had landed inside someone’s 
bedroom.   A very tiny person’s bedroom at that.  There was no room for Alice to stand up. If she 
moved, she was likely to knock something off the tiny table near the mattress that was just big enough 
to cover her butt.  The walls were round and fluffy, and she could not locate a door although there 
was a small keyhole near the bottom of one of the walls.  On the table was a snack-size cake and a 
child’s teacup.  Alice fondly remembered her days of playing tea with her stuffed animals.  In very tiny 
print, so small, Alice had to squint her eyes real tight, she saw words which said, “drink you” and “eat 
you,” in front of the cup and cake respectively. 

 Alice felt thirsty.  There was not much liquid in the teacup, but it might help.  She drank the 
surprisingly warm liquid like a shot.   Instantly, her thirst was sated, and she felt refreshed.   Then her 
body started tingling in her chest area.   Her nipples stiffened and her breasts began to swell as if being 
filled with liquid.  At first, the new sensations felt good, but as the stretching of her bosom continued, 
Alice began to feel some discomfort.   “I do hope this stops soon before I explode!”  Alice noticed a 
thick liquid oozing out of her nipples.  She reached down and ran a finger over it.  She would not have 
been surprised to see a white milky substance as she had heard that some women fed milk to their 
children through their breasts.  However, this was a purplish liquid that smelled strongly of grapes and 
mulling spices.  Sure enough, when she put a finger to her lips, it tasted just like wine.   Alice was not 
very experienced in alcohol but once in a while, her aunt let her have some with dinner.  This tasted 
similar but much sweeter. 

 At that moment, Alice felt her left nipple begin to tingle.  A flush crossed her chest as she felt 
a tugging on her nipple, almost as if a mouth had surrounded her breast and was suckling her.   Her 
pain subsided and faded into an intense feeling of arousal focused on the nipple.   Alice squirmed as 
the sucking intensified.   Her folds were beginning to dampen again.  She heard her nether lips 
puckering as if calling to her for attention.   She was too stunned to move as there was no one there, 
yet she unmistakably felt a mouth expertly biting, tonguing, and sucking on her breast.   As the sucking 
continued, she noticed the swollen breast was shrinking back to its normal size. The smaller it became, 
the more her pleasure increased.  She was panting now, wanting more, but not wanting to interrupt 
the incredible feeling. 

 When her left breast reached its normal C cup, she felt the mouth move to her right.  She 
squealed at the powerful effect these invisible lips had on her body.  By the time her right breast had 
returned to its normal size, she was soaking the bed with her juices and aching for more.   Sadly, the 
mouth pulled away and left Alice with nothing to help her fill her need.   She took a deep breath.  A 
hunger burned through her so she picked up the tiny piece of cake and popped it into her mouth.   
Concern filled her as she realized the drink had made her breasts get larger, what would the cake do?   
However, she felt no changes to her body.    

 Then it happened.  The mouth returned, this time surrounding her swollen, aching, greedy 
clit.   Alice screamed with delight as the mouth seemed to know exactly how she should be kissed.  



The invisible tongue painted circles across her stiff button while the teeth she could not see had no 
trouble biting at just the right time.   Sounds of pleasure wafted out of her mouth like a siren’s song.  
Her hips bucked with excitement.  She had never been eaten before, in fact, only her toys had ever 
touched her down there.  She felt her orgasm building to an incredible height.  Alice braced her hands 
against the bed which seemed to have grown into a king-size and prepared for an orgasm that never 
came.   Instead, Alice moaned in horror as the mouth simply disappeared, leaving her edged to the 
point of torture.   Alice looked around, hoping to find more cake.  She begged the air not to leave her 
like this.  Unfortunately, poor Alice’s pleas were to no avail.   

 It was at this moment, that Alice realized that the room had become much larger.   Or was it 
that she had become much smaller?  Either way, the keyhole that looked so tiny before, now looked 
like a normal keyhole in a normal door.  Sitting on the table where the cake had been was a single 
golden key.  As her arousal screamed for release, Alice willed it into a manageable throbbing.   She 
realized she still needed to find her jackrabbit and get home before anyone noticed she was gone.   
Hopefully, she put the key in the door and was rewarded with a satisfying click.  The door opened 
into a beautiful land of giant mushrooms which looked a lot like fat penises, and even larger trees with 
thin shiny trunks like stripper poles.  As she exited the tiny cottage, she swore she saw a floating penis 
in the corner of the cave, but when she took a second glance, she could not find a trace. 

  



Chapter 2 
The Looking Ass 

 Alice wandered outside the doorway, looking under the bushes lining the path but could not 
find the rabbit.   “Wait,” she cried gleefully as she saw her precious toy lying on the edge of a rock.  
She ran over to it, arriving just in time to feel the ground rumble beneath her feet.  The rock wobbled, 
then rolled down a hill taking the rabbit for a ride.    

 “Oh fiddlesticks,” Alice said as she watched the rabbit bounce down the pathway until it was 
out of sight.    

 “You’ll never find it now,” a voice said from behind her.   Alice jumped, her heart leaping out 
of her chest.  When she managed to put it back, she turned to find a woman, about her age and height, 
but, at least to Alice, much more attractive, sitting on a giant mushroom, smoking a hookah pipe.  She 
wore no clothes, her body rippling with sensuality.  She appeared taller than Alice, maybe 5’9 or 5’10.  
Everything about her was more than Alice.   Her breasts, DD, by conservative estimates, showcased 
nipples the size of highlighter caps.   Her rear was large and perfectly heart-shaped, like the models 
on her uncle’s dirty magazines which he kept under her bed; her legs were smooth as silk. 

 “You can call me Cat,” she said with a lazy smile as she blew smoke rings out of her mouth.   
She stood up, walking on the mushroom cap as if putting on a show for Alice.  She grabbed a hold of 
the nearby tree and swung herself around, exposing her private areas to Alice’s eyes. 

 Her beauty was quite noticeable, and Alice felt her body becoming aroused again.  That ache 
between her legs had returned.    When Cat was facing away from her, Alice noticed a green tail-like 
object sticking out of her behind.   Cat turned around again, her body undulating.  Some people are 
beautiful, like the girls you see in the magazines, some people are plain, and some, they just ooze 
sexuality.   Cat was the latter. 

 “Do you like my plug?   It looks like a caterpillar, no?   That’s how I got my name!” 

 Alice had seen butt plugs once. On a website before Auntie had taken away her internet access.  
She was very curious about them, but certainly, not one that looked like a caterpillar was shoved up 
the butt.  Alice blushed and took a step back.    

 “Oooh, a shy one!” Cat said with a purr.  “Want a puff?” she said, offering the hookah to 
Alice.   Alice politely declined. Her head was still spinning from the “sweets” back in the cave.   
Further, she had no idea what goes into a hookah anyway.  Alice looked more closely at her 
surroundings.   The trees littering the landscape had shiny, stripper poles for trunks.  A stark contrast 
to the red and brown mushrooms of various sizes dotting the landscape.  Was it her imagination, or 
were all the mushrooms shaped like penises?   

 She looked up to find Cat wiggling her caterpillar tail at her to the beat of some music in her 
head.  She seemed to have forgotten all about Alice, which suited Alice just fine.   Although a part of 
her was already imagining her ass being filled by a plug, the green tail was somewhat scary.   Alice took 
the moment to head down the path toward where she last saw her toy. 



 As she passed over the hill, she heard Cat’s voice mocking her, “You’ll never find it now, 
Alice.”   

 Alice began running.  The toy must have rolled a long way because she got to the bottom of 
the hill, winded, and the toy was nowhere to be found. What she did find were several posters hanging 
from the stripper pole trunks.  On the poster were pictures of Alice in the dress she was wearing.   The 
word “Wanted” was stamped across her chest.  

 “Oh dear,” Alice thought.  “What in heavens have I done wrong.”   She hurriedly tore down 
all the posters she could see.  

 “It won’t do any good!” A voice rang out from a small cottage nearby.  

“Curious, I don’t remember there being a cottage there!” Alice thought. 

“The queen’s henchmen will just post new ones.” 

Alice looked toward the voice.   A man dressed in a tan bunny suit and carrying what looked 
to be a present stood in the doorway of a wooden cottage.  She looked at him strangely.   

The man looked down at himself nervously. “Oh, this?  Yes, this is for the party, which I am 
currently very late for.   I don’t want to be late again for the party.  Do excuse me.”  

With that, the man ran off farther down the road.  Alice started to call out to him that he left 
his door open but realized he couldn’t hear her.” 

Cautiously, Alice approached the cottage, half expecting it to disappear as fast as it seemed to 
appear.   She opened the door and stepped inside.   To say the cottage was a mess would have been 
unfair.   The cottage was an organized mess.   Everything was haphazardly positioned, yet together, it 
all seemed to make perfect sense.   Papers were neatly stacked, yet hanging ¾ off the table, somehow 
defying gravity.  Posters of naked women were crookedly hung on the walls, each fastened only by 
one pin in the middle of the model’s navel.   There were sex toys stuck to the walls, littering the floors.  
From the looks of it, the hare was quite the pervert.    On the table was an invitation that read: 

Today only 

Come to the Dormouse’s tea bagging party 

Bring gifts 

Alice chuckled to herself.  How strange they call it a “tea bagging party” she laughed.  It is so 
much simpler to call it a tea party.   Alice continued to look through the hare’s home, wondering if 
he had grabbed her rabbit by mistake, or maybe intentionally.   In the bedroom, she found photos of 
the rabbit and Cat in what could only be described as animalistic passion.   Both disgusted and 
aroused, Alice slowly backed out the door, closing it behind her, and ran down the trail after the 
hare. 

  



Chapter 3 
We Are All Mad 

 Alice ran down the hill, past posters and trees and mushrooms.   It seemed like she was making 
no progress at all.  Her rabbit was nowhere to be found.   Along the path, however, she did find a 
new-in-box wand vibrator with a bow around it.   She remembered the hare had been carrying it.  This 
must be this Dormouse’s present.   She scooped it up and kept running until out of breath she stopped 
to rest against a shady tree.    

“MMMMPPH!”  echoed around her.    

Alice looked left, then looked right, then looked straight ahead.   It sounded like someone was 
in trouble 

“MMMMPPH!” the sound came again.   

Unmistakably the muffled cry of a damsel beset upon by vagrants.   Alice ran towards the 
noise.  In a short time, she entered a clearing.  To her shock, there was no damsel in distress.  Instead, 
she must have arrived at Dormouse’s party.  It was not what she expected at all.  First, she could not 
find any tea anywhere, let alone a bag of it.   Instead, there was a picnic table with a cloth on it.  Alice 
could make out the words “Happy” across one of the sides.  On the table was a tall woman.  Or she 
would have been tall if she was vertical.  Rather, she was a long woman laying on her back, her legs 
hanging off one side of the table, her head hanging off the other.   She had perky little breasts with 
tiny cone-shaped nipples poking up into the air.   Her hair was cut short like a pixie.  She was naked 
save for a red bow tied around her midriff.   Most curious, Dormouse wore a pair of mouse ears and 
had a black spot colored on her nose in sharpie.   

It soon became clear to Alice why there were muffled screams.   Standing at Dormouse’s head 
was a man wearing only a purple top hat.  Alice stared for a long minute, admiring his glistening torso 
and rippling muscles as he repeatedly shoved his thick penis into Dormouse’s open mouth.  Alice felt 
the tingle between her legs return as she watched each long stroke push into the comparatively tiny 
mouth.  Each time his balls smacked her nose, she let out a muffled moan which Alice now understood 
was pleasure. 

Yet, this was not all that was occurring.   Alice’s attention was suddenly drawn to the other 
end of the table when Dormouse’s legs suddenly lifted off the table.   Standing between them, a 
perverted little grin on his face was the hare from the cottage.   His rabbit suit was now bunched up 
near his ankles and he was matching the hatter’s strokes with strokes of his own deep into Dormouse’s 
pussy. 

Alice felt her body reacting to the scene.  Her nipples had stiffened.  Her arousal, which had 
been limited to a dull roar since the cake, had now turned into a torrent.  She felt her clit thicken and 
twitch.  She slid a finger beneath her skirt and pressed it between her folds, confirming they were now 
sticky.   “OOOH,” she squeaked as a buzz of pleasure shot through her.   She stood there, holding 
the wand box in one hand, rubbing her wet slit until her finger was slick, then pressing it against her 
clit in tiny circles. 



Alice’s need was urgent. She carefully placed the box on the small chair she had not noticed 
earlier and lifted her dress to her waist.   She could see her wetness glistening on the flesh above her 
clit.  A scream of delight brought her attention back to the table. Dormouse had rolled over onto her 
hands and knees.  The hare was standing on a chair, plowing her from the rear while Dormouse was 
receiving a cum bath from the hatter.   Alice’s finger slipped inside her, then another.   She was so 
aroused she needed more.  She closed her eyes, picturing herself lying on the table, a cock in her pussy 
and another in her mouth.   She could hear her moans steadily emanating from her lips. 

Without warning, something thick and hard pressed against her wrist.  She looked down and 
shrieked as she saw nothing there.   Again, she felt something hard press her clit.  It felt delightful, like 
when she pressed the head of her rabbit there.   Still, it must have been in her mind because there was 
nothing there. 

Whatever this nothing was, it was certainly making her wet.   She could feel it as it slid up and 
down her slit, parting her lips.   Her breath was hard to catch as the tip stretched her.  The angle was 
wrong, so she subconsciously lifted a leg, placing it on the chair.   This allowed the invisible penis to 
penetrate her.   

“Oh my,” she exclaimed as she felt herself being filled way more than her rabbit ever did.   Her 
vision began blurring as her passion overtook her body.  It felt so good.   Soon the rhythm of the 
thing inside her matched the rhythm of the Hatter who was now thrusting deep into Dormouse’s 
wiggling ass while the hair was jerking streams of thick white goo over her back. 

Alice wanted more.  She pulled away from whatever was sticking into her and stepped toward 
the table.  She placed her left hand on it, leaning forward.  With her right hand, she lifted her dress 
and bunched it at her waist.  She then reached between her thighs and shamelessly spread her pussy 
lips wide in an invitation for the invisible cock to slide back inside.     She was not disappointed as she 
felt the thick head push against her, then enter with a slurping sound.  She screamed, only to have her 
sound muffled as Dormouse pressed her pretty little lips against hers.  That took Alice over the edge. 
She had never kissed a woman before.   She felt her hips and thighs shake as she came long and hard.    

When her orgasm subsided, she searched around but found no sign of any penis or toy near 
her.   The Hatter and the Hare sat by the table, having found their clothes.  Suddenly they broke out 
in applause! 

“What a fantastic show,” The Hare clapped enthusiastically.    

“Yes, I am absolutely mad about it.”  The Hatter said.  “But deary, how did you orgasm just 
from a kiss? 

Alice spent the next five minutes trying to explain that she felt an invisible thing inside her 
that was fucking her senseless but between the incoherent Dormouse, the overly chatty Hare, and this 
mad Hatter, she felt like she was running into a brick wall.  Frustrated, she sat down on the chair and 
began to cry.  She was starting to believe she was never going to find her rabbit, and worse yet, she 
might be stuck down this hole forever.   It was all overwhelming.    

She reached out and accepted a cloth from Dormouse, then tossed it back, realizing it was her 
underwear.  Instead, she wiped her eyes on the sleeve of her dress. 



The three strangers oddly did nothing while she cried but sit in silence.   When the tears 
stopped rolling down her cheeks, Alice found the strength to ask them some questions.  She learned 
that the three had been friends for years and spent their birthdays having sex in this clearing.  However, 
as near as Alice could tell, they believed that every day was one of their birthdays so basically, all they 
ever did was take turns having sex with each other.   None of them remembered anything else.  Well 
anything other than the Queen of Wands who was determined to keep all the sex toys in the kingdom 
for herself.    That was why the Hare had a stockpile, he was hiding them from her goons.  Tweedle 
D and Tweedle DD.  Her law was so strict, that anyone caught with a sex toy was tortured mercilessly.   

Exhausted, the three strangers began to drift off to sleep.  Alice made sure they were 
comfortable, then picked up the wand present, unwrapped it, and took it with her into the wood.  
From the sound of things, she might need a weapon, or a peace offering, if she ran into this queen.  
As she ran off, she could have sworn she saw a penis floating in mid-air.   Things were getting curiouser 
and curiouser. 

  



Chapter 4 
She’s a Killer Queen 

 It didn’t take long before Alice found the Queen’s castle.  It was shaped like a giant penis 
sticking tall over the horizon.  As she got closer, she could see two spheres on either side of it 
surrounded by a maze of bushes.  In the courtyard, a group of people in fancy dress were using large 
dildos to hit balls through wickets into holes.   Two very large females with obviously surgically 
enhanced breasts stood watch nearby.  Alice assumed they were the Tweedles as she now understood 
their names D and DD with more clarity. 

 Alice approached.  Near the group was a table filled with dildos and vibrators.  Alice nearly 
walked past it, until she heard a whistle.  She turned quickly, seeing no one, however, she did see her 
jackrabbit, all cleaned and polished sitting in the center of the table.   “That wicked Queen,” she 
thought.   “So that’s where my toy had gone.”    

 At that moment, Alice was accosted by a woman dressed in a fancy white dress.  “Hello, dear, 
have you come to challenge the queen to a game of Dick-it?” She asked as if this was a normal 
conversation.   

 Alice stammered, “Well, I.”   

 “Oh dear, you must be from far, far away.  “I’m the Duchess of Wands and I thought everyone 
knew that on the fourth moon of each month, anyone who can beat the Queen in a game of Cock-
quet, wins one of her prized collection of toys.  If you lose, well, you must surrender a toy back.  I see 
you are carrying a very nice toy there.  The Queen will want to have it.”    

 Alice took a moment to consider.  On the one hand, this sounded like a chance to get her 
jackrabbit back.  The thought of returning home without her most orgasm-inducing friend was one 
she could not bear.   On the other hand, she had no idea how to play Cock-quet.   It looked simple 
enough, reminding her of a game her uncle liked to play.  “Does anyone ever beat the Queen?” she 
asked, hoping to get an estimate of her chances of victory. 

 The Duchess broke out in condescending laughter.  “Oh, you are a silly girl, aren’t you?   
Nobody beats the Queen.  Even if they could, they don’t.  She is not a good sport about it.   You 
don’t want to see her angry.”  The Duchess took Alice’s wand and placed it on the table.  “Come 
along, it is your turn next.” 

 Alice had no time to think as the Duchess grabbed her by the wrist and dragged her to the 
starting line.  A long thin dildo was placed into her hand and the Queen turned to see her opponent. 

 The Queen was nothing like what Alice expected.   She was short, no more than 5’2”.   She 
was wearing a red velvet gown that accented her curves and a ruby crown with the points shaped like 
the vibrating wand she had brought with her from the tea bagging party.  Her lips were painted a 
matching red as well.  If Cat was sensual, the Queen was downright seductive.  She did not look 
dangerous at all, rather, all Alice could think about was how sexy she was.  That familiar tingle rippled 
through her.   To clear her head, Alice looked around.  She was surprised to see the Hatter, Dormouse, 
and Hare all sitting in the stands watching.   The Hare waved.   Before Alice could waive back, the 



Queen yelled, “Let’s get the balls rolling.”  She then doubled up with laughter her bosom bouncing 
healthily as she celebrated her own play on words. 

 Now that Alice was up close, she saw that the game was much like croquet, however, instead 
of wickets, six naked, very well-hung men were kneeling with their legs spread, their long cocks 
hanging down toward the ground.  Alice had never seen such a sight.  Each of the men was tan with 
six-pack abs. Their legs were thick and muscular.  They all had their arms crossed in front of their 
chests.  But most arousing of all, they all had cocks at least 9 inches long.  Alice found it a bit strange 
that each penis was marked with a tarot card symbol from 9 through K and a fool.  They all had a 
wand symbol as well. 

 The Queen took the first turn.   She had a long crystal rod in her hands.   She fondled it 
lovingly before swinging and whacking the first ball through the legs of one of the wickets.  Alice 
swore she saw the first gentleman wince as if in sympathy for the symbolic striking of the ball.  The 
queen walked up to the wicket and ran her leg between his legs, caressing his shaft.   Alice watched as 
his penis seemed to grow even longer until she was certain it would block any attempt for her to get 
the ball through his knees.   Alice didn’t want to hurt this man, but she did want her toy back. 

 The Queen must have sensed her reluctance.   She came up behind her and gave her a healthy 
smack on her ass, grabbing her right ass cheek.   “Don’t be shy honey, if you hit it hard enough, it 
should push that dangly thing out of the way.” 

 Alice jolted in surprise, accidentally hitting the ball without proper preparation.  The ball rolled 
slowly, stopping just at the base of the 9 of wands, touching the thick head of his cock.   The crowd 
went silent save for the Queen who was excitedly clapping her hands like a child.  “Oh dear,” she said, 
without any indication that she felt sorry for Alice at all.   “Now you have to move him out of the 
way!”   Alice shrugged, that would not be difficult, after all, she only had to lift his penis long enough 
to hit the ball through.  She reached down with her left hand. 

 “Crack!”  Alice pulled her hand back as a man dressed in a referee suit swatted it away.   “You 
cannot use your hands, miss,” he said with a smirk.   Alice stared, uncertain what he meant.   She then 
noticed the Duchess pointing to her mouth and making an in and out motion with her hand.    

 Alice had never had a real penis in her mouth, but she had quite enjoyed watching the hatter 
thrusting his cock in and out of Dormouse’s throat.  Clearly, the Dormouse enjoyed it as well.   Alice 
shrugged and knelt before 9.  She had to crouch down very low to get to the tip of his cock.  This 
must have given quite the view to the audience behind her as she heard a smattering of applause and 
catcalls.  To 9’s credit, he gave a subtle swing of his hips which flipped it slightly toward her lips.  It 
was big for her mouth, but she only needed to occupy it long enough to get the ball through.   That 
was going to be a challenge though as in the kneeling position, she could not do much of a swing.  She 
was further limited by the musky sweet thing stretching her mouth to its limits.  Her balance was 
precarious at best.   She probably would have had no difficulty had her thighs not chosen that exact 
moment to begin quivering with arousal. 

 9 was also enjoying her predicament as his cock stiffened in her mouth.   Her mind pictured 
Dormouse lying on the table in the throes of passion which inspired her to take more of him in.   She 
gagged as he hit the back of her throat, then felt her throat muscles relax.   Instinct had taken over 



and soon she was bobbing her head enthusiastically as sweet nectar leaked out of his tip.   One 
watching might have thought she forgot about the task at hand, but even while losing herself in the 
new sensation of having her mouth filled with this sweet treat, she maneuvered her dildo like a pool 
cue and managed to shoot her ball through 9’s legs, striking the Queen’s ball and pushing it nearly out 
of bounds, before rolling directly in the Queen’s line of sight for 10’s wicket.   It would be a much 
more difficult shot for the Queen now. 

 A hush fell over the crowd.   Alice felt someone grab her by the hair and yank her head back 
just hard enough to pull 9 out of her mouth and bring her to her feet.  “That’s enough new girl,” the 
Queen said, holding Alice’s hair in a tightly balled fist.   “It’s my turn now!” With a huff, the Queen 
released her hold on Alice’s hair and headed toward her ball which was lying on the baulk line.  

 Alice scanned the crowd and caught the eye of the Hatter.  His purple hat was unmistakable 
amidst the crowd.  He gave her two thumbs up as Alice turned just in time to see the Queen smack 
her ball so hard it flew into the air and struck 10 on the thigh before falling to the ground on the other 
side by his feet.  Even if Alice got her ball through his legs, it would likely strike the Queen’s ball again. 

 Alice surveyed the grounds.  Her ball was about a torso length away from 10.   There was just 
a bit of room to pass the Queen’s ball but it would require a perfect and slow-rolling shot.     Alice 
decided to try a bit of finesse.  She walked over to her ball, bent over, holding her dildo club out in 
front of her, dangling it loosely from her hands.  By lining it up between her legs, she should be able 
to find the right angle.  She bent forward, completely oblivious to the view she was given 10.   Just as 
she was about to take the shot, she felt something hard press against her thigh and begin twitching 
toward her crotch.   She glanced over her shoulder to see 10’s previously flaccid penis, now standing 
erect, poking her between the legs.  Alice tried to concentrate but her pussy was already taking over 
her mind with its need.   She was never going to be able to concentrate with that large rod smacking 
her thighs and lips with its twitching.   She reached between her legs and shoved it into her pussy, 
simultaneously drawing a gasp from her lips and the crowd.  Her eyes rolled back as the wave of 
pleasure took over her body.  Perhaps she had not thought this plan through.   She heard 10 moan as 
she rocked her hips back taking as much of him in as she could.   

 His cock filled her completely and she knew he was not even all the way inside.   Her hand 
stroked his shaft between her legs until she found his heavy balls which she used to hold him still 
while she backed up, taking him in deep.  She could feel him poking the back of her greedy little hole 
as she squeezed and released.     She felt her orgasm take over and channeled it into the club sending 
the ball rocketing through her legs, through 10’s legs, and past the Queen’s ball as Alice screamed in 
pleasure.    

 Before her legs stopped shaking and her stomach stopped rippling, Alice’s hair was once again 
grabbed by the Queen, straightening her up.  10 popped out of Alice’s pussy with a slurp and began 
shooting cum in nearly every direction.  One of them sprayed across the Queen’s chest and began 
dripping down her cleavage line. 

 The referee ran over with a towel just in time to catch it before it disappeared beneath the red 
dress.   The Queen’s nipples were quite visible now and her face was flush with a mix of anger and 
arousal.  She said nothing, pushing Alice away from her and stormed off toward her ball.   Her ball 



ricocheted off the dildo, striking Alice’s ball head-on and sending it off into the rough grass while 
bounding towards 11’s open legs.   

 Still quaking from her interrupted pleasure, Alice did not waste time, hitting her ball through 
11 and 12’s legs in one shot.  The Queen looked furious.   She blasted her ball, inadvertently hitting 
11 squarely between the legs on her upswing.    On her way past 11 toward her ball, Alice gently 
stroked 11’s cock where the red welt was already starting to grow.  When he winced, she released him, 
realizing she was causing him even more discomfort. 

 The game moved quickly from there with Alice and the Queen both getting their ball to the 
final wicket, the fool.   The Queen went first, needing only a clean shot to win.  Her ball hurtled toward 
the Fool’s legs where it hit a rough spot changing its trajectory into an arc.  It landed out of bounds 
beyond the baulk line.   Alice would have sworn she heard a soft “OOMPF” coming from where the 
ball bounced but there was no one there.  Alice confidently walked up to her ball, put on her best golf 
swing, and hit a soft roll through the Fool’s legs for the win. 

 Instead of a celebratory cheer, she heard only a smattering of awkward claps coming from the 
Hatter and the Hare while the rest of the audience stayed silent, staring at the Queen to see what she 
had in mind.   The Queen walked over to the table, her anger evident on her face.  She had never lost 
before, and this girl was not even a regular player.  She picked up the wand and the jackrabbit, carrying 
them over to Alice.  She held them out for Alice to take.   Alice tentatively reached for the jackrabbit 
first and attempted to gently take it from the Queen only to find that the Queen refused to let go.   
Alice pulled harder but the Queen tightened her grip.  Grabbing the wand, Alice dug her heels into 
the ground pulling and grunting.  “How could this tiny Queen be so strong,” she thought.   “No 
pipsqueak spoiled brat is going to take my rabbit!” Alice shouted and tugged with all her might.  
Suddenly, the Queen lost her grip on the rabbit and Alice lost her grip on the wand.   The two women 
flew backward, Alice landing on her back on the grassy hill and the Queen falling on her bottom into 
the fountain. 

 The Queen recovered first, her dress plastered against her body, revealing her sensual curves.   
Alice couldn’t help but think how sexy the Queen looked with her hair no longer restrained by the red 
wand crown.  Alice was smitten and her sore but lascivious lady parts were beginning to swell with 
arousal.  She tried to get up but suddenly D and DD were holding her arms back.   The Queen 
approached her, waving the wand as if she intended to use it, and shouted: 

“Off with her dress.” 
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