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      This story is dedicated to those who have fond memories of reading a self-choosing adventure story, keeping their place by tucking their fingers in the folds of the book to make sure they can always go back and choose the other option if they didn’t like the first. In the digital age, you can free some of those fingers for other tasks.
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      From the imagination of Liz Adams: A spicy, paranormal retelling of The Princess and the Pea.

      

      An Interactive Hands-On Fairy Tale. Alice’s happy ending is guaranteed. How she gets there is up to you.

      Alice must face it. Her fantasies of being ravished without giving permission are disturbing. There must be something wrong with her. But her body desires to experience these fantasies.

      Wouldn’t that traumatize her? Perhaps she can role play them with her boyfriend Jack. Or will he become disgusted with her.

      Her dreams of a strange wonderland called Bot-Koll have helped her in the past, maybe she can find the answers there. And maybe try out a few of those fantasies safely.

      

      Alice’s Story of O is an interactive fairytale (84k) where readers choose their own steamy story to follow, featuring a high heat frolic and a guaranteed HEA. It includes M/F, M/F/M, F/F, F/F/M, a smart spanking, and a puppet master controlling her every move in front of an audience. It is the third book in the Alice series and can be read as a standalone.

      

      TRIGGER WARNING: This book was created as one where you can choose your own storyline to follow because some scenes include consensual assault. The reader can choose to avoid those scenes and still read several of the many complete storylines. If such topics disturb you, it would be best to avoid reading those scenes and choose the more tame choices. Please read with care. Detailed CWs are viewable on the author's website.
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        Sometimes I can feel you in my heart when you’re not there. I can hear you, I can see you, and I can feel you everywhere.

      

      

      
        
        Jack’s Cottage on Dellid’s Estate

        Oxford, England

        December 1965

      

      

      Alice Dellid awoke in her silk nightgown, nestled against Jack’s warm chest in his bed. No one must know.

      She pushed aside the dreaded threat and breathed easy, her naked body relaxed, her heart thumped a comfortable rhythm. How wonderful it was to be in Jack’s arms again.

      The bed wasn’t as comfortable as her own in the nearby manor, but what could one expect from a servant’s bed? Jack was “just” the gardener. Servants didn’t get the finest linen and bedding. Still, her own bed, as comfortable as it was, didn’t give her comfort the same way Jack did.

      She sighed with delight remembering last night’s lovemaking. Perfect. Spending the Christmas holiday free from the responsibilities of her studies at Cambridge University and back in Jack’s cottage was the very thing she had been looking forward to these past months. Together for a year could not truly count as a year. Most of that year was away from him and stuck at university.

      Jack’s deep breaths hypnotized her. She lay still, admiring his scruff of black hair and strong chin.

      What time was it?

      She checked the clock. Nearly six? Oh, for heaven’s sake! She needed to leave. Her father was getting up early this morning to have breakfast with a friend in town. Since Jack was her family’s gardener, he had insisted Alice keep their relationship a secret from her parents. Getting caught in Jack’s cottage? Not a good idea.

      The consequences ranged anywhere from Jack being fired to never seeing Jack again. Or worse, Jack being beaten to death.

      No one must know.

      She slipped out of Jack’s bed hoping not to wake him. She gave him a kiss and tasted herself on his lips. She moistened at the memory of how generous he was the night before with pleasing her.

      She slid her wool coat over her nightgown, glanced back at her beloved, then tip-toed out of the cottage doorway. Already her heart yearned to turn back and spend more time with him.

      Outside the door, she tugged on her leather boots, wiggling her toes against the soft woolen lining. The morning snow posed as a blanket upon her front yard. The cold air pressed against her face and wiggled its way through her coat. She shivered.

      “Today is a beautiful day,” she whispered, “just like all other days.”

      Binding her coat closer around her torso, she made solid steps that crunched across the snow. Alice was certain that her parents would be pleased to know she loved such a good man as Jack, but considering how they pushed her to date upper-class gentlemen only, perhaps he was right to keep their love a secret.

      Having a servant as a boyfriend would cross the line, and if Jack’s concerns were correct, they’d have to break up, and he would be fired.

      On her way to the two-story brick manor, she saw her childhood playmate Troy. Was it because of his fancy haircut and dimples that he came across as a stuck-up brat? Or was it his wealthy upbringing, though Alice had been raised with the same affluence?

      Troy now attended Oxford University. He, too, was home for the holidays. He carried a crate of milk bottles from the milkman’s drop-off point, up her driveway, and to her front door — a chore he had always voluntarily taken on as a friendly neighbor.

      He eyed her with a smirk and ran his free hand through his sandy blond hair. “This is the third time I’ve seen you leave Jack’s cottage early in the morning. I didn’t know he was the beau you’ve been mentioning.”

      “He’s not my beau,” she rushed out the words. “We’re just friends.”

      “Right. Friends.” He smirked, set the crate of milk down, and crossed his arms. “How do your parents feel about you shagging the gardener?”

      She bit her lip.

      He raised his brows. “Oh, I see. They don’t know yet.”

      She spoke as if she fully stood by Jack’s choice to keep their relationship a secret. “They can’t know. It would crush them.”

      He nodded. “I understand. The upper class and servants don’t mix.” He scratched his chin. “Sure would be a shame if I happened to forget that and accidentally mention to your parents how Jack’s dipping his wick in you.”

      Heavens!

      “Please, don’t say anything, Troy. They can’t find out.”

      “I think you could convince me to make sure I don’t say anything about it.”

      How typical of Troy to seek out a selfish gain. Even when he was a kid he coerced her out of her candy. Hopefully, he was bluffing.

      She put her hands on her hips.

      “You wouldn’t dare say anything, Troy.”

      “Okay. You want to play it like that? I’ll be honest.” He stared off as if collecting his thoughts, then said, “I don’t care if you’re getting your cunt stuffed by a servant or a horse. I don’t even consider that bit of information interesting enough to spread around. There’s nothing in it for me to tell your parents about you and Jack. But there is something in it for me if you want me to keep your sexual affairs a secret. Face it, Alice. I’m in control of your happiness.”

      Damn him. “What do you want, Troy?”

      “Oh, I don’t know.”

      But by the way his gaze dripped down her body, she had a pretty good idea what he wanted. Goosebumps rippled across her arms and legs. She glanced down. Her coat had fallen open, showing off her nightgown and what the cold air did to her nipples. What would Jack say? At the window of the cottage stood Jack’s frame. Terrific. He saw her talking to Troy. Hopefully, he couldn’t hear the conversation.

      Troy picked up the crate of milk. “Let me think on that and get back to you.”

      She ran into the manor and upstairs to her room. Jack had seen her talk to Troy, but that was no big deal as long as he didn’t hear what was said. Right now, she had other needs to attend to. She jumped on the bed and held a pillow over her aroused nipples. What would Troy do to her?

      Troy as a lover? Not interested. But the idea of him giving her no choice in the matter created all sorts of drool-worthy images.

      Would he bend her over the dining room table wiggling eager fingers inside her pussy as she protested?

      Would he back her against a tree and lift her legs around his torso, thrusting into her despite her cries to stop?

      Would he chain her to the basement wall and toy with her nipples, squeeze her ass, cup her mound and tease her until she went insane?

      She tingled. Her fingers rubbed between her legs. She drew her hand away in horror. Was she actually touching herself at these thoughts? What would her university friend Penelope say? When Penelope ran sobbing to Alice late one night, the way Penelope held the torn top of her dress to cover her breasts, Alice could guess what had happened. Alice brought her traumatized friend to the police to file charges against the guy she was dating. As supportive as the police were, Penelope still talked about the things she could have done differently, as if it were her own fault. The police had to convince her that she was a victim of a crime of violence, not an instigator. Alice soothed her by insisting what the man did was wrong. No one wanted to be forced into sex. How could Alice now allow herself to imagine such scenarios?

      She looked at her fingers. The tips were glistening with her juices.

      She felt sick to her stomach. She was actually turned on?

      What kind of person was she? Not just thinking about being forced but fantasizing about it? There was no way around the truth. That was perverse.

      She confessed this hidden part of her. “I’m a pervert.”

      She turned over in her bed. Sleep could help her escape who she was.
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      Alice woke up to a knock.

      “Who’s there?”

      A muffled reply came from behind the door, “It’s Carol.”

      Carol. The funny, tactless girlfriend of Alice’s older sister, Lois.

      Lois and Carol knew about her relationship with Jack, but she could count on them to keep the love affair quiet.

      Like Alice and Jack, Lois and Carol had to keep their relationship a secret from their parents. Carol came from wealth, but in Alice’s family, gay and lesbian couples had the same stigma as the lower class. If her parents had any inkling of why Carol enjoyed spending the night in Lois’s bedroom, all of England’s stormy weather would be inside the manor instead of outside.

      “Come downstairs for breakfast, sleepyhead,” Carol said. “We’ve been waiting for you. You know your parents’ rules. Can’t have a bite until everyone’s at the table, and I’m starving.”

      Alice buried her head under a pillow. “Go away.”

      “Of course, Your Majesty. As you wish.” The door opened, and the sounds of Carol’s footsteps padded across the carpet. Carol had entered against Alice’s wishes. Typical. “What’s bugging you?” Her voice was close, no longer muffled.

      One thing about Carol, there was no way she’d leave anyone alone until they talked out their problems with her. Thank goodness.

      “I don’t want to talk about it,” she lied.

      The foot of the bed sank as Carol sat.

      “That’s fine. We’ll just wait here until your entire family comes up to see why you’re not eating breakfast. You can explain then.”

      Alice grumbled. Perhaps the best way to get Carol to leave was to shock her.

      “I’m a pervert, okay?” she said to Carol. “I like being forced into having sex. There. Tell that to everyone.”

      There was no immediate response. Maybe Alice succeeded in shocking her. Good.

      Carol said quietly, “Did Jack force himself on you?”

      “No,” Alice droned. Did she have to go into detail?

      “Did someone else hurt you?”

      For crying out loud. Carol wouldn’t leave her alone.

      Alice sat up. “No one hurt me, okay? I just thought about it, and I actually enjoyed thinking about it.” She put her hands over her face. “Lord, I’m such a pervert.”

      Carol released a deep sigh. “Alice, look at me.”

      Alice plopped her hands to her lap.

      “Let me start by making this very clear.” Carol planted a stern gaze on Alice and held up an open palm. “Against your will is bad.” Carol held up her other hand, palm open. “With your permission is good.” She motioned her first hand again. “Against your will, bad.” Then her other hand. “With your permission, good. Is that clear?”

      This was supposed to make her feel better? Carol was confirming that Alice was bad for getting aroused by such thoughts.

      Carol asked again, “Is that clear?”

      Alice looked at each of Carol’s open hands. “Yes.”

      “Good. Now when you have fantasies of being taken against your will, that falls into this category.” Carol waved her with-your-permission-is-good hand.

      “How is that possible?”

      Carol grabbed her by the shoulders and shook her with impish zeal, “You can’t have a fantasy against your will!”

      A smile crept into Alice’s heart at Carol’s playfulness.

      Then the words sank in.

      Carol continued explaining something about how it was fine for Alice to have such fantasies, but Alice couldn’t focus.

      Was there nothing wrong with her, after all?

      Alice took a deep breath, letting herself get comfortable with this part of her. She turned her attention back to Carol, who was still talking.

      “Anyone who has fantasies of being forced into sex doesn’t actually desire to be traumatized. A woman can have such fantasies because, usually, she likes the idea of being so desirable that men can’t stop themselves from ripping her clothes off. Okay?”

      Alice felt sheepish about having such a bizarre and intimate conversation with Carol, but her heart warmed at Carol’s reassurance. Alice nodded.

      “Good,” Carol said. “Now come join us for breakfast.”
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      Midday, Alice needed to be alone. In her bedroom, she stripped out of her clothes, sat in front of the vanity mirror, and eyed the creature who had these forbidden fantasies. Never mind what Carol said, it didn’t sit right. Considering the trauma her friend Penelope experienced, Alice might as well be slapping Penelope in the face. Alice got aroused by imagining being taken against her will. It was wrong.

      Outside her bedroom door, a shuffling sound whispered like the leafing through pages of a book.

      She pivoted in her chair. “Someone there?”

      At the crack of the door, shadows of shoes blocked the slice of hallway light.

      In case it was Barbara the maid or another household servant, she plucked her bathrobe from off its hook and slipped it over herself. Stepping to the door, she hugged the bathrobe around her, not bothering with the tie. She opened the door.

      No one was there.

      She peered down the hallway, one side, then the other. Empty. Could it have been her imagination?

      She looked down. Nothing lay on the floor.

      She closed the door and thought about the dream she had a few days ago. Like another book in her life, the bizarre dream of wanting to be a queen led her to discover she truly wanted her lovemaking with her beau Jack to be anything but gentle. Fortunately, Jack understood her needs. By her request, he would either give his tender love to her or he’d ram his rough self into her.

      A knock at the door vaporized her thoughts. She opened it. No one was there. No one to the left. No one to the right.

      What in heaven’s name was going on?

      She eased the door shut.

      Was this another dream?

      Knock, knock, knock.

      She jumped, startled. This time, she was going to catch the damn imp. She rushed for the door and swung it open.

      Jack smiled. “Good afternoon. Lounging in your bathrobe?”

      Thank goodness it was him. Her heart squeezed knowing he was near. She wanted to embrace him but he was holding a bowl of soup.

      “I get it,” he said. “It’s the Christmas holiday, so why stay dressed?”

      She scrutinized him. “Did you knock a moment ago?”

      “No, why?”

      “I could have sworn someone was at my door. I even heard them knock just like you did.”

      “Wasn’t me. Honest.”

      How puzzling.

      She moved a lock of her blonde hair from her face as if it could help her see and understand what had happened better.

      “You okay?” He looked concerned.

      She visualized Troy pinning her on her bed and stuffing his cock deep inside her, pounding her to bliss as she tried to escape.

      Her face burned with sheepish shame. Jack must never know.

      “It’s nothing.” She eyed the delicious-smelling orange soup, a welcome distraction from her uncomfortable thoughts. “Is that for me?”

      Jack held it out. “Squash soup. I didn’t get to greet you this morning, and Barbara told me you didn’t eat much for breakfast. Feeding you was the perfect excuse to see you. I couldn’t decide if you would be hungry or thirsty, so this should satisfy both needs.”

      She kissed him. His lips tasted sweet, perhaps from the aroma of the soup. She wanted him to hold her, tell her that all would be okay.

      Instead, she took the warm bowl in her hands and sat at her vanity mirror to eat it there. “You’re always taking care of me, Jack.”

      He followed her in and closed the door. “Don’t think my intentions are altruistic. I desire something in return.”

      She giggled and raised her eyebrows at him. “You desire something from me?”

      His gaze darted to her opening legs, the bathrobe baring more and more of her thighs. She bit her lip from laughing at his hypnotic stare. He stood transfixed as she opened her legs wider. Was he getting hard? She couldn’t be sure.

      A laugh bubbled up in her and she closed her legs, putting an end to the tease. He smirked at getting caught. Moving behind her chair, he bent over her and placed his palm on her inner thigh.

      “I’ll always desire you, Alice. But that’s not what I want from you at this moment.”

      His fingertips glided higher along her leg.

      Her heart picked up its pace. “So this is you not desiring me?”

      “Exactly.” He kissed her neck.

      She tilted her head to the side to give his cute lie more access. “Then what do you want from me?”

      “Your advice.” He nuzzled against her. His palm glided closer to that spot, reminding her how she wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

      She clenched in anticipation of his hand. “Advice about what?”

      “Know how I go out at night to Vagabond Alley to give the homeless food?”

      “Yes?”

      “A boy has been there the last few nights. I’m not sure if he’ll survive, but he’s been refusing my offers of letting him stay in my cottage.”

      “You offered your cottage?” She marveled at his generosity.

      “Just until the winter passes.”

      She stood and kissed him. She didn’t let him go until the love he had filled in her heart passed through to him.

      He panted. “There were twenty other homeless guys I offered my cottage to.” He puckered up.

      She laughed and sat back down to her soup. “So what’s your question? Let Dr. Alice help you.”

      “Should I stop trying, or should I keep pestering him to get help, if not from me then from someone else?”

      “Ah. Maybe I’m not the best person to ask. I don’t go around asking homeless people to share my bedroom.”

      He tapped her chin. “And I thank you for that.”

      She sipped a spoon of the squash soup. Yikes! Still hot.

      She licked her lips.

      “You know our old next-door neighbor, Mr. Havencourt?” she said. “The old man who died in his sleep a year ago?”

      “The retired army guy? Sure. I think it was almost exactly a year ago he died. What about him?”

      Talking to Jack felt different this time. Keeping this secret from him — wanting Troy to take her by force — made Jack seem like he didn’t know her anymore. But if he ever found out about her forbidden desires, he’d surely break up with her.

      “One time my parents wanted me to practice doing good deeds, so they had me go to his place when I was a girl to help move his kitchen stuff to the lower shelves.”

      “Was that because he was in a wheelchair?”

      “Yes. He needed easier access to the kitchenware. Anyhow, he was pretty upset about being in his wheelchair. He chatted up a storm about how great he used to be in hand-to-hand combat. Told me a bunch of war stories, his victories and failures.”

      Jack moved to her bed and sat down. “Were they interesting?”

      She studied his luscious lips and clenched her thighs together at the memory of his kisses down there. Could she ever open her soul to him again as she did with her body?

      “They were so interesting, I went back the following days to move his other belongings to lower shelves. But there was one story, in particular, I’ll never forget. Mr. Havencourt was in the British Fourth Army at the Battle of the Somme in 1916. One night it was blistering cold, and he went with his division against the German Front Line. The mission was to win ground.”

      Jack’s gentle, blue eyes locked on to her, showing he valued her every word. No other man made her feel so important. She needed to do whatever it took to stay with him, even if it meant keeping a secret from him.

      “There was one man on their team, Thompson, who was always making offensive jokes. No one liked him. The thing is, when Mr. Havencourt and his division crossed the Front Line, the enemy spotted Thompson and shot him in the shoulder. Thompson fell to the ground. The deluge of machine gun fire was too much for them. They had to retreat. His division was all set to head out of there, and now they had this jerk Thompson to worry about.”

      What would happen if she ran out of stories to tell? Would Jack leave her then? Her heart sank at the irrational thought. Images of running to Troy for solace turned into thoughts of skinny dipping with Troy in a swimming pool and getting coaxed underwater, gagging as he face-fucked her with his delicious cock. Why was she having these thoughts? What was wrong with her?

      She continued the story.

      “A couple of the soldiers told Mr. Havencourt to forget about Thompson. Retrieving him would be too dangerous. He didn’t listen. As the Germans kept up their unrelenting machine gun fire, he crossed over the front line.”

      She pretended to shoot at imaginary enemies. Jack’s eyes were glued to her every move, his mouth slack-jawed.

      “He helped Thompson out of there. The British won ground but at the cost of many lives, and he got a small medal for his bravery.”

      “That’s a great story, all right.”

      “There’s more. Years later, after the war, he got a visit from Thompson, Thompson’s wife, and their three children. They lavished him with flowers and love and thanked him for saving Thompson’s life. Thompson’s five-year-old daughter said, ‘If you hadn’t saved my daddy, I wouldn’t be here today.’ Those words meant more to him than anything he had ever done. He showed me a ring on his finger. He had instructed a jeweler to fashion a ring out of his medal. The ring was a reminder of the good he did that day, saving the life of his fellow soldier and giving Thompson an opportunity to have his three children. Mr. Havencourt said to me, ‘Alice, never leave behind one of your own.’”

      Jack nodded.

      “Vagabond Alley is where you came from, Jack. Never turn your back on the ones who are still there. Especially anyone who is in danger, like that boy.”

      He stood up and stepped to her. “Thanks.”

      “You’re welcome.” She put out her hand. “Five quid, please.”

      He took her open palm and kissed its center. Lord, that unexpected kiss did some magic through her arms to her heart. Tingles danced at her blood’s upped tempo.

      “I gotta go,” he said. “I’ll let you finish your soup.”

      He left and she faced the mirror. The steam from the sweet soup fogged up the mirror, hiding the person Alice was too uncomfortable to face.
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      Alice spent most of the afternoon helping Barbara the maid with household chores. She performed the work in a daze, grappling with Carol’s advice. You can’t have a fantasy against your will. The more she reflected on those words, the easier it became to accept her desires. After dinner, she returned to her room.

      What if Troy told her parents about her relationship with Jack? If Jack was right, her parents would never understand. They’d fire him and make sure she’d never see him again.

      So what should Alice do about Troy? Tell Jack?

      No. Jack would insist they break up. He’d rather be employed and keep the opportunity to remain near her than allow her to be coerced into unwanted sex with Troy.

      Break up with Jack? The thought was unbearable. She’d have to deal with Troy on her own.

      Alice showered. The hot water sprayed upon her face. Maybe she could relax by enjoying her frequent fantasy, the one where she imagined standing on the beach’s sand and taking off her clothes, the gentle breeze caressing her hair.

      Today is a beautiful day, she pictured saying under the warm sun. Just like all other days.

      But today wasn’t a typical day. For one thing, she usually didn’t shower in the evening.

      What would Troy do to her to keep her relationship with Jack secret? Maybe her body knew the answer. She would have to explore every inch.

      Would Troy take her to the dense woods behind the manor and throw her to the ground? — her arms considered the possibility as she ran her hands along them — and plant himself upon her? — her thighs tingled as she considered it — and rip her dress open? — her belly clenched at the possibility — and suck on her nipples? — her breasts pebbled at the likelihood — and hike up her skirt? — her folds opened to the possibility — and yank down her panties? — her penetrating fingers explored the chances — and thrust that big cock of his into her over and over and over…?

      The shower’s hot water splashed against her and she gave herself a vigorous cleaning, getting soaked inside and out.

      By eleven o’clock in the evening, she lay in her bed, the hem of her satin nightgown pulled up to her belly, her fingers wet and her panties soaked. Carol’s advice had helped. It was okay to enjoy such thoughts of Troy forcing himself on her because she knew in her heart that she would never want to truly experience it. Reality and fantasy. Two very separate worlds.

      Did she want to keep it that way? In The Story of O, the beautiful O allowed herself the decadence of dark, sexual experiences. What would it be like to spiral downward into that world? Eye-opening? Or traumatizing?

      No. She would never put herself in a position where Troy forced her to do things she didn’t want to do.

      It didn’t change the fact that she now needed Jack to satisfy her aching desires.

      In her sheer nightgown, she slipped out of bed and padded over to her nightstand. She examined her jewelry box and licked her lips with anticipation. She traced her fingers along the box’s edges.

      She opened the jewelry box and fished out the metal ring with fake jewels. Jack had won it for her at the county fair. He had later told her to wear it whenever she desired for him to be rough with her so that she never felt uncomfortable making such a request. Thank goodness he knew she liked it rough.

      If she went to Jack wearing the ring tonight, he might ask what prompted her to do so. She did not want to tell him about Troy, and she did not want to have to lie to him, either. If she left the ring behind, they could have gentle lovemaking. Not exactly what she ached for, but it would satisfy her and she wouldn’t have to lie.

      —Alice wears the ring and risks Jack asking what spurred her on. Go to Alice Wants It Rough.

      —Alice leaves the ring behind and must be content with the prospect of gentle lovemaking. Go to Alice Requests and Tolerates Gentle Lovemaking.
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      Alice took a deep breath and put the ring on her finger. With haste, she donned her coat and leather snow boots, crept downstairs so as not to catch anyone’s attention, and snuck out the door and off to Jack’s cottage like she had done every night since she’d been back from university.

      Jack was lying on his bed fully clothed, minus his work boots, reading The Count of Monte Cristo.

      He set the book down on the bedside table. “You’re later than usual. Everything all right?”

      She responded by simply raising her hand.

      He noticed the ring and nodded as if she answered his question. He sat up. “What do you want?”

      “I want to be punished.”

      “Then get on your knees.”

      She obeyed with a fluttering in her belly.

      Jack’s gaze was full of love. “Take out my cock.”

      She obeyed. He was soft in her hand.

      “Suck it.”

      She obeyed, ready to do whatever it took to fill the need between her thighs. He grew in her mouth.

      Soon he’d be rougher with her, she could feel his excitement between her lips. Though her heart thumped like a mouse cornered by a cat, she still felt in control. The other day, she found she could stop him at any time by saying, Simon says stop.

      He took a fistful of her hair and plunged himself down her throat, burrowing to the edge of gagging her. Exactly what she wanted. The way he seemed unable to control himself made her feel so powerful.

      He’s doing this because of me. He’s this turned on because of me.

      She engulfed him, took off her coat, and massaged herself through her silk nightgown. She had to admit it, her ache was getting so demanding that she, too, was losing control.

      He crammed himself in her mouth and held her head there, mashing her face against his musky curls, his thick length choking her for as long as she delighted in it. Her excitement moistened her nightgown and fingers. He pushed her back, letting his glistening erection bob in the air.

      He held her by her armpits and hoisted her to her feet. “Arms up.”

      She raised her arms and he lifted off her nightgown, the silk brushed across her face. A quick breeze tickled her bare breasts.

      He turned her away from him. “Bend over the table.”

      He placed a palm on her back and guided her down flat against the cool surface, her cheek and breasts pressed against the grainy wood.

      He pawed her entrance. “Damn, Alice. You’re so wet.”

      She bit her lip. His tip nudged at her pussy, then sank all the way in.

      Yes!

      She gripped the sides of the table, pressing it to her chest as if it were a large schoolbook, one whose lessons needed to be learned.

      Why did it feel like something about acting out this fantasy was incomplete?

      He hammered into her. She licked her lips.

      The ring! That’s what was wrong. He hadn’t assaulted her as soon as she walked in. She had to wear the ring to get him to act out her desires.

      She opened up to his relentless thrusts, closed her eyes, and began reading the book’s unfolding pages. The words spelled out her fantasy.

      Her fantasy read that it wasn’t Jack inside her. It was Troy. Troy couldn’t control himself. He had pushed her into Jack’s empty cottage and shoved her, face down over the table.

      “You’re mine,” Troy said in Alice’s fantasy. He unleashed his formidable silky staff and speared into her. He stormed her womb, invading her private space. “I’ll keep your secret about you and Jack, but not until I also get a chance to stitch that gorgeous ass of yours.”

      Jack accelerated his strokes. She sucked on her finger, reached behind her, and plugged herself with it.

      Jack moaned. She tuned it out.

      She focused on the finger. It was Troy’s cock. His big, beautiful cock claiming her as his own. Troy jabbed her dark channel, impaling her with his fleshy lance. She panted. It was all she could do. There was no point telling Troy to stop. He was too far gone, his mind buried deep in desire for her, as deep as his mighty wedge now anchored into her bowels.

      She embedded her finger as far as she could. This was Troy. This was his urgent, glorious length plugging her up. This was his dizzying need for her. He desired her body more than anyone else’s.

      I am a beautiful woman. I am always a beautiful woman.

      Jack sprayed stream after stream into her pussy.

      She clenched around Jack and her finger, imagining herself filled with Troy’s mark.

      The chapter ended. Jack softened and slipped out of her. She closed the book and shelved it away in her library of secrets.

      Jack helped her off the table and hugged her, sharing the time to catch their breath, heart to heart.

      “You’re so precious to me, Alice.”

      She held him closer, taking comfort in knowing that though she thought of Troy, Jack was the man she loved. Fantasies were fleeting. Love was forever.

      —Go to Waking Up.
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      Alice left the ring behind. Better not risk Jack asking too many questions like why she was in the mood for a rough bout of sex, and did it have anything to do with Troy?

      Barefoot in her nightgown, she dashed downstairs, put on her coat and snow boots, went out the manor, and stepped cautiously across the snow to Jack’s cottage.

      He lay on top of his bed in his work clothes and looked up from his book. He had been reading The Three Musketeers.

      “Are you okay? You’re later than usual.”

      She removed her coat and boots, sat at his bedside, and kissed him. His return kiss felt tentative.

      She pulled back and reassured him. “I’m fine. I just need you right now.”

      He caressed her cheek and guided her to lie down on the bed.

      She put her arms over her head, hoping he’d pin her down.

      He didn’t get the hint and stroked her hair instead, placing gentle nips along her cheek, her neck, her lips.

      Take me, she wanted to say, but the guilt of her fantasies, the fear of admitting them to him, kept her silent.

      She pushed her hips up to meet his.

      With a single finger, he lightly circled her nipple through the silk of her nightgown. She arched her back.

      More, more!

      She wriggled underneath him to pull off her nightgown. She cast it to the floor. At least now she was naked, more sensitive to his every touch.

      He trailed his fingertips along her shoulder, breast, belly, and hip.

      She clenched her teeth. Excruciating.

      She steered his hand to her mound. He cupped her, a comforting feeling but not what she wanted.

      His fingers traced her folds and circled her clit.

      Gyrating her waist, she finally received some relief when he pushed in a finger. She spun herself a web of a fantasy, imagining that his nostrils flared, his breath puffed, his lust snarled through curling lips for what he was going to do to her.

      Her imagination ensnared her, picturing him pinning her down against the bed, picturing him biting the collar of her nightgown and tearing it off, picturing him cramming himself into her.

      He spoke in her fantasy.

      “Scream,” he hissed in her ear. “Scream until I fill you up. Scream until all your pleasure mixes with mine and spills out from you.”

      She imagined herself trapped in this fantasy of Jack, her wrists trapped by his firm grip, her undulating body trapped under his solid weight, her grinding hips trapped by his blazing cock. She surrendered as his prey and relented to the climax that gushed out of her.

      She returned to reality, Jack kept fingering her, bringing on another orgasm. She clenched around his fingers.

      He stroked her hair as he kept his hand between her legs, palm cupping her and fingers inside, and her final tremors settled down.

      He kissed her with delicate lips.

      She swallowed and put a hand on her chest to calm her heart. “You didn’t get your own needs met.”

      He smiled. “You’re all I need.” He shuffled out of bed. Flicking off his suspenders, he unbuttoned and removed his plaid work shirt. His muscular chest flickered in the candlelight. “Don’t worry. If I need some carnal satisfaction, I won’t hesitate to let you know.”

      That was a relief.

      She breathed easier knowing Jack would communicate his desires. She put her arms behind her head and enjoyed the show.

      He tugged the trousers off his legs, his broad shoulders shifted with an animalistic promise of taking her in that relentless way she so desperately wanted.

      “Get under the covers.” He yanked the blanket and sheet from beneath her. “Let’s get some sleep.”

      In bed, she turned to her side and Jack spooned her from behind. There was nothing wrong with having a fantasy of Jack taking her without her permission. She gave herself permission by choosing to have the fantasy. There was still the question of what to do about Troy.

      Jack’s slow, heavy breathing blew gently at her neck. He was asleep.

      She closed her eyes. Worrying about Troy was best left for the next day. Her satiated body welcomed the web of sleep.

      —Go to Waking Up.
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      A weight of slumber pressed down on Alice. A sense of a full night’s sleep trickled in. Was it morning? She was too tired to open her eyes.

      Lying on her back, the weight on her chest moved. In the shadows, she could make out a familiar figure on top of her. It was Jack. Had to be.

      But how could I be seeing Jack with my eyes closed? This had to be a dream. Had to be.

      She succumbed to the dream, and the heaviness, and the sandbags sinking on her eyelids, and the carousel spinning in her head, and the taffy-making machine, and the sticky sidewalks, and the unchartered laughter, and the popped corn smell, and the roller coaster dropping her down, down, down.

      When she hit the bed, Alice had the breath knocked out of her. Still lying on her back, her chest felt pressed down. She coaxed her eyes open. The shadow of her beloved lay on top of her, tugging the covers off her torso.

      She closed her eyes. Jack’s mouth sucked hot on her breast through the silk of her nightgown. That delicious tongue wolfed around her nipple, gorging wet and lapping until she could no longer tell which was more firm, his tongue or her nipple.

      She shifted her head from side to side, immersed in more pleasure than she’d ever known, more than the stimulation at her breast, more than the desire swelling at her thighs, more than her own pleasure, more than his. How could it be more? How could his tongue on her nipple trigger such an effect on her?

      He wolfed down her other breast, nipping at her budding tip, claiming her, owning her, marking her.

      She squirmed and let her head turn to her side. She opened her eyes, feeling those amazing lips inhale a mouthful of her flesh, sucking on her nipple.

      At her side, Jack lay fast asleep.

      Lord! Who was at her breasts?

      The weight on her chest vanished. Nobody was on top of her.

      The blanket and sheet still covered her body.

      It was all a dream?

      Her nipples felt cool and damp. She slid down the covers and gasped. Two wet circles darkened her nightgown. She felt the damp fabric at her nipples.

      What’s going on?

      She nudged Jack. “Wake up.”

      He scowled and grunted, “What time is it?”

      “Did you touch me while I was asleep?”

      He looked discombobulated. “Touch you how?”

      “My breasts. Did you,” this was so hard to ask, “taste them?” She had to clarify. “While I was asleep?”

      He raised his head. “No. Why?”

      I must be losing my mind. “It’s nothing. Forget it.”

      Jack plopped back on the bed. “Tell me in… Tell the morning… What about… What you’re saying.”

      Jack sounded drunk when he was tired. So endearing.

      She covered her chilly nipples with her hands and gazed at the ceiling.

      Could she have done this to herself? Licking her fingers and touching herself?

      That had to be it. It had to be a dream. Considering how amazing the experience was, only a dream could feel that good.

      Women couldn’t be taken against their will in a dream, could they? Perhaps it was possible in a nightmare, but this hadn’t been a nightmare. She enjoyed it too much. And who would be the culprit?

      She tucked the experience away in Carol’s with-my-permission category and got out of bed.

      She whispered to Jack, “I’m going to take a shower.”

      “Okay,” he mumbled keeping his eyes closed. “Get the morning. Make it good.”

      She chuckled, kissed his cheek, and with her coat and boots on, she hastened out of the cottage to the manor.
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        * * *

      

      Upstairs, Alice crossed the lemon-lime tiled bathroom floor to the shower opposite the door. She cupped the hot and cold knobs and turned them on, sensing someone watching her.

      She checked over her shoulder.

      “Is someone there?”

      No response.

      She shrugged and slipped out of her nightgown. The shower water warmed the room. Steam stretched its seeking fingers across the ceiling.

      She peered into the mirror without noticing her reflection. She shivered. Someone was gazing at her, through the keyhole, perhaps. A stare dripped down her bare shoulders, her breasts, her arms, her hips, her bottom, her legs. She curled her toes.

      Picking up her hairbrush, she kept herself busy by brushing her hair in front of the mirror. Doing so got rid of those tangles, and it also gave her time to figure out whose eyes were upon her.

      Who could be watching her?

      Jack was asleep, and her family wouldn’t do such a thing. Carol was a lesbian, yes, but she was Lois’s girlfriend, committed to Lois. Besides, if Carol had any interest in seeing Alice naked, she was the kind of person who would say, “Hey, Alice. Let’s see you naked!”

      Troy never came inside the house unless invited.

      Who did that leave? One of the other servants, perhaps? Someone was admiring her like the Shadow in her dream.

      Alice’s nipples hardened at the memory of that relentless tongue in her dream. If it was a dream.

      Having such lustful eyes peer at her made her feel so adored. She wanted the voyeur to continue watching her. She wanted to give him — or her — an unforgettable show.

      —Alice opens the door to see who’s watching her. Go to Alice Sees Who is at the Bathroom Door.

      —Alice enjoys being adored. Go to Alice Enjoys Being Adored in the Shower.
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      Alice set down her hairbrush, stepped to the shower, and tested the water. She could practically feel his gaze touching her exposed rear.

      Is this what you wanted to see?

      The water was a bit too cold. She twisted the knobs to spin it hotter. Testing it again, the water felt right. She tucked a lock of her blonde hair behind her ear and entered the shower. With a casual tug of the shower curtain, the curtain moved but didn’t close. That should leave a good view for this mystery man. The more she thought about it, the more convinced she became. It was Jack peeking through that keyhole.

      Her heart pounded with excitement. It wouldn’t be the first time he watched her.

      The welcome water sprayed against her, dripping down her so that she could no longer tell if what she felt was the water or Jack’s gaze — if it was even Jack. The mystery of not knowing for sure if it was Jack behind that keyhole made her pulse race.

      Was this wrong? She should feel violated, shouldn’t she?

      She remembered Carol’s words. Alice hadn’t given the man permission to watch her, but at the same time, she knew of his presence and didn’t try stopping him either. If she hadn’t known he was there and found out later, that would have been without her permission. But this….

      She soaped her breasts, feeling his imaginary hands and his tactile stare
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