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            About Alice’s Snow White and the Seven Sins

          

        

      

    

    
      Alice’s Snow White and the Seven Sins

      From the imagination of Liz Adams: A spicy, paranormal retelling of Snow White

      When the men take you in, how will you return the favor?

      Alice would rather risk her life and the life of her beau Jack than marry that armpit of a man she doesn’t love. Sharing a captivating dream while asleep with Jack requires they wear toxic rings. What lesson might she and Jack learn? A way to avoid the marriage, perhaps?

      In the dream, lost in the woods, she takes refuge at an inn full of charming men who mine for diamonds. All wish to partake in her fruits and since this is a mere dream, why not let them? It might be the only way to determine which one is Jack.

      But one is a shape-shifting killer who will lose control and become a raging wolf upon climax. Like it or not, she is tasked to find out which one is the dangerous werewolf. She must satisfy their desires, one by one, one climax at a time.

      With a deep breath and a straightening of her skirts, she scans all the men’s bedrooms. Can she determine the killer without losing her life, and before the toxins of the rings take hold of their sleeping bodies? Sounds like fun!

      Alice’s Snow White and the Seven Sins is a hands-on reverse-harem fairytale (83k), featuring a high-heat frolic and a guaranteed HEA. It includes gallant sword fights, brave monster fights, and the Warming Song. It is the fifth book in the Alice series and can be read as a standalone. Detailed CWs are viewable on the author's website.

      WARNING: This book features M/F, M/F/M, a dom, and has too much explicit intimacy. None of it gratuitous, but it sure feels that way.
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            Chapter 1

          

          
            Alice Finds a Lie Among the Trees

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “When a father says he knows what’s best for you and you disagree, one of you is lying. The deceiver unidentifiable, it is praiseworthy to obey your father.”

        —The 50 Principles of Saint Lorenz

      

      

      Eighteen-year-old Alice Dellid scrambled to get her bearings. This wasn’t Oxford. Was she even still in 1968? Where was she? Alone in a forest. Why did the bark on the trees resemble leather and the ground resemble crackers?

      Oh, right! This was the realm in her dreams called Bot-Koll.

      Her heart pumped with excitement at the adventure to come. The leaves on the trees looked like seaweed dusted with snow. A gentle wind caressed her skin, and the trees whistled a whispering of cat calls as if admiring her beauty. Her nipples pebbled at the joy of being appreciated.

      She took in a deep breath. Mmm. Cinnamon.

      She looked down at her dress. The square-cut neckline exposed handfuls of cleavage. And the puffy short sleeves? Gorgeous. Was she in the Renaissance? Or maybe a version of the Middle Ages?

      She reached under her dress and cupped herself. No panties. Just the heat of her center warmed her palm as if eager for the pleasures to come. No underwear was standard for the Middle Ages, so maybe she was indeed in a new time period. What else was new?

      Instead of straight blonde hair, her hair was now raven, with dark curls coming to her shoulder. Who was she in this dream? In other dreams of Bot-Koll, she inhabited a different body and played a different role.

      There was a silver ring on her left hand. Was she married?

      Her heart pumped with joy.

      Ah, Bot-Koll! This was all a dream, but she could have so many adventures here.

      A dream? Not exactly a dream.

      Harsh memories returned.

      Most of her dreams of Bot-Koll were brought on by the toxins she got in her bloodstream by wearing the ring Jack won for her at the county fair. Jack was her family’s gardener, a few years her senior. But, older or not, her parents would never agree to let a servant marry their daughter.

      Yesterday, surviving the ring’s toxins, Alice had awoken to discover her parents were all set to have her marry her childhood playmate Troy — the handsome, yet arrogant, wealthy neighbor.

      The day started out perfect. When she had awoken that winter morning, she had been in Jack’s bed, cuddling with him in his cabin.

      The warmth of Jack’s sleeping body in bed was like buttery sunlight, his arm around her torso and his hand on her breast a beam of comforting heat from the sun’s surface to Earth. His morning erection nestled along her rear crevice as if desiring a family. No matter how much he had insisted that such erections had nothing to do with arousal, she found it hard to believe and preferred to think of it as evidence of his love for her. In bed, she cupped herself, arched her back, and made a few motions to feel his length closer to her growing wetness.

      He groaned. Not a sensual groan, more of an I-don’t-want-to-wake-up groan.

      She stopped moving her hips and patted herself down there. Another time, perhaps.

      On the table in the center of Jack’s one-room cabin lay a newspaper. Why did Jack have the newspaper? He mostly read books by Robert Louis Stevenson, H. Rider Haggard, Edgar Rice Burroughs, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, and Mark Twain. Books of adventures and dangerous journeys. Was there something in the paper worth noticing?

      Since the newspaper was within reach, she eased her arm from under the wool blanket and used a delicate touch to make sure the paper didn’t make much noise.

      There. She had the paper, and Jack continued his deep, sleepy breaths.

      The headline didn’t seem special, but lower on the page was a local headline. mayor reunites with his son. The story detailed how the adopted son had run away nearly two weeks ago and now returned to the delight of the mayor and his wife.

      A deep sigh of surfacing toward consciousness came from Jack and he shifted a bit. She held his hand down on her breast to keep it there.

      “What time is it?” he slurred sleepily.

      “Just before six.”

      He gave her breast a delightful squeeze and she pressed his palm against the budding nipple so that he wouldn’t go away.

      “Why do you have this paper?” she asked.

      He put his chin on her shoulder to get a closer look.

      “It’s the article about the mayor’s son,” he said. “Made me think about the kid at Vagabond Alley.”

      “The one you fed and sometimes let sleep here overnight?”

      “That’s the one.”

      She had never met the boy, but knowing Jack had helped the boy made her love Jack all the more.

      Jack rubbed the sleep from his eyes. “When I found out he wasn’t abused at home, I encouraged him to return. Lately, I haven’t seen him at Vagabond Alley anymore.”

      “You think the mayor’s son is the same boy you helped?”

      “Probably not, but I’m hoping the reason I don’t see the kid is that he took my advice and went home like the mayor’s son did.”

      A loud knock at the cabin’s wooden door startled her.

      “Jack?” It was her father. He mustn’t know of their relationship! If he did, he’d fire Jack and forbid them from seeing each other. Her father rapped harder on the door. “Jack, wake up. We’re going to have a Christmas guest for breakfast. I need your bloody ass in the kitchen to help Barbara and Jennifer prepare. Did you hear me?” More pounding on the door.

      “Just a minute,” Jack called out.

      Why did Father sound so upset? Barbara, the maid, may have been getting on in her years and hard of hearing, but she was still capable of preparing breakfast for an extra person. Besides, Barbara had her daughter Jennifer to help her. Perhaps her father was stressed because Christmas was three days away. Who could have been the Christmas guest?

      Jack jumped out of bed in all his naked glory-glory-Hallelujah, toned muscles, morning endowment at full attention. She smiled. What a view. Yeah, she didn’t care about her father’s problems anymore.

      “Quick. Hide.” Jack hopped one leg into his blue overalls, then another. He snatched a faded red flannel shirt. Bare-chested, with the top of his suspenders hanging at his sides? Yum.

      She shook off the distraction. She did care what her parents thought and what worried them. More importantly, she and Jack needed to tell her parents about their relationship. Lying to her parents by hiding her love for Jack ate a hole in her heart. But Jack wanted to keep it a secret, so she bunched the blanket around her naked self and crawled under the bed. Dust clouded into her face. Boy, the floor needed a good sweeping!

      When Jack saw her safely hidden, he opened the door.

      “Jack, why do you even lock the door?” Father said. “You have nothing here of value. Correction, nothing of monetary value. I see your collection of books on the shelf — The Three Musketeers, She, The Count of Monte Cristo. A priceless choice of literature. But no one would break in to steal them. So why lock the door?”

      Alice could only see their feet and the floor. What was Jack’s expression? He probably gave her father that adorable shrug of his.

      “It’s a habit,” Jack said. “I make sure the doors are locked at the mansion. So, I lock my own door.”

      “A bit of a mess here, isn’t it, Jack? Like this blanket under the bed.”

      Oh, no!

      Her father yanked the blanket from under the bed raising a dustcloud. Some of the dust filled her mouth.

      She clenched her lungs and covered her mouth. Don’t cough, don’t cough. Don’t cough.

      The need to cough dissipated and normal breathing returned. But now she was exposed in the most literal way. Pussycats! If her father checked under the bed, he’d find her cornered in the far part of the bottom of the bed. Her naked skin chilled at the contact with the cold, wooden floor.

      “See what I mean?” Father said to Jack. “If you extend the way you treat the mansion to your cabin, it makes me wonder just how well you’ve been keeping the mansion clean. Have you been helping Barbara and Jennifer clean like I asked? Or have you been leaving them to do all the work on their own?”

      Her body shivered from the cold. Her teeth chattered, making noise. Heavens! She put a hand over her mouth again.

      She scanned her tight surroundings. Was there any possible escape?

      Oh, no. Her pink nightgown lay by the front door on the floor. If this conversation of cleaning up Jack’s cabin continued, her father would see her nightgown and ask all sorts of unwanted questions. What would Jack say? “I like wearing women’s clothing?” Or “The nightgown belongs to a sister I never told you about?” Or “I’m having sex with your daughter every night she’s home from university?”

      Gulp.

      “I promise,” Jack said. “I’ll be sure to be as clean in the cabin as I am in your mansion.”

      There was silence. Could she get Jack’s attention to pick up the nightgown before her father saw it?

      “Fair enough,” her father said.

      She scooted under the bed away from the wall and eased her head out from underneath the side of the bed, exposing her face. She tried to catch Jack’s attention by waving. No good. The more she waved, the more she risked her father also seeing her. Maybe she should try a birdcall. Not too loud, something quiet, like a distant bird outside.

      “K-caw!” she whispered.

      “What was that?” her father said.

      Jack coughed and tapped his own chest with the top of his fist. “Just a cough.”

      “Sounded like a bird.” Father peered out the window.

      “A bird?” Jack glanced at her.

      She pointed to the nightgown, but Jack looked confused and waved her back under the bed.

      “Yes.” Father scrutinized the outdoors through the window. “A bird with laryngitis.”

      She maneuvered herself back under the bed. No good. She had to get the nightgown herself.

      “Jack, we have a special guest coming for breakfast this morning.” He sounded happy now. The guest must be some important fellow. A politician, perhaps?

      She poked her head out. Jack spotted her and waved for her to stay.

      “Uh, Mr. Dellid,” Jack said. “The Count of Monte Cristo is one of your favorite books, isn’t that right?”

      “Yes. How did you know?”

      “Alice told me.” Jack removed the book from his shelf. “Could you show me one of your favorite passages?”

      “Oh, I suppose.” As her father flipped through the pages, Alice snuck out on all fours, her breasts wobbling, her ass in the air. She had to get that nightgown.

      “Here we go. ‘Woman is sacred. The woman one loves is holy.’”

      “I couldn’t agree more,” Jack said. “Uh, do you have another?”

      Alice snatched the gown. She turned around and crawled back under the bed.

      Father flipped through more pages. “Here’s one. ‘All human wisdom is contained—’”

      “What’s wrong, sir?”

      Her father mumbled. “I thought I saw a woman’s ass crawl under… Oooh, I see!”

      Oh, no!

      She didn’t dare move. She waited for a sound. Any sound. Her father’s voice spoke in a whisper.

      “I didn’t know you had company, Jack.”

      She heard Jack gulp. “Company?”

      “Jack,” his quiet voice held a tone of warning, “is she one of our servants?”

      A pause. Then Jack replied, “No.”

      “Very well, then,” her father whispered. “Since you have someone else’s servant over, I won’t dock your pay for the state of your cabin’s cleanliness and your attempt at deception — this time.”

      Whew! He thought she was a servant.

      Wait a second. How could Father ever dock Jack’s pay?

      “Now get to the kitchen,” Father said, “and help Barbara and Jennifer prepare breakfast for our guest.”

      Alice had half a mind to crawl out and defend Jack, but knowing Father, he’d probably shout at her for being naked in Jack’s cabin and leave her the university bill so she’d have to pay her own expensive tuition. He had threatened such a thing before when she had flunked her History exam last November.

      She had no money. And she didn’t want to drop uni. So, she stayed under the bed.

      Then Father left the cabin. She sighed with relief and crawled out.

      “I’m sorry, Jack. How scared you must have been of my father catching me here.”

      “It wasn’t nearly as scary as what he might have done if he spotted my condition after I saw you crawling around buck naked.”

      “Your condition?”

      He looked down at his crotch. A handsome erection tented his trousers.

      She laughed and proceeded with a bout of caressing the poor thing.

      He guided her hand away. “I shouldn’t.”

      She neared his side and stroked the bar along his trousers and teased, “But you want to, don’t you?”

      “Of course I do.” He pressed her hand away again. “But I better get to the kitchen.”

      She slid her hand down his waistline and grabbed his hot length.

      “Come on, Jack,” she whispered in his ear. “Breakfast can wait.” She fiddled with his tip. A tiny dollop of his sticky need touched her fingers as if a prelude of the desire to come.

      He growled and pulled her hand out of his pants. He stepped back and said, “You don’t get it, Alice. This breakfast is not for me, it’s for your family. As long as I am their servant, I must do what they wish, and as soon as they demand.”

      She felt as if she’d been slapped.

      His eyes softened and he approached her, taking her hand in his.

      “Alice, if I had my way, I’d spend every moment of every day with you.” He raised his eyebrows looking sad. “I love you. I love your wit and your stories. I love how beautiful you are, your scent, the way you taste.” He smiled at his naughty words. “And, of course, I love how you touch me.” He held her hand to his chest. “But if I want to keep the happiness you bring me, I need to make sure I enjoy you on my spare time. Does that make sense?”

      She nodded. In her last dream, she had a taste of what it was like to be a poor man. She wanted to say, “Yes, of course, it makes sense.” But her throat was too choked up from the mixed emotions of being simultaneously rejected and loved. He kissed her lips with tenderness and left the cabin.

      Then came the actual breakfast. Horrid! How could her parents do that to her?

      After breakfast, she ran to her room, her heart torn into shreds, and jumped onto her bed. How could they? They were her parents, for goodness’ sake. They had always seemed forward-thinking, progressive, and not stuck to traditions from the past about an upper-class girl only marrying a rich man.

      An hour after breakfast, there was a knock at her door. She sat up.

      “Jack?” She could use the company right now and could comfort him as well.

      The silent response from behind the door weighed heavy on her. Had she revealed too much about her relationship with Jack by merely mentioning his name? Hopefully, it wasn’t either Mother or Father at the door.

      The door opened. It wasn’t either Mother or Father. It was both of them. Crud.

      She collapsed back onto the bed.

      “Alice.” Her mother sat on the edge of the bed. The bottom of her pearl necklace, the one she only wore for special occasions, fell from being tucked into the neckline of her lime-green sleeveless shift dress. Her blonde bob haircut bounced. “I’m so sorry we hurt you.”

      “Why did you think—” Her voice cracked. She swallowed, took a deep breath, then tried again. “What made you think inviting Troy over was a good idea? Is it because of what you promised Grandma?”

      Her father, no longer wearing the chestnut tie with his tan suit, cleared his throat. “Let me see if I can answer that. While it’s true that your grandmother, rest her soul, made me promise that you marry someone of affluence, there’s a reason she did so. Do you like living here, Alice? And I don’t mean with us, I mean having the luxury of others doing the chores, the cooking and the cleaning, freeing up your time to pursue your interests. Do you enjoy having that lifestyle?”

      “Of course,” she said. “What about it.”

      “Before you respond, hear me out.” He rubbed his clean-shaven chin and gazed at the ceiling. His brown eyes matched the color of his Cary Grant haircut. Then he looked at her and said, “You won’t be living here forever. Your mother and I thought that the fastest way to help you keep this lifestyle is for you to marry someone of our status. Someone like Troy.”

      “But I don’t want to marry Troy. The thought disgusts me.”

      “And we didn’t know that, dear,” her mother said. “But now we do. So, who is there you would be open to marrying? Who is someone who could grant you the luxuries that you currently have?”

      She didn’t respond. The answer was simple. Jack. Only Jack. But Jack wouldn’t be able to support her lifestyle. A part of her didn’t care. Let her marry Jack and navigate any challenging waters that washed their way.

      But if the question were asked differently? If the question were, “Do you want to give up this lifestyle you currently have?” Then, no. The idea of having to struggle to make ends meet or possibly being homeless made her shiver.

      “There’s something else,” her mother said. “As much as we want to believe people don’t judge a book by its cover, I read about a study where people behave more favorably toward beautiful women. It’s a horrible thing to think about, but I think it warrants some consideration.”

      “Are you saying I’m too fat? If that were true and guys didn’t like it, then Troy wouldn’t be interested in me.” And neither would Jack.

      “Not now,” her mother said. “In the future. It’s harder to land a man when … you’re older.”

      “Thanks for reminding me of the obvious, Mother.” She felt sick to her stomach. Again.

      “We’ll work something out,” her mother said. “Okay, dear? If there truly is no one else, there will always be Troy.”

      No. It didn’t matter how handsome he was, dimples, sandy blond hair, and a giant size that made girls hum: I’ll try anything once. He was a jerk to everyone around him. Never marriage to Troy.

      She rolled over in bed, her back to her parents. She pictured living with her beloved Jack in a mansion like the one her family owned. An impossible dream.

      When her parents left the room, she put on the ring Jack had won for her at the town fair. Wearing the ring had triggered a glorious Hansel and Gretel dream where she learned how awful society treated a poor man. She gained a better appreciation for the struggle Jack went through as a servant.

      But the ring was toxic. It took several hours before she came out of the Hansel and Gretel dream back to consciousness.

      That same evening, she remembered her predicament of possibly marrying Troy. The anger and frustration returned. There had to be a way to get her parents to accept Jack, and she learned her best lessons in Bot-Koll — her dreamland. Surely, her dream would give her the answer she needed on how to find her happily ever after with Jack.

      When the sun had gone to bed, she scrounged through the trash and retrieved the hallucinogenic ring. She clipped the toxic ring in half and placed the two pieces in a matchbox.

      She slipped on her robe over her nightgown, tiptoed downstairs, and padded out in the frosty winter air to Jack’s cabin. He was in bed asleep in his wool pajamas. She attached a wire to each piece of the ring so the two halves became two new rings, each with the toxic dream-bearing metal. While he slept, she slid one of the rings on his finger and put the other ring on her own. She lay on the floor next to Jack’s bed.

      And that was how she came to be in Bot-Koll. Jack had to be somewhere in this forest or beyond, and now they could share a lovely dream, be together, and find a direction to their happily ever after.

      She scanned the forest of leather trees with seaweed leaves. Where was Jack?

      She stepped forward and the path crunched under her ankle-high boots. Was it paved with graham crackers? The black, spiral twigs with swirling edges on the ground looked like pieces of licorice. She approached a tree and plucked off a snow-covered leaf. Huh? This didn’t look quite like snow. Snow wasn’t made up of thick crystals.

      She licked it. Yuck! Salt.

      An animal’s haunting howl pierced the air. She jumped with a start.

      What was that? A dog? It sounded in pain. What if it wasn’t a dog and, instead, a dangerous creature?

      She crouched and surveyed the area. Nothing but motionless trees. Motionless until another cold breeze blew by. The wind’s chill bit her strongest at her bare arms, upper chest, and cleavage. She listened for the crackling of twigs, any sign of an approaching beast with sinister intentions.

      Silence. No movement, just trees.

      There was a problem with being here in Bot-Koll. If you died in the dream, you died in reality. At least, that was true in the previous dreams.

      Another animal howl came. The howl didn’t sound closer. In fact, there was no sign of any animal nearby.

      She crept off the path toward the sound through a crowd of trees. This was stupid, she knew it. She might be headed toward danger instead of finding safety. But the sound was of pain, not anger. The maternal instinct kicked in. She needed to help.

      Moving around a large oak tree, she spotted a giant, black wolf lying with its paw trapped in a snake hole. The more the wolf tugged, the more the grass’s roots tightened around its paw.

      She moved closer, making soothing shushing sounds. “It’s okay. I won’t hurt you.” Yikes! Her voice in this dream sounded so high-pitched compared to her normal voice. “How’d you get stuck?”

      The large wolf stared at her with wide, frightened eyes, and used its hind legs to work at scampering backwards. To no avail. Its front paw was stuck in that hole. The wolf whimpered more, and the fear in its eyes ripped a hole in her heart.

      “I promise I won’t hurt you.”

      Wolves generally didn’t attack people, did they?

      She approached two steps closer and paused.

      The wolf whimpered and tugged at the binding roots.

      “Shh. It’s okay.” She took two more small steps.

      The wolf let out a single sound that was a combination of a bark and a cry.

      When she was close enough, she outstretched her hands. The wolf whimpered, leaned away from her reach. She made more comforting sounds to calm the wolf down, but the wolf continued its cries and barks.

      Carefully tugging at the roots that wrapped around its paw, she managed to unroot them. The wolf jerked its paw back and raced away, not even a limp.

      Good. It wasn’t hurt, just scared.

      She stood, straightened her skirts, adjusted the loose locks of black hair from off her face, and returned to the path. She followed a bend around some white trees with blue polka dots on their branches. Soon, she came upon a decorated horse-drawn trailer without horses. On the side was written, circus. The circus! How wonderful! Everything about circuses was wonderful, not counting the clowns. Clowns belonged in horror films.

      By the picture on the outside of the carriage, this was the magician and lion tamer’s carriage. What stories they could tell! Maybe one of them was Jack. Or maybe they could provide her with ideas on how to convince her parents to accept Jack. If not that, maybe they knew where Jack was.

      She approached the door and knocked.
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            Meet the Magician

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “Beware of seeking happiness in the form of a wedding ring.”

        —The 50 Principles of Saint Lorenz

      

      

      Alice waited at the closed trailer door.

      No response.

      She admired the painted lions and the magician’s top hat and wand on the side of the trailer.

      She knocked again. “Hello?” It was going to take a while to get used to this high-pitched voice she had in the dream. It was the kind of voice she associated with innocence and helplessness. Yuck. “Hello?”

      Again, no response.

      She stepped back. Maybe she could peek through a window. With a quick scan of the side of the trailer, it became obvious there was none.

      The door flipped open and a set of metal stairs plopped out.

      But no one was at the open door.

      She stepped to the door and peered in. The inside was enveloped in darkness.

      “Hello?”

      With caution, she climbed the set of metal stairs, and her shoes clopped onto the wooden floor of the trailer as she moved inside. Though almost too dark to see, the canvas ceiling allowed some of the forest’s meager sunlight to get through like the lighting of a tent. The trailer’s surrounding shelves of trinkets and costumes cluttered the space. A wall of smoke emerged from the back of the trailer as though a giant tea kettle puffed quietly on a hot stove. A sound of gurgling bubbles came from there, too.

      “Hello?” she tried again.

      No response.

      She stepped into the smoke. It smelled like soothing mint. There was a window, not on the side of the trailer but in the back. In between her and the window was the silhouette of a seated man with a top hat, smoking a hookah. The sound of gurgling bubbles filled the trailer. He must have been drawing in another breath.

      “It’s a mystery to me,” the man said, exhaling more smoke and obscuring his face more. His voice was deep and silky. She wanted to sleep in it.

      Who was he talking to?

      She stepped closer, her boots clomping on the wooden floor, and could see better. He had a curly mustache, a thin face, and wore a frilly tunic. A small empty chair was in between him and where she stood. The chair faced away from him as if he were a passenger on a bus. He was the only one in the trailer, so he must have been talking to her.

      “What is a mystery?” she asked.

      “Why every woman who comes to me ruins their life when they meet me.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “I don’t know if they are already on a path of self-destruction or if I am the cause of it.”

      Who were these women? What made him think they ruined their lives? So many questions.

      “Have a seat, Alice,” he said.

      No, thanks.

      She remained standing. “How do you know my name?”

      “Years ago, I cast a spell giving me the knowledge of my entire timeline. Where I will be, who I will meet, when I will die…”

      “You know when you’ll die? Isn’t that scary?”

      “Be calm, Alice. I shall live a long, long time. It’s important to know when you’ll die, don’t you think?”

      “No, I don’t think I would like to know that.”

      He took another puff from the hookah and made tiny clouds. “Consider all the preparations you could make if you had such knowledge.” His deep voice was so inviting. She could feel him in her chest. “Imagine all the risks you’d be willing to take knowing you could survive everything until that moment in time.”

      He had a point. But there was something sacred about not knowing the when of death. Something humble, as if only a Heavenly Being should know such things, and to seek out such knowledge was deifying oneself. That never ended well.

      “Sit down,” he said again.

      Oh, how she wanted to. But what were his intentions?

      “Why should I?” she asked.

      “There is something I have to tell you.”

      Intriguing. “Then tell me.”

      “I don’t know what it is,” he said.

      “Why not?”

      “You haven’t told it to me. You must tell me first.”

      “That makes no sense. Why would you have to tell me something I already know.”

      “Everyone has secrets they keep from themselves. It may be in the form of denial, or it may be in the form of fear. Whatever the secret is, the only one who truly knows it is the one who is keeping it.” He motioned to the chair in front of him.

      Her head spun. Could she be the one who already knew the secret to making her love with Jack permanent?

      “How will it help for me to sit there?”

      “I will read your mind. It requires that I touch your forehead.”

      “That still doesn’t make sense. You claimed you learned everything about your future life. Why don’t you know what you are about to tell me?”

      “No one can remember everything.” He gazed upwards. “I know that I tell you something. It baffles you. But you are pleased to have heard it and continue your journey.” He latched his gaze back on her. “That is all I remember.”

      If this man spoke the truth, and what he said would please her, maybe it was worth listening to. Besides, he might be the one who had the lesson for her to learn to wake up from the dream.

      She sat before him, facing away from him on the empty seat like a fellow passenger preparing for a strange bus ride. He placed his fingertips at her temples.

      “Relax, Alice,” he whispered. His fingertips massaged her with a gentle touch. It felt good. She relaxed her shoulders and drooped in the chair.

      “Allow me into your thoughts,” he said. His voice found its way deeper inside her than just her thoughts.

      She inhaled a deep breath, then let it go.

      His fingers seemed to bury deeper into her skin, past her skull, and somewhere inside.

      “I will be silent now,” he whispered. That was a shame. “Let your thoughts flow.”

      She felt his hands wander to her shoulders. Impossible, because the touch of his fingers stayed firm at the sides of her head. But the feeling was there. Maybe she imagined it.

      He reached under her arms and clenched her breasts. She leaned back and was falling against his chest, falling, falling, making somersaults with him in the warm, blue sky. Her head spun, dizzy from the motion.

      A mesmerizing voice inside her spoke.

      Today is a beautiful day.

      He pinched her nipples, his excitement breathed heavily against her ear. It felt so nice, spinning, head over heels, blood rushing to her budding nipples. Her dream knowledge told her this was right. She needed this. Relish this.

      He gripped her breasts harder. But was it hard enough to stay together and not spin apart?

      Yes. He made sure of that when he penetrated her from behind. She clenched at the succulent breach. His pulsing member embedded inside her wetness grew bigger, planting itself as though staking his territory on her fertile soil. She needed this. Twirling, twirling, twirling, bathing in the warm rays of the sun.

      How long did they spin that way? Minutes? Hours? Days?

      She became hungry and felt thick, minty fluids ooze down her throat and into her stomach, warming her, satiating her.

      The sun set and they spun underneath a full moon, the stars streaks of light. He plunged into her, again and again, as if adjusting his position inside her, making sure they were firmly together in this tight dance.

      The hypnotic voice deep inside her continued.

      I am a beautiful woman. Say it.

      The sun rose, the clouds puffed with exhaustion. She was hungry again, for breakfast this time, and the decadent taste of spunky, salty cream filled her mouth. She swallowed it all and licked her lips. Her need for food vaporized and she could once again enjoy the flipping and spinning under the warmth of the sun.

      He kissed her neck, flicked her nipples, buried his solid expression of gratitude for her beauty deeper within. It was glorious. Her heart beat a rhythm to each spin, and her pussy released a climax of shudders and delight, clenching him, keeping him close until…

      THUMP!

      She opened her eyes, sitting on the chair, fully clothed, and the man removed his fingertips from her temples.

      “This is what you must know,” he said at her ear. “A blue halo is forming. When it is complete, you will find Heaven.”

      She caught her breath. Her thighs were soaked as if she had completed an actual bout of sexual activity.

      “What does that mean?” she managed.

      “You will know later. I, however, will not.”

      “Is that all?”

      He didn’t reply.

      She turned her head to face him. His eyes were closed as he took another puff from his hookah.

      Maybe it was time to leave. But not without hearing that magnificent voice one more time.

      “Should I go now?”

      He didn’t reply.

      That was weird.

      She stood, went to the trailer door, and looked back at him.

      “Thanks,” I think.

      He said nothing. He sucked on the hookah, a burbling sound of bubbles filled the trailer, and he exhaled a new wall of smoke.

      She left the trailer and continued her journey down the graham cracker trail. A moment later, she screamed at a pain hitting her head like a clamp crushing her temples. What the hell?

      She couldn’t see straight. The pain now felt like her head was being turned inside out. She doubled over, clutching her head in her hands.
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            From Pauper to Prince

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “The wolf poses no danger unless cornered.”

        —The Gargantuan Bestiary of Landschaft der Bestien

      

      

      Jack examined the chamber he stood in and its surrounding castle walls. What was this place? The walls were made from bricks of bread. Two swords hung on one of the walls by a dresser, making an X with a shield underneath. On the wall above the bed hung a tapestry of a unicorn. He touched the tapestry. The tapestry was made of soap. He smelled his fingers. Cinnamon soap. The bedposts were carved to look like unicorns, and a bear-skin rug lay on the floor.

      He studied his clothes. Leather boots, a white shirt, and black trousers. He opened the dresser drawers. White shirts and black trousers.

      Here was something interesting. A letter. The paper felt like silk and when unfolded, it released a scent of roses. He read it. He got goosebumps from how hauntingly beautiful it was. It seemed to be a love poem. He put it back.

      Jack never had dreams this real. The only dream that felt real was the mirror dream, the one he shared with Alice.

      His gut sank. Dammit.

      If this was Alice’s dreamland, he was probably wearing the toxic ring. But who would put the toxic ring on his finger? Alice would never risk his health like that, would she? The one remote reason she’d have for putting the toxic ring on his finger would be to share another dream with him. But did Alice truly want another fantastical dream?

      He didn’t need to ask that question. In fact, his gut had already told him what he was resisting. Alice, somehow, brought them both into her dreamland. She’d want that as an alternative to what the real world had to offer her. Damn, that breakfast was a fiasco.

      On the morning when Mr. Dellid had nearly caught Jack with the master’s daughter, Jack figured it best to be on top of his game as a servant that day. He had marched to the manor bunching his coat close to fight the cold, snowy morning.

      The chill reminded him of his life surviving the homeless perils of Vagabond Alley four years ago when he had turned nineteen years of age and that fateful day when he asked for spare change from a couple huddling close together as they passed.

      “Why do you rely on free assistance, boy?” the man had said.

      His wife squeezed the man’s shoulder.

      “Don’t be so cruel, Andrew,” she said.

      “I mean it. Is there no skill you have? Why are you a worthless human being? A mere parasite of the community?”

      Ah, yes. That common refrain, as if comparing him to a blemish on the skin of society.

      The couple began to walk away. Some switch inside Jack flipped and he couldn’t hold back anymore.

      “And you, sir?” he said. “How are you not a parasite?”

      The man stopped in his tracks, and the woman tugged on the man’s sleeve.

      “Ignore him, Andrew. Let’s go home.”

      Jack spoke louder.

      “Ignoring the suffering of others is easier than helping, isn’t it? Heaven forbid you make any contribution to society.”

      The man named Andrew turned and faced him.

      “What did you say?” Odd. There was no sign of anger in his voice, no fists, just complete calm.

      Jack didn’t feel like backing down.

      “Do you actually make a living off skills of your own, or were you born into the comforts of a silver spoon?”

      Andrew stepped to him, closer and closer, until the man’s well-groomed face was mere inches from his own.

      “Young man, I’ll have you know that I am a graduate of the University of Cambridge with a degree in archaeology.”

      “I see. So, you get plenty of local jobs helping people with their issues of sorting ancient pottery from the Medieval period based on the green glaze commonly used in York Glazed Ware?”

      The man scowled, befuddlement crowded his face.

      “Just because I never attended university,” Jack said, “doesn’t mean I don’t read and can’t educate myself that way.”

      Was the man trying to hide a smirk?

      “Tell me, young man. Do you have any skills? Besides sorting pottery?”

      Was he serious?

      “I’ve done a lot of gardening.” Jack tried to make his response sound as sincere as the man’s question.

      “A gardener, eh? How would you like to work for us?”

      No trace of humor in the man’s voice. Andrew’s expression was impossible to read.

      “Is this a joke?”

      “No joke. We have two maids, but they know nothing about gardening and, truth be told, neither does anyone in our family. So, how about it?”

      Out of this alley at last!

      “Yes, sir.” A smile extended across Jack’s lips. He couldn’t help it. “I would love to be a gardener, sir. But…”

      This seemed too easy. In the distance, the woman was smiling. Maybe this was a trick they liked to play on the homeless.

      “What’s the matter?” Andrew said.

      “I beg your pardon, sir, but I can’t help thinking there are some conditions I would need to meet to qualify for the position.” Conditions that might challenge his own morals.

      “Only one,” Andrew said. “When you get to our house, you must take a shower. Standing this close to you, I’m struggling to maintain consciousness. You smell like a skunk that swam in sewage.”

      “That’s it?” Jack had asked. “Just a shower?”

      “That’s it.”

      So, Jack had followed them to their home which was not a bungalow, as he had expected, but a two-story mansion with acres of surrounding foliage to maintain. A welcome sight. Since then, he had no regrets about leaving Vagabond Alley to work for Mr. and Mrs. Dellid. Especially since he’d grown so close to Alice. He even had his own cabin with indoor plumbing and a good bed. Luxurious!

      In the dreamland, he scanned the room. It was a castle chamber furnished for the likes of a medieval prince. A prince! So unlike the servant status he lived as a gardener. He could never be a good prince. He wasn’t even a good servant. After all, Alice’s parents had trusted him and taken him under their wing. What had he done? He had shagged their daughter, plunged his cock into her, and relished the combination of expressing his love for her and the power of taking his master’s daughter, filling her holes with his cum.

      That morning, when Mr. Dellid nearly discovered him with Alice, he had decided to be more cautious and grateful for Mr. Dellid’s kindness. He had worked side-by-side with Barbara and Jennifer to prepare breakfast for the family and the mysterious guest.

      Jennifer had danced and sang cheerfully as she grilled the steaks and onions.

      “Do you know who the guest is and why he’s so important?” he asked her.

      “Oh, he’s not a very important man,” Jennifer said. “It’s how he’ll change the family that’s important.” She wore a sneaky grin.

      He mirrored her with a grin of his own. He couldn’t help it.

      “Who is he?” he asked.

      “It’s Troy, the next-door neighbor.”

      “Alice’s childhood playmate?”

      Jennifer laughed and nodded. She patted Jack’s chest. “Oh, isn’t it romantic?”

      He scowled, though amused at the girl’s playful movements. “What are you talking about?”

      “Alice is to be married to Troy. From childhood playmates to a young married couple with their whole lives ahead of them.”

      He thought he was going to be sick.

      “Can’t you picture it? A wedding, a honeymoon, a house in the country?” She whispered close to him. “Kids?”

      He rushed to the sink and vomited.

      Barbara, Jennifer’s mother, brought him a glass of water. “What’s the matter? Are you ill?”

      “I’ll be fine.” He wiped his mouth with a towel and drank the water to wash away the burn. “I think the eggs are burning.” He stormed away to the frying pans.

      When “the guest” arrived, Jack couldn’t leave the kitchen to help prepare the table. He was too upset. He put his attention on cooking the sausages.

      “What’s wrong?” Jennifer asked.

      He didn’t respond and focused on seesawing the pan to keep the sausages from sticking.

      “Jack?” Jennifer said.

      He slammed the pan of sausages on the stove. “Jennifer, please. Just let it be.”

      She stopped asking why, but by the sympathy in her eyes, she probably figured it out on her own.

      “Everyone is seated,” Barbara said. “You can’t hide in here forever. Help me serve the dishes.”

      He pushed the cart of dishes into the dining room.

      Mrs. Dellid was speaking. “And you remember how you always visited Troy’s place to play as a child?”

      “Of course, I do.” Alice’s forehead was bunched in knots so much, she must not have yet understood why Mr. and Mrs. Dellid had invited Troy over.

      “And how you spent a year staying at Troy’s house while we were away in America?” Mrs. Dellid said.

      “Yes,” Alice said. “His parents were very welcoming to me. And Mr. Chapman had a lovely office. Very relaxing.”

      Jack helped Jennifer set the plates of breakfast in front of each of the family members. He focused on serving Alice, her older sister, Lois, and Mrs. Dellid while Jennifer served Mr. Dellid and Troy.

      Her father said, “What if you could have that every day?”

      “What do you mean?” Alice said, her voice rising.

      “Excuse me,” Troy whispered to Jack with an odd grin. “Could you be a sport and give me some sugar for my tea?”

      Jack nodded and retrieved the sugar jar from the far side of the table. He spooned tiny spoons of sugar in Troy’s teacup.

      “Alice,” her mother said, “you’re graduating from university in three years. What will you do then?”

      “I don’t know. That feels like ages away.”

      “Honey,” her father said. “Alice. You must think of your future. If you want to continue having all the comforts of home that you grew up with, you can have that if you’re with Troy.”

      “Are you serious?” Lois asked.

      Jack’s gut churned, but he kept busy. Alice held her belly, looking as sick as he felt.

      “Are you doing that on purpose?” Troy waved in front of Jack’s face.

      Oh. Jack had still been spooning sugar into his tea.

      “I’ll get you a fresh cup,” Jack said and took away the thick goo.

      He moved to the doorway of the kitchen but stayed to listen.

      “What the hell do you mean by ‘with Troy’?” Alice said.

      “Alice,” Mrs. Dellid said. “Not in front of our guest and, well, your fiancé.”

      Alice gasped.

      Lois said, “How could you expect Alice to do such a thing? You haven’t ever done that to me and I’m older than her.”

      “Lois,” Mr. Dellid said, “we have our reasons. Listen, Alice. Troy approached me last week, and together, we had a long chat. He asked me for your hand, and I gave him my blessing.”

      What the—? Jack stepped back into the room to get a better look but hovered at the doorway to the kitchen.

      Troy said, “It will be great, Alice. Just like old times. Only this time we’ll share more things.” His grin spoke of sin.

      Dammit.

      Jack charged forward.

      He should say something. He had to say something. But any outburst could get him fired. That would mean not only losing his steady income but losing the chance to be near Alice.

      Alice looked at Jack. He knew exactly what she was saying with that look. She was saying, “Let’s tell them about us. Don’t leave me alone.”

      Jack dropped
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