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  Note to Readers


The characters in this book are unapologetic and dramatic. The scenes are steamy, and the road to happily ever after maybe twisted. This book is meant for audiences 18 years old and older. Triggering events include profanity, sex, violence, death among other things. 
The characters in this book are unapologetic and dramatic. The scenes are steamy, and the road to happily ever after maybe twisted. This book is meant for audiences 18 years old and older. A list of potential triggering themes can be found on my website at www.irelandlorelei.com/triggers


The story within these pages is completely fictional but the concepts of BDSM are real. If you do choose to participate in the BDSM lifestyle, please research it carefully and take all precautions to protect yourself. Fiction is based on real life, but real life is not based on fiction. Remember – Safe, Sane, and Consensual!


If you find any errors, I would like to hear about them. Please screenshot the page and email then to me at ireland@irelandlorelei.com


Please write a review on www.irelandlorelei.com, www.phoenixvoicespublishing.com,
and Goodreads. If you would also write one on Amazon, Kobo, Barnes & Noble, or wherever you got your copy, that would be greatly appreciated.






  
  Alice Imaginations Late 1800s


Alice always had a very vivid imagination. As a girl, she would dream up whole worlds to escape into for hours, whether awake or asleep. Despite encountering abnormal things in her dreams, she had never had what she’d call a “weird dream.” She always enjoyed spending hours with her mystical, magical friends from beyond her everyday life in Wonderland, no matter how old she got. Tea Parties, playing games, watching the cat vanish and reappear. However, one day in her late teens, she found an interesting piece of literature in some old possessions of her late mother, drastically changing her relationship with her imaginary friends. 
In this piece of literature, she learned about the demoralizing acts people commit against each other. They would degrade and assault each other in unusual ways, sometimes even tying each other up with cords and rope to commit these acts. Never having encountered anything like this before, reading it made Alice’s body burn up in a fever and gave her urges she couldn’t quite understand, so she cast it away.
After some time since she read the diary, her dream-world friends began to fade away, except for one whom she had never recognized. He was a tall, slender man with ashen skin and dark eyes that gave her both the safest and the most hunted feeling in the world. He wore clothes from the fourteen hundred, and his demeanor seemed calm. He spoke to her for the first time on the fifth night after she finished reading the diary.
“Who are you?” Alice finally asked in the timists of tones. He showed interest in her newfound curiosity and wasted no time with his reply: “I am that which you seek. The fulfillment, above all others, of your heart’s deepest desires.” He ended that sentence with a cold finger on her chest. His skin was icy cold, yet she could feel a warm pulse beneath it. His voice was rough and melodic, like the serpent that convinced Eve to eat the forbidden fruit.
“My heart doesn’t desire anything,” Alice said in a weak, unconvincing voice.
“What makes you so sure about that?” His voice was hypnotizing, making her feel so safe that it was easy to ignore every warning sign. What you desire most is experience. Experience that can only be gleaned from those in that diary.” His voice was so smooth. Every word seemed to lull her deeper and deeper into a trance. 
“The diary?” she tilted her head as if confused, her eyes dim and distant.
“What diary?” “What diary, indeed?” he mused almost mockingly. 
“The diary?” she asked again, seeming a bit less confused but still enthralled. 
“Yes, yes, my dear, ‘that diary.”
She seemed to snap out of her daze. “No! I could never engage in such debaucherous activities,” she exclaimed. He smiled slightly at this burst of personality. Her old, proud, and ladylike demeanor was starting to emerge, and he found the idea of breaking her thoroughly quite appealing. She noticed his lustful gaze and assumed a defensive stance, her face flushed with embarrassment.
Nonetheless, this was the first time someone had ever looked at her with such passion and desire, and it made her body feel hot. “You never answered me. Who are you?” She shifted from foot to foot uneasily, battling every impure thought that came to her mind because of that accursed diary. He slyly smirked as he watched her little anxious dance.
“Well, my dear, you may soon know me as the Mad Hatter or Lust. Your choice, to be exact.”
His gaze was so deep and hypnotic. Like a dark whirlpool that would pull her in, showing her everything she didn’t want to see. No, everything she did want to see. Images of her bound and bare, images of her being dragged around on her hands and knees in a Cheshire Cat costume, pictures of her taking his long rod deep inside.
She snapped out of it to Mad Hatter’s cold touch, holding her chin with his thumb and index finger. “I can see what you want, my dear. My eyes can see into the depths of your soul, dear Alice. Do you expect to resist me forever?” His voice made her heart tremble. These thoughts were so impure, but for once, that didn’t matter to her. For once, she accepted that this was just a dream and that she didn’t have to wear her royal facade. She could relinquish control and let herself live as she always did in her wonderland.
“Fine,” she finally caved to her desires. Mad Hatter smiled.
Mad Hatter made her whole body tingle with just one hand as he slid the left shoulder strap of her dress over her shoulder and down to her elbow. She felt like her whole body was made of glass, and just one touch of his icy hand would shatter her existence. Mad Hatter leaned down and placed one slow, icy kiss on her neck. When he lifted his head, the skin beneath was a darker shade, almost blue. Alice trembled beneath his touch as he slowly undressed her and placed small, icy hickeys along her collarbone.
Mad Hatter looked down upon her fair skin and felt pride, knowing he’d be the first to stain her innocence. Even if she remained pure on the outside, her mind would never be the same, and he’d see to that personally. He removed his vest, blouse, and belt and left the hat on. He ran the backside of his right hand up the bare skin of her chest. Her skin made goosebumps under his cold touch, and he couldn’t tell if it was from the temperature of his touch or her nerves, but either way, he loved the look of fear and anxiety on her face. It was all about the thrill of the hunt, and today’s prey leaked especially tasty.
Alice could not hide her sheer shock when Mad Hatter finally removed his pants. His tool was beyond belief; she couldn’t fathom how he had hidden it in his pants this whole time. It must have measured well over eight inches, maybe around ten or eleven. She felt the tingling heat of her nether regions intensify beyond comprehension at the sight of it. Was this empty, longing feeling the desires Mad Hatter had spoken of? Her mind felt fragile and confounded as she pondered, trying various acts from the diary. Finally, Mad Hatter seemed to figure out what she was thinking because he snapped his fingers, and four chains shot out of the abyss.
The chains were icy cool as they wrapped around her limbs. They were even more incredible than the feeling of Mad Hatter, which gave her a new perspective on him; he seemed to be slowly warming the longer they went on. The more she accepted her devious side, the warmer his touch became. Meanwhile, the chains felt like they were becoming increasingly colder as she gave them control to alter her posture. The chains led her to a bent-over kind of position. She thought it was odd at first until she realized she was face to face with Mad Hatter’s colossal beast.
“What are you doing?!” she freaked out and began to flail around. The chains responded by tightening their frigid grip on her, even digging into her skin a bit. She settled down after a few moments of squealing in minor pain. Looking back up to Mad Hatter, she saw a cruel look in his eyes. “How about you service me?” His eyes showed a dim, sadistic glow, and she felt her body unable to resist.
She slated by slowly licking around the tip. His skin still felt icy cold beneath the heat of her tongue, but she could tell it was considerably warmer from where it had started. Before long, she decided to try to take part of it in her mouth, but she caught a few strands of her long blonde hair in it. Mad Hatter pulled the hair from her mouth and collected the rest into a ponytail he held onto. As she moved his cold member in and out of her mouth, she could feel it starting to bulge and grow a bit larger. He began to move her head a lot rougher, ramming his cock down her throat, almost choking her. He kept thrusting more profoundly down her throat until he ultimately buried her nose in his pubic hair and released a hot, thick, creamy substance down her throat. When he pulled out of her throat, she began choking and spitting it up on the cold, hardwood floor.
“That was too hard!” Alice complained, but secretly, she knew she loved it. The feeling of being completely overpowered and used made her feel even more tingly just thinking about it. She was so caught up in her thoughts that she didn’t even notice the chains repositioning her.
She was now upright, with her legs spread wide in front of her. By the time she came to, Mad Hatter was standing firmly between them with his long member pointing straight at her womanhood. He smiled coldly and poked his head slightly into her groin, and she began to freak out.
“No! You can’t! Not there!” her panic and desperation made Mad Hatter that much harder. “But my love,” he teased, “I must take your virginity. You know you can’t serve me how you want to unless I take everything from you.” His voice got much harsher and more profound with that, and while she was shocked, he thrust with all his strength, deep inside her.
Blood droplets stained the light wood red as he moved in and out at leisure. She was screaming for him to stop at first, barely holding onto her consciousness as he made her first time so much rougher than she would have ever imagined. It felt great when she managed to ignore the pain, but it was hard to do. It felt like she was being stabbed repeatedly. She loved the pain. It was so much different from being slashed by Mad Hatter, and the mixture of ecstasy and pain was miserably addictive. She knew she wouldn’t be able to stop screaming; the pain was too bad, but she also couldn’t help but let little moans escape her through the routine of his rough and speedy thrusts.
He lifted her hips and bulked her closer, and the chains complied a little, but they also grew tighter around her arms. The pain is that much more of a turn-on, and her pelvic muscles contract around him, making it that much tighter, as he thrusts to the edge of her womb. She had begun to enjoy it much more than she initially thought. Despite her joy from the pain, she could get used to this much more without it. She thought about a long, kinky future with Mad Hatter, and her muscles contracted even more. She could feel every one of his pulses through his dick, and it was driving her crazy. Once more, she thought it bulged and grew, and her mind went blank.
Alice immediately woke with a start in her bed. She could still vividly feel both the pain and the pleasure mingling in her, as well as the sensation of his violent release. She examined her bed and surroundings to ensure everything was how she had left it before retiring. Once she was sure her time in the new Wonderland had altered nothing in the physical world, she laid back on her bed and allowed her mind to revisit her time with Mad Hatter. She was unsure how to feel about it; was it a dream or a nightmare? Was she happy or mad? The thoughts left her feeling like she was standing on a ledge overlooking an enormous abyss.
She knew she had enjoyed her experiences with Mad Hatter. She had no regrets about indulgence, yet she still felt he had betrayed her trust. He had taken advantage of her, yet she would gladly do it again to feel that incredible sensation again. It was like all the feelings she had been holding back were released all at once, and she knew she had to experience it again.
As Alice sat lost in recollection, she hadn’t noticed her hand was subconsciously drifting toward her pussy, until it touched, and she felt how wet she had gotten. She pondered if she could make herself feel as good as Mad Hatter had and began rubbing herself slowly. She felt her muscles get tense at first and then start to relax. She had just begun enjoying herself when she heard a knock on the door.
The sudden noise startled Alice, and she shot upright, burying both hands in her lap before answering meekly, “Yes?”
“Young Madame,” the butler began, “I’m glad you’re awake today. I was afraid I would have to wake you as usual. I have your clothes prepared for the day whenever you’re ready to change.” With that, he laid a plain-looking blue dress with white lace frills on the foot of the bed and took his leave.
Alice faced the day as usual, eating a small portion of breakfast, attending one lesson over a drab and boring subject, and keeping the young noblemen trying to court her at arm’s length. She had no interest in these bland, tasteless activities. She longed for action and adventure with her friends. To speak in riddles with the Cheshire Cat, have tea with all her friends, and chase the White Rabbit to wherever his next appointment is, she couldn’t help but wonder if she would see them or if Mad Hatter would be waiting for her alone this time. She had been idly wandering around throughout the day while contemplating this. She finally decided around sunset that Mad Hatter would probably be waiting for her, and she decided that would be just fine. As unladylike as his lessons may be, he had much to teach her, and she was eager to learn.
That evening, she had eaten so little at dinner that she had almost skipped the meal. In the large bath, she finally tried to inspect her body’s reflection for any sign of the passion from the night.
Before, she could almost feel the numbness left behind from the absent marks on her neck, and her wrists looked as if they had never been in contact with a chain, let alone constricted and contorted by a magical one. After cleaning and thoroughly refreshing herself with a relaxing soak, she got ready for bed.
The moonlight gently danced around her chambers as she entered, timidly enticing her for a game of tag. The rolling cloud cover would allow it to peek out momentarily, playfully and thoroughly erasing its very existence the next. At first, she thought she was alone as she donned her rose-tinted silk nightgown. However, she was shocked to feel a warm hand placed on her shoulder and then to see Mad Hatter standing handsomely in the moon’s radiance before her. His pale skin seemed to embody the ribbons of moonlight fluttering through her window. Captivated, she had forgotten to breathe until Mad Hatter greeted her.
“Tis a fair night, wouldn’t you agree, dear Alice?” That melodic voice seemed to return life to her petrified body.
“Yes, I do agree, Mad Hatter!” she stammered out, almost yelling at him. He gave a soft, quaint chuckle and stepped closer until his hands rested on her shoulders. His skin had no trace of the coldness it had previously embodied. Alice found it to be hot and inviting now.
“Were you expecting someone else?” His voice brought life back to her distant eyes once again.
“No. No one but you.”
Redness spread across her tiny face under his dark gaze. Eventually, he dropped his disheartened gaze, and his eyes took on a spark she had never seen before. Perhaps it was excitement or adventure.
“Shall we begin then?” His warm and soft smile made Alice melt even more.
“Wait, how are you here, Mad Hatter?” She stopped him with the question just short of the edge of the bed. “If you’re here, then does it mean our actions were real?”
“No, my love.” He looked at her with a pang of sadness. “No, they were not; this is Wonderland.”
“But this is my room,” she began but was cut off when Mad Hatter raised his hand. “This is Wonderland, my sweet; I assure you. You were carried to bed by a maid who found you asleep in the bath. This is just another dream of yours.” Alice felt the fear slip away again, and she was once again left facing Mad Hatter in another beautiful figment of her imagination. “Now, shall we begin?” Alice looked back at his pale, calm face and felt a surge of happiness. She didn’t care whether this was real or a dream; she was here with Mad Hatter, and it was confirmed.
Mad Hatter led her to bed and undressed her in a much more sensual manner than the night before. As he pulled the fabric covering her left shoulder down her arm, he made a small trail of kisses behind it, repeating the process on the right side as well. She felt goosebumps and anticipation build just under the surface of her skin with each small kiss. Once she stood before him in only her panties, he locked eye contact with her, sensing she was nervous. “It will be alright,” he assured her.
“You must not look!” she insisted, so he kept eye contact with her as he slowly removed them. Her delicate complexion was brilliant in the bright light of the night, and Mad Hatter didn’t miss the opportunity to compliment her.
She offered to undress Mad Hatter to return the favor, but she just wanted a chance to explore his body better. The vest and his shirt were gone relatively quickly. She unbuttoned each button slowly, making mental notes of each scar and mark she found beneath. He had severe faint scratches, as well as a notable ‘X’ shaped scar on his left side, right below his upper set of ribs. Once his shirt was unbuttoned and loosened from his pants, she ran her palms along the contours of his arms while pushing the sleeves off. She never knew how muscular he was, feeling every dip and divot as she pushed her hands along his biceps and forearm. It almost felt like he had goosebumps himself, but if he was nervous below that smooth exterior, he wasn’t showing it. Once the shirt was gone, she moved to his pants. She runs her hands down his firm abs, allowing them to sink and rise with each contour until she gets to the belt. She fiddles with it and holds it briefly after unfastening it in anticipation. She knew how big he was but felt she had to prepare herself.
Despite her preparation, she still couldn’t help the little “Wow!” that escaped upon sight of his massive member. He gave a quick smirk in reply, kicked off his boots, and stepped out of his pants. “Can I touch it?” Alice asked timidly but with no reserve. Just like the night before, the sight of it had made her body burn hotter than she ever thought possible. He gave a slight nod, and she extended her arm towards it. Once her middle finger touched the tip, his pelvic muscle contracted in response, and she jerked her hand back. Once he had assured her it was okay, she again reached out and gently touched the tip. The skin on the head was much smoother than she anticipated, and it astonished her how big the veins were on its sides. She gently wrapped one hand around it and gave it a soft tug, with which another kegel answered her. Once she felt the smoothness of the skin and the contours of the veins, she began to stroke it slowly. Mad Hatter tilted his head back slightly and closed his eyes in response. She began to stroke it faster and decided to suck on it again, but this time of her own volition.
She moved her face closer until she could detect its distinct odor with her nose. She found the smell odd but strangely fascinating. She stretched out her tongue and made a small circle around the tip. Mad Hatter groaned in response, and Alice took it as a “go ahead.” She used her tongue to lick up and down the shaft and around the head thoroughly before taking the head and a bit of the shaft in her mouth. Mad Hatter gave a stifled moan, and Alice took it as a challenge. She began to slowly move her head back and forth down the shaft, using her tongue to caress and work the sides of her mouth. She would occasionally stop and suck on the head, moving her tongue wildly around it and then continuing her previous routine. By this point, Mad Hatter had one hand resting on the top of her head and was using the other to lean against the bed into her. She kept working her particular type of seductive magic, occasionally picking up speed or stopping to kiss and lick along the shaft until he gave a loud groan and ejaculated heavily into her mouth. She was about to spit it all on the dark marble tiled floor but decided to taste it instead. Alice swished it around in her mouth a bit before swallowing. It had a very salty, slightly sweet, and acidic taste that lingered in the back of her mouth. She didn’t hate it, but it wasn’t something she’d be fond of drinking again.
Mad Hatter moved them up to the bed now. He took the hanging edges of the sheer used for the canopy on her bed and tied her up. He had her slightly suspended off the bed, with fabric running above and below her breasts and on either side of her groin along the thigh. He finished by tying both of her hands together behind her back to make a handle to grab. “At least it’s not cold chains this time,” she laughed, and he replied, “I felt chains would ruin the mood.”
He moved around behind her and positioned himself at her entrance. He thrust inside her, and momentum took over immediately, moving her away from him, down his rod. Alice let out a loud moan immediately and bit her lip, trying to be quiet, forgetting she was in a dream. Mad Hatter grabbed the handle he had made from fabric and pulled her arms back towards him as he thrust in deep again. He noticed the muffled and restrained groans coming from her with each little movement and reminded her they were alone. “It’s a dream, my love. Give yourself over to the satisfaction as much as your heart desires.” Almost immediately, she replied with an “OH MY!” at the top of her lungs, followed by a series of enjoyed squeals and moans as he continued his rhythmic ‘pound and pull’ cycle.
Mad Hatter tried to push in deeper every so often with a more vigorous thrust than the others, which was received well by Alice with a squeal of absolute delight or an “OH MY!” ranging in different harmonies. Mad Hatter seemed to know how to pace himself, always getting to the verge of a climax and letting it escape. Alice had to yield to multiple orgasms throughout what seemed to be hours until Mad Hatter finally grabbed hold of both sides of her hips and started pounding into her
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