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            About Alice’s Labor of Love

          

        

      

    

    
      From the imagination of Liz Adams: A spicy, paranormal retelling of Cinderella.

      

      Her wicked stepmother makes her do unspeakable things. Thank goodness.

      In this dream realm, men are afflicted with an illness that can only be treated by a daily regimen of drinking a woman’s essence straight from the source. Married men are safe, their wives happy. But single men must line up to benefit from tasting Alice’s elixir and must pay her stepmother’s fee.

      Still, wave after wave of helping desperate men will be worth the energy if it means finding a solution for when she awakens: persuading her real-world parents into letting her be the girlfriend to Jack, the family gardener of low-class status. Even if it means following the hypnotic commands of an insatiable stranger.

      But returning to this dreamland of Bot-Koll required wearing a ring that is slowly releasing deadly toxins into her sleeping body. Will she learn what she needs to keep her relationship with Jack intact? Or will the poison finish her first?

      Alice’s Labor of Love is a hands-on, steamy fairytale (82k), featuring men’s eager tongues and a guaranteed HEA. It is the sixth and final book in the Alice series and can be read as a standalone. There is way too much oral intimacy in this story. But one reader said, “You can never have too much oral.”

      WARNING: This book features M/F, F/F, and remote climaxes. Faced with a wicked stepmother and stepsisters in this dream, she deals with emotional abuse and is commanded and hypnotized to obey. Detailed CWs are viewable on the author's website.
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            1. Back From University

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “A family’s sole purpose is to prevent you from creating a family of your own.”

        —Tera Esposito, “Why The Ones Who Love You Hurt You,” Daughters of Bilitis pamphlet

      

      

      At her bedroom door, Alice stood and fiddled with the pleats of her pinafore dress. Their attention was nice, but right now, she wanted to be rid of them.

      “Goodnight, Alice.” Her older sister, Lois, kissed her cheek. “And congratulations. Graduating from university is no small feat.” Lois tucked a lock of her own long, dark hair behind her ear.

      Yeah. No small feat. Especially solving that murder on campus. My family doesn’t need to know about that, though.

      Lois stood in the doorway of Alice’s bedroom, pride beaming off her face brighter than the yellow miniskirt she wore. Lois’s lesbian girlfriend Carol held hands with her sister.

      “Congrats, Squirt.” Carol’s flip of ginger hair bobbed when she spoke. “Treasure this moment. Don’t worry about the rest of your life. You have plenty of time to stress about that in an hour from now.”

      Alice laughed and shoved Carol. Carol’s lime green short-sleeve swing dress waved in accompaniment with the flip of her hair.

      “Thanks.” Now, go away so I can be with Jack.

      “Alright, Sis,” Lois said. “Jack’s probably waiting for you in his cottage to perpetuate your secret tryst with him.”

      “Right.” Alice pictured Jack lying on top of her. She adjusted the neckline of her pinafore dress, hoping that would help hide her budding nipples from Lois and Carol. Her poor parents. They still had no idea that the family gardener was her paramour.

      That had to change.

      Her beau Jack wasn’t the only secret, though. Her parents also didn’t know about Lois’s lesbian affair with Carol.

      “I’ll let you two get caught up on your own secret tryst activities.” She winked at them.

      “It’s about time.” Carol tugged Lois away from the door. “Goodnight.”

      Alice closed her bedroom door. About time, indeed. The family’s dinner in her honor had gone on forever. Her parents had given no less than three toasts each. As much as they loved her and genuinely admired her accomplishment of graduating, they probably also wanted an excuse to refill their wine glasses. Anything to help drown the memory of her grandmother’s dying wish, “Promise me that when your daughters marry, they do not marry paupers.”

      When the sounds of Lois and Carol walking down the hall to Lois’s bedroom had gone silent, Alice eased her bedroom door open and peered out. The hall was clear. No parents, no servants.

      She tiptoed down the hall, her navy-blue dress swishing against her legs, crept downstairs, and headed out the door.

      The summer moon was high, its belly full. The brisk night air pricked her. She hugged herself to diminish the chill at her upper arms since her peach cashmere shirt did little to warm her. Especially without a bra.

      She tucked a length of her blonde hair behind her ear and knocked.

      “Room service.”

      Jack said from behind the door, “At last!”

      He opened the door. A lick of his black hair draped over one blue eye, the other hungry eye gazed at her. His alluring lips parted. He clenched his teeth, muscles of urgent desire bulged near his strong jaw.

      He pulled her in with a fierce kiss and kicked the door shut.

      Wow!

      When he broke the kiss, she caught her breath.

      He reached behind her and unzipped the back of her dress.

      “Sir.” She pretended to be shocked. Hard to do when hiding a smile. “I’m not supposed to accept gratuity until after I serve.”

      He smirked.

      Her dress pooled to the floor. He tugged off her cashmere shirt and palmed her breasts, and as heavenly as it felt, she was more in need of a certain sound.

      She dropped to her knees and freed his thick length from his wool trousers. She stuffed him in her mouth.

      He groaned.

      There it was, the sound she had waited for throughout her final semester at Newnham, the all-girls college in Cambridge University. He tasted of musk and sweat and fond memories.

      He moaned at her persistence and said, “I’ve been waiting so long to be alone with you again.”

      She paused her work.

      “I feel like a celebrity finishing university.” She slurped some more, then said. “My parents are so happy with me. We can tell them about our relationship now, don’t you think?”

      She worked his member with her hand and gazed up at his face.

      He wasn’t smiling.

      And he went limp.

      “Seriously?” Unbelievable. “You still don’t want to tell them about us?”

      “I messed up, Alice. I’m sorry.”

      She sighed and stood, wearing only her powder-blue panties. “What do you mean?”

      He tucked his glistening length away into his work pants.

      “Alice, I promised you that I would tell your parents about us years ago, once Mayor Brown cleaned up my old hangout Vagabond Alley. He announced in public, as a promise to me, that he would provide the homeless there with housing and jobs. The positive press about my role in getting the mayor to keep his word would boost your parents’ opinion of me and it would be safer to tell them about us.”

      “But he didn’t keep his word.”

      “No. And I contacted him and warned him I would follow through on telling the press that he hadn’t kept his promise.”

      “I remember,” she said. “He asked for more time, and a few months later while I was at university, some of the homeless at Vagabond Alley were given public housing, and with the help of social services, the rest found jobs to support themselves.”

      “Right.”

      “Why didn’t you tell my parents then?”

      “At first, I looked for my name in the press. I had this crazy fantasy that if my name was there, I could ‘accidentally’ leave the article on your father’s desk so that he could point to it and say how proud he was. But my name never showed. You were still in school, and I didn’t think it would go well telling your parents without you here, so I decided to wait until you came back, then other life stuff happened, and I lost track of time.”

      She sat on his bed. He was still resisting telling her parents of their union? Unbelievable. “Why do you think we shouldn’t tell my parents now?” She had trouble hiding the irritation in her voice.

      “I suppose it has nothing to do with waiting for the right time.”

      He was looking around at his bookshelf, his bed, and his table as if the answer was somewhere in his cabin. Maybe he was stalling so he could come up with a new excuse why not to tell her parents about them.

      Her parents meant the world to her. She held them dear to her heart. If he insisted that her parents never learn the truth of their love, he would essentially be crushing her soul.

      He continued, “It seems like no matter when we tell them, they’ll never approve of me. I’m not the rich boyfriend they want you to have.”

      She snatched her dress off the floor.

      “If this is your way of breaking up with me,” she said, “it is truly pathetic.”

      He rushed to her side. “No, Alice.” He delicately removed the dress from her hands. “That’s the last thing I want. I love you, Alice.”

      He sounded genuine. His eyes expressed a begging for forgiveness, a look he rarely revealed.

      Her heart thumped. Her eyes stung with sorrow.

      That face of apology he wore? It was honest. This was not a trick. He wanted to please her.

      “Jack, do you remember when we decided to always work out a solution that benefits us both?”

      “Schnee Weiss,” he whispered, referring to the woman she had been in the last dream she and Jack shared of Bot-Koll, her dreamland.

      “Right,” she said. “This is one of those times. We need to find a solution.”

      “I agree,” he whispered.

      “But there is no solution.” Her voice choked. Maybe she was breaking up with him and was now accepting it.

      He didn’t say anything, damn him.

      She yelled, “I’d suggest we go back to that dreamland to find our answer, but that would mean wearing the toxic rings again.”

      He said nothing. No surprise.

      “You already made it clear that we should never wear those rings again. So, is there no solution or what?”

      “Now that you mention it,” he answered with a serious tone, though she meant it rhetorically, “that’s a good idea.”

      What?

      “Wearing the toxic rings?” She wiped her eyes dry.

      “I didn’t say we should never wear the rings again. I said we should have someone ready to wake us up before a full night has passed so that we don’t fall into a coma.”

      “Right! Like my sister.” Her heart fluttered. Jack was on her team. She embraced him and melted into his chest. They were going to work this out. “Let’s go tell my sister to be sure we’re awake tomorrow morning.”

      “No.”

      She hesitantly broke the embrace. “No?”

      “I want you to stay as you are.” He gazed at her bare breasts. “I’ll tell her and be right back.”

      She laughed and caressed her breasts.

      “Stay here.” He opened the door and was about to leave, but came back, kissed her deeply, snatched her dress, stuffed it down his trousers, and left.

      Yep. That motivated her to stay.
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        * * *

      

      She lay back on his bed on top of the wool blanket. Above her, the ceiling protected her from the peering stars. Beside her, the wooden chair and round table occupied the rest of the room. The lit candle flickered on the table, making shadows on the walls like teasing, twirling skirts. What kind of fantasy should she play in her head before Jack returned?

      Jack bending her over the kitchen table? That was a good one, but a little too strong for what her skin wanted. Something more subtle, delicate, and delicious.

      The beach.

      She closed her eyes and pictured herself standing on the shore. In her mind, the sun shone hot. Very hot.

      Today is a beautiful day.

      On the beach, she took off her clothes and lay down.

      The sand adjusted to her curves and helped her find comfort.

      Today is a beautiful day, just like all other days.

      She clenched her muscles, finding the tightness in her shoulders, arms, legs, buttocks, the lump in her throat. Then released. The tension melted away.

      I am a beautiful woman.

      She contracted her muscles a second time. Her hands formed fists, her toes coiled in tight, tiny balls. She struggled to swallow. Then she relaxed. Her shoulders enjoyed this moment the most. Any anxiety they held now drained away into the hot, sun-kissed sand.

      I am always a beautiful woman.

      She clenched and relaxed her muscles three more times, each time taking her deeper and deeper into the embracing sand. She felt more relaxed, more at ease, and more beautiful.

      She listened to the gentle breeze at her ear, like Jack whispering to her, words she couldn’t make out but felt good. The warm breeze blew through her hair, like fingers caressing her. The sun’s heat warmed her all over — her face, her shoulders, her breasts, her belly, her legs, and between her thighs.

      Today is a beautiful day, just like all other days.

      The sun caressed her, penetrating her. And the pleasure that usually got her heart pumping with excitement now felt relaxing. She was languid, melting with warmth.

      I am a beautiful woman.

      With her body cradled in the sand, her wetness built until a gentle release flowed out of her.

      Truly, in bed, her climax came and dispersed like the heat of the sun on her body, the aroma of her womanhood warming Jack’s tiny, cozy cabin. Her liquid soul seeped through her panties and onto his sheets.

      She took a deep breath, exhaling the comfort.

      I am always a beautiful woman.

      Jack stepped in from the chilly outdoors and closed the door.

      “You told Lois to wake us?” she asked.

      “Yeah.” He smiled at her. “And I brought the rings from your bedroom.” He held them up.

      She fought her tranquil state to gather the strength needed to stand. She needed to hug him.

      She climbed out of bed, stood, and paused. His gaze took her in, and he grinned.

      “Get over here.” She laughed and pulled him by the arm into an embrace. His flannel shirt and warm body pressed against her bare chest. He brought her comfort.

      “Should we put on the rings now?” he asked.

      “There’s time,” she whispered. “You can touch me if you like.”

      His eyes widened with delight. “Yeah?”

      She smiled and nodded. “My body’s awake and needs you.”

      He placed the rings on the nearby center table, then traced a thin curtain of her blonde hair behind her ear. His hand continued its journey, partially closed, the backs of his fingertips grazing down her neck.

      Soon she and Jack would set out on a journey through Bot-Koll, her dreamland, and uncover the secret of the best way to reveal their loving relationship to her parents. But for now, she needed this intimate physical connection first.

      She closed her eyes and let her head drift back, exposing more of her neck to touch.

      He found her shoulders and slid to the side of her frame as if letting her know he would stroke her arm.

      But his caress steered to her front and traced her collarbone. She took a guess at where he was going to touch her next. She smiled. It wasn’t difficult to determine the right answer.

      Downward, his journey continued, exploring a path over the hill of her breast, then he cupped her.

      She leaned into his touch. So good.

      What kind of woman granted a man the gift of touching her and then took secret pleasure in him unwrapping her “gift”? Was it devious selfishness?

      He kissed her lips and gently pinched her nipple between his thumb and forefinger.

      Her insides dripped until she wasn’t sure if she were a liquid or solid.

      What was she thinking about a moment ago? Gifts… or something gooey? She couldn’t remember.

      His hand slid down her panties, palm against her belly, fingers first, skiing through her forest of pubic hair. He hooked two fingertips against her clit.

      Her muscles tensed from the exciting jolt of his touch. So unlike the relaxed climax she had moments ago.

      He had his other arm around her back, ready to catch her if necessary. Considering his skillful method of tracing circles around her clit, his arm’s support would be necessary.

      He kissed her deeper. She pressed a hand flat against his flannel shirt. Not to stop him, but to feel his firm chest. His warm comfort steamed against her palm.

      He pushed down her panties. They dropped to her ankles. His finger dipped between her thighs and slipped into her.

      Mmm.

      He kissed her deeper.

      Her legs went weak. His hardness pressed like a bar against her hip.

      It was time to reciprocate.

      She slid her hand down his trousers, into his boxers, and grabbed hold of his hot length.

      He was like that because of her. She made him this hard. Because she was a beautiful woman. She was always a beautiful woman.

      She glided her hand up and down his manhood. He moaned against her mouth.

      They embraced in that position for several minutes, standing next to each other, kissing each other. Well, it was more that he was standing and holding her up, partly with his arm around her, partly with those two fingers of him plunging deep inside her. Lord, that felt amazing! The scent of her arousal steamed in the air.

      She pumped him faster.

      He broke the kiss.

      “Oh, yes, Alice!”

      He came in her fist, his hot semen clinging to her fingers.

      Her heart pounded. Heavens, this was a memory she’d hold on to.

      He still stirred her insides and didn’t stop. Good man. That was what she needed to reach that out-of-control orgasm building inside her.

      Her breaths became unsteady. Her muscles seized. She shook in his arms, clenched his cock in her hand, and relied on him to keep her from falling to the floor transformed into a puddle of satiated lava.

      In a moment, she managed to get control of her legs again and stood on her own.

      Her hand still down his trousers, she pressed her thumb along the underside of his tip, rubbing it, squeezing out the last of his essence. Sure enough, some more of his stickiness beaded out. She brought her hand to her lips and sucked on her thumb, eyeing him as she tasted his salty pleasure.

      On purpose.

      Jack moaned at her tease and adjusted himself.

      She laughed. “Get the rings.”

      He picked them off the table.

      She brought him to the bed and slipped under the wool covers. He undressed, naked.

      They were really going to do this, go back to her wonderful dreamland.

      He gave her one of the rings and lay down beside her, his warm body flush against her own.

      She was about to put the ring on her finger but he took her hand, preventing her.

      “Ready?” he said.

      She nodded, her heart pounding at the excitement, the danger, and the promise of a life together.

      “We may not recognize each other in the dream,” he warned. “We may have different faces.”

      She smiled. “I think I’ll recognize you, no matter what face you wear.”

      He smiled and slid the ring he held onto her finger.

      She bit her lip.

      He offered his hand. She slipped the other ring onto his finger.

      He pressed his hand against her own, entwining their fingers.

      “Here’s to finding an answer on how to convince your parents to support our future together,” he said.

      She nodded. “To us.”

      He held her tight. After the embrace, they rested their heads.

      She closed her eyes.

      Down she fell, down, down, down, into the darkness.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2. A New Family

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “The barber wept about his wife’s refusal to perform fellatio. The Scarecrow suggested the Royal Court apply the Public Human Bedpan Punishment to her. The barber did not wish the cruel penalty to be inflicted upon his wife, hence the Scarecrow gave the barber a diet of dark beans and honey. Now the barber’s wife never permits him a minute’s rest, always drinking his chocolate-flavored seed.”

        —The Sadistic Tales of the Scarecrow

      

      

      “Cindy!”

      The woman’s voice startled Alice into opening her eyes. Alice was sitting at a table wearing a scarlet corset shirt laced in front over a bell-sleeve chemise, her long and wavy blonde hair reaching down to her ample cleavage. Next to her sat a bearded, older man with coffee-colored eyes, framed by crow’s feet of happy times. His long locks of curly brown hair bounced with his every bite of food. Also at the table sat a middle-aged woman and three college-age girls, all of them in renaissance dress.

      The older woman, one with a turquoise cotehardie dress that matched her eyes, continued speaking. “Falling asleep at the dinner table is impolite, Cindy.”

      This was her dreamworld, the world of Bot-Koll! But where exactly?

      Her dream knowledge confided in her that the woman who spoke was her stepmother. The three younger girls? Her stepsisters. The man? Her father. Her heart warmed. He was her biological father.

      Her stepsisters laughed.

      “She’s such the fool.” The stepsister with long, dark curls of hair adjusted the forest green strap of her corset. She was the eldest.

      “Silence, Jetterra,” said the father at the head of the table. Roland! That was his name. He tugged at the sleeves of his beige, wool tunic. “Remember. We are all one family now. Be nice to Cindy. She’s your sister.”

      “Stepsister,” mumbled Jetterra.

      Alice looked down. Hmm, not sure why her dinner plate had cheer pom-poms on it. She plucked a strand and put it to her lips. Yum! Tasted like blueberries.

      She focused on her dream knowledge, that aspect of dreams where even if untrue in real life, your dream knowledge held within what was true in this realm. She could figure out everyone’s name.

      Yes, the stepsister who had spoken ill of her was named Jetterra. Then there was Lacha, the youngest girl with a plump face and a crown of braids around her stunning copper hair. Both Jetterra and Lacha sat across from her. Beside her sat Pacifica, the middle child who had recently turned twenty years old. Her heart warmed at seeing Pacifica’s face, her caramel-colored eyes, short bob of wavy brown hair, and full lips. There was something good about Pacifica.

      Something about the dinner also seemed familiar.

      She held the plate to her nose and inhaled.

      “Blueberry pom-poms!” she exclaimed. “This was mother’s special recipe.”

      “Honestly, Cindy,” Harbinga said. “Show some respect.” She turned to Roland — Dad — and said, “It’s best we never have this dish again.”

      “But we must, my dear,” Dad said. “Cindy and the blueberry pop-poms are all I have left to remember Helen by.”

      “Oh.” Harbinga wiped her mouth with a napkin in swift, jerky motions. “I see. You’d rather think about your dead wife than live in the present with your new family.”

      Harbinga stood.

      “That was not my meaning,” Dad said.

      Harbinga left out the front door. When the door was open, the sound of ocean waves blew in. Were they living in a seaside beach property? She couldn’t remember. Why not? Perhaps dreams didn’t have strict rules.

      “My pardons, girls.” Dad wiped his mouth, stood, and left out the front door, no doubt to calm Harbinga down.

      Someone kicked her shin.

      “Ow!” Alice said. The sharp pain lingered.

      She scrutinized the two sisters sitting across from her, Jetterra and Lacha. Lacha forked a new heap of pom-poms, not making eye-contact. Jetterra smirked at Alice. What the devil?

      “Why did you kick me in the shin, Jetterra?” she said. The cruelty gripped her heart, her face grew hot.

      “I didn’t kick you.”

      “Yes, you did. I felt it.” She rubbed the spot where it hurt.

      “That wasn’t a kick, that was a shick.”

      What was Jetterra talking about?

      “Roland has instructed us to treat you as family, thus I’m obeying his request. I gave you a shick.”

      “What’s a shick?” she asked Jetterra.

      Lacha who wore a pink cotehardie with an embroidered scoop neck smiled and said, “Oh, this shall be merry.” Her emerald eyes sparkled with delight.

      “Centuries ago,” Jetterra said, “the knights of the kingdom were trained how to fight effectively. They were taught to kick and never to shick, for a shick was reserved for family.”

      Jetterra stopped her story and smirked.

      “I don’t get it,” Alice said.

      “You claim I kicked your shin. I did not. I shicked my kin.”

      Lacha laughed and slapped the table, the plates clamoring from the small quake.

      “That’s not funny, Jetterra.” Pacifica leaned over to Alice and squeezed her arm. “Don’t listen to her.”

      “Relax, Pacifica.” Jetterra stood. “She has no time to listen to me. She will be much too busy washing the dishes.”

      Pacifica sighed and Alice knew why.

      Jetterra was right. Alice’s dream knowledge revealed that Cindy’s job — her job — was to do all the chores in the house. It was the compromise Roland had made with Harbinga when moving in with him. Harbinga had protested having to raise her daughters in this shabby, dilapidated shoe. So, in return, he and Cindy would do all the chores.

      Wait, shoe?

      A flood of memories came to her. It couldn’t be.

      Alice raced out the front door.

      “Who said you may take your leave?” Jetterra called out to her.

      Outside, the night sky was sprayed with stars, resembling chocolate sprinkled with powdered sugar.

      She spun around and faced the house. It was a giant boot! As big as the hundred-year-old sycamore tree in her backyard! The ankle of the boot was separated into the different floors.

      And the ground the boot rested upon?

      She peered down. The ground was a rough, rounded surface as if the entire boot were resting on a hard-shelled hill. But it wasn’t a hill, it was a tortoise! They lived in a giant boot, on a giant tortoise, with the mainland a rowboat’s paddle away.

      Sure enough, at a spot where the shell touched the water was a wooden pole for rowboats to tie to.

      Off to the side, a few yards away, Dad ambled arm-in-arm with Harbinga by the water. The water licked the edge of the island with quiet splashes. He stopped and picked up something that floated at the shore.

      What was it?

      She stepped closer.

      “Look, dear,” he said. “A message.”

      It was a bottle. Was there a message inside? Hard to tell under the night sky, but it looked empty.

      He uncorked it and a voice came out, “Mr. Vanquishta, it’s me, Goodwin. I will be late tonight to collect the trash from the island.”

      Dad put his mouth close to the lip of the bottle and said, “Very well, Mr. Goodwin. I appreciate you bringing this to my attention.”

      He corked shut the bottle and threw it into the ocean.

      He took Harbinga’s arm and together they headed back to the house—er, boot.

      “Have you finished washing the dishes, Cindy?” Dad called out.

      “Not yet.”

      “Don’t you think you should get started? That was the agreement, after all.”

      “Yes,” she said. “I’ll do that right now.”

      She followed them inside. Her stepsisters were no longer at the table. Perhaps they were upstairs in their rooms. What a strange place!

      She collected the dirty dishes and brought them to the kitchen.

      At the kitchen sink, the soap was odd. Normal, according to her dream knowledge, but in her reality, she never used lemon grass to clean anything.

      She rubbed the plates with lemon grass, and green suds built up.

      A voice spoke from her feet.

      “So, how was it?”

      She jumped and spun, backing into the sink. No one was nearby except for a cat who brushed against her ankle.

      “Who’s there?” she said.

      “It’s me.”

      She studied the cat. It gazed up at her, its mouth widening into an expansive grin.

      “Cheshire!” Her heart fluttered and she picked up the dear bundle of fur.

      “So, how was it?” Cheshire asked again.

      “How was what?”

      “Your outdoor self-pleasure session.”

      “What are you talking about?”

      “Oh, right!” He laughed, then coughed a meow. “It hasn’t happened to you. I keep forgetting that time for you goes backwards.”

      “Time doesn’t go backwards for me. It goes backwards for you, right?”

      “Well, for you, it may seem like it’s going forwards and I’m living my life backwards, but rest assured, all time happens all the time, so neither of us experiences a proper progression of it.”

      She blinked. “Say again?”

      “Again.”

      “What?”

      “What?” he said.

      “I don’t understand what you’re—”

      “I don’t understand what you’re.”

      Oh, for heaven’s sake. “Why are you repeating everything I say?”

      “Oh.” He grinned. “I thought you wanted me to.”

      “Uh, no?”

      He shrugged. “Okay. No fur off my back.”

      She bent to put him down, and he jumped to the floor. “If I remember correctly,” she said, “the first time we met, you were experiencing time backwards.”

      “Perhaps,” Cheshire said. “But from your perspective, the very first time we met is the very last time we will meet from my perspective.”

      Her head spun trying to make sense of it.

      He must have noticed her confusion for he continued. “To keep it simple for myself, I’m the one moving forwards in time and you’re moving backwards.”

      “Wait a second. You’re saying you’ve spoken to my future self?”

      “Indeed.”

      “So you know whether or not I find a way to marry Jack with my parents’ blessing?”

      “Indeed.”

      She waited, but he wasn’t saying anything. “Well?” she asked.

      “I sometimes drink from them.”

      “From what?”

      “Wells.”

      “What?”

      “When I get thirsty, I sometimes drink from a well.”

      Argh! “What does that have to do with whether or not I learn how to get my parents’ blessing?”

      “Why do you keep changing the subject?” He sat and glared up at her. “You know, Cindy, I’m beginning to get a little angry with you.”

      “With me?”

      “Yes, Cindy.”

      “Alice,” she corrected him.

      “All is what?”

      “What?”

      “Look here, Cindy, you keep changing the subject. I wish you would stop that.”

      “Just say it already!”

      “Is what all ready?”

      “What?”

      “You want me to say ‘It’s all ready,’ but I can’t say such a thing if I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      She took a deep sigh.

      “Cheshire,” she said slowly. “Tell me how to marry Jack with my parents’ blessing.”

      “Oh! That’s what you wanted to know?”

      “Yes!”

      “Excellent. Glad that’s settled.”

      “Agreed.” She started washing the next dish, then stopped. “Wait! You haven’t answered my question!”

      He chuckled. “Oh, Cindy. You know everything you need to know.”

      “I do?”

      “That’s right. You just don’t know it yet.”

      “Can you please tell me something… like a hint?”

      He jumped on the window ledge and looked outside.

      “Is this not a beautiful day?” he asked.

      She set the plate down. Fine. She’d play along.

      She looked outside at the sprinkling of stars in the black-as-chocolate sky.

      “Like every other day,” she huffed.

      “And aren’t you a beautiful woman?”

      A lump formed in her throat like a stone. She put her hands on her hips. “I’m always a beautiful woman.”

      “It’s time I leave you.”

      “Wait! What about my hint?”

      He chuckled again. “I already told you the hint.”

      With that, he chased his tail until he got hold of it, swallowed the long furry thing whole, and disappeared in a puff of fur.

      “I think I hate that cat,” she muttered.

      She had one full night of dreaming to figure out how to tell her parents about her relationship with Jack. What should she do next? From her past experience in her dreamland, once she learned her lesson, she’d wake up. If she didn’t learn the dream’s lesson, the toxins of the ring would spread to her body and she’d fall into a coma. By sunrise, in the real world, her sister Lois would have to wake her up in time.

      Hopefully, Lois wouldn’t oversleep.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3. Playing Doctor

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “All peasants requiring the Royal Elixir must maintain pleasant thoughts during the treatment.”

        —Edicts of the Royal Tristadores

      

      

      Jack found himself inside a castle hall at a long table sitting with a couple. How did he get here? Where was he?

      The woman turned her head from side-to-side as if assessing her surroundings. Could she have been Alice?

      The woman’s dark hair had two braids that went from the front and met in the back like a two-lane road becoming one. The man had a peach-fuzz face, no trace of ever needing a shave.

      “I had a marvelous day,” whispered the boyish-looking man at the table wearing a red, furry cape over a dark-purple vest and a light-purple shirt. “The duke and I went out on the green and had a good game of flogging.”

      “Wait,” Jack said. “Is this...” Alice’s dreamland?

      “Now, Peter,” the woman addressed him directly. She had stark violet eyes. “It’s rude to interrupt.”

      A tall man approached the table. He was dressed in a tuxedo, and his face had black and white stripes like a zebra.

      “Yes, Lavender?” The woman adjusted the shoulders of her purple dress as if to hide some of her ample cleavage.

      Jack’s mind shifted like sand, catching up to understand what he saw. This woman was his mother.

      “I beg your pardon, Your Majesty,” said the man likely to be the butler. “A peasant girl is sick with the flu and requires His Highness’s elixir.”

      “She’s been trained?” asked his mother, the queen.

      “Indeed, ma’am. She understands to keep her thoughts appropriate.”

      “Very well,” she said. “Send her in.”

      “As you wish, ma’am.”

      The butler left to fetch the visitor.

      Standing beside Jack, a young woman with long, brown hair and a tiny nose, a maid perhaps, refilled his chalice with some red liquid. For some reason, she wore a yellow button-up sweater and a poodle skirt. She pouted. Was something the matter?

      He smelled the liquid. Mmm. He sipped it to make sure. Yep. Pomegranate juice. On the plate was a slab of steak and a side of something that might have been quartered potatoes. It was hard to tell because the potatoes kept fading in and out like a ghostly apparition.

      Queen Olga Tristadore, that was her name, reached out and squeezed her husband’s arm.

      “That’s enough interruptions, my love. Continue with your story of what you did today.”

      “That’s quite alright, my dear,” whispered his father, the king. “Why don’t you tell us how your day went.” Maybe he wasn’t whispering. Maybe that was his regular voice.

      “Oh, very well indeed. I spent the day with the duchess.”

      The butler led to the table an emaciated young woman wearing a tattered brown dress that hung off her alabaster shoulder. Her thin face was streaked with dirt. The butler raised the tablecloth, and she went underneath the table, crawling in between Jack’s legs.

      What the—

      “Together,” his mother continued, “the duchess and I went shopping at Sir Rodgrove’s clothing store.”

      Jack tried to peek under the tablecloth to see what the woman was doing there. A whiff of pink came to his nose. Why was the smell a color? It didn’t make sense, but for some reason, it felt normal in this kingdom. The dirtier a person was, the pinker they smelled, and this young woman was plenty pink.

      “Mr. Rodgrove showed us the latest hard-to-get fashion,” the queen continued. “A sloth-cloth, perfect for wiping oneself after using a privy.”

      The butler lay down a large napkin over Jack’s lap, interfering with the view. Perhaps Jack was expected to ignore the woman and continue eating dinner.

      “Then,” the queen said, “Mr. Rodgrove showed us a baby-seal-skin scarf. It was adorable but didn’t quite fit with the current weather we’ve been having.”

      The maid in the poodle skirt refilled the king’s chalice with pomegranate juice and stood awaiting to fill other cups. She glared at Jack for some reason. Were there parts of the prince’s life this dream was keeping secret?

      The butler placed a giant hourglass on the table beside Jack. The green sand drizzled through the middle into the empty glass cone below.

      Then, at his waist, two hands tugged his tights trying to remove them.

      “What’s going on?” he said.

      “Nice one, Your Highness,” the butler said.

      But Jack’s mother and father looked at him as if he’d gone crazy. Would they lock him up if they thought he had gone mad? Best to play along, pretend this was normal.

      “I apologize for interrupting,” he said to the woman that was his mother in this dream. “But the young lady—”

      “What young lady?” asked his father, the king.

      “The one under the table.”

      “Oh,” the young-looking king said. “The peasant girl. What about her?”

      “She seems to be trying to remove my tights.”

      “Tights?” the queen asked.

      The woman under the table stopped tugging on his tights.

      The queen turned to her husband. “Oh, his hose. He means his hose.”

      “But, of course, she’s taking off your hose,” the king said. “How else do you expect her to give you a pole-licking.“

      “Now, my love,” the queen said. “You know how much I dislike coarse language at the dinner table.”

      “I apologize, dear.” The king addressed Jack again. “How else do you expect to impale her throat with a ram-battering cum-swallow session?”

      “That’s better,” the queen said.

      Was this a joke? “I’m terribly sorry. I’m not sure I understand.”

      “Listen, dear,” the queen said. “While it may be true that she’s making the whole castle smell like pink, we — as the royal family — have an obligation to provide our sick peasants with the elixir that naturally flows through your semen.”

      “Except the sick men,” the king chimed in.

      “That’s right,” the queen said. “We wouldn’t wish for you to commit sins against the church by healing sick men with ram-battering cum-swallow sessions.”

      Ugh. It was bizarre hearing a queen talk about blowjobs, especially using such euphemisms she considered proper. Still, appropriate language among some people was offensive among others. Back when an American couple visited Alice’s parents, they were offended when Mr. Dellid called a cigarette a “fag”.

      “So,” Jack said, “the men who get sick?”

      “Yes, it is sad that they die, but it is the will of the church,” the queen said.

      The king leaned nearer and whispered to Jack, “Besides, what’s not to love about having women of all ages, shapes, and sizes coming to give you a good pole-licking, eh, my boy?” The king laughed. His raspy voice made his laugh sound like a distant steam engine puffing away.

      “Lars!” the queen said to her husband. “Language!”

      “I beg your pardon, my dear,” he said. “But, oh, to be back in your shoes, my boy. Unmarried and spent every hour of the day.”

      “He has a point, Peter,” the queen said to Jack. “You get both the pleasure of impaling the throats of women with great frequency and the added pleasure of knowing you are healing them. Plug your nose if you must, ignore the pink aroma, and finish your dinner.”

      Okay. He had to play along.

      “Of course, uh, Mother.” Jack raised his hips, and the young woman pulled off his hose. In a moment, his length was encased in her warm mouth.

      Damn, that felt nice. But the guilt of cheating on Alice built up inside his belly, even though they had both agreed that cheating in dreams was okay.

      He could pretend it was Alice down there. Maybe he could ignore the whole thing.

      He tried to stab a slab of potatoes on his fork, but the potatoes vanished right when he poked them and reappeared when he pulled back. How annoying.

      He cut a bite of steak since the strange potatoes were frustratingly coy in their own ghostly way. He chewed on the piece of steak. Mmm. Tasted like apple pie.

      He gulped down the pomegranate juice. The maid refilled his cup, spilling an ample amount on his crotch. What the—

      Yep. She was angry with him.

      The red juice spread across his napkin like a Rorschach pattern.

      “Careful, Addie,” the queen said to the maid.

      “Yes, milady.” Addie curtsied.

      “My cup requires more juice,” the queen said.

      “Yes, milady.” Addie refilled the queen’s chalice without spilling a drop.

      The king took a bite of steak. “So, my dear. What did you purchase at Mr. Rodgrove’s?”

      “It was a tough decision to make,” she said.

      By cock’s balls, your pego is huge!

      Where did that panting female voice come from? Inside his head?

      “It was a choice,” the queen said, “between the lynx fur cap or the polar bearskin petticoat.”

      “I see,” the king said.

      I love the taste of your thick, hard prick, sir.

      “Who said that?” Jack wanted to know.

      “Good one, sir,” the butler said.

      “Honestly, Peter,” the queen said. “How can I tell about my day if you continue interrupting.”

      The king muttered to the queen, “It seems that’s his new strategy.”

      The young woman under the table rapidly flicked her tongue on the underside of his cock. He gripped the fork tighter.

      “My new strategy?” he managed to say with a moan.

      “For your goal of making your throat cum-dumping sessions last as long as possible,” the king motioned with his hand at the giant hourglass. “These interruptions of yours must be your new strategy of distracting yourself from spending.”

      The queen nodded at the butler. “It was a clever idea of yours to have Lavender at your side, cheering you on.”

      “And a fine job you’re doing, sir,” Lavender said.

      “I figured it out,” she continued. “In the same manner that Lavender is a distraction to help you reach your goal of lasting the full hour without climax, your interruptions of our discourse are a new way to distract yourself. Don’t bother denying it. It’s as clear as day.”

      “I’m sorry, Mother.” He apologized just to have a moment to process all this new information. What was wrong with this dream? There was so much he didn’t know about this prince he had become, and the dream wasn’t sharing its secrets as it had in the past.

      “Pray tell,” the king said to the queen, “did you get the cap or the petticoat?”

      “I remembered that I was the queen and should demand clothing more valuable, hence I asked him to show me an article of clothing that is the last of its kind.”

      The young woman sucked him with loud slurps, and the sensation of her wet, hot tongue pushed him higher. Damn, he was going to explode soon. Sure this was a dream, but it still felt like cheating on Alice.

      “Very clever, my dear,” the king said.

      “He showed me a vest made of dragon scales, the last dragon known to exist in the entire kingdom.”

      Jack clenched the table. The young woman now squeezed his length with her hand while sucking on his tip. He closed his eyes and pictured Alice down there.

      “Excellent, my dear!” the king said. “You always manage to find clothing made of freshly extinct animals.”

      I scarcely believe that I now suck on the Prince of Chaussureterre. How I could lick your big, beautiful lance all day, sir. It tastes of milk and honey.

      Chaussureterre. So that was the name of this kingdom.

      He clenched his bottom, writhing at the magnificent talents of her tongue.

      “I—” he squealed. He cleared his throat. “I’m going to add another distraction, if that’s alright, and ask why I keep hearing what sounds like the lady’s voice.”

      “Excellent strategy, sir,” the butler said.

      The potatoes on his plate made a haunting howl sound. Damn potatoes.

      Addie, the maid, scowled at Jack as if her favorite sweet was chocolate-covered marshmallows, there had been a paucity of chocolate-covered marshmallows, and he had eaten the last existing chocolate-covered marshmallow.

      The king sighed. “You keep calling her a lady. She’s a peasant. They’re supposed to serve us like she’s serving you now.” He chuckled. “Very well, I’ll help distract you. As you know, when wenches are in contact with royal skin, we can hear the wench’s thoughts. She, like all other wenches who request to receive a throat-impaling session, has been prepared to think about how much she enjoys the session. That way, you only hear favorable thoughts throughout and can provide her with the elixir in your seed for her to swallow.” He leaned in closer. “Now let me help distract you even more. Focus on my face. Imagine a gray bush of a beard on my chin.”

      “Okay.”

      “Focus on that image. Listen to my hoarse voice, how manly it is.”

      “Okay.” It was hard keeping his eyes fixed on the king. This whole situation was getting more and more uncomfortable.

      “Notice the paleness of my masculine skin? The short hair on my head?”

      “Yes.”

      “Has your prick softened yet?”

      “Yes.” Indeed, it had. Even as the young woman took him deep down her mouth, he had lost some of his excitement.

      The king laughed with that whisper of a voice. “That’s my boy. Don’t worry. I’m sure that peasant’s mouth can bring you back to full mast.”

      Allow me to stiffen you again, sir. Let me assist you so that you may find great pleasure and explode in my mouth. I wish to swallow all your hot, salty semen.

      His cock twitched, thickening alongside her active tongue.

      “That was a fine and clever distraction, sire,” the butler said.

      “Let’s turn back to you and your day, sweetheart,” the queen said to the king. “You played a good game of flog with Darby the tax collector?”

      “Indeed,” the king said. “After he paid me the bribes he collected — a nice sum of three thousand pokers — I gave him a few of the coins for his trouble. He vowed to me he’d be more persuasive with the townsfolk to squeeze out more money next time. Great man, that Darby.”

      Verily, I expect you taste of a nutty wine, sir. I shall soon know when your creamy seed slides down my throat.

      Under the napkin on Jack’s lap, the bulge of her head moved back and forth, taking in and releasing his cock. His heart pumped faster.

      “Yes, dear,” the queen said. “But don’t don’t you think it a bit cruel?”

      “Nonsense,” the king said. “Anyhow, we played flog.”

      Damn, that tongue felt good.

      “What kind of game is flog?” he asked the king.

      “Excellent distraction, sir!” the butler said.

      “Another distraction?” The king sighed. “Very well. We take turns flogging a man to death. I must say that my stroke has improved a lot.”

      What the hell?

      “Did you win this time, sweetheart?” The queen asked.

      Jack placed his hands on the bobbing woman’s head. This was Alice sucking on his length. Yes. That stirred him back to life.

      “Unfortunately, no,” the king said. “The duke has quite a killer stroke. He even landed a blow-in-one.”

      Your pego tastes delicious, sir. I wish to make you shoot your hot, sticky cream in my mouth and let its taste linger on my lips.

      Damn, he was close. He pressed her head against his waist, keeping his full rod embedded in her throat. It was mean, but he wanted to get this over with.

      Hearing about the king’s abusive game wasn’t helping. Sure, this was just a dream, but the last time he visited Alice’s dreamland, the characters were so realistic, they seemed to be as alive as any waking person. They deserved to be treated as real people.

      “How could you kill an innocent person,” he asked the king, “and call it a game?”

      “Nice one, sir!”

      “He wasn’t innocent,” the king said. “He was a thief.”

      Damn, he could feel her gag reflex stroking the underside of his tip. Unbelievable, how good that was!

      Oh, how I desire to wear your cream on my lips so that I may kiss my sisters when I get home and share your magnificent elixir with them!

      He let go of her head. She pulled back, coughed, then returned to yanking on his shaft, keeping her lips around the tip of his cock.

      “What was his crime?” he asked the king.

      “Great work, sir!” the butler said.

      “He stole a vial of medicine from the apothecary.”

      Give me your sperm, sir. Feed me your spunk.

      All his muscles tensed. His climax was coming.

      “Why did he steal the medicine?” he asked.

      “Kudos, sir!”

      “I know not,” the king said. “I believe it was for his sick mother.”

      Damn him!

      Flood my belly! Make it overflow from my mouth and onto my breasts where my sisters can lick it off me.

      He sprayed shot after shot of his cum into the young woman’s mouth.

      Yes, Your Highness. Yes!

      Every swallow stimulated him more and coaxed out a copious amount of essence down her throat.

      When it got to the point where each tug of her hand produced no more spunk, she kissed his tip and helped with getting his hose back on.

      He froze, staring down at his plate of ghostly potatoes. He couldn’t look anyone in the eye at this moment. He had cheated on Alice. It was wrong.

      “Not the full hour, I’m afraid, sir,” the butler said. “Better luck next time.”

      The king and queen didn’t say anything. They probably detected that he was upset.

      The butler accompanied the young woman out of the dining room, the sound of their footsteps filled the silence, clicking upon the stone.

      “Don’t worry, my boy,” the king said. “I’m sure you’ll reach an hour soon. Merely dwell upon all the fun you’ll have practicing.”

      “I’m going to bed.” He stood up. “Good night, Mother, Father.”

      “But you haven’t finished your eerie taters,” the queen said.

      “I’m not hungry.”

      He left the dining room and found stairs to climb and get away from this mess.
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