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One

	Alice Brown rinsed herself off under the gymnasium shower. The spray of hot water beaded in her shoulder-length bob of blonde hair, washed over her clear bright face and ran down her well-soaped form. Twin rivulets dripped from the pink-tipped points of her pale full breasts while the main stream rushed through the deep gully between them, across the softly dimpled curve of her navel and into the fine golden hair of her pubic bush. Twisting round, she allowed the spray to play over her back and the firm rotundity of her buttocks.

	Alice enjoyed her body and wanted to keep it in good condition. Apart from normal feminine vanity, stamina and endurance had recently served her well in unexpected circumstances. So she had determined to be ready for whatever challenges the future might hold - over and above getting through her first year at University, of course.

	Fully rinsed, Alice turned off the shower tap, wrapped a towel around her and walked through to the changing room. The gymnasium had been a nineteen-sixties addition to the original campus buildings, which dated from fully two hundred years earlier. The junction of this union was delineated by the main changing-room door which was made of heavy dark oak, in keeping with the style of the corridors beyond. The room, like the gym itself, was beginning to show its age, but Alice didn't mind. Outside its windows was the damp chill of an early February evening, kept at bay by gurgling radiators fed by a vintage but still effective boiler system. 

	It was typically quiet in the gym around teatime, before the dedicated evening athletes put in their appearance. A couple of students had just finished dressing and walked off together round the rows of lockers. A moment later the ancient door banged behind them, leaving Alice and one other woman alone. She was in the process of stripping off an angora sweater, revealing a slim torso and high, rounded breasts contained within a white lace bra.

	As her head reappeared she looked round and said, 'Hello, Alice.' She was about Alice's height with a well-proportioned face framed by collar-length wavy black hair currently tied back in a small bun. Her nose was strong and straight; she had a neat mouth and firm chin. Serious deep-brown eyes peered out from under dark full brows that were raised very slightly at a quizzical angle. For a moment Alice did not recognise her. Then she mentally added a pair of large round thick-framed glasses to the face and set it in a background of a study lined by tightly packed bookshelves. It was her English tutor, Helen Quirt.

	'Oh, hello, Miss Quirt,' Alice said quickly. 'I didn't know you came here.'

	'Actually this is not my usual time,' her tutor explained.

	'Are you a regular?'

	'Well, I try to keep fit,' Alice admitted.

	Miss Quirt smiled. 'So do I. At least, I aim to keep the ravages of time at bay for as long as possible.'

	Privately Alice thought she was succeeding. She knew Helen Quirt was the most junior tutor on the University staff and had guessed she was perhaps ten or twelve years older than herself. But now seeing her half-dressed, she wondered if she should not revise that estimate downwards.

	Miss Quirt paused as she was about to remove her calf-length wraparound skirt, looking at Alice thoughtfully. 'Actually, I've been meaning to speak to you for a few days. It's about your work.' Alice looked at the other woman anxiously, wondering why this news could not wait until their next tutorial. 'I thought I was doing all right. Not late with a paper, am I?'

	'No, it's nothing to do with the quality of your work.

	Much of it is very good. But let's say an interesting ...predilection is beginning to emerge.'

	'What do you mean?'

	'Well, not to put too fine a point on it-' She broke off suddenly. There was a pattering noise coming from a comer of the room. 'What on earth is that?' Miss Quirt snapped, looking oddly embarrassed at being interrupted.

	'Who's there?' she called out.

	They heard a low throaty growl.

	'Has somebody let a dog in?' Miss Quirt wondered. She strode purposefully to the end of the row of lockers. 'Where are you? Come out here, ...there you are ...ahhh!'

	Alice heard the startled intake of breath and saw her take a few steps backwards.

	A dog was padding out of the shadows. It had the proportions of a greyhound but was far larger than any Alice had seen before. Its coat shimmered with a colourless iridescence, shifting from silver to black as it moved. A heavy studded collar was buckled about its neck. The only colour about the creature lay in its eyes, which were coal-red, mean and unnaturally knowing. As it spied Alice, it lifted its head and growled once more - but the sound now shaped itself into slurred but distinct words. 

	'Shee'th thurr one.'

	A second identical beast emerged from the other corner and looked the two women over. 'Thurr both prretty,' it growled with a throaty chuckle. It sniffed loudly. 'Smellth nith.'

	'Did - did you hear that?' Miss Quirt gasped. Then she shook her head. 'No, it's not possible -'

	'It is!' Alice said urgently, taking Miss Quirt's arm and pulling her away from the huge dogs." 'We must get out of here - now!'

	She flung her towel at the dogs' faces, as she dragged her bemused tutor in the opposite direction. The door leading to the gym hall itself was nearest and she made a dash for it. There was a rush of displaced air, an impression of blurred motion, and the two hounds were standing in front of the gym door barring their escape, tongues lolling mockingly.

	'Not thith way, girlings,' one of them growled.

	Alice gulped. She'd never seen anything move so fast.

	The dogs began to pad towards them, jaws agape. Their wasp-waists and scooped stomachs displayed the double bulge of their testes and the thick barrels of their sheaths, from the tips of which glistening red pizzles were protruding.

	Alice and Helen retreated round the lockers towards the main door of the changing room, only to stumble to a halt in amazement. Where the exit had been there was now a funnel of swirling, distorted oak panels that fell away into seemingly infinite black depths. Standing before this eye-watering vista were three creatures so outwardly absurd and childishly fantastical that Helen Quirt suddenly laughed aloud. 

	'Oh, very funny!'

	Each being stood upright on two legs but none was more than shoulder high. The outer pair appeared to be a gigantic shrew and an equally enlarged lizard. They wore flat caps, leather jerkins and belts with coiled whips, chains and leather cuffs dangling from them. Though their hindquarters and feet were more or less appropriate for their species, both creatures had small but perfectly formed human hands. In these they carried what looked like short tridents.

	The central figure of the trio was a flamboyantly dressed brown mouse. He wore a panama hat with slots cut for his ears, a red and gold embroidered waistcoat and glossy black riding boots. A gold medallion hung round his shoulders while rings glittered and gleamed on his small fingers. In one hand he held an old-fashioned silver pocket watch, the chain of which was pinned to his waistcoat. Its cover was flipped open and the mouse seemed to be studying the hands intensely. As Alice and Helen appeared, he looked up and calculating intelligence showed in his dark beady eyes. Then his features shifted as no rodents ever could.

	'Long time no see, eh, Melon Tits?' he said to Alice, as he leered at her naked body. 'Expecting me, were you?'

	'Oh, no!' Alice groaned.

	'Yes, it's your old friend Mouse,' the creature said with insincere heartiness. 'Only it's Mr Muscardinus now. See, I've come up in the world since we last met. But I never stopped thinking about the girling who didn't know her place and who gave me a kick as a leaving present.' 

	His eyes narrowed menacingly. 'I promised I'd have you one day, Melon Tits. Well, today is it!'

	'In your dreams!' Alice retorted, even as a cold hand seemed to clutch her heart.

	Beside her, Helen Quirt, initially bemused by the interchange, was now frowning. 'Are you part of this little charade as well, Alice?' she said, sounding slightly disappointed.

	'All right. I admit the costumes are clever and I don't know how you managed the trick with the door, but the joke's over.'

	'It's no joke,'! Alice said grimly.

	Muscardinus s two accomplices had fanned out on either side of Alice and Helen, brandishing their tridents menacingly. Growls warned them that the hounds were right behind them. They were surrounded. 'Come here and no tricks,' Muscardinus ordered.

	The two women were herded forwards until they stood before him. Now Helen was scowling. 'Look here...' she began, prodding Muscardinus angrily on the shoulder. Then her voice faltered and she prodded him again, only to snatch her hand away. Alice knew why. She had felt not a fancy-dress costume, but the warm living texture of close brown fur. Helen's eyes lifted to the distorted door which continued to torment the senses with its perversion of normal geometry, probing for some fault in the illusion to reveal itself. But it remained stubbornly, impossibly, exactly what it appeared to be: a rent in the very fabric of the material world which opened into a space extending far beyond the buildings that lay on the other side of the doorway. 

	The scornful disbelief on her face became bewilderment as the boundary between fantasy and reality crumbled under the evidence of her own senses.

	'It's ... he's ...they're real,' she said faintly.

	'You'd better believe it, girl,' Muscardinus said, looking her up and down with a calculating gaze.

	'It's me you want,' Alice said quickly. 'She's just here by accident. Let her go.'

	'"Let her go"?' Muscardinus exclaimed in mock dismay. 'Now why would I do that when importing pretty girlings is my business? I only came for you but I'm always ready to pick up a bargain on the way.' He turned to Helen.

	'Let's have a proper look at you, girl. Strip!'

	Helen blinked at him. 'What? No, I won't,' she said with vague distaste, still trying to come to terms with her world being turned on its head. Muscardinus nodded to the lizard who jabbed Helen with his trident. Helen yelped and clutched at her side. The prongs had left three spreading scarlet blotches on her skin.

	'Got a little something on the tips to give them extra sting,' Muscardinus explained. 'With us now, girl? Then do what I say or have the cloth ripped off your back!'

	'You can't take her,' Alice protested. 'It's not right - ahhh!' The shrew's trident had stung her bottom.

	'Speak when you're spoken to, Melon Tits,' Muscardinus warned her. 'Now I haven't got all day, so strip girl!'

	Numbly, Helen undid her skirt and dropped it to the floor, revealing neat white panties, then slipped off her thigh-length boots. She unclipped her bra and let it fall, then, with a shuddering breath, peeled down her panties and stepped out of them. Instinctively she moved her hands across her breasts and pubes in a futile attempt at modesty, but a second jab with a trident made her drop her arms to her sides.

	Neat, well-rounded breasts made Helen appear of slighter build than Alice, and they were capped by pink nipples with prominent domes distinct from their surrounding areolae. Her skin was clear and creamy smooth. A pinched waist accentuated nicely curved hips and sturdy thighs tapering to strong calves. The narrow triangle of dark fluffy pubic hair did not conceal the crinkled tongue of flesh peeping from between her pouting outer labia. Despite everything Alice couldn't help admiring what had been revealed. Miss Quirt was beautiful.

	Muscardinus evidently thought so to. 'Prime quality, this,' he declared. 'You're coming with us, girl! Hands behind your backs, both of you!'

	Helen gave Alice an anguished look, but Alice could only shrug helplessly. 'I'm sorry. I tried to keep you out of this. You'd better do what he says.' And she crossed her wrists behind her back. Biting her lip, Helen did the same. As Muscardinus's minions buckled leather cuffs about her wrists, Alice felt the rest of world fading into insignificance as she surrendered to the terrible, wonderful sense of helplessness. The old familiar feelings were stirring within her loins, reawakening those darker needs which had lain dormant for months. It was right and proper to be naked and helpless, they whispered seductively. If only it hadn't been the mouse who had come for her...

	Muscardinus examined the pocket watch again, adjusting the hands. 'Right, send them down!' The guards prodded Alice and Helen towards the distended portal where the changing-room door had been and shoved them over some unseen boundary and into the grip of the void. Down, down they tumbled into the depths of the shaft with the two animals falling behind them. Helen was screaming and Alice shouted back that it would be all right. No time to explain in those few stomach-churning moments that she had travelled this way before and that they were not falling to their deaths but crossing a bridge between worlds.

	Light appeared below them and they dropped out of the impossible shaft on to a soft thick pile of moss and dead leaves that lay in a cave like hollow. Daylight entered through an opening formed of earth and tangled tree roots. To Alice the scene was only too familiar. This was where it had all begun.

	A mole and another shrew with darker hair than the first were waiting for them. With their tridents they prodded Alice and Helen off the cushioning pile and on to their knees. A moment later the lizard and first shrew dropped out of the darkness. They scrambled clear and the hounds appeared, landing gracefully on all fours and bounding to the ground. Finally, Muscardinus himself dropped out of the black shaft. His men helped him to his feet and dutifully brushed fragments of moss from his waistcoat. He slipped the watch back into his pocket and beamed happily at Alice and Helen. 'Leash and hobble them, Bill,' he told the lizard. 'I'm not going to take any chances losing this one again.'

	'Yes, Boss,' the lizard said.

	Hobbles were buckled round the women's ankles and choke-chain leashes looped around their necks. Alice accepted the new restraints stoically, knowing it was useless to resist, but Helen squirmed in fear and the animals had to hold her steady to fit the leash. When it was in place, Muscardinus took the free end and drew it tight, coiling it about his fist, until Helen gasped and stopped struggling.

	'That's better,' he told her. 'Get used to the taste of chains, because that's all you'll be wearing from now on.' Seeing Helen Quirt collared and leashed was undeniably exciting, and in any other circumstances Alice might have reacted differently. But she had to speak up on her tutor's behalf, using the only argument that might sway Muscardinus.

	'You know she wasn't chosen properly,' she protested.

	'She won't make a good girling.'·

	'Ory was choosy about who he brought here which sometimes meant going weeks without finding a new girl,'

	Muscardinus retorted. 'But things are different now I run Topper and Lepus!' He grinned at her look of surprise.

	'You heard right - I'm the boss, now. I suppose I should be grateful for you dropping Ory's watch down here when you escaped. I'd seen him work it and, when they left and I took over the business, I put it to good use. Charmed quite a few girlings from your world into coming down here. See, you don't have to be a fluffy white rabbit to talk stupid girls out of their knickers. Now I'm a girling trader by appointment to the House of Redheart. The Queen buys all her best slaves from me.' Muscardinus pointed proudly to the two sinister hounds, who were still watching Alice and Helen with disturbing concentration.

	'She even gave me a pair of cannis mercuriums. Only her most trusted subjects get quicksilver dogs, because they're the latest breed. But, even though I'm mixing with the best now, I never forgot what it was like to be the hired help; cooking, cleaning up, mucking out the girling hutches, jumping ·whenever anybody called, "Mouse!"

	So you see I've got no time for being soft with girlings. As long as they're lusty and properly broken in and trained, the customers don't care if the little tarts were dreaming of being slaves all their lives or not. They're what I make 'em!'

	He tugged on Helen's leash, pulling her closer to him like a dog being brought to heel. 'Think I can't turn your shy friend into a perfect little girling hot and ready to please in a few weeks?' Muscardinus said. 'Topper and Lepus thought girls like you who Ory had sniffed out special made better slaves, but I reckon the training's all that matters. Put you two side by side on the auction block after I've worked on(her and who'd know the difference? Now let's get going.'

	Alice and Helen were dragged to their feet and Muscardinus led them into the daylight. Alice and Helen shuffled along side by side with a clink of hobble chains, their leashes held firmly by Bill the lizard and one of the shrews. The mouth of the hollow was framed by the thick roots of a massive spreading oak. Before them a path wound its way between the towering trees of a verdant -wood. A vehicle resembling a small three-wheeled chariot with a very low-slung car had been parked beside the tree. At the sight of it Helen gave a gasp of disbelief. The chariot was drawn not by horses but two naked young women. They were bent over the ends of a crosspiece fastened to the horizontal strut that braced the chariot's yoke pole, which extended from the bowed front rim of the car body. Heavy straps buckled across the small of the girls' backs ensured they could not slide off the wooden bar which pressed against their stomachs and the tops of their thighs. 

	The yoke pole curved up from under the car and joined the bracing strut to form a vertical pivoting mount, like the front fork of a bike, which carried the chariot's leading wheel. Its axle extended on either side to form handles which the girls grasped· and to which their wrists were chained. Their heads hung low as they rested, their mouths stuffed with gag-bits, their eyes staring blankly at the ground. This posture ensured their bottoms and pouting pubic mounds were displayed in the most abject and humiliating manner before the chariot's driver. It also enabled him to control his team without the use of reins. The shaft of a steering bar slid through a vertical ring mounted on the forward rim of the car body, then divided into two arms each bristling with metals spikes the size of carpet tacks. These arms rested just behind the girls' taut and exposed bottoms, which were already reddened and specked with pinpoints of blood, indicating how the device was used to drive them forwards. 

	The method of breaking was also brutally simple. The metal jaws of sharp-toothed spring clamps were closed about their exposed inner labia. From these, chains ran back to join the steering bar, thereby ensuring their absolute compliance with the driver's wishes. Pushing forwards would set the team moving and pulling back urged them to slow, while twisting the bar left or right encouraged one girl more than the other and so they would turn in the desired direction. 

	Muscardinus saw the expression on Helen's face as he climbed on board the chariot. 'Admiring my new car, are you, girl? Better than those stinking machines you have in your world. If you're good, I might have you give me a ride in it sometime.' He took hold of the steering bar and drove the spikes into the soft smooth rumps of his team. Muffled yelps issued from behind their gag-bits as the girls started off, their shapely thighs straining and pendant breasts bobbing and swaying. Their posture made it impossible for them to draw the chariot at any great speed, but evidently that was not the intention. It allowed Muscardinus to see where he was going while also enjoying a perfect view of, and control over, their most intimate parts. Helen gaped at the strange vehicle and its team in disbelief until a jerk on her leash dragged her along in his wake. Then she hung her head as though too dazed to think clearly. 

	Shuffling along at her shoulder, Alice did not know what to say. Any conventional words of reassurance would be utterly inadequate in the circumstances, besides being patently untrue. So they proceeded along in silence in the tracks of Muscardinus's chariot. A bizarre image came to Alice of a rodent Roman emperor leading a triumphal procession to display his new captives. Gradually, however, the stark contrast of their surroundings with the grey English winter they had left behind penetrated Helen's cocoon of dismay and confusion. She began to look about her in growing wonder and finally asked in a small voice: 'Alice, what is this place?'

	The majestic woodland was dotted with brilliant splashes of wild flowers and eruptions of mushrooms and red-spotted toadstools. The air was warm and scented, the sunless sky pearly-bright, and bees and butterflies flitted lazily. There was no trace of litter, no tang of petrol fumes; the heavens were innocent of contrails.

	 'Go on, Melon Tits, tell her,' Muscardinus called out indulgently, slowing his team until he was rolling along the path beside them. 'See if she doesn't realise what's best for her once she knows the score.' 

	'I'm so sorry,' Alice said to Helen. 'You've got mixed up in an . . . odd part of my life and I can't do anything to change it now. You shouldn't be here at all.' 

	'But where is here?'

	Alice sighed, trying to explain an incredible concept as simply as possible. 'It's called Underland and it exists in another dimension or something, beyond the usual set we're used to. I can't give you a scientific explanation, even if there is one. Natural laws in Underland don't work like they do back home so it might not count in any case. Maybe every fictional world exists somewhere if you know where to find it. Anyway, Underland started off based on Carroll's Wonderland but it's changed over the years. I think it sort of feeds off thoughts and ideas from our world and has got twisted in some pretty weird ways.' She nodded at Muscardinus. 'That watch he's got belonged to Oryctolagus Cuniculus - the White Rabbit - who used it to open what he called transdimensional portals. Ory used them to bring young women from our world here, if they were the right sorts. 

	That's how I first came here. Mouse - Muscardinus - also worked for the Hatter and Match Hare - Topper and Lepus, that is. He's . . . well, he is . . . was, the Dormouse from the Mad Tea Party.' 

	'Only remember it's Mr Muscardinus now, girl,' he told Helen as she goggled at him. 'But you just call me "Master".'

	Helen gulped and looked back at Alice. 'What-what do you mean by the "right sorts" of women?'

	'Natural slaves, submissives, masochists. In Underland they're called "girlings". Topper and Lepus trained and traded in them. They're used by the locals as servants, working animals and sex slaves.' Alice felt her bared nipples rising as she recalled the bitter-sweet sufferings she had endured. 'Girlings are kept collared and naked and expected to obey without question. Failing to please means punishment. Pretty much any perversion you can imagine is just part of everyday life down here.' She saw the expression on Helen's face and continued hurriedly, 'I know it must seem totally gross and disgusting but that's the way it is. To Underlanders it's perfectly normal. Animals are people here so we do the jobs they'd do back in our world, like pulling carts or ploughs . . . well, you can see how we're used. Many animals keep girlings like we'd have pets -' she faltered '- except it gets more intimate.'

	Helen moistened her lips. 'They - they actually have sex with them?'

	'You'd better believe it, girl.' Muscardinus chuckled.

	'Go on, tell her, Melon Tits.'

	'It's true,' Alice admitted. 'There are no sentient female animals in Underland any more, so girlings serve as substitutes. It can get seriously weird. Honesty compelled her to add: 'But also incredibly exciting. Sorry, but that's how it is. You'll have to face it as best you can.'

	Helen shivered and then took a deep breath. Now the initial shock had passed, she seemed to be regaining a measure of her normal self-control. 'Thank you. I had to know the truth. I thought I was in some sort of mad daydream.'

	'In Underland what we'd think of as mad is normal Alice said. 'But it's just as real as anywhere else.'

	'If that's how it is, I'll just have to accept it.' She glanced uncertainly at Alice. 'How did you get by?'

	'Well, I was one of those who fitted in, at least once I'd stopped pretending I was something else. While I was here, I discovered I was a natural submissive, a bisexual and a masochist.'

	Helen's eyebrows rose. 'Oh, I see,' she said slowly.

	'It's all right, I wouldn't be anything else . . . but that isn't going to help you much.'

	'It's not your fault,' Helen said. 'Don't worry, I'll manage.'

	Alice felt a glow of admiration for her tutor. Most other women, and men come to that, would have completely lost it by now.

	'See?' Muscardinus said triumphantly. 'She's got the idea already. She's a bright one and proud with it. It's going to be a real pleasure breaking her in. Should fetch a pretty price on the block. Pity you won't be around to see it, Melon Tits.' 

	'What?' Alice was surprised. 'But I thought -'

	'Oh, I'm going to have a bit of fun with you for a few days, right enough. But then I'm going to hand you over to Her Majesty and claim the reward.'

	'What reward?' Alice asked.

	'The reward for capturing one of the ringleaders of the revolution, of course. Worth a lot of money, you are.' 

	'But I never had anything to do with the revolution,'

	Alice protested. 'The Queen was mad. It was all a misunderstanding.'

	'That's as maybe,' said Muscardinus. 'What matters is that the Queen thinks you're in it up to your neck, especially after that escape you made. The posters are all over the place. You, the Cheshire Cat and Ory: the three most wanted people in the land.'

	'Ory!' Alice exclaimed. She could not imagine the timid, self-pitying and often drunken rabbit as a revolutionary.

	Muscardinus grinned. 'I didn't think he had it in him either. But it seems he did and now he's wanted along with the rest of you. Funny how things work out. Anyway, what matters is the fun I'm going to have with you. Your friend can watch and learn. Then you can see her start her training. If you're good, I might even let you have some time together before I turn you in.'

	'You're all heart,' Alice said contemptuously.

	'That's no way to talk to your new master, Melon Tits. You've picked up some bad habits while you've been away. Looks like I'm going to have to remind you how to behave like a proper girling again. I've got some new devices in the yard that should do the trick._'

	And he urged his team on so that he drew ahead of them once more, as though anxious to get started. Alice's – heart gave a little leap in her chest and she licked dry lips at the thought of what he had planned for her. 'Will he really ... treat you badly?' Helen asked.

	Alice tried to sound offhand. 'He'll probably do some pretty nasty things to me, but don't let that worry you too much. I don't like the slimy little creep but I can get turned on by pain, especially if it's mixed with some sort of sexual stimulation, which it usually is down here. Remember that.'

	Helen looked at her in wonder. 'I'll try. It's incredible how you can talk so frankly about what you are. You're so ... honest.' Her lips tightened. 'Any idea what he might do to me?'

	'Not in detail, but I guess he'll go a little easier on you, at least at first. If you take my advice you'll swallow your pride and co-operate. Do exactly what you're told and don't try to hide your feelings. If you want to scream and shout, do it. Besides, a show always goes down well. And enjoy any bit of it you can. I know that sounds perverted but it doesn't mean you've given in or are being cowardly. It's the only power girlings have here and the one thing nobody else can do; to turn pain and humiliation into pleasure.'

	'I'll try to remember that.'.

	'I'm really so sorry you got mixed up in this.'

	'Stop apologising, Alice. I know you didn't plan it. This was just an accident, that's all.' She hesitated. 'If it's anyone's fault, it's mine, because, in fact - oh, are we here?'

	The wood had opened out before them revealing a two-storey red-brick house capped by steep roofs and ornate chimney stacks. But the low-hedged rambling back garden, where Alice had enjoyed a mad, life-changing tea party, was no􀃜 concealed behind a high wall, which appeared to be newly built. Had Muscardinus been modernising? Alice wondered.

	Muscardinus drove his chariot through sturdy spike-topped gates on to a sweep of gravel drive which cut across the old lawn. Instead of the party table, there was a row of lean-to· sheds along the inside of the wall, under which sheltered an array of wheeled vehicles clearly intended for girlings to pull. Leaving the chariot and its team in the care of the darker shrew, they passed through a gate and around the side of the house into a yard enclosed by a tall fence. A row of small· sheds like oversized rabbit hutches ran along the inside of the fence, while the grassy lawn between them and the front of the house was dotted with variously sized assemblages of chains, posts, frames, pivoting tables and mounted wheels. Helen gave a little gasp as she saw the use to which these odd constructions were being put. Almost every one bore a naked girl. They squirmed on racks, hung from beams and jogged round tethering posts. Taut chains stretched and splayed shapely limbs. Breasts bounced and swayed; buttocks tensed and wiggled. Leather smacked on flesh; rubber rods slid into tight hot orifices. A medley of muffled moans yelps and whimpers issued from gagged mouths. But above all there was the scent of intense female arousal issuing- from a dozen naked, gaping, stretched and reamed pussies. The lingering perfume of countless orgasms, both willing and unwilling, seemed to permeate the very soil. 

	A black rat, who had been walking round the captive girlings encouraging them in their exercises with prods of his stick, came hurrying over and obsequiously touched the peak of his cap at Muscardinus. 'They're all doing fine, Mr Muscardinus, sir. I've been keeping them lively like you said.' 

	'OK, Rattus, that'll do for now,' Muscardinus said briskly. 'We've got some new flesh to break in. But they need proper collars first.’

	The new collars were finer than the ones Alice remembered Topper and Lepus using. They were made of thick black leather with a solid clasp lock and a tethering ring. Muscardinus's name, a girling number and coat of arms, to signify he traded by royal appointment, were tooled into them and picked out with gold leaf. Alice shivered as the collar was locked snugly about her neck. To outward appearances she was a girling once more. How easy it would be to submit to her true nature. Girlings might dream of a perfect master or mistress, but they had to serve whoever owned them; even the fact that she had been kidnapped from her own world made no difference to what she was. Whether she liked him or not, Muscardinus was her master now ... No, she dare not let herself sink into a state of blind unthinking submission! Muscardinus planned to hand her over to Queen Redheart, who was quite mad and vindictive enough to carry on with Alice's interrupted execution. She must surrender only a part of herself, bide her time and find some way to escape; not only for her own sake but also for Helen's.

	'Let's start them together,' Muscardinus announced.

	'Get the pedal frame ready. '

	Obediently his men led them over to a complex piece of apparatus Alice had never seen before. Two tall wooden posts were joined at .the top by a crossbar. Winch ropes dangled from pulleys hanging from its underside. More ropes hung from the vertical posts which were supported by a boarded platform to which arrays of cuffs and straps were bolted. Between the uprights and supported by metal brackets were a close-set pair of wooden wheels with what resembled bicycle pedals fitted to their outer rims. From between the wheels rose two rods, held upright by a sleeve ring mounted on top of the brackets, so that they pointed towards the crossbar directly above them. Helen's wrists and ankles were freed and she was laid down on her back with her legs on either side of the wooden wheels. Her feet were buckled to the pedals, while other straps about her waist, neck and wrists secured her flat on her back with her arms stretched wide. She tugged at her bonds but, she was absolutely helpless. The animals looked down at her struggles and grinned. 

	Meanwhile, Muscardinus had left Alice's hands cuffed behind her and was buckling ringed straps about the roots of Alice's breasts, pulling them painfully tight so that her heavy globes bulged into pink mushroom heads. He pinched and tweaked her nipples, which were by now standing out prominently, then hooked his fingers through the strap rings and tugged upwards experimentally.

	'I'm going to enjoy this,' he told her with relish.

	They dragged her on to the platform. Her hobble chain was released and she was made to stand under the frame straddling the wooden wheels to which Helen's feet were strapped. Briefly their eyes met and Alice saw the growing fear and confusion in her tutor's gaze.

	'Don't worry,' Alice said, trying to reassure her. The bases of the vertical rods, which were of some thin springy metal, connected to sockets set in a short section of crankshaft that ran between the supporting brackets. The tops of the rods almost touched her groin, while the winch ropes brushed her shoulders. The ropes had hooks on their ends. Bill the lizard turned the handle of the small ratcheted hand winch fixed to one of the upright posts and the ropes dropped lower. Muscardinus passed the hooks through the rings of Alice's breast straps and then grinned up at her. 

	'Now, I'm going to make you wish you hadn't grown those tits quite so big,' he said with undisguised relish. 'You're going to do a little dance for us in these ropes, and by the time it's over you'll be begging to serve me!'

	Alice bit her lips but said nothing. If he wanted her to submit to him he would have to break her first. It meant she was going to suffer, but then that was the natural way of things for a girling in Underland. Besides, as she had told Helen, a show always went down well.

	Muscardinus motioned upwards and Bill began to turn the winch handle. As the ropes tightened, Alice gritted her teeth, aware of Helen looking up at her in horror. Her breasts, already tinged with purple by the constriction of the straps, swelled like inflating balloons as they were dragged upwards. Her back arched as she was lifted higher. Her heels left the ground and she scrabbled with her toes for support, whimpering at the growing pain. Then the ground was gone and her entire weight was taken by the straps imprisoning her stretched and abused breasts. Alice screamed as her legs bicycled wildly in midair. Her bladder cut loose, spraying fitful spurts of urine over the wheel and Helen's crotch. The watching animals laughed at her humiliating display. 

	She kicked and squirmed, sure that her breasts would be torn from her chest as they burned and pulsed with congested blood, so that it seemed they must burst at any moment.

	But of course none of that happened. Slowly she conquered her panic, realising movement only made it worse. Her struggles diminished until she hung almost motionless from her grotesquely distended breasts, trembling and whimpering. But her dance was just beginning. Her legs were pulled wide and her ankle cuffs clipped to the ropes hanging from the insides of the posts. The secret lips of her lovemouth were already pouting wetly in anticipation of what was to come. Muscardinus selected two large black rubber dildos, one a little thicker than the other, oiled them carefully and then slotted them on to the heads of the vertical rods.

	Helen flinched in sudden understanding, tugging at her straps and shaking her head. 'No! You can't do this!' Bill turned the handle and Alice was lowered on to the waiting dildos. Muscardinus guided them into their respective orifices, dragging wide the flaps of her inner labia and then prying apart her buttocks. Alice groaned as her sphincters were stretched wide and she was soundly plugged fore and aft. Nevertheless, she clenched at the dildos with her internal muscles, so desperate was she for any support that might ease a little of the tearing strain from her breasts. 'Now pedal!' Muscardinus commanded Helen.

	'I can't . . . I won't!'

	Muscardinus \nodded to the shrew, who had been standing alertly by, and the animal swished his whip across Helen's breasts. There was a crack of leather on flesh and a bright red stripe appeared bridging the two pale hemispheres. Helen yelped in pain and dismay, her eyes filling with tears.

	'Do it!' groaned Alice. 'Don't worry about me . . .'

	Sobbing, Helen began to pedal. The crankshaft drove the rods alternately up and down, pumping the dildos deep into Alice and then sucking them out again. Black rubber plunged and glistened while taut breasts bulged as Alice fluttered and jerked between suspension and impalement.

	'Faster!' Muscardinus commanded, and wretchedly Helen obeyed,' even though she could not take her eyes off Alice's pubic mound as it sucked and then gaped wide under the relentless shafting. Rectum, pussy, arse, cunt, in, out! Alice grunted and moaned. The dildos ran with her exudation, adding her scent to the orgiastic perfume that filled the yard.

	'What have you got to say for yourself now, Melon Tits?' Muscardinus laughed triumphantly.

	A dam burst inside Alice, and sweet, humiliating grovel poured forth. 'I'm ... sorry ... for kicking you, Master,' she shrieked.

	'And what's your name?'

	'Melon Tits, Master!'

	'I thought it was "Alice"?' Muscardinus taunted ..

	'I like Melon Tits better, Master . . . you named me that.'

	'And what are you?'

	'Your girling slave, Master ... Melon Tits is your slave!'

	'Then dance harder, Melon Tits!'

	They began whipping her front and rear. Lashing her twitching, clenching buttocks into a pair of sunset blushes scored with scarlet and purple weals that matched the tint of her bouncing breasts. On these the stripes showed as streaks of indigo, storing up pain for when the straps would be released and feeling flooded back. And all the while Helen kept driving the dildos that were reaming Alice's insides, her own breasts receiving more strokes whenever she lagged.

	Finally, the assault became too much for Alice's senses; the pain and pleasure mounting beyond containment. She was just a helpless girling; nothing but a plaything for her master's pleasure, and she responded in the only way possible. With a final shriek she climaxed, spurting female ejaculate past the rubber intruder that was remorselessly invading her, and then fainted dead away. 

	Alice had truly returned to Underland.

	 


Two

	Alice awoke into a world of dull pain. Her breasts ached to their roots and simmered anew with every pulse of blood that flowed through them, making even the smooth sheet of fine linen feel like sackcloth. Her bottom was still raw, her pussy and rectum stretched and sore from the merciless pummelling they had suffered. She was lying spread-eagled face down. A small warm furry body lay between her legs and slumped across her smarting buttocks, containing the sticky wetness in their cleft. Occasionally the body stirred and snuffled in its sleep, then settled down again on its living mattress. Cuffs about Alice's wrists and ankles held her limbs outstretched, secured via heavy chains to the corners of a massive four-poster bed. From the soft slow breathing Alice could hear, it seemed the hooded girling chained at the foot of the bed also slept, demonstrating once again the remarkable adaptability of a trained slave.

	Waxing morning light peeped around the window curtains, revealing a room furnished in a rather gaudy style. The thick rugs scattered over the dark-stained board floor were woven in crimson and gold, while the tall wardrobe, drawers and side tables were of inlaid wood. The half-dozen pictures hanging on the walls, depicting girlings running races before appreciative crowds of animals or else serving them in domestic settings, were mounted in heavily ornamented gilt frames.

	When Alice had last been here it had been the Hatter's room. Now it belonged to the new owner of Topper and Lepus, Girling Brokers ... as she herself did. The previous evening Alice had still been in the grips of her post-orgasmic swoon on the pedal frame when Muscardinus had ordered her carried up to the bedroom suite. Dimly, she recalled him unhooking his watch and putting it in a small wall safe, while she was dragged on through to the bathroom. There she was sat astride a freestanding toilet, her ankles chained to rings set in the pedestal of the bowl and her still cuffed arms clipped to the thick feeder pipe that angled out from the wall to the back of the unit. 

	As she re-gathered her senses, Alice noticed there was more plumbing laid out around the toilet than normal, including extra taps, tubes and hoses connected to bottles of differently coloured fluids. In other circumstances she would have wondered at their functions, but now her first impetus was to look down, somewhat fearfully, at her own breasts that seared and throbbed with the hot/cold torment of returning circulation. They were ringed by deep mauve bands already mottled with brown, framing blotched purple domes ridged with crisscrossed scarlet weals. She had feared they would be distended by the terrible stretching they had undergone, but they still jutted out with their normal proud pneumasticity. Even her nipples, darker than she had ever seen them before, were painfully swollen. From the feel of it her bottom was in a similar condition.

	Muscardinus appeared, waving his men away, and in a moment the bedroom door had closed behind them. He turned to Alice as she sat with her legs splayed wide as though offering herself to him, and rubbed his hands in anticipation. 'Now, it's just the two of us, Melon Tits,' he said, beginning to strip off his own clothes. 'I've planned this for a long time and want to do it right. First, your back passage has to be nice and clean inside because it's going to get a lot of use tonight. You're going to empty yourself out. If there's a problem, I can give you some medicine that'll flush you out like a dose of hot lead ... ' But Alice was already straining to void her bowels, biting her lip as she put her sore rectum to its more normal use. Muscardinus watched her efforts without a trace of embarrassment. 

	Girlings had no privacy and their owner might observe them perform any function however intimate in the process of monitoring their health and wellbeing, or out of simple pleasure. Alice was acutely aware of Muscardinus's eyes upon her as she relieved herself. He was standing before her as naked as any animal could be, and she saw the glistening red tip of his pizzle protruding from beneath the furry swell of his fat belly. The sight reminded her of what was to come and she shivered in dismay, even as her body, which seemed to operate totally pragmatically in such circumstances, kindled a fresh tingle of arousal in her loins.

	When she was empty, Muscardinus pushed her backwards so that her spine rested against the oddly angled water pipe and her groin was better exposed. Having selected a hose with a tapering rubber tip, he inserted it into her anus and then fed what seemed to be an alarming length into her. When the enema tube was deeply embedded, he began to play with the taps, sending cold then warm water through her, mixing it with the bottled fluids which turned out to be soaps and oils. Her gasps and moans as he flushed her out evidently amused him, and the toilet bowl soon filled with the tinted foam that spurted from her bowels.

	Finally, he withdrew the hose, leaving her feeling weak at the knees and with her head lolling on to her chest. He wiped her off with toilet paper then slapped her cheek to rouse her. 'Bedtime, Melon Tits,' he announced. He had a nipple leash ready for her. This was an ordinary chain which divided in two, each end carrying a sprung crocodile clip. These were furnished with needle-fine backwards-facing barbs, making it virtually impossible for them to slip or be pulled off. He fed the leash ends through her collar ring and clipped them to her nipples. The barbs dug deep into her already tender cones of flesh, making her gasp.

	'Painful, are they?' he asked, grinning at her discomfort as he gave the other end of the leash a little tug that lifted her breasts slightly.

	'Y-yes, Master,' Alice stuttered.

	'You see, I know Melon Tits might try to run away like a silly girling if she gets the chance, like she did before. But that's not going to happen this time, is it?'

	'No, Master,' Alice agreed wretchedly. 'Melon Tits won't run away this time.'

	In truth, she felt too shocked and weak at that moment to attempt any such thing. Besides, the pain the clips would inflict on her poor nipples if she resisted did not bear thinking about. Once Muscardinus freed her ankles and wrists, leaving them still cuffed behind her, she followed meekly after him as he led her through to the bedroom. Alice now noticed something which she had been too dazed to take in earlier: the hooded girling kneeling at the foot of the big four-poster. She was bent over a small padded board sliding out from under the bed which supported her stomach. Her hands were chained before her to a crank handle that slotted into the bed frame. Another lever emerged from the frame behind her, bent at a right angle and plugged into her anus. More chains fastened her cuffed ankles to a leg of the bed. 

	Muscardinus had Alice lie back on the bed and spread her legs, which he fastened to chains extending from the footposts. Briefly freeing her arms he refastened her wrists to the headposts, leaving her spread-eagled on her back. To Alice's surprise he then unclipped the nipple leash. It had only been used to move her from one room to the next. He really was taking no chances on her escaping him again. As she ruefully surveyed her new bonds she noticed a framework of slotted metal channels ran inside the bed's solid upright posts, its base frame and across its canopy, linking head, foot and sides. The ends of the chains securing her were clipped to rings fixed into these slots. Muscardinus sprawled beside Alice, noting the direction of her curious gaze. 'Some bed, eh, Melon Tits?' he said chattily. 'Expensive too. Built by the same people who supply the Palace. Let me show you how it works. Bed: Roll!' 

	The hooded girling pushed her bottom backwards using the lever plugged into her anus to click out of some hidden notch, lifted her hips slightly so the lever travelled along a slot, then drew it back into a new position. Then she began to crank the handle she was cuffed to. There was a rattle of oiled gear chains within the bed frame, and then the rings to which Alice was fastened began to slide along the channel slots. Her right wrist and ankle were pulled to the left while her left wrist and ankle were drawn in the other direction. The rings passed one another on parallel tracks in the head and foot boards and in a few seconds Alice had been turned over on to her front, whimpering as her tender breasts were dragged across the covers.

	Muscardinus patted her now upturned bottom, tracing the weals that crossed its paired hemispheres. 'There, Melon Tits, wasn't that easy? And I didn't even have to unchain you.'

	'Very clever, Master,' Alice agreed dutifully.

	'And it can do a lot more ... but we'll save that for later.' His small fingers had slipped into the cleft of her buttocks and were toying with the crinkled pucker of her anus which contracted at his touch. 'You refused me the last time we met, Melon Tits. I've been dreaming of having that tight little hole of yours ever since. And I know it will be tight, just the way I like it.'

	'Yes, Master,' Alice said in a small voice.

	'Then tell me how much I'm going to enjoy you and what a good screw you are. I want to hear you beg for it.' Another humiliation, of course, and a further step to total domination of her. And she had no choice but to play her part, knowing her words would only excite him to use her more vigorously. 

	'Melon Tits is very sorry she refused you, Master, and begs you to forgive her. But I can't escape this time, so my bottom is all yours to use as you wish. I am tight and hot inside, and I do love being had that way.'

	She felt her own wetness beginning to seep into the sheet under her groin as she thrilled at her forthcoming degradation. Fantasy and reality were merging once again as she exercised her power to find pleasure in the darkest of times and places. Swallowing hard she continued, 'And I'm getting very excited at the thought of you having me, because I know you'll be hard and you'll do it to me again and again and I won't be able to help coming and ... uhhh!'

	Muscardinus had mounted her and rammed his stiff pizzle into her rear in a single motion. Then he began thudding into her like a furry pile-driver. Her inner muscles clenched the hard prong of flesh as it pistoned into her and she gave herself up to raw passion. It didn't matter now who he was or what she thought of him. She would use him to find her pleasure. But she had aroused him too well. His hot spunk pumped into her rear before she climaxed, leaving her teetering on the brink and feeling cheated and desperate. But, as he slumped across her, panting with his exertions, she knew he would not be content to have her only once. He would want to make her come to celebrate his domination over her; to believe he was the master of both her pain and pleasure. And he did just that. It was a very long night. 

	Now, in the morning, while Muscardinus sprawled over her, his sated pizzle lolling in her bottom cleft, Alice wondered what had become of Helen. Despite Helen's reassurances that she would manage, Alice still felt desperately guilty about her presence in Underland. But she also knew there was nothing she could do for Helen at the moment. Her best strategy was to flatter Muscardinus into thinking he had broken her and hope he grew careless enough for her to escape. But there wouldn't be much time if he planned to hand her over to the Queen in a few days. Could she make herself so alluring that he kept her for longer? Considered, literally, in the cold light of dawn, it was not a pleasant prospect. 

	And if she did escape, and somehow managed to take Helen with her, where would they go? To get back home she needed Ory's watch, which Muscardinus seemed to keep either on his person or else locked in his safe.

	Apparently, he was taking no chances either with it or her. The little beast had more sense in him than she had previously suspected. The more she thought about it the more it seemed she would be lucky to get herself out of his clutches. The watch and Helen would have to wait until she had made other plans. That meant hiding out somewhere close by. But what about those silver dogs? Apart from the fact that they had really scary teeth and moved like lightning, how well could they follow a scent? She would need help to stay clear of them, but whose? The Cheshire Cat, perhaps, but he was the most elusive of creatures. Ory? Surely he could not be living at his old house with a price on his head, so where would she find him? 

	Alice groaned, feeling that her head was about to burst with too many plans and unresolved questions. What had been going on in Underland while she had been away? And what was she to do next? 

	Muscardinus stirred and stretched, blinking the sleep from his eyes. Hastily Alice let her subservient instincts take over. 'Good morning, Melon Tits,' he said with a chuckle, stroking the smooth curve of her back.

	'Good morning, Master,' Alice said quickly, letting a nervous flutter enter her voice. 'Was Melon Tits good last night, Master? My bottom feels really sore where you had me so many times. I tried to please you. Tell Melon Tits she was good, please!'

	'You were good, girl.'

	'Oh, thank you, Master! Please don't put Melon Tits back on the pedal frame, Master. She'll do anything you want but not that.' Was that too grovelling or what he wanted to hear? She had to flatter his vanity so that he believed he had really broken her. He knew she was a natural submissive, now she had to convince him that a little pain and sex had turned her into his compliant slave overnight. Of course it was absurd, but she suspected that most males, human or animal, never quite dismissed that particular fantasy.

	'No, I won't use the pedal frame again.'

	'Thank you, Master.'

	'I've got some even better toys to try out on you.'

	Alice gulped and was silent. Muscardinus rolled off Alice, tugged a bell rope hanging by the bedpost, then said, 'Bed: Roll!' 

	The gears and chains rattled and Alice was turned on to her back once more. She glanced down at her breasts again. Though they still throbbed, the bruising and whip stripes were already fading. Injuries healed incredibly quickly in Underland. Unfortunately, that also meant a fresh canvas of flesh was equally rapidly available for the next punishment to paint its mark. A minute later a girling entered, accompanied by a musical tinkle of hobble chains, and carrying a laden breakfast tray. The smell of food reminded Alice how hungry she was. Would he feed her from his plate? She was not too proud to refuse, and accepting scraps from her master's hand was a very slavish thing to do. It was only as the girling maid stooped over the side of the bed that Alice realised that the tray was oddly designed. One end seemed to have two scallops cut out of it, while a short length of hinged rod with a rubber phallus fastened at right angles to it dangled from the other. With a mute look of apology, the girl set the tray down lengthwise along Alice's chest and stomach, then slid it along so that the scallops cupped and lifted Alice's breasts. Alice gasped as her heavy mounds bunched upwards. The inner curves of the scallops were lined with drawing pins! The maid reached between Alice's legs and slid the phallus into her pussy, then she twisted the hinged rod, adjusting some screwed sleeve so that it raised the end of the tray until it was resting perfectly level. Then, after kneeling down and kissing the floor obsequiously, she withdrew. 

	'Don't want to spill anything, do we?' Muscardinus said, pouring himself some tea from the pot. 'I had the tray made specially for you, Melon Tits. Did I get the size right?'

	'Perfectly right, Master,' Alice said tremulously. Had Muscardinus always had such a flair for sadistic ingenuity, she wondered, or had it only developed since he had taken over the girling business? And, if this was anything to go by, what ordeals did the rest of the day hold for her?

	Initially her fears were not realised, however, as Muscardinus seemed to want to show her off while making an inspection of the house and grounds. She got the strange reeling that he genuinely wanted to impress her with what he had achieved. Muscardinus seemed to have a taste for hooding girlings which Alice did not escape. She wore a tight lattice hood that enclosed her head and face with small straps and held a rubber bit between her teeth. It also carried blinkers, which had the effect of focusing her attention exclusively on Muscardinus and avoiding any unexpected tugs on her nipple leash, while shutting out almost everything else. It helped emphasise his importance and absolute control over her. So Alice shuffled obediently after her master as fast as her bonds allowed. Her arms were not merely cuffed behind her back, but her forearms were encased in a tight leather sleeve, which was in turn clipped to a waistband and crossed chest straps, while cuffs and chain linked her upper arms together. Her ankles were linked by a heavy hobble chain, supported by a lighter chain clipped to its middle so as not to drag on the ground. The support chain hung from a toothed spring clip clamped about her inner labia, stretching the delicate pink lips like elastic. It was just bearable if she made short steps, but sheer agony if she tried to take longer strides.

	In this manner they looked about the house, the plush silver dog kennels and the new walled garden and stables. Alice would have liked to know why such a high wall had been built, but she was limited to making approving sounding grunts whenever it seemed appropriate, so she had to contain her curiosity. They were in the yard observing the girlings undergoing their training, which Alice found herself watching with intense fascination, when Muscardinus unexpectedly said, 'You like to see how your friend's getting on, Melon Tits?'

	Alice nodded and grunted eagerly.

	He led her round to a small shelter like a three-sided hut, away from the activity of the training yard. Hanging inside was Helen. A band of black rubber encircled her head, covering it from brow to midway down her cheeks and leaving only a triangle for her nose to poke through, while her mouth was stopped with a ball gag. Her arms were secured by a harness very like the one Alice was wearing, except that it had two large rings fastened to the broad chest straps where they crossed over her shoulders. Through these were hooked chains hanging from a beam above her head and bearing most of Helen's weight. Two more chains set outside the first pair, supported Helen's legs by way of broad loose cuffs hooked around the back of her knees. These pulled her legs both up and apart, giving the impression that she was sitting in midair ready for a gynaecological examination. A rubber dildo, a cane, a cat-o' -nine-tails and a riding crop hung conveniently from a rack of hooks beside her. Directly under Helen's groin the floorboards were splattered with dark stains.

	Alice took it all in: Helen's flushed rounded breasts with their erect nipples, the nervous rise and fall of her chest, the scarlet gash of her gaping sex with its dark crown of badly mussed pubic hair, the smooth pale inviting spread of her thighs and the red stripes that crossed them; and she felt despair, anger and, to her shame, a surge of raw desire.

	'Her ears are plugged,' Muscardinus explained, 'so she can’t hear much. She might know somebody's here, but not who. I find some girlings need a bit of softening up before they start proper training. Anybody can come in here and use her how they want. Makes them more co-operative, like, while teaching them what matters.'

	Yes, Alice understood only too well what the exposure, isolation and uncertainty would do to a girl. What a way to be initiated into the harsh realities of girling life! But Helen was not a natural girling ... and yet how incredibly exciting and fuckable she looked. Alice hung her head in confusion at her own thoughts. Muscardinus was looking at her narrowly. 'Do you care about her, Melon Tits?'

	Alice nodded.

	'Then lick her out.'

	Alice looked at him in dismay. Could he sense what she was feeling? But, whatever she would like to do, she could not take advantage of Helen like that. Angrily she shook her head. Muscardinus frowned. 'What? Disobeying your master's command? Bad, Melon Tits. I thought you knew better.'

	He unhooked the cane from the rack and swished it menacingly. 'You lick her out ... or else I'll give her a thrashing she'll never forget!' Alice started at this reversal of the expected. Suddenly it had become a choice between taking illicit pleasure or allowing Helen to suffer an unnecessary punishment. Either way she would feel guilty and used. But then being used for another’s pleasure was what being a girling entailed. The trick was to find her own pleasure at the same time ... and do the same for Helen, perhaps? She would do her best. In the end there was no choice at all.

	She kneeled down on the spunk-stained boards so that her head was between Helen's widespread thighs, and Muscardinus freed the rubber bit from her mouth. She licked her lips, aware of the scent of ejaculate and female lubrication · that rose from her tutor's matted and sticky pubic hair. For a moment she drank in the sight of Helen's mound of Venus so blatantly displayed before her. The plump bows of its outer lips framed the more delicate inner petals that were so engorged and open that she could actually look past the crinkled entrance of her pussy and up into the dark passage beyond. It had not closed since it had last been violated. Had that been by an animal pizzle or a dildo? 

	Helen's posture also exposed her anus for the convenience of any who cared to avail themselves of its delights, and its bronze eye looked red and pouting. How many times had she been taken that way today? And who had caned her so hard? Impulsively Alice bent and kissed a red stripe that curved about Helen's inner right thigh and across her pubic pouch. Helen flinched and jerked in her chains, her head weaving about as she searched blindly for some clue as to who had touched her. Alice wanted to explain it was her and why she was doing this, but all she could do was try to communicate by touch alone that she meant her no harm. A second and third gentle kiss seemed to calm Helen, until she hung unresisting before her once more. Like Alice, she had no choice. Muscardinus really was getting adept at manipulating girlings. Alice's lips brushed over Helen's lovemouth, at first gently, then with increasing vigour. She licked away the crusted film of spunk that coated the peach of flesh, feeling Helen shiver, then she burrowed in deeper. Helen moaned indistinctly through her gag. With a swish of his cane, Muscardinus laid a stroke across Alice's buttocks. She flinched, but it was not intended as a hard blow, only enough to stimulate her to greater efforts. Her tongue flicked out, probing Helen's most intimate depths, tasting a fresh outpouring of sweeter, warmer fluid. Another flick of the cane. Alice groaned, her labia swelling about the teeth of the imprisoning chain clamp, which she squeezed and rolled between her thighs. Her nose brushed the hard nodule of Helen's clitoris, which was swelling in response to her attentions. Losing any inhibitions now as she was carried away by her own need, Alice tongued and licked and sucked the wonderful honeyed flower of pulsing flesh that hung open before her, urged on by flick after flick of the cane. 

	Then Helen was bucking and jerking her hips as though trying to grind their dripping wet heat into Alice's face even as Alice was clenching her own thighs together about the chain clamp, heedless of the pain it caused, as he inundated it with her own outpourings. As Alice sank trembling and panting to the floor, she was dimly aware of a spray of hot splashes splattering over her back and buttocks. Blinking sweat and Helen's juices from her eyes she screwed her head round to see Muscardinus with cane in one hand and erect pizzle in the other.

	He had been masturbating over her all the time she had been pleasuring Helen. Well, what else did she expect? And it was true that he could have treated them a lot worse.

	'There, that wasn't hard, was it, Melon Tits?' he said with satisfaction.

	'No, Master.'

	'In fact, ·you enjoyed it.'

	'Yes, Master,' she said, knowing there was no point in trying to deny her obvious pleasure. She just hoped Helen would understand when she had the chance to tell her. 'Good,' said Muscardinus with a grin. 'It's just a shame you spoiled it by disobeying me to start with. You disappointed me, Melon Tits. It means I must arrange something special for you this afternoon as a punishment. Now that will be hard!'

	Alice hung upside down from her tightly bound ankles. A little to one side of her was a tray of caltrops. These were small metal balls with four spikes radiating from them at equal angles from each other, so that, however they fell, one spike was always pointing upwards. In wars past, larger caltrops had been used to disable both soldiers and horses. These tiny versions below Alice were merely intended to torment girlings.

	Her hands were still strapped behind her. A chain running from the large hook on which she dangled was clipped to the back of her lattice hood. This pulled her head up and arched her back, so that her heavy pendant breasts were the lowest part of her. 

	She hung from the end of a beam that pivoted about a wooden tripod mount. Chained by their wrists to the other end of the beam were a pair of gagged and blindfolded girlings, acting as counterbalances to Alice. A third girling was staked out spread-eagled on the ground a little to one side of Alice. She was neither gagged nor blindfolded, and it was her job to guide the other two in playing Muscardinus's fiendish little game. As Alice had been hung up on the beam, she had given her an apologetic smile followed by a curiously searching look. Then her attention had shifted to Alice's breasts, carefully assessing their size and weight. Kneeling on the grass close by this strange tableau was another team of three girlings, watching proceedings with rapt interest. Beside them stood Muscardinus, watch in hand.

	'Go!' he said.

	'Right, right!' the spread-eagled girling shouted to her companions. The blindfolded pair obeyed, swinging their end of the beam round and sending Alice towards the tray of caltrops.

	'Stop! Back ... stop! Down, down!' their guide shouted.

	The other end of the beam was pushed upwards and Alice was dunked into the tray. She screeched through her gag as her breasts pancaked heavily into the tiny forest of spikes.

	'Up!' the girling cried, and Alice rose back into the air, her breasts now studded with caltrops.

	'Left .. . left ... more ... stop! Down!'

	The spread-eagled girling gritted her teeth as she steered Alice's caltrop-laden breasts on to her own small firm upstanding cones. Nipples scraped against nipples; sharp metal dug into tender flesh as the caltrops were rubbed off, most falling on either side of the girl's chest, but a few remaining lodged painfully in their new host. 

	'Shake!' she cried, and her blindfolded teammates vigorously rocked the bar to and fro. Alice's breasts jiggled and bounced, dislodging the last clinging caltrop, leaving behind dozens of pink and red pinpricks, a few oozing small drops of blood.

	'Up, up!' the spread-eagled girl shouted, and Alice was swung back for another load like a living crane.

	And all the while Muscardinus counted off the seconds on his watch while the second team waited anxiously to see the time they would have to beat. Nobody asked if there was any reward for winning, but all knew some dire punishment awaited the losers. Finally, the last caltrop had been transferred from the tray to the spread-eagled girl. The whole bizarre event had taken no more than five minutes, though it had seemed much longer to Alice. And she would have to endure the same again with the second team! Dizzy, with watering eyes and drooling round her gag, she pulled against the chain holding her head up, trying to see the state of her breasts, which felt like pincushions. As she did so, the spread-eagled girl looked up at her, blinking through her own tears, and asked in an urgent whisper, 'Are you Alice Brown?'

	Dazed, Alice nodded and grunted.

	'I've heard about you,' she said in an awed voice.

	'You're famous!'

	Alice was still wondering about those few strange words that evening when she was taken up to Muscardinus's bedroom. His attentions, however, soon pushed them to the back of her mind.

	He had the bed adjusted so that she was splayed in the air head down and reversed over him. This brought her mouth close to his pizzle, furry sheath and ball-sac. 'Now you suck and lick like a good girl, Melon its, while I play with you a bit,' he told her. He held an old-fashioned toasting fork with sharpened points, with which he proceeded to torment her breasts. Alice moaned and whimpered in pain, half-choking on the small hard rod of flesh in her mouth. Though the second team had not accomplished the caltrop transfer as fast as the first, they had added many more pinpricks to Alice's breasts. Was Muscardinus deliberately not giving them a chance to heal? How much more punishment could they take? 

	Prodding and slapping to set them wobbling, he seemed fascinated by their heavy liquid swaying motion and pliant resilience. A few flicks and pricks caused her nipples to rise up into hard plump cones, which he tweaked and pinched, drawing them out before letting them snap elastically back again.

	'Lovely Melon Tits and her melon tits,' he murmured half to himself.

	I've got a pair of dunce's caps for nips! Alice thought bitterly. Why else would they be so stupid as to stick their heads up for more punishment? But she still felt slippery anticipation oozing between her nether lips and knew it was all just part of a girling's natural response to being handled by her master. When he was rock hard and near to coming, he had the bed-crank girling move Alice lower so that her head rested on the sheets between his short furry legs. Happily he kneaded her breasts together and spent himself in the soft valley between them.

	Alice feared he would leave her suspended above him all night, but he had her let down on to her back and sprawled comfortably in the saddle formed by her widespread thighs.

	'I know your arse is nice and tight, but what's your cunny like?' he wondered aloud, idly toying with her. When he was roused again, he rammed himself hard into her cleft. Though he came inside her, evidently he did not find it as pleasurable as he had anticipated. She clenched her pussy muscles about his rapidly jabbing member as tightly as she could, but it was impossible for her to equal the sweet tight friction her rear afforded him.

	'You've been stretched too wide by the men in your world,' he muttered irritably. 'Just for once I want to find a girling as tight at the front as the rear!' 

	Alice said nothing, knowing he was deluding himself. It was not her fault his cock was scaled in proportion with the rest of him. She remembered when the White Rabbit the worse for drink, had also expressed similar sentiments regarding the relative sizes of their genitals. It was simply something Underland animals had to put up with. Her current master should be grateful that he had her rear at his disposal at all times. Muscardinus fell asleep sprawled on top of Alice, with his head pillowed between her hot sore mounds. In the darkness she tried to make plans for escape, stealing back Ory's watch and somehow rescuing Helen, but she was too exhausted after what she had been through to think clearly. Her last conscious wish was the purely selfish one that tomorrow Muscardinus would pay more attention to some other part of her body.

	 


Three

	Next morning, the breakfast tray, bearing tea, toast and boiled eggs with bread and butter soldiers, was of conventional design and, to Alice's great relief, merely laid across her breasts, supporting itself on folding legs. She watched Muscardinus, waiting to be fed her scraps, when he suddenly said, 'I don't like these eggcups much. What is there that's better?' He grinned at Alice. 'I know ... Bed: double-up!'

	With a click of gears and rattle of chain, Alice found her legs being lifted up and back over her head. She gasped   as her stiff tendons were stretched until her knees were almost touching the tray as it bridged across her chest. Muscardinus slid round until he sat facing her with his legs tucked part way under her raised hips. The cleft peach of her pudenda rested virtually in his lap, the tension on her legs making her gape invitingly, opening the passage to her interior. He took an egg from its cup and slid and twirled it into the mouth of her pussy until it nestled snugly in place in its new cup of flesh. Alice gasped and bit her lip as the hot egg scorched her. Muscardinus neatly took the top off the egg, dropping the pieces of shell into her navel, then poured some salt into the hollows formed by the folds of labial flesh that ran down in an inverted 'V' on either side of her hooded clitoris. After taking up a bread soldier, he dipped it into the egg, then into the living salt bowl he had made and ate it with evident relish.

	By the time he started on the second egg, and spilled grains of salt had worked their way deeper inside her to sting her still tender interior, Alice had almost begun to wish he had found some way of using her breasts as eggcups instead. After breakfast, Muscardinus took Alice out into the training yard. Helen, still wearing her muffling blindfold and gag, was now secured within a wooden frame. She was standing with her arms and legs outstretched but not too tightly bound. As they got closer, Alice saw a chain running down from between Helen's buttocks to a stake hammered into the ground. Unusually, the tethering chain had a section of coiled spring incorporated into its length. 

	'There's a nice big bum-plug inside her,' Muscardinus explained, 'so she won't be able to pop it out.'

	Just behind Helen, a forked mount supported a large but lightweight upright wheel, positioned so that it almost touched the soft curves of her bottom. Equally spaced about the rim were four sprays of holly. The wheel was powered by another blindfolded girling, who was chained to a crank handle and monitored by Bill the lizard. Muscardinus took down a large double-ended dildo that had been hung on the side of the frame and fitted it to

	Helen. She squirmed and whimpered as the bulbous head of oiled rubber was forced into her. Once its entire length had been sheathed, it was secured by a waist strap fastened to its midsection, which bristled with small rubber prongs. The other half of the dildo now jutted out grotesquely from between her thighs. Alice was turned round so that her rear faced Helen; she was bent over and backed on to the dildo, and gave a little grunt as it plugged her ,to about half its length, but did not resist what was clearly inevitable. Her feet were spread and chained to the frame, so that they rested just outside Helen's. Alice's arms were pulled back and up behind her and secured to the crossbar of the frame, thus ensuring she held her position.

	Muscardinus stepped up close to Helen, lifted the side of her blindfold and said loudly and clearly, 'When you come you can rest.' He moved back again. 'Right, start her off, Bill!'

	Bill flicked his crop over the flanks of the blindfolded girling who immediately began turning the crank handle. 

	The large wheel turned, bringing the first spray of holly up to slap into the under curve of Helen's buttocks. She gave a yelp of pain and surprise and jerked her hips forwards by reflex, thrusting the other end of the dildo deeper into Alice. The sprung chain plugged into Helen's rectum now pulled her back against the wheel once more, which was turning to swipe the next holly spray against her bottom, making her jerk forwards again.

	Helen soon learned that an anticipatory thrust of her hips saved her from the worst of the holly spines, and soon developed a steady rhythm. She may have realised the other end of the dildo was lodged within another girling, but she could not have known who it was. Even if she had, there was nothing she could have done about it. Alice knew that the dildo working away inside Helen and the prongs stimulating her clitoris were doing their work, tempting her with their pleasures to keep thrusting harder and harder. It was all horribly clever and  degrading and darkly exciting, driving home the stark truth that they were mere sexual playthings to be arranged at their master's whim and set in action like helpless toys. In other words they were girlings. She knew this only too well, of course, and in other circumstances would have surrendered herself happily to her fate. But she was afraid of what a few weeks of such treatment might do to Helen.

	Somehow she must get her out of here. But how ... how? Her thoughts dissolved as she felt the inevitable climax building within her and she gave in to the responses of her body, which cared nothing for the ethics of right or wrong. As promised they were allowed ten minutes' rest after each orgasm, before Bill set the blindfolded girling cranking once again and Helen's hips resumed their steady thrusting. Alice came three times that morning and she suspected Helen did the same. But uncertainty dampened Alice's post-orgasmic glow.

	Was Helen following her advice by not fighting the inevitable and taking pleasure where she could find it, or was Muscardinus's training programme already working its seditious magic on her? That afternoon Muscardinus announced that Alice would be taking him for a ride into Margrave, the local village. Sandals were put on her feet while the usual straps and sleeve constrained her arms behind her back. But the lattice hood was replaced with one with integral blinkers which covered her whole face, except for her eyes, mouth and nose. She wondered why the change had been made.

	Muscardinus led her round to the 'stables' by the new wall, where a type of girling-powered vehicle she had not seen before was waiting. It resembled an overgrown tricycle, with a seat over the back axle for the passenger, but it had no pedals or even fixed handlebars, though what looked like a set of them were lying on the seat.

	Alice was made to straddle the shallow 'S' of the main frame, which curved up from the back axle and over the larger front wh6el, where it supported the forks ' frame tube. There was no saddle but, unsurprisingly, a dildo on a pivoting mount projected up from the top frame. Gingerly Alice impaled herself on it, taking its length into her already well-used and tender sheath. It was going to be an interesting ride. She was bent forwards over the front wheel so that her sternum rested on the padded frame tube. A broad strap round her middle held her in place, while smaller straps secured her breasts to the sides of the main frame. She did not resent them as they seemed intended more to keep her breasts from pinching in the machinery than an additional degree of gratuitous bondage, though she had to admit they also served that purpose very effectively.

	Now she realised how the bike would be steered. A metal collar mounted on the front forks column was buckled about her neck. The bike collar carried a hinged bit that was lifted up and screwed back until it was firmly lodged between her teeth. Now turning her head would turn the front wheel. But what if she hit something and the wheel twisted her neck? She could get seriously hurt. Perhaps the pivoting mechanism had safeguards to prevent that sort of accident. Or did such mishaps simply not happen in Underland?

	Even if that was so, she wondered, as Muscardinus climbed into the seat behind her, who actually came up with the designs for all these weird vehicles? Whoever it was, they must have a really strange imagination. Would she ever get a chance to meet him ... or perhaps it was a her? 

	As Muscardinus settled himself, she realised he would have a view not only ahead over her bent back, but also of her exposed rear and plugged pubes. How attractive she must look to him ... and how very submissive it made her feel. The sensation of a rod bristling with hard rubber prongs being forced up her rear brought both tears to her eyes and a sudden insight into how the loose set of handlebars that had been lying on the seat worked. Muscardinus was now holding the operating end while the shaft was plugged into her. There was no need for lessons to realise how she should respond to its movements; that was obvious. She had truly become part of the machine; providing its motive power and interpreting the guidance her master fed so intimately into her as to speed and direction. The gates were opened and she trotted out. Muscardinus twisted the handlebars and she obediently turned her head left. It was disconcerting not to be able to anticipate what was coming by looking before she turned. She could not even take a peek by swivelling her eyes alone as her blinkers limited her field of view only to what lay directly ahead. Muscardinus guided her along a path that led round the outside walls until they struck the road proper. Here they turned left and increased pressure on the steering rod encouraged her to go faster. Alice soon found her posture did not allow her to go at any great pace, but at least it supported her torso and took some of the strain off her legs, and Muscardinus seemed satisfied with the best she could do.

	Alice felt unexpectedly content as they bowled along the country lane. It was good to stretch her legs properly and get away from the yard. The vibration of the wheels transmitted itself pleasantly through the dildo lodged inside her, stimulating a delightful liquid warmth in her loins. She had only glimpsed Margrave the last time she had been here and was curious to see more. And, of course, if she was ever going to escape she needed to know the lie of the land. The village was less than a mile away and they reached it within a few minutes. The quaint high street with its jumble of small houses was of chocolate-box perfection, transmuted into a scene from a children's fantasy, which in essence it was, of course, by the presence of animals dressed like people going about their daily business. 

	A team of four naked girlings harnessed to a brewer's dray added a typically perverse Underland twist, but that too was perfectly normal. What Alice had not expected to see was the squad of soldiers marching up the street towards them. There were six of them, led by a sergeant, and they also could have stepped off the cover of a chocolate box. Red jackets, white breeches, high black boots polished to perfection and ungainly hats that Alice thought were the type known as shakos. The sergeant had padded wings on the shoulders of his jacket. Over their shoulders they carried long muskets with bayonets attached. One of the few humans in sight, a man in old-fashioned clerical garb complete with gaiters, raised his hat to the soldiers as they passed him and got a salute from their sergeant in return. None of the animals in the street made any similar gesture, however, and most seemed to behave as though the soldiers were not there. Just before they passed out of Alice's line of sight she noticed a red heart edged with gold braid above the sergeant's stripes. 

	They were the Queen's troops. Muscardinus had Alice pull up outside a small neat shop bearing the sign: 'c. MYOCASTOR - BESPOKE TAILORS'. In its bowed windows was a display of elegant animal-sized costumes. Muscardinus climbed down, hobbled Alice by hooking a snaplink between the straps of her sandals and went inside. Beside the tailor's was what seemed to be a public noticeboard. Alice slowly twisted her head round to get a better look, having to turn the front wheel at the same time. At the top of the board was pinned a line of three red-edged posters, each headed with the bold words: WANTED FOR TREASON. Below was a head-and-shoulders pen sketch of the wanted person, a detailed description and the reward for their capture. One was of the Cheshire Cat, the next Ory, the last herself. Alice's instinctive reaction was to turn away from the damning poster, fearful that at any moment somebody would point an accusing finger at her. 

	Then she realised with a flood of relief that with her hood on nobody could possibly recognise her. Of course, that was why Muscardinus had chosen it. He didn't want her presence known until he claimed the reward for himself. Perhaps he should have turned her in immediately he brought her back to Underland. Suppose she threatened to tell the authorities that he had amused himself with her for a few days instead of doing his duty? She would rather stay with him in the hope she might eventually escape than face Queen Redheart's terminal justice. He could not stop her talking once he had handed her over, so it was worth a try. But what if he threatened Helen in return? He knew she cared for her. Well, she would keep it in mind as a last resort. She had a few more days at the very least to think up something better before he got tired of taking his revenge on her. 

	As she waited patiently in front of the tailor's, sucking and grinding surreptitiously on her dildo, Alice became aware of the uneasy atmosphere that pervaded the village.  The pace of life in Underland, except for its madder moments, was usually leisurely. But most of the people in the street were moving with a forced briskness, either keeping their heads down or else looking about them nervously. When they did stop to pass the time of day, the exchanges seemed terse, accompanied by much head-shaking. The squad of soldiers marched back down the street and were once again ignored by all the animals. 

	Alice heard Muscardinus's voice as he emerged from the shop and she twisted round to look. He was wearing a new grey jacket and top hat, and a plump dark-suited coypu was bowing him obsequiously out of the door. Muscardinus paused for a moment on the step to raise his new hat to an owl that was walking past, leading a girling with a shopping basket strapped to her back. The owl, however, turned his head and gazed pointedly at the other side of the road, giving his girling's leash a tug to hurry her up. Alice saw Muscardinus's face fall as a look of confusion and anger briefly replaced pride. 

	Trying to recover from the snub, he looked about in pathetic desperation, evidently saw somebody along the pavement beyond Alice's limited field of view and called out, 'Good day to you, Mr Lutwidge.' 

	'What? Oh . .. Good day to you, Mr Muscardinus,' a human male voice replied, somewhat impatiently, Alice thought.

	Muscardinus hurried over to him and out of her sight, but Alice could still hear their words. 'I trust all is well with you and your family,' Muscardinus said. 'And I hope the girling you were so gracious as to purchase from my humble establishment has been giving good service?'

	'Oh, yes, a very good girl, most satisfactory,' Lutwidge replied.

	'I am most gratified to hear that,' Muscardinus said effusively. 'Any time you want another, you know where to find me.'

	'We have your card. Now, if you will excuse me . . .'

	'Don't you find all this talk of war most bothersome, Mr Lutwidge?' Muscardinus said quickly, as though desperate to keep the conversation going.

	What war? Alice wondered.

	'Talk of war does not bother me in the least,' Lutwidge replied coldly. ,

	'Well said, sir!' Muscardinus endorsed heartily. 'Damn the eyes of these rumour-mongers, eh?'

	'No, it is the reality of war I fear, since the latest reports say the Alliance is gathering no more than ten miles away.'

	'T-ten miles?' Muscardinus sounded genuinely shocked.

	'But they wouldn't dare cross the border. In any case, our brave men will see them off.'

	'You evidently have more confidence in our forces than I have, Mr Muscardinus. Now, if you will excuse me, I have urgent business to attend to. Good day to you.'

	It was some moments before Muscardinus returned to Alice and the trike, and when he did it was with a troubled frown on his face. He freed her hobble, got in and steered her back towards home without saying a word. By that evening Muscardinus seemed to have virtually lost interest in her. She kneeled patiently on the rug in his bedroom expecting some new torment or a demonstration of another pose the bed could contort her into, but instead he sat before the bureau in the corner leafing distractedly through a pile of papers. His self-confidence seemed to have drained away; leaving him short-tempered and suspicious. He had argued with his staff over some trivial matters and ordered a severe lashing for a blameless girling.

	Obviously it was to do with the news he had heard, but she didn't understand it. Who were the 'Alliance'? Why did they threaten war? She had to know. Perhaps if she sounded suitably sympathetic…

	'Please, Master, what's wrong? Can Melon Tits help?'

	He turned to her with a scowl. 'You, help? You're the problem, girl. This war's all your fault!' 

	She was so utterly bewildered by the accusation that she forgot any show of deference. 'What ... me?' 

	'Yes, you! You started all this when you joined the revolutionaries.'

	'But I was never involved with them!' Alice protested. 'It was all a misunderstanding.'

	'But the Queen believed it, Melon Tits, and escaping her headsman's axe only made her certain. She began to think there were plotters and revolutionaries everywhere. I suppose I should be grateful that it helped drive Topper and Lepus away and got me this place, only it didn't stop there. The Queen accused the other houses of plotting to kick out House Redheart and rule Cardonia. They thought she might attack them, so began strengthening their armies. The Queen found out and did the same. That convinced them we were going to attack first so they made an alliance. Now they're camped on the border and its all down to you!' 

	It sounded like the same sort of self-propelling military escalation that had kept the Cold War going for so many years, back in her so-called civilised world. Surely nobody could seriously blame her.

	'Anyway, I'm handing you over to the colonel of the Margrave garrison tomorrow,' Muscardinus continued. 'Then the Queen can do what she likes with you!'

	Alice started. She'd thought she had more time to plan an escape. 'No, please don't, Master,' she begged. 'I'll be so good to you. I'll do anything you want but please keep me!' She was shocked at the sound of her own desperation, realising how frightened she was of falling into the Queen's clutches once again. But Muscardinus only shook his head. 'I've paid you back for that kick and had a bit of fun besides. Now all you're good for is a reward, Melon Tits. I might be needing a bit of extra cash in my pocket if things go bad.'

	Alice took a deep breath. 'If you hand me over I'll tell them you spent a couple of days playing with me first instead of doing your patriotic duty. I bet the Queen won't be very pleased to hear that!'

	His eyes blazed in anger and she shrank back, frightened that he would do her some serious harm. Then he suddenly laughed.

	'So it's blackmail now, Melon Tits? Well you've got nerve, I'll say that. Always thought you were different from the rest. But do you think anybody will believe a girling's word against mine?'

	Alice felt crushed. No, they would not. There was nothing she could do to stop him handing her over. She shivered but fought to control her feelings. Meekly, without any pretence now, she asked, 'You said you would

	Jet me see Helen. Can I at least do that before I go? Please?' 

	Muscardinus frowned. 'You really care about her that much?'

	'I like her. I feel responsible for her being here.'

	'You're mad, Melon Tits. I brought her here, not you. Why don't you blame me?'

	'I do ... but .that doesn't stop me wanting to do what I can for Helen and give her advice I can about living here.

	And, if you are just a little bit grateful for whatever reward you get for me, please treat her gently.'

	He stared at her as though trying to work out some complex puzzle she had propounded. Then he shrugged.

	'Why not? Maybe the both of you can be some use. Think you can keep the dogs entertained tonight?'

	A pair of low trestles had been set out in front of the silver dogs' kennels. Alice and Helen were secured lengthwise over them so that their breasts hung down on either side of the crossbar. They lay with their heads on one side so they could look at the other. Helen gave what Alice thought was a brave if rueful smile as their wrists and ankles were cuffed to the trestle legs, straps buckled about their waists and a heavy chain padlocked between their collars. Muscardinus was still taking no chances with their security.

	The silver dogs were sniffing eagerly at Alice and Helen's exposed rears, which projected over the trestle ends.

	'Prretty bitches,' one said.

	'Smellth verry nith,' agreed the other.

	When the girls were secure, Muscardinus turned sternly to the dogs. 'Right, listen. You can have these two as often as you like tonight, but you stay sharp. No sleeping on the job, understand?'

	'Yeth, Mathter,' they promised.

	He looked back at Alice and Helen. 'And if you see either of them sleeping you wake them up and report it to me tomorrow.'

	'Yes, Master,' they said.

	With one last glance about him at the yard, which was lit by the pallid glow of oil lanterns, Muscardinus trudged back to the house. As soon as he had disappeared, the dogs' muzzles were pressing into Alice and Helen's crotches, snuffling and lapping. Their pizzles were now standing out from their sheaths like carrots.

	'I have thith one with yellow hair,' the first said, nuzzling at the plump cleft of Alice's pubes.

	'Thith dark one good too,' his companion observed, licking the protruding tongue of Helen's labia.

	'Yeth. I have herr next when you have thith one. Thath's fairr.'

	'Rright. Uuth little hole orr big hole?'

	'Trry big hole firrst, then little hole later.'

	The dogs rose up on to their hind legs, resting their front paws on the girls' backs, and edged forwards. Anxiously, Alice watched Helen's expression as the dogs mounted them, feeling a hot hard fleshrod slide into her. Despite what Helen had so far endured, would she be able to cope with being used by creatures that were so much nearer to their counterparts back home? But Helen simply closed her eyes.

	The dogs began jabbing into them. They were bigger than Muscardinus but still easy enough to accommodate.

	This shouldn't be a problem, Alice thought. But then the dogs started to thrust faster and faster. The hips on the animal coupled with Helen became a blur. Alice gasped as the slender hindquarters of her dog drummed against her buttocks like a demented percussionist, and its rod reciprocated within her sheath as a steam piston in its cylinder. Her clitoris had sprung up as the pulsations raced through it and now strained unashamedly for more. Alice's quavering moans of unexpected delight mingled with Helen's. It was like being screwed by a living vibrator! 

	Suddenly Alice's dog ejaculated like a salvo of machinegun bullets which she actually felt impact the rear wall of her tingling pussy, and then the beast collapsed across her, panting heavily. For a minute there was no sound in the yard except for ragged breathing. Then the dogs disengaged from their still trembling pleasure mounts and dropped back on to all fours, their now shrinking pizzles dripping.

	'Nith,' one said appreciatively, sniffing at Helen's red and sticky quim.

	'Good hot bitches,' the other agreed. 'Now we do walk rround.' They trotted off on their patrol.

	'Are - are you all right?' Alice gasped as soon as she had recovered her breath.

	'Just ... about,' Helen said. 'That ... was something ...new.'

	'I'm so sorry . . .'

	'Alice, do stop apologising!'

	Alice bit her lip. She didn't want to say the wrong thing but she had to know. 'How ... has it been for you?'

	Helen blinked. 'Do you mean the beatings or the living in chains or having multiple forced sex with animals or - ' She saw the dismay on Alice's face and said hastily, 'No, I'm joking! It's all right, really.' She took a deep breath. 'There's something I must tell you. About my being here. It was never your fault ... but in a way you were responsible.'

	'Sorry, I don't understand.'

	'If we hadn't been so, well, rudely interrupted back in the changing room - was that only three days ago, it seems like a month. Anyway, if I'd been able to say what I intended, it would have been to ask why you seemed to be obsessed with sex and domination.'

	Alice gaped at her in amazement. 'You knew about me? How?'

	'Let's say a certain trend had begun to emerge in your work. For instance, while analysing the literature of the classical age, you repeatedly referred to the institutions of slavery, its representation in the Roman Comedies, the lot of the helots in Laconia, Greek philosophical toleration of the condition and so forth. In Medieval times it was the prevalence of serfdom. Almost no eighteenth century European writer escaped having his position on the Abolitionist Movement considered. With American writers of the same period, you noted whether it was known if they owned slaves and if the practice was mentioned in their writing. In the Victorian era, it was the lot of female household servants and their masters, and speculations on what it must have felt like to have such power over others. It was ingenious the way you managed to incorporate such apparent asides, considering that you were studying for a degree in English and not the psychology of sexual domination or a history of the slave trade.'

	'Oh!' Alice said in surprise. 'I hadn't realised it was showing in my work. Sorry.'

	'I intended, tactfully, to learn how your peculiar interest arose-' Helen smiled '- but now I think I know.'

	'So, in a way I really am responsible for you being here.'

	'No. There's something I must tell you, something I've never told anybody. It's nothing as remarkable as Underland . , . but it is relevant.' She took a deep breath. 'I think I'm what you might call a closet sado-masochist. I'd read most of the classic erotic texts and seen a lot of S&M images. I've experimented with a bit of auto-masochism and bondage but never done the real thing because I've never found anybody I could trust to share my needs. 'Once I realised your interests, I planned our meeting at the gym because I wanted to see you ... really see you, I mean.' An expression of deep longing came into Helen's eyes. 'Have you any idea how tempting you are, Alice? A lovely intelligent girl who seemed to like what I did? I'm bisexual with a preference for women, and you are just ...wonderful.'

	'Oh, I see,' Alice said slowly.

	'I know it would have been against all the rules,' Helen went on hastily, 'but I swear, if we had ... got together, it wouldn't have made any difference to your grades. I love my work and do take it seriously. Anyway, now you know why I was there the other night. You were the reason, but it was all my choice.'

	'And look where it's got you,' Alice said.

	'Yes. Funny, isn't it?' The breath caught in Helen's throat. 'I was frightened at first . . . I still am, a bit, I suppose. But it's also been the most intense experience ever. I mean, where better for an English teacher with a taste for sado-masochism to visit than a perverted version of one of the most famous pieces of literature in the language?' She sighed. 'Now I just want to try everything . . . especially to make love to you. Close together I mean, not like with the pedal frame. Oh, I haven't asked! Did I hurt you? I had to do it.'

	'Girlings have no choice in those situations,' Alice reassured her. 'And you know I came in the end.'

	'After what they had done to you it was amazing. I got incredibly turned on, even though I felt guilty about it.'

	'Don't be. That's what's special about Underland for people like us. We can be what we are without any guilt.'

	'That would be wonderful. Do you think the Master - Muscardinus will put us together?'

	'Actually, Muscardinus is handing me over to the Queen's men tomorrow.'

	Helen's face crumpled in dismay. 'No! And all you've been doing is worrying about me.' For the first time she tugged at her bonds as though she resented them. 'I wish we could stay together. I want to know you properly!'

	Alice felt Helen's desire mirrored in her own loins. Quelling her miserable frustration she said, 'But we have been together, more or less. When you were hanging up in that little shed, Muscardinus said he would cane you unless I licked you out.'

	'That was you? It was beautiful! You were so gentle ...thank you.'

	'And you sort of returned the favour when you were being spanked by holly and had that dildo inside you.' 

	'Oh, God! That was you ... Did you - '

	'Like it? You know I did. And so did you.'

	'Yes ... I suppose I really am becoming a girling.'

	The dogs trotted back into the glow of the yard lamps.

	'Rready for morre, bitcheth?' one said salaciously.

	They sodomised them with the same improbable speed and vigour they had applied to their pussies, making the girls squeal as their tight passages were mercilessly pummelled. The motion was so rapid it pumped air into their rectums which was then ejected with comically flatulent squeaks. When they were done, the animals left them once more dazed and sore, with sperm trickling out of their now red and gaping bottom-holes. Between the silver dogs' visits, Alice and Helen talked. They did not think of sleep, only of making the most of every minute they had together. Dew-fresh flower-scented air washed gently over them. The nights of Underland were never cold.

	'I'll do everything I can to come back for you,' Alice promised.

	'If I can, I'll escape and find you,' Helen countered. 

	But at some point natural tiredness and orgasmic exhaustion must have finally claimed them. One moment they seemed to be talking and the next Alice found herself jerked out of a deep sleep. The sky was flushed with pre-dawn green and gold; the dogs were barking and from somewhere on the other side of the high garden wall came the sound of gunfire.

	 


Four

	Alice felt the sickening fear of imminent danger grip her heart for the first time since she had returned to Underland. Again shots rang out from beyond the yard wall; a ragged fusillade followed a few seconds later by a more distant response in kind. She imagined two battle lines facing each other in the woods and fields. Perhaps some of the soldiers she had seen marching so smartly through the village yesterday were even now out there facing the enemy; killing or being killed. The guns they had carried were primitive but they were not toys. Blood, death, war.

	It should not happen in Underland. Was it falling prey to all the sins of her world? There was a blur of motion as one of the silver dogs raced round the house barking frantically, while from inside came shouts and the sound of banging doors. Plaintive cries of alarm rose up from the girling hutches. But in less than a minute the dog barks had faded into the distance and silence descended once more on the house. Between the sporadic gunfire, Alice imagined she heard the front gate banging on its hinges. Muscardinus and his men had fled.

	Helen was straining at her bonds, the instinct for docile submission that had been kindled within her extinguished by raw terror. The same natural impulse almost overwhelmed Alice, but instead she forced herself to lie still. 'Don't waste your strength,' she told Helen gently but firmly. 'That's not the girling way.'

	Helen looked at her with wild eyes. 'But what can we do? There's a battle going on out there! We've got to get away!' 

	'But we can't. So we wait for whoever comes to us. I'm pretty sure they won't want to shoot us when there are so many nicer things they can do instead.' She wiggled her bottom suggestively, as far as her bonds permitted. 'That's our weapon and it's better than guns and bullets.'

	Helen gulped and blinked, then nodded slowly and lowered her head until it rested on the trestle once more. The nervous heaving of her chest subsided as her breathing steadied. 'Sorry,' she said. 'I've never been in this sort of situation before. I'll try to do what you say.'

	'I'm frightened too, but I know it's the only way,' Alice said simply. 'That's how I've got by so far in Underland.'

	'Do you know what's happening?'

	'I think so, but it's a bit complicated.'

	'Tell me,' Helen begged. 'It might take my mind off things.' She flinched at a renewed burst of gunfire. 'And, as you say, we aren't going anywhere.' Alice had to grin. To tell stories while a battle was raging outside the door was quite mad, which made it a suitably Underlandish thing to do. 'It really goes back to when I was first here. I was still denying my true nature, and, even though I'd met a girling called Valerie while in training who I really fell for, when I got the chance I escaped. I had a few adventures which were almost like a twisted version of the original story. I met the Cheshire Cat, who's a great character, became the slave of the Duchess of Margrave who wasn't so bad, really, and ended up in the Palace as the property of Queen Redheart. Now she's a seriously mad sadist and everybody's frightened of her except her son, Prince Atheling - the Knave of Hearts - who's just the opposite of his mother.

	It turned out he'd bought Valerie, who thought he was the perfect master she'd dreamed of meeting. Anyway, I managed to offend the Queen and got a terrible beating but got away before things got worse. Being Underland I immediately ran into the Gryphon and the Mock Turtle, who are radical socialists down here, and who were plotting a revolt of animals against the human gentry. I got caught by the Queen again who was now convinced I was part of the revolution, got put on trial, which was just as crazy as in the book, and sentenced to beheading. I only escaped thanks to the Cat, Atheling and Valerie, who stole a potion from the Joker, who's sort of  Underland's version of Doctor Moreau, which turned me into a bird and I flew away.'

	She saw the expression on Helen's face. 'Yes, I really did fly like a bird and it was fantastic, apart from a problem with a few feathers afterwards, but that's another story. Potions, magic mushrooms and drugged teacakes work here just like in the book. Different physical laws, remember. 'Anyway, I got back to that big oak we came down which holds the other end of the dimensional tunnel. The trouble was as I went through I dropped Rabbit's watch on the Underland side.'

	'And that was where Muscardinus found it?' Helen asked.

	'That's right. But what I didn't know was that since then the Inskspades, Rufdiamonds and Ravenclubs, the other card families, have got so annoyed at Queen Redheart accusing everybody of plotting against her that they've formed an alliance to get rid of her.' Shots and shouts sounded ever closer. Alice bit her lip. 'And I think this is them coming now.'

	'You look like it's your fault,' Helen said.

	'Well, Muscardinus suggested I started it by escaping from the Queen in the first place. Maybe he was right -'.

	'No!' Helen snapped. 'Stop that right now! No more misplaced guilt, Alice. I think you have an incredibly caring nature but you take too much on yourself. You didn't start any war. If anyone's to blame, it's Queen Redheart, and she must be mad to order anybody as beautiful and wonderful as you executed.' Alice didn't know what to say, so she just smiled at Helen. She wished she could touch her, but at least they were close and she could feel her movements through the chain that linked their collars. And so together they waited patiently for what might come next. The sky had taken on the sunless pearly glow of full Underland daylight before the sounds of battle diminished. As far as they could tell nobody from either side had attempted to use the house or grounds for cover, but then perhaps the woods offered the invaders better protection and the attack had been too sudden for the defenders to take up position. 

	Finally, however, there came sounds from the other side of the house and a few girling squeals. A pair of soldiers appeared through the side gate, holding their rifles at the ready. Instead of crimson Redheart jackets they wore dark tunics with black trefoils edged in gold on their sleeves. The pair grinned as they saw Alice and Helen bound across their trestles and lowered their guns. 'Its all clear through here,' one of them called back to somebody round the other side of the house. Grinning even more broadly, the pair sauntered over and looked down on them. Helen started. Alice realised these were the first Underland humans she had seen, and like all the others built proportionately larger than the average person back home.

	'Please, Masters,' Alice said, knowing what was coming, 'be gentle with us.'

	'Oh, we'll be gentle enough, girl,' one of them said. 'Let's see what you've got to offer.' The soldiers moved round to the back of them and admired their invitingly displayed buttocks. Thick fingers pried them wide and slid into the sticky warmth of their interiors. Alice let herself open under the rough probing and surrendered to her instinct. She saw Helen looking uncertain but not fearful. Flies were unbuttoned, releasing swelling, eager cocks and the men hunkered awkwardly down behind Alice and Helen.

	'Why are they set this high?' one complained. 'Can't kneel right, can't stand.'

	'Let's unstrap 'em, then,' his companion said.

	'Hold on. Why are they in front of these kennels?'

	'Ughh! The dogs have had 'em!'

	‘Filthy animals. Girlings should be kept just for people.'

	'Find a bucket and we can clean them up -'

	'What's going on here?' a new voice barked. The soldiers jerked upright, frantically trying to stuff their erections back into their breeches. A man with a sheathed sword and pistol on his belt had rounded the side of the house and was marching briskly towards them.

	'Explain yourselves!' he snapped.

	One of the solders saluted. 'Just found these two girlings, sir. Going to untie them so we could put 'em with the others.'

	'Really? Not giving them a quick riddle first? Because that would be strictly against orders while on duty.'

	'No, sir.'

	'Then make sharp and secure the house. I'll take care of these two.'

	Grumbling under their breath, the soldiers slunk away. The officer inspected Alice and Helen with a curious smile. He looked to be in his thirties, as far as age counted for anything in Underland, with curling blond locks fringing his cap. He had a flowing moustache and full sideburns that framed a blandly good-looking face. 'Now what have we got here?' he said. 'Two girlings chained together away from the rest in their hutches. Why's that, I wonder?'

	'Please, Master,' Alice said quickly. 'We're in special training as a pleasure pair.'

	'Hmm, really?' He lifted their chins to examine their faces more closely and stroked and squeezed their naked flanks. 'Yes, you're more than passing pretty, I grant. Did you belong to anybody?'

	'Only Mr Muscardinus who ran this place, Master,'

	Alice said. 'We were to go to auction when he thought we were ready.'

	The man smiled. 'Well, I think we can dispense with the formality of an auction. Now you belong to Captain Bezique of the Ravenclub First Dragoons.'

	The Alliance encampment was located in fields just outside Margrave. By the time Helen and Alice were led there that afternoon, along with the other girlings who had been liberated from Muscardinus's establishment, the ranks of tents were growing fast, from small two-man affairs all the way up to canvas erections the size of pavilions. There were also latrine trenches being dug, hitching lines for many, non-sentient, horses, baggage carts and a portable blacksmith's forge. The smoke from his glowing coals joined that of dozens of cooking fires as they rose up into the sky.

	Apparently, the invaders were making Margrave their base at least for a few days while they consolidated their early advances. It looked frighteningly purposeful and ordered; a war machine ready to smash its way through peaceful fields and idyllic woods. How many people would die in this stupid power struggle? Alice wondered. Their first stop in camp was at the blacksmith's, where their chain and Muscardinus's collars were struck off them. In their place were locked fresh steel collars with Bezique's name on them and a Ravenclub trefoil. Then they were led along the rows of tents until they came to one slightly larger than the others. Here their leashes were handed over into the charge of a wiry, middle-aged private their escort called Crib, and who seemed to be Bezique's batman. Crib received them with an unfriendly scowl. Walking with a slight limp, he led them inside the tent. Within, it was neatly ordered, with a large camp bed, a folding table and chair, a washbowl stand and shaving mirror. Hung about the walls was a spare uniform and items of kit. Crib had them kneel down on a strip of canvas that served as a rug while he looked them over. 'Well now, the Captain's done all right for himself in double-quick time,' he conceded. 'What are you two, then? Serving maids, I suppose?'

	'We were being trained as pleasure slaves, Master,' Alice said. 'But we can also serve or cook or -' 

	'What? And put Sam Crib out of a job? I don't want to lose my perks.' 

	'No, Master,' Alice said, backtracking hastily. 'We wouldn't want that. We're just pleasure slaves.'

	'That's better. You keep the Captain's cock hard and his balls well drained and I'll take care of the rest. Do that and Sam'll treat you fair enough. But spoil things and I'll make you regret it.' He reached down and grasped a nipple in each hand and pinched hard, making them yelp. 'You're just girlings, remember?'

	'Yes, Master,' they said in chorus.

	He straightened up. 'Good. Now he'll want you on display by the time he gets back, so I've got to get things ready.' And he clipped their leashes to a ring set in the tent pole and went out. Alice and Helen exchanged glances. 'Have we fallen out of the frying pan into the fire?' Helen wondered.

	'Speaking personally, anything's better than facing the Queen's headsman again,' Alice pointed out.

	'Of course, this saves you!' Helen exclaimed. 'Sorry, Alice, I wasn't thinking. You're right, anything's better than that. I shouldn't have complained. It's just that this is still so strange to me. Now we're here I'll do my best, but I don't know anything about being part of a pleasure pair.'

	Alice smiled. 'Neither do I really, but it sounded good and kept us together. We'll work something out if Bezique wants us to put on a special show, but I guess most of the time it'll be pretty straightforward sex. Between the two of us we should be able to keep him happy.'

	Helen looked at Alice's face. 'But . . .? ‘she prompted.

	'But none of this should be happening! This isn't what Underland is really like. I wish you could have seen it when I first came here. It's a wonderful place.' She sighed. 'But what can we do? Crib's right. We're just girlings. We're here to be used, not play politics or fight wars.'

	'I don't think you'll ever be "just" anything, Alice,'

	Helen said. 'There's a quality about you . . . I don't mean just your looks. I think you're special. You'll do something great, I know it.'

	Alice grinned. 'That sounds like something the Cheshire Cat once said to me.' 

	'You really met him?'

	'Oh, yes. Quite mad, as he admits himself. You'd like the way he talks. But he has a taste for girlings, so watch out if you ever do bump into him and he propositions you. His come has a weird effect. Incredible screw, though. Afterwards, you know why he grins all the time. He even had a rhyme about it . . . Oh!'

	'What?' Helen asked.

	'Nobody's spoken in rhyme or sung a song yet.'

	Helen blinked. 'Should they?'

	'Yes. In the books people were always breaking into verse and it was the same here. I've had people chant rhymes even while they were whipping me. It's just part of Underlanders' nature. But not now. Why?'

	'With a war coming I don't suppose they felt like singing,' Helen pointed out.

	'Maybe.'

	'And you said earlier that the first time you came here was like being in a version of the original story, at least as far as the characters you met. But this war isn't part of any Wonderland story, is it? So perhaps things have just changed. There must be change, even here.'

	Alice turned the idea over in her mind. 'I've moved on,' she said half to herself. 'I'm not part of any story now. So perhaps anything's possible...'

	They heard Crib moving about outside the tent, the clonk of wood and the sound of hammering. In a few minutes he took them outside again to see the results of his efforts. On either side of the tent flaps there now stood two freshly cut stout posts with large hooks screwed to their upper and lower ends. Close by several other thinner poles lay on the ground, fitted with buckled straps and screw-rings. Crib laid them both face down on the grass one in front of each upright post, and spread their legs, strapping their ankles to the ends of a pair of the thinner poles. He did the same with their wrists, so that they lay splayed wide with their arms outstretched above their heads. Then, with surprising strength, he lifted them bodily and hooked the rings set in the middle of the poles over the hooks in the posts, so that they dangled against them like living banners.

	Alice wriggled in her bonds. The straps tying her to the poles were broad and she could ease the strain on her wrists and arms by pushing down on her ankle straps. It could have been worse, she thought. Then she realised Crib was not finished with them. Picking up the last two lengths of pole, Alice saw that each had the outer bark cut off one end to expose the pale wood beneath. Crib went behind the posts and bent down. Alice felt his fingers pry her buttocks apart and then thrust the slippery wooden plug into her rectum. She gasped and automatically lifted her hips and stomach to ease the pressure on her tender insides. Crib dug the other end of the stick into the ground and bound it to the side of the post so it would not slip out of place.

	He inserted the other stick up Helen's rear, ignoring her whimper of pain. When she was properly impaled, he stood back to inspect the pair of them as they hung spread-eagled with their hips thrust out, blatantly displaying their pudenda to any who cared to look. Crib left them for a few minutes to return carrying a bucket of water. With soap and a rag he washed them all over, not forgetting their pubic folds which he worked into a lather that had them squirming in their bonds, then rinsed and briskly rubbed them off with a coarse towel. To complete the grooming he combed their hair with unexpected deftness. 'Now the Captain don't like idle chatter from girlings,' he confided, 'so you'd better wear these until you learn to hold your tongues.' He grinned. 'Or they're being put to a better use, of course.'

	He had two pairs of what Alice recognised as scold's bridles. These were springy metal straps that went over the head from back to front and divided about the bridge of the nose to support a mouthpiece from which projected an inward-facing tongue of metal. This went into the mouth and pressed down on their own tongues, effectively gagging them. Thin cords held the mouthpiece in place and were looped round and tied through a hole in the metal strap at the back of the neck.

	'That's better,' he said, when they were both bridled. 'You look like proper prizes now. Just one more thing . . .' He vanished into the tent to emerge a few moments later carrying a paint tin, a brush and a small sheet of waxed paper with a pattern cut out of its middle. This he laid high on Alice's taut left thigh and stippled through with black paint. He repeated the process with Helen. When he was done they both had stark black trefoils stencilled on them.

	'That's so nobody'll mistake you for girlings from any other House,' he said. 'Now you just dangle there and look pretty and think of all the ways you're going to amuse the Captain, 'cos, if you keep him happy, you keep Sam happy, right?' After giving their erect nipples final tweaks, he went back inside the tent, leaving them on display as the property of House Ravenclub. 

	Alice twisted her head round to look at Helen, who managed a resigned lift of her eyebrows. That was about all they could do. As the hours passed, Alice saw other girlings being put on display in a similar manner, presumably more prizes claimed as the personal property of officers.  Occasionally through the gaps in between the tents she glimpsed larger files of girlings being brought into camp from the direction of the village. Were they taking every girling they found? Perhaps this was the custom in Underland warfare. They certainly made convenient prizes. Soon she began to be afflicted by the usual mixed sensations any girling on display experienced. Stiff and aching limbs, helpless excitement at her exposure and mounting frustration. The plug of wood up her rear burned and teased with its intimacy, pressing through the thin membrane that separated her front and rear passages, but she could do nothing to relieve her growing arousal.

	 At what was presumably lunchtime, Crib appeared. After briefly removing their gag sticks, he fed them water, bread and hard cheese. A little later he came out to hold a bucket between their legs for them to pee into. Helen had trouble relieving herself right before his grinning eyes, but Alice just felt the familiar thrill of one further humiliation. If she could have said anything, she would have welcomed Helen to another detail in the life of a working girling. It must have been late afternoon when Bezique returned to his tent. Crib was ready to receive him and looked on respectfully as the Captain inspected Alice and Helen. 

	'Yes, very neatly displayed, Crib,' he declared at last.

	'Prime stock, eh?'

	'Top-quality pure pleasure girlings, no doubt about it, sir.'

	'I'm sure they can be trained to do a few useful jobs as well.'

	'Perhaps a few simple chores like carrying the water, sir, but I'd say too pretty for much else in the practical way of things. Best keep them for what they're naturally inclined, if I might make so bold.'

	'I dare say you're right. Anyway, I'll take them for a walk and give them a bit of exercise. The spur leashes, I think.'

	Crib fetched two complex pieces of metalwork and some chains from the tent, then withdrew the trimmed stakes from their rears. Before their stretched passages had a chance to close he was inserting new plugs of rubber. These tapered down from their heads to ensure they stayed in place. On to their protruding ends were riveted slender lengths of sprung metal, which curved forwards up between their legs and then branched in two. The inner arm had a freely turning spur wheel mounted on its tip, which nestled lightly in the upper folds of their vulval clefts, while the other branch curled about to form a hitching ring. Chains were locked around their waists, and from these large rings hung down over their pubic bushes. Leashes were fed through these rings and clipped to the hitching rings of the spur arms. They were freed from their display posts and slumped to the ground, working the life back into their stiff limbs.

	They were hardly allowed time to recover before Crib had pulled their arms behind them and cuffed their wrists together. Bezique took their leashes and gave them a light tug. Alice and Helen sprang to their feet with muffled yelps, heedless of their aching muscles. The tug on the leashes had bent the lightly sprung arms, driving the spur wheels deeper into their pussies and leaving a trail of exquisite pinpricks behind until they ran into the folded hoods of their clitorises, which they proceeded to stab ever deeper until the tension on the leashes was relieved, at which point they sprang clear. 

	'That's right,' Bezique said, as their now tear-misted eyes peered past the dividing bands of their bridles and fastened on to him with desperate interest, ready to anticipate his slightest move. 'Now we're going for a walk about the camp and I want you two pretty things to follow smartly to heel. Can you do that?' They nodded vigorously. For whoever held those particular leashes, they could do anything. Bezique set off with Alice and Helen following close behind, keeping their leashes connecting the most intimate parts of their anatomy to his hand hanging in graceful loops. Yet, even without any tension, they were now keenly aware of those cruel spiked wheels protruding half out of their clefts, ready to punish any inattention to their new master.

	Alice felt slippery wetness filling the folds of flesh that embraced her wheel. Perhaps she was lubricating in an attempt to alleviate discomfort, but more likely, given her perverse nature, it was in helpless submissive response to her intimate torment. She decided that, although Bezique might appear something of an upper-class fool, he knew how to master a girling. 

	As they were paraded round the camp, Alice began to appreciate its true scale. The Alliance force must number in the thousands, though they were not all in the camp at that moment presumably many were still fighting on the front line, wherever that was now, or else busy occupying Margrave. Construction work seemed to be taking place around the camp perimeter. A defensive ditch was being excavated and the bank of earth from it was being topped by a wooden palisade. While the digging was being done by soldiers, teams of harnessed girlings, presumably those Alice had seen earlier being brought in from the village, were being used to haul newly felled timbers from the surrounding woods. 

	As they watched the team masters flicking long carriage whips over the naked backs and buttocks of straining, sweating girlings, Alice realised they were not just building a camp, but a regular fortress. Was it intended as a staging-post in the supply route to the front line or a permanent base in Redheart territory? That, of course, depended on how long the war would take, and who won. 

	All they could be thankful for at the moment was that their acquisition by Bezique had apparently spared them hard labour. This caused Alice a momentary pang of guilt, swiftly followed by sympathy for her sister girlings. It was not the work itself, because any farm girling might be worked as hard, but that they had been wrenched so suddenly from their usual masters and normal routine. It was so unfair that they, the most helpless strata of Underland society, should have been dragged into a conflict that was none of their doing. Though the Alliance camp was impressive in scale, it soon became apparent that it was not wholly united in spirit. Bezique had chatted amiably with fellow Ravenclub officers and shown off Alice and Helen as one might new pets. But he merely nodded to men from other Houses when he passed by them, and their response was no more than reluctantly civil in return. Alice also noticed that the tents of each House clustered together, with the largest and grandest tents of their commanders at the heart of each. It might have a common cause but the camp was clearly comprised of three armies within a single perimeter. 

	They passed close by the pavilion-like tent at the centre of the Ravenclub sub-camp. It was a grand affair with pennants and banners flying and coats of arms mounted on poles about the entrance, beside which guards stood stiffly erect. It had the look of a royal enclosure. Were the royalty of each House commanding their troops in person? But why take the risk instead of staying at home, or did they have no competent generals to run the war for them? This was Underland, of course, and an extension of a nineteenth-century fantasy. Perhaps it was more romantic for royalty to ride at the head of an army. Alice saw girlings hurrying in and out of the tent in a manner that suggested they were undertaking familiar work. Gold collars, cuffs and other bangles adorned their necks, wrists and ankles. They were certainly not freshly captured girlings. Only royalty would travel to war with a full complement of servants for their convenience and pleasure. The privileges of the titled did not extend to the lower ranks, however. As they neared the centre of the camp, Alice saw a long low tent that had been erected by a rough stockade. Tired girlings from the construction work were being brought in, while others, looking not much fresher, were being led out of the long tent to be harnessed in their place. In the stockade itself a few girlings clearly too exhausted to perform more work of any sort lay huddled on the grass.

	'This might be instructive,' Bezique said to Alice and Helen, leading them closer. 'Captured and requisitioned girlings are put into a general pool for the common soldiers of all three Houses, you see. The notion is to foster a spirit of comradeship and to be seen sharing the spoils of war fairly.' He sounded a little dubious. 'Do you want to see how they're used?'

	Their bridles and spur leashes made the question somewhat rhetorical, and they followed him into the tent. A wooden railing rather like a fence ran down the middle of the tent. Additional lengths of rail and post extending outwards on either side formed a row of two dozen or so small open stalls, with straw scattered on the ground beneath them. Girlings were bound over the railing by ropes about their waists so that their legs and hindquarters were in one pen, while their upper torsos and heads projected into the one on the other side of the central rail. 

	Their legs were spread and their ankles tied to the stall side posts, while their arms were stretched forwards and apart with their wrists tied to the dividing rails. This left their heads hanging between their shoulders and their breasts dangling freely. Soldiers were strolling into the tent and inspecting the vacancies in the double row of girling flesh on offer; choosing either a mouth to suck them while they toyed with pendant breasts, or invitingly displayed hindquarters with the option of a hot tight anus or a moist wet cleft in which to vent their passion. The selection made, flies were unbuttoned and swelling cocks unleashed. 

	Hard rods of flesh plunged between lips or into sphincters. Girls gasped and moaned, sucking dutifully with whatever orifice was occupied. Occasionally girlings had two men at a time using them, front and rear, thrusting simultaneously into their bound and helpless bodies. Some men, having finished with a girl's quim and seeing her head free, went round and made her lick their members clean, tasting her own passion in the process.

	Spilled spunk and female discharge dripped on to the straw of the stalls and the air was heavy with the scent of lust. Girling attendants tethered on long chains and carrying rags and buckets cleaned up each girl after she was used, the cool water giving some relief to stiff mouths, sore labia and burning anuses. Bezique allowed Alice and Helen a minute to take in the activity in the tent, then reclaimed their attention once more with a jerk of their leashes. 'Now look on this as an object lesson,' he told them. 'Unless you want to find yourselves in here servicing a dozen men an hour, you'll both be good, obedient, pleasing girlings.'

	Alice and Helen exchanged mute glances, then looked back at Bezique and nodded meekly.

	That night Bezique enjoyed his new acquisitions while they in turn strained to please their new master. They kneeled over the foot of his camp bed, collar chains tethering them to its legs. Their hands were bound behind them and further confined to the small of their backs by waist straps. Ball gags plugged their mouths. Bezique stood naked over them, a belt in his hand, the thick shaft of his erect cock bobbing, as he methodically impressed his will upon them by turning their buttocks rosy red. The smack of leather on flesh filled the tent. They yelped and squealed and squirmed and sobbed into the blankets, but they held their position and kept their submissive bottoms upturned to receive the next blows, while below their blushing hemispheres their pudenda pouted expectantly. 

	Finally, Bezique cast aside the belt and kneeled down behind them, savouring their compliant postures and the delights at his disposal. His big hands explored the heat of their bottoms and then slid down their clefts to the pouches below them, which he peeled open to sample the arousal his belt had generated. They groaned and sighed as his fingers came away bedewed with the evidence that they were aroused and ready like lusty girlings should be.

	Selecting Helen, Bezique positioned himself between her spread legs and guided his manhood into her glistening slot. Her eyes widened in surprise as she felt her lips part and stretch about his purple cockhead and the thick shaft following on. It was the first time she had had a human Underlander's cock inside her and she had not appreciated its girth or power. Taking hold of her hips Bezique began to thrust into Helen, making the bed creak. Her gag muffled her whines and shrieks of fearful pleasure as she was plugged fuller and harder than she had ever been before. Alice watched her friend surrender' to animal passion with relief. A girling's instinct was her best protection. 

	Helen came a fraction before Bezique, mewing and shrieking through her gag, and then slumped limply on the bed as he in turn pumped his seed into her with grunts of pleasure. For a minute he sagged on top of her, savouring the diminishing pulses of pleasure his rod was still delivering. Then he slowly withdrew his semi-flaccid member from the sticky maw of her pussy and turned to Alice. Alice had to work harder to please Bezique, knowing he had already spent once. She pushed back against his thrusts to deepen them, clenching her inner muscles tight about his shaft now slippery with Helen's lubrication, and letting herself enjoy the simple pleasure of having a clean, powerful man screw her to distraction; just holding back long enough to be sure he came before allowing her own passion its release. 

	Bezique lay across Alice for some time before he recovered from his second spend. He withdrew his now limp and well-milked cock from her, patted both their bottoms as though in absent-minded approval and climbed into his bed. Alice and Helen slid gratefully to the floor, knowing they had given satisfaction. They huddled together on the mat as best they could, their master's spunk still oozing out of them, and dropped into an exhausted sleep.

	 


Five

	The next day Bezique rose early and, assisted by Crib, put on his neatly brushed uniform and immaculately polished boots. He then ate a hearty breakfast before going off to war. Alice and Helen were kneeling outside the tent to see him off and he patted their heads as he left, as one might favourite dogs.

	'You were very good girls last night,' he told them, and they looked back at him with adoring eyes.

	'Can't be sure when I'll be back,' he said to Crib, as his batman handed him his gloves.

	'Very well, sir. Should I prepare a bath for you tonight, sir?'

	'That would be a fine idea, Crib. Might be needing it if things get a bit hot out there.'

	'Good luck, sir.'

	'Thank you, Crib,' said Bezique, and strode off towards the horse lines.

	How can he be so laidback about going to war? Alice thought as she watched Bezique go. It was as though he was setting off for his club. Was this a peculiar brand of Underland madness or the way an officer in the nineteenth century always behaved? The unreal thought suddenly struck her that the man to whom they now belonged, the man whose hard cock had so thoroughly skewered her the previous night, might be dead before the end of the day.

	Surely that was madness in any world.

	* * *

	Despite being jealous of the 'perks' of his position, there were some tasks Crib did not mind delegating to Alice and Helen. One of these was doing the laundry, which was performed around the back of Bezique's tent in the space between it and Crib's smaller shelter. Beside a cooking fire on which the washing boiled was an old-fashioned washboard, a scrubbing brush and a bar of soap. As they soaped and scrubbed, Crib rested his stiff leg on a folding stool. He had glasses perched on his nose and was repairing the seam of a pair of trousers. Alice tried to take advantage of his apparently amiable mood to quiz him. She wanted to know how the war was progressing, but she had to phrase her questions carefully.

	'Please, Master Crib,' she began meekly, 'I'm worried about the Captain. Is he in much danger?'

	'No more nor less than many others, girl,' Crib said.

	'But he's a good soldier, is the Captain. He'll come back.'

	'Is it far to the front line, Master? I don't hear any shooting.'

	'We advanced a little ways past the village yesterday. The Redhearts are putting up a bit more of a fight now, but we'll beat 'em down in time. We've got the numbers on our side.' 

	'Yes, Master. There are a lot of soldiers here. And royalty too. Is that the way Ravenclubs, Inkspades and Rufdiamonds always fight?'

	Crib chuckled ironically. 'No. This "Alliance" so-called is only to put down the Redhearts. None of us trusts the rest as far as we could spit. The nobs are all here to keep an eye on each other and make sure no backdoor deals are done. That's why this camp is so grand to make 'em feel at home. Then they spend half the time arguing about whose men go where and order of battle. And they have to have their ladies along with them as well. If it were left to us we'd be halfway to Redheart Palace by now. Still, I'm not complaining.' He rubbed his stiff leg. 'Not so young as I was.' 'Have you been a solider all your life, Master?'

	Crib scratched his chin reflectively. 'Must have been. Can't remember doing anything else.' 

	Curiously Helen asked, 'Were you very young when you joined the army?'

	'Young?' Crib repeated slowly. 'I don't know if I was ever young. Just been what I am.'

	Alice gave Helen a quick shake of the head, stifling any wonder at the contradiction she had just heard. This was getting too close to the underlying strangeness of Underland for comfort. She was not sure if anybody here had actually been born in the normal sense. Certain things just were because it was right they should be, without a reason comprehensible to anyone less than a theoretical metaphysician. Even so, as Helen had said, there had to be some change. But according to Crib the other card houses were no better than the Redhearts. The Alliance didn't sound very stable and, if a new House gained supreme power, how long before the others ganged up on it? Would this be just the first of many wars?

	That afternoon Crib sent Alice to fetch water for Bezique's bath. He didn't trouble to accompany her because there was little chance she would wander off. Apart from her bridle her legs were hobbled and a yoke was chained across her shoulders. Her wrist cuffs were fastened to rods which dangled from the ends of the yoke and from which the buckets hung, so she could manipulate them sufficiently to scoop up water as required. It felt strange to walk in the afternoon warmth through the almost deserted camp. She passed several prize girlings displayed on racks or posts outside their masters' tents. Despite their bondage some of them were dozing; red nipples slowly rising and falling on pointed breasts, love lips peeping carelessly from under bushes of brunette, red and gold.

	A well was being dug inside the camp but it was not ready yet. For the moment they obtained fresh water from a stream that ran along the edge of a field just this side of the woods. The nearest gate to the stream was guarded but open and Alice passed through with hardly a glance from the soldiers, joining a couple of other girlings similarly harnessed performing the same chore.

	Briefly Alice revelled in being in the open and closer to the Underland of woods and fields. She was hardly free, but out here her nudity and restraints seemed perfectly natural. What could be more normal than to send a yoked girling to fetch water? Then she saw the scarred earth and great swathe of tree stumps where the wood for the fort had been obtained and her idyll dimmed. Wars changed things. Was it ever for the better? It was on her way back from the second trip to the stream that Alice saw the little group of animals and humans in civilian clothes, watched over by an escort of guards, standing before the camp administration tent. One of the group, a red squirrel in a bowler hat, dark jacket and bow tie, looked familiar. Of course, he had brought his girling to Topper and Lepus for a rather drastic course of weight reduction during her first trip to Underland. The group must be from the village. But what were they doing here?

	Alice slowed to a halt as close to the party as she dared, rubbing her foot on the ground as though trying to dislodge a splinter, and strained her ears. 'We want our girlings back!' the delegation's leader, a burly badger, was saying. 'We need them for our work.'

	'Who'll pull my cart?' a woodpecker interjected. 'I can't do without her.'

	'Mine works in the shop,' said a hedgehog. 'She knows where everything goes.'

	'Where will my wife find another maidslave now?' a well-dressed man fumed. 'We'd just got Lindy properly trained.'

	'How can you run a farm without girlings, I want to know,' a hamster in a flat cap and waistcoat demanded.

	The officer facing them shook his head. 'Enough! Your protest has been noted; however, the Alliance has requisitioned the use of your girlings to fill certain ancillary positions vital to the war effort. They will be returned to you once hostilities have ceased, less any that may be deemed payment in part for reparations which may be claimed against House Redheart by the Alliance.'

	'What? You mean we might never get them back at all!' the badger stormed. 'We're meant to pay for Queen Redheart's war after what she was doing to us?'

	'Suspecting us of being mixed up in plots against her, just because Ory Cuniculus lived here!' the woodpecker said. 

	'That is hardly my responsibility,' said the solider.

	'Meanwhile, I remind you that Margrave is under martial law and that you must obey the curfew. Escort these ...persons to the gate.'

	The locals were led away muttering angrily, while Alice resumed her errand, deep in thought. Bezique returned from battle that evening unscathed and in good spirits. Apparently, the Alliance armies were steadily advancing despite stiff resistance from the Redheart forces. That night he arranged Alice and Helen so that they could both serve him simultaneously. He lay back on his bed while Alice kneeled astride him, impaled on his sturdy manhood. Her ankles were tied to the bedframe to keep them spread, while her arms were stretched above her and her wrists tied to a securing ring in the tent roof. This enforced posture caused her back to arch and her breasts to stand out invitingly. Helen lay between Bezique's legs with her arms tied behind her and her feet lashed to the foot of the bed. Her face pressed against his scrotum and Alice's bottom, kissing and licking the heavy ball-sac and the root of the shaft on which Alice was mounted.

	As Alice worked herself up and down on Bezique, he played with her breasts, kneading the pliant masses of flesh in his big hands until they felt heavy and suffused with heat and their nipples stood out in thick and almost painfully hard points.

	'Lick harder, Helen,' Bezique commanded. 'I want to feel more passion from you or else -' he pinched Alice's engorged nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and squeezed until she yipped in pain'- Alice's pretty teats will suffer.' He began to twist one nipple left and the other right. Helen's efforts between their legs redoubled. Satisfied, Bezique released Alice's nipples, allowing them to swell back up to their former glory. Alice gasped in relief, jigging a little more vigorously while admiring the way Bezique had used affection between girlings to control them. He knew his stuff. Then she felt two quick kisses bestowed upon her bottom that were meant just for her. Was Helen giving an apology, a reassurance, or simply expressing desire? Perhaps it was all three.

	The next day, before he set off for the front line, Bezique casually said to Crib: 'Give the girls some time together today ungagged. They may need to work out a routine, or some such. They're going to put on a show in the officers' mess tonight. My friends want to see what a trained girling pleasure pair can do.'

	'Very good, sir.'

	Alice and Helen looked at each other in surprise. This was the first they'd heard about their forthcoming performance. 'But what can we do?' Helen asked Alice a little later. Crib had chained them to one of the posts beside the front of the tent while he pottered about elsewhere. 

	Now they had to plan their performance. 'We give them a sex show, of course,' Alice said. Her hands were cuffed behind her so she had to make do with rubbing her cheek suggestively on Helen's shoulder. 'You do want to make love to me properly, don't you?'

	'Oh, of course,' Helen said despairingly, 'but . . . in front of an audience! You've had more practice at this sort of thing.'

	'Well, we'll work something out. For a start, let's find an idea that excites you. Maybe something from that S&M material you said you'd seen?'. 

	Helen smiled ruefully. 'A lot of it doesn't compare to what we've done down here.'

	'It doesn't matter. Tell me about it.' 

	Helen hesitated, her face clouding. 

	'Are you ashamed by what turns you on?' Alice asked gently. 'Don't be; not with me and especially not in Underland. The only limits to what girlings can do is that it mustn't involve true suffering or permanent harm. Anything we agree to is all right if we enjoy it.' She grinned. 'And I'm certain there's nothing we could possibly do that would offend our audience. That's the funny thing down here; you can be a total slave and yet at the same time be freer than you ever could back home.'

	'Well, there was this set of pictures,' Helen admitted.

	'They showed a young woman being used by two older lesbians. I could see it was all staged but it still looked very convincing. Some of the things they made her do . . . I kept coming back to them to, well, masturbate.'

	Alice kissed her gently. 'You've been very alone, haven't you? Don't feel guilty about fantasising. As long as you know you'd never do anything to hurt somebody for real-'

	'Of course not!'

	'I know. But in Underland the rules are different. Some of the encounters I've had would have seriously damaged me back home, but here I don't think anything sexual can do lasting harm, so don't hold back. Tell me what you want to do.' 

	Still Helen hesitated. Alice looked at her closely. 'Do you want to be dominant?'

	'I imagine it both ways, sometimes, what it must be like to be the victim and the perpetrator. That's what I did with those photographs. I got very excited at the idea of having so much power over such a beautiful creature. She begging for mercy, yet being ready to accept even more pain because past a certain point it would become pleasure… God, that sounds like a cliché, but it's true.'

	'And it's fine, if it'll give you more confidence. I'm a natural sub. If you can play a dom then let's go for it. If we need any props, then I'm sure Crib can get them. Let's put on a real show.'

	Helen looked at her in wonder. 'You really wouldn't mind?'

	Alice grinned and looked pointedly down at her own nipples, which were stiffly erect. 'Do these look as though I mind? Just the thought of it's getting me excited. Now, tell me what they did in these pictures.'

	The Ravenclub officers' mess tent was a simple affair. A rough sort of bar ran along one wall, dispensing drinks from a variety of kegs and coloured bottles. A scattering of tables and chairs were spread out before it. Girling waitresses with tiny bells clipped to their collars and cuffs, nipples and pudenda, scurried about taking round drinks and being good-naturedly pinched and pawed in the process. Cards were being played and jokes told. As the electric-blue Underland twilight fell, oil lanterns were lit. Waiting with Helen in a corner, Alice noticed the first casualties she had so far seen in the camp: a few men were bandaged, had their arms in slings or were sitting with their feet in casts propped up on stools. Picturebook wounded, she thought, not the ghastly charnel house of real war. Were there inherent safety limits to war down here as there seemed to be for sex? 

	Bezique had returned a little soot-blackened but otherwise unharmed. But by that reasoning it should also be impossible to be executed here, yet Alice had come within seconds of it, and that axe had looked very sharp. She put such confusing thoughts from her mind. Tonight she was going to enjoy herself . . . and be enjoyed.

	Bezique stood up and tapped on his glass to get attention. 'Now, you fellows have been admiring my pair of girlings and wondering what's special about them,' he said with a genial smile. 'Well, tonight they're going to put on a little show so you can see for yourselves. Now we'll just set the stage.'

	The mess girlings pulled back chairs to make a space before the bar, leaving a single table with cords tied to it. They brought out a basket filled with assorted fruit and vegetables, an empty bottle and a short wooden-handled rubber paddle, and placed them beside the table. A murmur of curious anticipation filled the air. Helen stepped out before them, her face flushed with nervous excitement, but emboldened with a sense of elation that made her eyes sparkle and nipples stand up proudly. She was holding a leash, on the other end of which was Alice.

	Alice's arms were tightly rope-bound behind her back, her forearms tied together. They were held in place by more rope circling her waist and over her shoulders, crossing between her breasts. Extra loops bound her upper arms to her sides and passed under and over her breasts, digging into the swelling globes of pneumatic flesh and making them stand out even more than normal. A double loop of rope served to gag her, stretching her lips back into an enforced grimace and exposing her white teeth. The ropes trapped her tongue between them, displaying it for all to see as it wriggled in naked isolation. Drool ran from the sides of her mouth. Holding her leash short to keep her bent submissively low, Helen paraded Alice round the tables, showing her off to the soldiers.

	'This is Alice, Masters,' she said. 'Isn't she beautiful? Big bouncy tits and a lovely rounded bottom.' She twirled Alice round, patting and squeezing as she spoke - to demonstrate their plumpness. 'And between her legs . . .'

	She jerked the leash upwards, pulling Alice erect, and thrust the stiff fingers of her free hand into Alice's cleft. Alice's eyes widened and she gurgled indistinctly as Helen toyed with her and then withdrew. She held up fingers now glistening with lubrication to the crowd. 'Such a hot wet cunny,' she said. She brought her fingers to her mouth and very deliberately sucked the juices from them. 'And so sweet and spicy. I'm sure you'd love to have her to yourselves.' There were shouts of agreement. 'But tonight she's all mine.' She clasped Alice to her, grinding her hips against hers, grasping a fistful of her hair, kissing her stretched lips and sucking on her exposed tongue.

	Alice was startled at the passion of the kiss, their first proper one and performed so publicly! But Helen tasted sweet and she responded eagerly, drawing on the perverse excitement of the setting and letting herself melt into Helen's arms. Tonight she belonged to her to do with as she wished. Helen broke off her sensuous embrace to look round at her audience. 'But you can watch me play with her, Masters. And perhaps make some suggestions about how I use her. Would you like that?' The men clapped and cheered.

	Helen led Alice to the table and bent her across it so that her bottom was displayed to the onlookers. Helen crouched down and stroked and kissed the smooth fleshy hemispheres. 'These are lovely, but I think they need warming up. What shall I use, my hand or the paddle?' 

	'The paddle, the paddle!' they shouted.

	'As you wish, Masters,' Helen said with a smile, picking up the paddle then swishing it through the air. 'Now how many strokes can this fine young backside take? Two, three?'

	'Half a dozen!'

	'No, a full dozen!'

	'A score!'

	'Twenty it is, Masters,' Helen said. Alice shivered in delicious anticipation as Helen's free hand pressed down firmly on the small of her back to hold her in place. Unconsciously she shuffled her legs a little wider, exposing her bottom cheeks to their fullest. An image came to her of Helen in gown and mortarboard punishing Alice the naughty pupil. There was a fantasy for another day!

	'Would you count, please, Masters?' Helen asked the men, as she raised the paddle for the first stroke before bringing it down crisply. Swish, smack! Alice's bottom flesh shivered as the paddle blade delivered its stinging kiss and she gurgled and mewed in pain.

	'One!' the soldiers called.

	Swish, smack!

	'Two...'

	By the last stroke Alice's eyes were red with tears and she was slobbering around her rope gag. The paddling had not broken her skin but had left her bottom burning with steady pain and blushing an even tint of crimson across its double curves. But this was as nothing to the heat and anticipation glowing in her loins. Helen pulled her upright and showed her flushed and tear-streaked face to their audience. 'Now her bum's nicely warmed, what about these?' she wondered, squeezing Alice's breasts thoughtfully. 'Should I give them a taste of the same?'

	'Yes!' the audience cried in delight.

	Helen made Alice climb up on to the table and then kneel with her legs spread wide so the tendons of her inner thighs stood out, displaying the glistening mouth of her pussy to the watching eyes. Helen twisted Alice's collar so the leash hung from the back of her neck and tied it to the table legs behind her, thereby pulling her chin up. 

	'Tits forwards!' Helen commanded, and Alice thrust out her rope-framed breasts. 'Hmm,' Helen pondered, lining up the paddle experimentally. 'I still need something to make her sit up a bit more.' She picked up the empty bottle. 'Do you think this would do?'

	A few of the more imaginative soldiers shouted, 'Yes!'

	Helen stood before Alice, grasped a tuft of her pubic hair to raise her hips, and placed the bottle upright beneath Alice's pussy. For a moment their eyes met and Alice saw the masterful force radiating from Helen's sparking eyes. She lowered her own eyes with a delicious thrill of helpless resignation. For this evening she was Helen's slave, condemned to suffer for her mistress's pleasure. Helen lowered Alice on to the bottle. She shivered as its cold thick neck slid into her dripping passage, sensuously spreading her labia with its swelling contours.

	Then she was impaled, the head of the bottle rubbing high up her pussy, her lovemouth stretched tight about its thicker lower body, resisting further downwards movement. Helen stood back to inspect her. Alice's head was pulled back by her leash; the bottle forced her hips up and so made her arch her back, thrusting out her breasts. 

	'That's a better target,' Helen said. 'How many strokes, Masters?'

	The soldiers settled on a dozen for each breast.

	Each smack sent her full globes bouncing and swaying merrily within their imprisoning collar of ropes until the heavy fluid motion ceased. Full-on paddle-blows drove her hard nipples deep into their plumptious parent breasts, only to spring back again for more as though imbued with the true masochistic spirit. Pale flesh was suffused with a crimson glow until each mound was as red as the flaming cheeks of her arse.

	With every blow Alice also jerked her hips, riding the bottle that ran with her secretions, feeling the air trapped within it by the sticky seal of her labia sucking gently at her insides as she pumped up and down. As the last blows of the quota fell on her burning breasts, the knot of pain-driven pleasure that had been twisted tighter snapped and she bucked wildly on the plug of glass inside her and spent herself over it, her muffled throaty shrieks accompanied by the wild cheers of the watching men.

	As she sagged on the table Helen withdrew the dripping bottle from the wet embrace of her love lips and held it up for all to see. She had lubricated so copiously that some of her juices had actually collected inside the bottle. 

	'This is a rare vintage,' Helen said. 'I wonder if it travels well?' And she put the bottle to her lips and tipped it back and drank down Alice's most intimate offerings. The soldiers gasped in surprise, and then applauded wildly again.

	'I'm sure Alice can entertain you further,' Helen said, putting the bottle down and licking her lips. 'She's a very willing girling and eager to please. Let's see how well she's loosened up...'

	Helen tightened Alice's leash still further, forcing her over until she lay on her back. She pulled Alice's legs up and out until her knees pressed against her tender scarlet breasts, then tied her ankles with the ready-placed cords to the top and sides of the table. Alice's groin was now tautly exposed as though for the most intimate of gynaecological examinations, her flaming red buttocks making a stark contrast with the pale skin of her inner thighs. The glistening pink gash of her pubic peach was open to their eyes as never before, and she could feel the air wafting into the mouth of her now gaping pussy. 

	'Just how accommodating is she? I wonder,' Helen asked, fingering the pouting orifice before her. Her fingers slipped deeper, stretching Alice wider. As the watching men held their breath, Helen worked her stiffened fingers further down the gullet of Alice's lovemouth. Then Alice's labia closed about Helen's slim wrist and she shuddered with delight at the sheer intimacy of feeling a living hand moving within her. The men gaped in amazement and one exclaimed loudly, 'Bless me, look at that!' Clearly they had never seen girlings fisting each other before.

	Helen slowly withdrew her hand with a little sucking sound from Alice's insides. 'If she was a bird being prepared for the oven I'd say she was well trussed and ready for stuffing,' she told her audience. 'What shall it be?' 

	She rummaged in the basket and held up a large carrot. 'Shall I try this?'

	'Yes, yes!' they cried.

	Helen pushed the carrot into Alice and twiddled it within the hot wet depths of her passage. 'It's not tight enough for this bird,' she declared, tossing the carrot aside.

	'She needs something more. Fruit, maybe?' She picked a small green apple from the basket and thrust it into Alice as far as it would go. 'Not enough. More?' she asked.

	'Yes, more, more!' they shouted.

	Another apple and another were stuffed into Alice, making her groan, but Helen was not satisfied. She plucked the fruits out of the slippery passage, calling to the audience, 'Fresh honeyed girling apples, Masters?' and she threw them into the crowd.

	'Ahh, now this is what she needs,' Helen declared, drawing out a huge parsnip from the basket.

	The men shouted in approval. Alice whimpered as the thick-girthed vegetable was forced into her until only the end showed between her bulging lips, as though they could barely contain it. Helen turned to the soldiers. 'Now Alice only has one orifice left unused and that will soon be plugged. I hope our show has entertained you. Now I will take my pleasure'

	From the basket she drew out a huge cucumber formed in a suggestive up-curve. Spreading her legs she slid one end into her own pussy sighing as it plugged her, and left the other end hang freely. She climbed up on to the table and kneeled with her legs on either side of Alice's doubled over thighs and inserted the vegetable into the upturned pit of Alice's anus. Alice gasped as the tip of the cucumber penetrated her sphincter and began to stretch it wider and wider. Suddenly the whole length of the green shaft was sliding into her, forcing her entrails to accommodate its intimidating dimensions. 

	I'll burst, I can't take it, she thought. But, of course, she could and revelled as it stuffed her to its fullest extent. Helen bent forwards and tenderly kissed Alice's raw breasts and then her gag-stretched lips. She began to thrust with her hips, slowly at first but with greater speed as her own desire overwhelmed her; reaming out Alice's rectum with the phallic vegetable, grinding it against the bulk of the parsnip which filled her pussy, exciting her clitoris with its intolerable exquisite pressure. Surrendering to joyful lust they climaxed together as only girlings could, accompanied by cheers and applause which filled the tent.

	 


Six

	Alice awoke with a start, lifting her head from the warm pillow of Helen's breasts. Her own breasts and bottom still simmered and her insides ached, but nonetheless she had been perfectly comfortable. After their acclaimed performance Bezique had given them extra blankets and they had gone to the foot of their master's bed tired but happy. Now there was a commotion outside growing louder by the moment. Shouts and clatters and the whinnies of disturbed horses.

	'What the deuce ...? ' Bezique murmured, then cursed and threw off his blankets.

	Crib burst into the tent without ceremony. 'Sir, sir, the camp's on fire!'

	Bezique was already hauling on his breeches. 'Where man?'

	'The outer fence, I think, sir. The far side over there...'

	The two men ran outside, leaving Alice and Helen alone. Through the open tent flaps they could see a flickering orange glow growing steadily brighter. The waft of cool night air was replaced by a billow of wood smoke which set them coughing. Helen jerked anxiously on the chain that linked her collar to the bed. 'If the fire reaches us and we can't get out…'

	'Then we'll drag the bed along with us,' Alice said. 'Just sit tight and don't worry. They won't forget us. Anyway they'll probably have it put out in no time.' 

	The smoke grew thicker and the fire glow brighter. A cry went up: 'Form a bucket chain! Use the girlings! To the river ... Open the gate ... Move, move!'

	'I think we're about to be drafted into the auxiliary fire service,' Helen said. 'What happened to: "they'll probably have it put out in no time"?'

	'Well, I said they wouldn't forget us...'

	Crib, his face streaked with soot, stumbled back into the tent, snatched up their tether chains and unlocked them.

	'Now you get ready to haul water like you've never done before!' he told them grimly, as he caught them by the wrists and dragged them outside. The camp was a confused mass of running men, most only half-dressed, wreaths of smoke, the cries of girlings and distant neighing horses. Crib raced them along towards the gate nearest the river to join a growing stream of girlings being herded in the same direction. As they ran out through the gate on to the dew-damp grass, a shirt-sleeved man holding buckets in each hand was standing before them shouting at the sentries, 'We'll watch over them! Is that all the village girlings? We need all of them to make the chain reach the river!'

	'Yes, I think so!' a sentry bawled back.

	'Then get the rest of the line formed inside!' the man shouted, and the sentry turned away. He looked at the girlings. 'Move! Down to the river all of you. Quickly!'

	Obedient to the voice of command, they stumbled off across the field in a milling throng. It was only then that Alice felt the first shiver of uncertainty. The man had specifically asked if they were all of the 'village' girlings. And, if they were meant to form a bucket chain to fight the fire, why was he not stringing them out in a line as they went? Just then the man with the buckets deliberately tossed them away. 'Faster, faster!' he commanded - a new edge in his voice. Smaller figures were appearing out of the night on either side of the hurrying mass of girlings and began swishing encouraging sticks across bobbing rumps. 

	'Straight on! Faster!' they called.

	Animals? Alice thought in a daze. 

	A girling called out as though in sudden recognition, 'Master ... Is that you?'

	A waft of spilled oil came to Alice as shouts of bafflement and anger rose up from the fort. She looked back over her shoulder to see the gate they had just exited was now, inexplicably, ablaze. More animals stood by a shallow ford in the river shouting, 'Cross here! This way quickly!'

	They splashed through the knee-deep water and then plunged into the gloom of the woods beyond. Alice caught hold of Helen's hand to be sure they weren't separated and then had to turn all her attention to avoiding low-hanging branches and treacherous snagging roots. After perhaps half a mile of this, a halt was called and the ragged line of gasping, confused girlings came to a stop in a small glade.

	'Close up ... Quiet!' the commands came, and they did so. Rapidly, animals worked their way along the line, threading a long chain through their collar rings to form a coffle. Alice kept tight hold of Helen's hand and she took her place in the file immediately behind her.

	'Now follow on,' they were told. 'Go steady and silent!'

	The next hours merged into a blur of scratching brushwood, stumbling over tussock grass, slithering down earthy banks and padding along sunken tree-lined pathways like a column of ghosts, as they were led through the deepest parts of the woods. After a while Alice got the impression that they were slowly making a circle round to the left. But, whatever their course, those leading them did so with the certainty that came of careful planning and intimate knowledge of the terrain. Though Alice had caught no more than a glimpse of a few shadowy faces, this fact alone confirmed their identity. With breathtaking audacity and determination, the people of Margrave had snatched their girlings back from the invaders.

	*  * *

	Dawn light was flushing the sky when they came upon the hideaway. A mound of massive boulders, shaggy with moss and lichen, lay tumbled between the great trees of the wood. Animals pulled aside a holly bush that had appeared solidly rooted in the base of the pile to expose a dark and narrow cleft. The coffle of girlings squeezed through to find it opened out on the other side into a sizeable space enclosed by rock walls. More holly boughs had been artfully jammed into the rocks to roof the space over, but enough light penetrated for them to see that a bedding of moss and dry leaves had been laid on the floor. There was also a pile of blankets, baskets of fruit, cheese and bread, and buckets for water and waste. The ends of the coffle line were padlocked to stakes already hammered into the ground and the girlings sank down with relief, realising their woodland trek had ended.

	Alice looked at Helen slumped by her side. She was scratched, sweat streaked and bedraggled. 'You OK?' she asked.

	'I think so. Does this sort of thing happen very often down here?'

	Alice considered for a moment. 'It does, actually.'

	Among the handful of animals left in charge of them was the badger Alice had seen leading the delegation the other day. Alice was sure there had been more when they started, together with at least one human, but the others must have slipped away during the night. She could reason out why. If a curfew was in force in Margrave, they would have to be back in their houses before those at the fort had put out the fire, worked out what had happened and gone looking for the likely perpetrators. Those left watching over them must be residents of outlying houses or farms, whose absence was not so likely to be confirmed, at least for some hours.

	'You will stay here until they stop searching for you,' the badger told them. 'We'll keep you fed and watered. Meanwhile, be good girlings and you'll be back with your masters as soon as possible.'

	Some of the girlings were openly crying in relief, while others dragged themselves over to the food and water and began to eat hungrily. The badger went down the line until he stopped in front of a particular girling who threw herself at his feet. He patted her head and exchanged a few quiet words with her, then moved on. The touching sight brought a lump to Alice's throat and the prick of tears to the back of her eyes. To know you belonged to somebody, to find your proper place. That goal still eluded her. Yet, if her place was not to be found in a world such as this, where else was there to look? 

	Helen had gathered up a blanket and an apple each for them, and they huddled down together to a strange but most welcome breakfast.

	'I thought you said girlings were the lowest level in the social order here,' Helen said as they ate.

	'They are,' Alice replied.

	'So why have these animals gone to so much trouble to rescue them? Are girlings worth a lot of money?'

	Alice thought of the girling falling at the badger's feet. Even a bond first enforced by chains could grow into a mutual need that bridged the species, but she was not sure Helen would understand quite yet. She contented herself with saying, 'Because there comes a point when you will do anything to keep things the way they are ... and because Underland is a mad place.'

	It meant something more as well, but she was too tired to try to fathom out what right now. With Helen's head resting on her shoulder she fell asleep. They awoke to find it was mid-afternoon. They ate a more substantial meal and cleaned themselves up as well as the primitive facilities all9wed. The other girlings were still sleeping, or else conversing in low voices. There was a lingering air of disbelief hanging over them, as though they still could not quite believe they had escaped. Alice wondered how long they would have to remain hidden. Was there any way of finding out how the war was going?

	She cared little about the Queen, but if the royal palace was threatened then Valerie and Atheling might be in danger. A hamster was working his way along the line taking the girlings' names so their masters would know they were safe. 

	When he got to them, Alice explained, 'We have no master. We were in training at Muscardinus's place when the attack came and the Alliance soldiers took us. But we're very grateful that you saved us along with your own girlings.'

	'Yes, thank you,' Helen said.

	'Well, I'll take your names anyway,' the hamster said.

	'You won't be going back to Muscardinus's after this is over, that's for sure. The coward and his men all ran off. And good riddance to them all!'

	'Yes, Master. Well, she's called Helen and I'm Alice.'

	'Master, she's not just any Alice,' a girling several places down the line said suddenly.

	Alice twisted round to stare at her. It was the girling from the caltrop game in Muscardinus's training yard, across whose perky pointed breasts her own had been dragged to disgorge their painful cargo. She was looking excited and eager to unburden herself.

	'What do you mean, girling?' the hamster demanded.

	'She's Alice Brown, Master,' she said proudly. 'The Alice Brown.'

	The other girlings were all staring at Alice now, nudging and pointing as realisation dawned. Alice blushed. So this was what being a celebrity felt like. She smiled uncertainly at the hamster.

	'You may have seen my face on a poster,' she admitted.

	The hamster gazed at her first in surprise, then apparent dismay. Uncertainly he stepped away and conversed with one of his fellows. After a minute, the other hurried out. Meanwhile, the other girlings were plying Alice with questions. How long had she been part of the revolution? Did she really escape from execution by turning into a bird? Where had she been since? Was the Queen really as mad as the stories made out? 

	'They'll be asking for your autograph next,' Helen said above the excited babble.

	Alice had told the story of her adventure three times and was still answering questions when the badger, with a grave-looking stoat and squirrel at his heels, entered the hideout. They were all brandishing bamboo canes and, oddly, sprigs of holly, while from a bag he was carrying the badger drew out cuffs and a length of rope. Without a word they freed one end of the coffle chain and ran it back through collar rings until they reached Alice. 

	The other girlings looked surprised and Alice asked, 'What are you doing, Masters?'

	'Be quiet, girling,' the badger said. 'Don't give us any trouble.'

	'Why should I, Master?' Alice asked, genuinely puzzled.

	But the animals did not answer: They cuffed her hands before her, tied a rope about the links and threw it over one of the supporting branches that had been wedged across the top of their shelter. Pulling the end down lifted her arms above her head. The watching girlings stirred uneasily, confusion and concern showing on their faces. Alice accepted the binding passively, some instinct telling her this was not the time to resist. She did not want to fall out with the animals when she was sure that, fundamentally, they must all be on the same side. 

	Helen was not so reticent. 'What are you doing to her?' she demanded.

	'None of your business, girling,' said the badger.

	'It is my business. She's my friend!'

	'If she is so close to her, perhaps she should be tried as well,' the squirrel said.

	'Tried?' Alice wondered.

	'You may be right. Tie her as well.'

	The animals loosed Helen from the coffle and bound her in the same way so she stood beside Alice. Then they pulled their legs apart and thrust the bushy sprays of holly up into their pussies and anuses until the glossy spiked leaves looked as though they were growing out of their bodies. Alice and Helen gasped as the spines pricked the flesh of their inner thighs and buttocks, and were forced to stand with their legs bowed wide to minimise the pain, which put extra strain on their arms. When the animals were satisfied that their captives were secured, the badger stood before them while the squirrel and stoat placed themselves to one side. All three held their canes at the ready. 

	'You will speak when we command and suffer whatever judgement we pass upon you,' the badger warned Alice gravely.

	'Why are you afraid of me?' Alice asked bluntly.

	'We're not afraid of you, girling,' the badger snapped back.

	'Then why go to all this trouble?'

	'Because we have to decide what to do with you,' the squirrel said.

	'What do you mean?' Alice demanded. 'Is this some sort of trial? Just the three of you?"

	'If circumstances had been different you would now be facing the full council of Margrave,' the badger told her solemnly. 'As it is, we have taken the responsibility upon ourselves, because we must decide quickly.'

	'Decide what?'

	'First, whether to publicly punish you as a warning to all other girlings!' the stoat said, swishing his cane meaningfully. Alice grasped this piece of twisted Underland logic with relief and gave it a further tweak to her advantage. 

	'Leaving aside the question of what I would be punished for, going public right now is not exactly practical as it would sort of give away the fact that you were the people who stole the girlings back from the Alliance, which would be a really dumb idea, don't you think?'

	The stoat blinked uncertainly, tried to think of some suitable reply, realised he was in the wrong and angrily swung his cane across Alice's buttocks, driving holly spines into her as it struck. Alice yelped as the bamboo etched a scarlet weal into her flesh, but blinked back her tears and said, 'What was that for?'

	'For nothing!' the stoat replied angrily.

	'So I'm here to be punished for nothing,' Alice said. 'I'm glad we got that sorted out.'

	'Be quiet, girling!' the badger said.

	'Alice! My name is Alice Brown! Here and now I'm not just any other girling, because you've singled me out. You've made this personal so at least use my name - oww!'

	The badger had slashed his bamboo across the under curves of her breasts. The heavy orbs bounced and heaved with quivering resilience, a flaring red score blossoming across their pale fullness. 

	'Are you afraid of using my name?' Alice gasped. 'Just what have you got against me - ahhh!'

	The stoat had landed another blow on her behind.

	'She can't speak for herself if you keep hitting her!'

	Helen shouted. 'It's not fair! It's - it's what Queen Redheart would do!'

	'How dare you compare us with that monster!' the badger roared, turning on her. The squirrel repeatedly brought his cane down on Helen's bottom until it was burning in sympathy with Alice's. But Helen would not be silenced. 'Awww! Then prove me wrong ... Ugh! Prove her wrong ... Eek! Use her name ... oww! Cowards!'

	The watching girlings were murmuring unhappily, several shaking their heads.

	'Wait, stop!' the badger cried. 'We're being fools. We're not afraid of her name.'

	For a moment the other two animals looked doubtful, distracted by the now rosy pair of posteriors arrayed before them. Alice twisted her head round to look at Helen's tear-streaked but resolute face. 'Thank you,' she whispered. 

	The badger made an effort to speak calmly. 'Our other choice, Alice Brown, was to hand you over to the Queen in the hope that she would accept it as proof of our loyalty and cease persecuting Margrave.'

	'Maybe a bit late for that,' Alice said.

	'We know. This was a possibility considered before the invasion, should you have returned to Margrave.'

	'So you can't make an example of me and can't hand me over,' Alice summarised. 'Makes all this seem a bit pointless, doesn't it?' She read the flicker of uncertainty in their faces and began to understand. Though they had successfully liberated their girlings, their village was still occupied and their land at war. If the House of Redheart fell, they would face the whim of new rulers. If Redheart survived they would be no better off. There would be a desire to take out their frustrations on any convenient target. And who more convenient than a girling? But what did they actually have against her? 

	'Can I know what I'm being accused of?' Alice asked.

	'Even the Queen told me the charges, and she's crazy.'

	'Don't you realise what you've done, girl?' the stoat said.

	'I wouldn't be asking if l did. Tell me.'

	'Firstly, you escaped from the Queen's justice in such a manner that it increased her suspicions of revolutionary activity,' the badger said. 'Because of that, Margrave suffered.'

	'I escaped to save my life after a travesty of a trial found me guilty,' Alice countered. 'I seem to remember it was a bunch of animal jurors who were too scared of the Queen to bring in a fair verdict.'

	The stoat slashed his cane across her rear, adding another blaze to its growing collection.

	She sobbed back at him, 'You can't seriously blame me for not wanting to die! Or were you or your friends on the jury and now want to find an excuse for not doing what was right?' She saw the expression on his face and realised her chance shot had struck home. 'That's right, isn't it? And now you're trying to cover up!'

	Flustered, the stoat hit her again, sending a shiver through her buttocks.

	'Does that make you feel any better?' Alice said, fighting to keep her voice steady despite the pain. 

	'Your actions did cause the Queen to garrison Margrave because you were trained here,' the badger persisted.

	'More of her screwiness,' Alice retorted. 'There were kings in my world who cut the head off anybody who brought them bad news. Was that sane? Why not accuse me of deliberately starting the war while you're about it? Look, I'm sorry you've had a bad time, but in the end I'm not responsible for your Queen's actions. If you really can't stand her then join the revolution or support the Alliance.'

	'We have already suffered enough persecution because of Ory Cuniculus's revolutionary activities,' the badger said bitterly.

	'Because he's found the courage to resist her,' Alice said.

	'Can you say the same? You can't moan about the Queen making your lives miserable yet condemn people who try to stop her. Check your own consciences out before you go laying the blame on others.'

	As they hesitated, Alice pressed home her advantage. 'Unless there are any other charges, I think that's it. There's a war going on out there. Soon you may have a different ruling family and a whole new set of problems. Is this the time for finding scapegoats?'

	The stoat spoke up again. 'There is one other charge, girling. Because of your activities, our girlings are talking of you as some sort of heroine. They may get ideas above their proper station. That we cannot allow.' 

	They heard several girlings draw in their breath while the other animals nodded sternly. Alice blinked. She got the feeling that to them this was actually the most serious charge of all because it represented a threat to their fundamental way of life. That explained everything, but was there an angle there she could exploit? Perhaps... 

	'I can't help what other girlings think of me,' Alice said carefully. 'I'm just me. I didn't set out to become some sort of slave icon.'

	'But you are,' the badger insisted. 'You've done things no other girling has ever done in Underland.'

	'Self-preservation and luck,' Alice countered. 'At heart I'm just another girling.'

	'No you're not, you're different!' the stoat shouted, and the others nodded in vigorous agreement. 

	Got them! Alice thought. She took a deep breath. 'If I'm different then I'm not a girling, and in that case you're holding me here illegally, because only girlings can be treated as slaves in Underland, right? As you've just agreed I'm not a girling, therefore I can't be judged as one so you must let me go right now, since you have no lawful power over me. If you change your minds and say I'm still a girling, you've got to explain how I did all those things you said girlings had never done before. The only way to do that is to accept that all girlings are equally capable of such things, in which case what good will punishing me do because, by your own logic, I'm no different than the rest? Ipso facto, QED, case dismissed, I win both ways!'

	It was all mad word-play logic as Alice knew full well, but this was Underland and here such nonsense could carry an argument. After all, madness was practically a cornerstone of society. Another was the need animals had for the company of girlings...

	'Masters,' she said before they could come up with some counter to her argument, 'there is a very easy way to prove I'm no threat to you, or Margrave, or relations between masters and girlings.'

	'How?' the badger asked cautiously.

	'Screw me.'

	'What?'

	'Copulate, poke, roger, fuck, sodomise, bugger me! Do I have to spell it out? I'm a submissive girling and you've had me tied up for ages with my bum at the ready. I've even had a nice beating to warm me up, but no sex! Since when is that normal behaviour for Underlanders? I know you want to get back between the legs of your own girlings, but I'm here right now and I'm sure they'd understand.'

	Alice felt her body responding to her own lewd words but the animals only stared at her, seemingly unable to cope with her unexpected offer.

	'You can have me too,' Helen added, 'for a bit of variety.'

	The animals gaped at each other in confusion.

	Alice turned to Helen and said loudly, 'Do you suppose they're still frightened of me?'

	'Maybe the trauma of being invaded has made them all impotent?' Helen wondered.

	'Or perhaps they weren't up to it in the first place - ahhh!'

	The stoat had yanked the holly spray out of her, taken hold of her buttocks which were just low enough for him to reach, drawn them apart and rammed his hard pizzle into the dark starburst of her anus. The squirrel was likewise pumping into Helen's rear. The badger, a little larger and better endowed than his fellow animals, pulled the holly from Alice's pubes, grasped her about the waist and thrust his prong into her cleft which accepted it eagerly.

	Alice gasped and grunted as his furry belly thudded against her, feeling the badger working off his frustrations inside her with every thrust. Happily she gave herself over to that state of simple passionate response that only a true girling ever knew. Beside her, the squirrel expelled his passion inside Helen's bowels and withdrew his glistening shaft from the sucking mouth of her anus. The stoat, already reviving from his first spend in Alice, squared up to the now vacant orifice and pushed his rod inside . . .

	Alice saw the faces of the girlings in front of her relax in relief as their masters proved she was just one of them. A while later the three animals were sprawled on the ground at peace with the world. Alice and Helen were still bound, but their lovemouth now pouted redly and the pits of their anuses gaped from use. Tiny rivulets of sperm trickled down their thighs.

	Alice forced herself to rise above her normal post-coital drowse. She had to clinch her victory by dispelling any lingering doubts the animals might have. 'Masters,' she said gently, 'think about it. Did the stories about me ever make your girlings less obedient, or was it just exciting gossip they liked to pass along? Isn't the fear all in your own minds? I'm not trying to incite girlings to revolt against their masters, because, as you now know, I have the same needs. If they're slaves by nature like me, then this is where they belong. I'm only against people like the Queen who've turned discipline into cruelty, and that's a threat to all of us who want Underland to go on as it was before. The bond between master and slave is built on honest domination and willing submission. Treat your girlings fairly and you've nothing to worry about.'

	The animals looked at each other thoughtfully for a moment, then nodded in agreement, while the rest of the girlings hugged each other and blew Alice kisses. 'Are you sure you shouldn't be studying law instead of English?' Helen murmured.

	They had just taken Alice and Helen down but not yet returned them to the coffle, when the hamster burst in.

	'Alliance soldiers coming through the woods this way!' he gasped.

	'They must not find the girlings!' the badger said determinedly.

	'Perhaps we can lure them away in another direction, Masters,' Alice suggested. 'They're looking for animals and girlings, so if they see a couple of us they should follow.

	It'll be dark soon and we can give them the slip. You must know these woods better than they do. Take Helen and me as decoys.'

	The animals looked at each other then back at Alice.

	'We'll do it!' said the badger.

	The badger, stoat and squirrel led Alice and Helen by the ropes still tied to their wrist cuffs away from the hideout and towards the advancing soldiers.

	'Sorry. I've sort of volunteered you,' Alice said to Helen.

	Helen smiled. 'Actually you volunteered us all, but never mind.'

	There was movement ahead of them and a shout went up. The soldiers had seen them. Their ropes jerked and they were off at right angles to the path that led to the hideout. There was a crack as a musket was fired but it must have just been a warning shot because nothing came close to them. Alice consoled herself with the thought they would not risk harming girlings they had evidently been searching for so assiduously. They pounded on, hearing the occasional crash of brushwood and angry cry from their pursuers, kept at a safe distance by the sure woodcraft of the animals. The most the soldiers could see of their quarry, Alice suspected, were her and Helen's bare behinds twinkling elusively through the trees ahead of them. The light filtering through the leafy canopy high above was dimming. Soon it would be dark and they would never catch them. The trees thinned and they emerged on to the banks of a wide river.

	'Over the bridge and we'll be away,' the badger panted, heading off to the left.

	They rounded a bend only to shrink back into the bushes. A fine wooden bridge did indeed span the river ahead of them, but it was guarded by half-a-dozen Alliance soldiers. 

	The stoat considered the fast-flowing waters and the gathering gloom. 'We can swim it,' he said, 'but what about the girlings?'

	'We can swim in our collars if you take our cuffs off,' Alice assured him.

	The ropes were untied and the badger reached into his waistcoat pocket, then his face fell. He patted his other pockets and groaned. 'I've lost the keys!'

	From further down the riverbank came the tramp of their pursuers' boots getting even closer.

	'We'll stay here, you get away,' Alice said firmly. 'We'll be all right. Come back for us when it's safe.'

	'You're very brave girlings,' the stoat said. 'I wish I owned you.'

	The animals threw off their clothes and slid down the bank and into the swirling water. The last Alice saw of them were three bobbing heads before she and Helen had slipped back into the trees away from the river, trying to make as little sound as possible. Alice held her breath, fearing a fusillade of shots that would signal the animals had been spotted, but none came. Soon the sounds of pursuit diminished and the quiet of the woods enfolded them.

	'I'm beginning to see how much life in Underland is like the original Alice stories,' Helen whispered as they picked their way through the gathering gloom.

	'None of this happened in any of them,' Alice pointed out.

	'I don't mean the exact events we've experienced; I mean the structure of it all. A series of episodic encounters. Just as we seem to be settling into a routine, something unexpected happens and we're off again.'

	'I think it's called having an adventure,' Alice said wryly.

	'That's what I was wishing for when I first met the White Rabbit.'

	'Then your wish was granted.'

	'It wasn't your wish, though.'

	'No, but I wouldn't have missed it for the world.'

	'We have to find somewhere to shelter,' Alice said. 'We don't know how long it'll be before the animals'll come back for us.'

	'But we mustn't go too far or they won't be able to find us,' Helen pointed out.

	'I know, but we can't stay too close either with that bridge being patrolled.' Alice peered about at the thickening shadows. 'The trouble is it's easy to get lost in Underland even in the daytime without any sun to give you a sense of direction.'

	Helen frowned up at the greying slivers of pearly sky visible through the overhanging branches. 'There's really no sun? I thought it had just been overcast for the last few days.'

	'No sun,' Alice confirmed. 'I don't know why, but it seems somehow right. Time doesn't pass here in the same way as back home. Events occur; things rearrange themselves but that's not the same. I don't even think people get old.'

	'Really?' Helen said, her eyes widening as the implication dawned on her. 

	'I know. Would that include us? Pretty mega idea, isn't it?'

	'Is that a light?' Helen said.

	A slight rise of ground to one side of their path was capped by a dense hawthorn thicket. A few stray glimmers shone through its lowest branches. 

	'It's very neat,' Helen observed as they got closer.

	'Almost as though it was deliberately planted.'

	They walked round the little knoll, but the hawthorn hedge on its crest appeared unbroken. Climbing up to it they tried to peer through the thorny tangle. From this angle more light could be seen, but it was curiously diffuse. 

	'I think it's hollow inside,' Alice said. She got down on her knees and shuffled along the base of the hedge until she came to a slightly wider gap between the stems. 'We can get through here.'

	'Is it worth it?' Helen wondered.

	'Won't know until we try.'

	Alice wormed her way into the hedge, hampered by her cuffed hands, scraping her breasts on the ground and being scratched by thorns. With a final wiggle she was through and looked about her.

	'You've got to see this!' she called back to Helen.

	With grunts and curses as thorns stabbed her, Helen followed after Alice and clambered to her feet. 'Oh... my!' she exclaimed.

	The hedge enclosed a glade about the size of a tennis court, which descended in a series of small terraces to a tiny sunken lawn at its centre. Lining the terraces were clustered mushrooms, toadstools and fungi of every description. Dotted between them, like the lampposts of a model town, were taller specimens with softly glowing bulbous heads. There were impudent phallic growths, flat caps, conical caps, inverted cups, brackets and round tops. From basic pinks and browns they shaded into livid orange, deep purple and psychedelic mixes of red, white and yellow polka dots. 

	'Is it natural or deliberate?' Helen wondered. 

	'Hard to know in Underland. But it's shelter of sorts and we could sleep on that patch of grass.'

	They picked their way carefully down the terraces, not wanting to tread on the bizarre growths, until they stood on the grass. There was no sign of life and the still air was heavy with the musky-sweet aroma of mushrooms. 

	'Think any of them are edible?' Helen asked.

	'I wouldn't risk it. Underland fungi can be powerful stuff. Remember what happened to my namesake in the book.'

	'You mean, they can really change your size?' Helen asked doubtfully.

	'I know it seems crazy, but so-called "magic potions" really work here. That's how I escaped from the White Rabbit. He had a secret supply of shrinking mixture. Actually, that might be one way of getting these cuffs off, unless we can find some tools.'

	'Well, I don't see any here. Looks like we're stuck with mushrooms. Fantastic colours, though. I mean, look at that big one over there. Purple with green polka dots! Have you ever seen anything like it?'

	'Where?' Alice wondered. 'No, that's purple and orange. What's wrong with your eyes? Now that tartan one, that's really something!'

	'Well, what about the shapes?' Helen said. 'Those up there are like flowers. Incredible!' She looked round and sniggered. 'And look at these two!'

	Alice turned about. In the middle of the grass behind them, two glistening pink and blatantly phallic fungi thrust their shafts out of the ground. Their heads were bulbous and glowing red, and they even had two suggestive egg-like bulges at the base of their shafts. Alice blinked. She was almost certain the two protuberances had not been there a minute earlier. Perhaps mushrooms grew more quickly in Underland?

	Helen was kneeling beside the strange growths sniffing them like a dog. 'What's that smell? Sort of male and musky. God, it's exciting! It's making me juicy. I could really do with a good hard cock inside me right now!'

	Alice frowned. 'It's not a cock.'

	'Does it matter? It looks like a cock, smells like a cock; I bet it screws like a cock!'

	Muzzily, Alice thought that was not the way Helen usually spoke, but she agreed with the sentiment. The heavy aroma emanating from the glistening prongs was arousing. Her nipples had popped up and her cunt was pouting wetly. But she foresaw a problem. 'Mushrooms are soft. They'll break if we try to screw with them.'

	Helen nuzzled the prong in front of her, licking the shaft hungrily, and then brushing it from side to side with her head. The fungi sprang back resiliently. 

	'Not these,' Helen said and giggled.

	She stood up, bestrode the impudent excrescence and squatted down, the wet pink mouth of her cleft gaping wide to receive it. The shaft slid into her, making her stomach bulge as it filled her passage to its limits. In the pallid light of the garden, Alice could actually see the glow of the mushroom head nestling inside Helen's pussy through the flesh of her navel.

	'Ohhh ... that's good!' Helen gasped, her eyes rolling upwards in ecstasy.

	She began to rock backwards and forwards, riding the living phallus, the red glow pulsing up and down inside her. Alice licked her lips and squatted down on the other mushroom, impaling herself on its erect shaft. Yes, it was incredible, she thought dizzily, as the length of it slid up her, warming her insides as it went. Who needed men around when you had these? Her very skin felt alive. She was aware of every blade of grass and leaf in the glade in perfect detail. Could she grow these mushroom dildos back home?

	Helen's enraptured face came towards her and they kissed, their tongues intertwining, as they rocked to and fro, joy dribbling from their sopping pussies on to the grass. Everything that needed to be expressed at that moment could be done with their mouths, both those currently conjoined and their mute but equally eloquent sisters between their legs.

	They came with violent spasms, clenching their phallic mounts as though trying to suck the life from them. Exhausted, they toppled on to their sides on the warm grass, the wonderfully pliant mushroom shafts still inside them, laughing into each other's face. Then Helen closed her eyes and seemed to fall asleep. And why not? Alice thought, as she felt a pleasant numbness seeping through her own body. The grass was warm and very, very soft. Only she was sure it had been green when they first saw it but was now a deep blue ...no, she was wrong, it was purple. Oh, it was pink now. And the trees were blue and the sky was green. Wasn't Underland a wonderful place...?

	 


Seven

	Alice was climbing up a long, dark shaft towards a glimmer of light far above her. Was this the tunnel in the oak tree that led home? But as hard as she climbed the light was no nearer. Why was she going home anyway? She had unfinished business in Underland. There was the war and the rescued girlings and Helen ... Helen? Where was she? They'd been in the mushroom garden and then ... and then?

	The light at the end of the shaft suddenly rushed towards her bringing with it touch and taste and smell and all the adjuncts of consciousness. Then she was sitting up and coughing and blinking in the cold light of reality once more. And it was cold light; a soft white luminance. She blinked, trying to focus. Where was she? It was a large cell lined with some soft downy material. Three walls were solid and one barred. Helen was sprawled beside her, still unconscious. A hobble chain now linked her ankles. Alice realised her ankles were similarly constrained. She noticed Helen's collar was different to the one the Alliance blacksmith had put on her. She felt her own collar, realising as she did so that her cuffs were gone. Yes, hers had also been changed. Whose prisoners were they now?

	Her pussy pulsed with the residue of its recent exertions. Those cock-shaped mushrooms! She thought shamefully. She should have known better.

	Helen stirred and opened her eyes. Alice helped her sit upright.

	'Ohh, my head!' Helen groaned, pressing her hands to her temples. She blinked at Alice hazily. 'What happened? The last thing I remember was . . .' Embarrassment replaced confusion. 'Did - did we really do it with those ridiculous mushrooms?'

	"Fraid so. That was an Underland-type trap. We were drugged. Something in the air, or the mushrooms themselves...' She broke off. She had just noticed that a large number 'five' was stencilled neatly on Helen's sternum. 

	Helen was frowning at Alice in turn. 'Do you know you've got an "eight" painted on your chest?' she said. 

	'You're number five. Looks like our IDs have been sorted out already.'

	'We didn't stay free for long, did we? Is that the way it usually happens here?'

	'It is, rather,' Alice admitted.

	'So where are we now?'

	'Girling quarters of some sort, I guess. Don't know whose. I'm a stranger here myself. Sorry.'

	Helen forced a smile. 'There you go apologising again. It's not your fault.' 

	'I was the one who got us into the garden,'

	'Only after I pointed out how odd it looked.' Helen passed a dry tongue over her lips. 'Is there anything to drink here?'

	Alice looked around and saw that the cell had features she had not noticed before. There was a recessed section at the back with a round lid set into a low shelf that suggested a toilet, while hanging on the outside of the bars was a large upended bottle from the lower end of which a curving spout poked into the cell. Not trusting her legs yet, she shuffled over to it and cautiously put her lips to the spout. It was fresh water. Taking turns, they both drank eagerly.

	'At least it seems whoever owns this place means to take proper care of us,' Alice said, when they were both refreshed.

	'Like you do with a hamster in a cage,' Helen pointed out. 

	'Except in Underland it's hamsters who keep girlings in cages,' Alice replied with a wry grin.

	They pressed their faces to the bars and peered through them. The white light came from a row of globes, looking rather like frosted glass that hung from the ceiling of a corridor with doors at each end, which ran down the middle of what appeared to be a row of cells similar to their own. They could only see clearly into the cell directly opposite, which contained another pair of girlings.

	Suddenly Helen drew back from the bars with a gasp. 'Look at them!'

	They were tall and elegant, one with auburn hair, the other honey blonde. This was evident not only from the stiff manes on their heads that cascaded down their backs, but also from the matching tail plumes that stood out proudly over their firm rounded buttocks. Their legs were equally shapely, but no longer human. Instead of ankles they had fetlocks, pasterns and translucent pink hooves. But the most shocking thing about them was that they had no arms. Their shoulders ended in smooth round fleshy hemispheres above the hollows of their exposed armpits. It made them look disturbingly vulnerable. 

	'Who could do something like that?' Helen whispered in disgust.

	'Somebody who wanted a couple of real ponygirlings, I suppose,' Alice said simply. 'There are girlings like them in Redheart Palace. More of the Joker's tricks. They still had arms, though, tied behind them. But I suppose you don't need arms for racing or pulling carriages, so apparently they're trying them without. They do look sleeker that way.'

	'How can you speak about it so coldly?'

	Alice blinked at Helen's accusing tone. 'Sorry, this must be more of a shock to you. It's just the way they think here. I'm used to it. Remember, if what's been done to them is the result of a potion then it can be reversed easier than you could dye your hair. I changed into a bird and back, which was even more extreme. I know it looks bad but it's not permanent, all right?' 

	Helen gulped, still looking deeply distressed. 'So, this place might belong to the Joker?'

	'Possibly, though we're a long way from the Palace. Mushrooms are a big part of potions down here, of course. Or it might just be somebody who owns a pair of his ponygirls. I don't know.'

	'So what happens next?'

	'I think we're about to find out,' Alice said.

	A bolt had been thrown back and the door nearest them swung open. With an odd soft shuffling sound, a bizarre figure appeared. Helen gasped in surprise while Alice momentarily thought she was still under the influence of whatever hallucinogenic magic mushroom dust they had inhaled. Then she reminded herself that this was Underland, where a giant blue caterpillar wearing a white lab coat was more likely to be real than not. Suddenly Alice realised who it was, though she had never expected to meet him like this. 'I suppose we had to run into him sooner or later,' she said. 'Didn't think he'd be quite so big, though.'

	The caterpillar stood a little taller than she did, was pale blue in colour and had a human face with an oversized nose and protuberant chin. His lower four pairs of legs resembled the normal caterpillar stumps, but his upper pair were humanlike arms ending in large, dextrous-looking hands. He carried the top half of his body erect and it was over this that he wore the lab coat, which was fitted with numerous pockets from which protruded the ends of unidentifiable pieces of equipment. He came up their cell moving almost silently on his rippling lower legs, and peered at them through a pair of pince-nez that perched precariously on the bridge of his huge nose.  

	'Awake at last, are you, eight and five? And about time, you've slept all night.' His manner was both vague and irritable.

	'I'm Alice; this is Helen,' Alice said angrily. 'We're not numbers. Why have you shut us up in here?'

	'I am Doctor Smerinthus Ocellatus,' he declared, as though his name was all the justification required. 

	'Should we know you?' Alice asked.

	He blinked as though genuinely surprised. 'I suppose as mere girlings your ignorance can be excused. All you need know is that I have a particular use for your kind and a dislike of trespassers. Really, you have only yourselves to blame by succumbing to your natural lusts, and so now you will help advance my research.'

	'What research?' Alice asked, though she had a sinking suspicion that she already knew the answer.

	'Into transmogrification, morphoses and permutation, of course,' Smerinthus declared grandly, hooking his thumbs into his lapels and striking a pose. 'I am Underland's premier Metatransubstitutionalmorphologist!'

	'So, you made them over there?' Helen said, pointing to the cage opposite where the two ponygirls were now standing pressed close to the bars watching the exchange with interest.

	'Of course. One of my most popular creations,' Smerinthus said proudly.

	'You mean you get a kick out of playing Doctor Moreau and treating living things like they were made of modelling clay,' Alice translated. 'You're no better than the Joker.' 

	Smerinthus started so violently that his pince-nez flew off and dangled on the end of their cord. 'Misere – that pretentious harlfquin!' he roared, his cheeks flushing purple and eyes bulging. 'I was mutating girlings before he knew an alembic from a crucible! That ungrateful upstart was once my pupil, but how did he repay me? By stealing some of my most subtle formulas!' The force of his anger made them shrink away from the bars. 'But I'll show him!' Smerinthus continued. 'One day there'll be a reckoning. Then all will know who is the subtlest practitioner of transformation in Underland!'

	This self-centredness riled Alice. 'What about the war? The house of Redheart may fall and the Joker might go with them.'

	'The war? Fhaw! What do I care about that? Whoever rules will still need my services, and there are always private commissions for special potions. Even Misere might find employment amid the less discerning. But you'll see. His days are numbered as my work grows ever more refined.' He rubbed his hands almost gleefully. 'That is the great purpose in which you will serve!'

	Yes, serving as lab animals to an obsessive nut, Alice thought with a shiver.

	Helen had gone pale. 'If you must experiment on living things, why can't you do it on rats, or white mice or fruit flies?' she asked.

	Smerinthus recovered his dangling pince-nez so he could stare through them down his nose at her. 'Why? Because I know many rats and mice who have strong views about such things, of course, and fruit flies are notoriously unreliable. Girlings are much more suitable, and nobody cares if they are inconvenienced.'

	'We do!' Alice said.

	'But what you think does not count, does it?' Smerinthus pointed out, then gave a little chuckle. 'Besides, experimenting on girlings is much more entertaining and I have so little time for recreation. So I combine my work with my hobby. Who would begrudge a great mind his diversions, eh? You should be proud to advance the great science of Metatransubstitutionalmorphology!'

	Mad, mean and manic, Alice thought. About Underland standard in other words.

	'Enough talk,' Smerinthus said. 'One day you will boast that you gave your bodies to the service of the Great Smerinthus!'

	He reached out and unhooked a pair of chain leashes which had been hanging beside the cell. There was a small door set into the bars just large enough for them to pass through on all fours. Smerinthus opened this and, having no choice, Alice crawled through. As she emerged Smerinthus clipped the leash to her collar, the other end of which was looped about his wrist. She felt the power of his grasp and realised he was a lot stronger than he looked. When Helen was similarly leashed, Smerinthus waved a hand expansively down the row of cells. 'Marvel at my ingenuity! See how I surpass the tinkerings of Misere.' 

	He dragged Alice and Helen across to the two ponygirls. They were crowded up against the bars, their high pointed breasts sticking through the gaps. On their faces were excited expressions. 'Please, Master, any news yet?' they asked eagerly.

	'Soon, I'm sure,' he told them, patting and stroking their pert teats. 'Observe,' he said to Alice and Helen as though delivering a lecture, 'how I have left their shoulder joints intact. This maintains the pleasing lines of their bodies by giving the muscles of the neck and chest anchorage. It is a decision I reached after much careful research. Details such as this separate my work from Misere's feeble efforts. I think I can say the ponygirling form has now reached a state of perfection.' He led them on. Alice glanced back at the ponygirls. The pair did not appear to be missing their lost limbs.

	'These others are more recent creations,' Smerinthus explained. 'I will not create more until I know their transformations are stable.'

	In the next cell a slender blonde girling with the most delicate features Alice had ever seen was perched on a length of dry branch. Smerinthus snapped his fingers and she unfurled a pair of iridescent insect wings that became a shimmering blur as she rose from the branch and hovered in midair. 

	'Turn,' Smerinthus commanded, and the fairy girling rotated with the poise of a ballerina executing a pirouette.

	'That's better, seven,' Smerinthus said, referring to her by the number stencilled above her tiny conical breasts.

	'Tomorrow I may let you try that outside,'

	'Thank you, Master,' she said in resigned tones, and returned to her perch.

	'There are people who would pay a considerable sum to have such a sprite grace their gardens,' Smerinthus said as he led them to the next cell. Alice and Helen exchanged troubled glances. Yes, he was undoubtedly correct and the girling was achingly beautiful. But she did not appear as enthusiastic as the ponygirls. Even if it was ultimately reversible, was it right to force such a drastic change on her? 

	In the next cell a girling sat hunched up in a corner. When Smerinthus snapped his fingers, she reluctantly stood up, revealing herself to be tall and slender with a number 'twelve' on her chest. Reluctantly she came over to the bars and presented herself, hanging her head to one side. She had six breasts arranged in three pairs down her chest, the pairs becoming successively smaller as they went. Each breast was a taut glossy fattened cone with thick upstanding nipples of different colours. As the girling pressed herself to the bars, the breasts slipped between them ready for inspection.

	Smerinthus squeezed each protuberant teat, sampling the variously coloured fluids they expelled with the air of a connoisseur. Finally, he lifted his head with a look of satisfaction.

	'Misere thinks it is a triumph to produce a girling who gives richer milk,' he said. 'Hah! What will he say to this cornucopia? Orange and lemon, raspberry and blackcurrant, lime and apple, all from a single girling.'

	'I think it's cruel and grotesque,' Helen said.

	The girling's eyes had closed as Smerinthus had sampled her. Now she was breathing quickly, licking her lips and showing every sign of arousal.

	Smerinthus pointed to her reaction. 'Cruel? No. See, I have rewarded her by making her nipples unusually sensitive so she feels pleasure when she is sucked. You did like that, didn't you, twelve?'

	'Y-yes, Master,' the girling said wretchedly. Smerinthus waved her away and led Alice and Helen to the next cell.

	'But it's false pleasure!' Helen protested.

	'Is your girling world a model of honest pleasures then?'

	Smerinthus retorted. 'This is Underland where madness is the norm. Did you expect anything less?'

	Alice said nothing. None of this is permanent, she kept reminding herself. The next cell had no bars and held what looked for all the world like a huge goldfish bowl. Swimming gracefully round within it was a mermaid. Her long golden hair flowed out behind her like some billowing undersea plant. Her skin was pale with undertones of green; her perfect breasts supported by the water bobbed enticingly. About her hips, flesh merged into fine green scales that formed the sheath of her powerful undulating tail, with its broad translucent fin. As Smerinthus tapped on the side of the bowl the mermaid came to the surface, causing the water to lap heavily over its sides. Large eyes set in a beautiful face regarded Smerinthus hopefully. 

	'Can I swim in the sea now, Master? A lake at least. Please!' she begged.

	'Perhaps soon, three,' he promised impatiently. 'Now I want to see if that last genital modification is stable.'

	The mermaid ducked back below the surface, rolled face down and gracefully flipped her tail out over the side of the bowl. There she hung docilely, clasping the bowl rim to steady herself and quite unconcerned that her upper body was entirely under water. There was a furrow in the scales of her rear where her buttocks and the apex of her thighs would have been.

	Smerinthus prised this apart to reveal a cleft containing an ordinary-looking anus and pouting pink pudenda. He pinched and probed these orifices, testing their pliancy and causing the mermaid's fin to flutter. 

	'All my creations are fully functional,' he said proudly.

	Neither Alice nor Helen said anything. For her own part Alice was thinking back to her childhood and how many girlfriends she had known who had played at being mermaids. And now there was one in front of her having her cunt played with by a giant blue caterpillar! Only in Underland! And yet, if such a fantastical creature as a mermaid should swim anywhere, why not in the seas of Underland? It might be a dream come true, if that was what the girling wanted. Was Smerinthus's greatest offence creating her in the first place or keeping her in too small a bowl?

	When Smerinthus was satisfied, he patted the mermaid's rump and she wiggled herself all the way back into the bowl. He led Alice and Helen to the last cell. Here a girling sprang lithely to the bars as soon as Smerinthus appeared. Her skin was striped like that of a tiger, the pattern even carrying through to her hair. Her ears were set high and pointed, her eyes catlike slivers and her fingers and toes claw-tipped. A tail grew out of the small of her back and swished to and fro. She clasped the bars and rubbed her sinuous body provocatively against them, tawny golden nipples blatantly erect and pointed. When she spoke she revealed long pointed incisors.

	'Master,' she purred. 'I'm ready now. Let me out of here to show you what I can do.'

	She was clearly proud of herself; tall, magnificent and powerful.

	'I have some fox clients who want something more challenging to hunt,' Smerinthus explained.

	'If they are not careful, I'll be hunting them, Master,' the tiger girling said. She looked hungrily at Alice and Helen and licked her lips. 'I'll hunt anything.'

	'We'll see,' Smerinthus said.

	The rest of the cells were currently empty. Smerinthus now led Alice and Helen through the door he had entered by and gestured proudly. 'And here is my laboratory: the crucible of my genius!' It was a large chamber with curved walls that arched over to form a smoothly vaulted ceiling hung with a dozen light globes. Racks of shelves bearing hundreds of glass storage bottles lined the walls, interspersed with huge bookcases and the hulking forms of unidentifiable mechanisms. In the middle of the room were several benches supporting a formidable array of flasks and tubes bubbling with multicoloured liquids. Bunsen burners hissed and frothing vapours boiled off into the air. Despite her disquiet Alice was impressed. The lab was far larger and better equipped than she recalled the Joker's turret room had been. Smerinthus might be mad, but if scale was any measure of success he was good at his job. Smerinthus led them proudly round the hissing and bubbling retorts as though on a tour of inspection. Alice began to get the feeling he was enjoying showing off his work, even to 'mere girlings', and added excessive vanity to his other character traits. But was it also a weakness that might be exploited?

	'And now I will assess your basic natures and responses. I must know what raw material I have to work with before I can change it into something finer.'

	Helen went pale and Alice swallowed hard. There was something chillingly clinical about Smerinthus's manner. 'Whatever he does to us, remember it won't be permanent,' she told Helen with as much conviction as she could muster. 

	'I'll try,' Helen said.

	Smerinthus was calling, 'Nine, where are you, girling?'

	A girling appeared from between the shelves of storage jars and came towards them. She was slim and pretty with coffee-dark skin, a narrow waist and high pointed breasts capped with dark nipples. She seemed to be pulling something behind her that rolled heavily across the smooth stone floor almost at her heels. As the girling turned to face Smerinthus, Alice saw the object was about the size of a bowling ball split in two with a gap between them so they rolled along like wheels. It was tied to the girling's waist by a length of brown rope. No, it was not rope. It was a variation on the old-fashioned ball-and-chain that only Smerinthus could have contrived.

	The girling had a tail extending from the base of her spine. The end of this passed into the slot between the two halves of the ball where it was no doubt fastened in some way to the axle joining them. There would be no danger of her escaping Smerinthus's control. Alice wondered if the burden hurt her and looked more closely at the girling's alert face with its sensuous lips.

	Alice started. She knew her! Her name was Keli, and she had been one of the Duchess of Margrave's slaves when Alice had passed through her hands. But Keli made no sign she recognised Alice in turn. She bowed to Smerinthus. 'Yes, Master?'

	'Bring out two examination frames,' he commanded.

	From the back of the chamber Keli wheeled out two wooden frames. They were 'X' shaped, with an extended middle section bridging the gap between the pairs of arms. Each frame was mounted on a pivoting stand rising from a base that rolled along on sturdy castors. The frames themselves were liberally hung with straps, and to them Smerinthus fastened Alice and Helen so that they were facing each other, stretched out their arms and cuffed their wrists to the top corners of the frames, took off their hobbles and spread their ankles wide for securing to the bottoms. He squeezed their cheeks to force their mouths open and gagged them with straps fastened to the back of the frame, preventing them from turning their heads. Additional straps went about their knees, thighs, waists, elbows and necks, holding them even more firmly in place.

	Smerinthus turned a handle that extended the middle sections of the frames, drawing their bodies almost painfully taut as though they were being stretched on racks. Alice watched Helen's smooth stomach tense under the strain that lifted her breasts even higher and made her erect nipples stand up in little towers. It was impossible to deny the thrill of absolute helplessness and the beauty in bondage. That was their weakness and their strength. Alice surrendered herself to her base nature. She would enjoy whatever Smerinthus had planned for them not for him but herself! She just hoped Helen could do the same.

	While they were being secured, Keli had assembled a tray bearing a selection of ominous-looking instruments and placed it conveniently between the two frames. As she did so, Alice looked at her for some sign of recognition, but there was none. Perhaps Keli did not remember her. When he was satisfied, Smerinthus said to Keli, 'Take notes.'

	Keli picked up a clipboard and pencil and stood ready, her face impassive.

	'Both subjects appear in normal health and are currently unmodified,' Smerinthus began, walking round Alice and Helen as they hung in their frames and peering at them closely through his pince-nez. 'Their basic response to a simple pleasure lure has already been observed in the garden, but a more accurate index of their sexual capacity must be established to ascertain whether it is altered by any future bodily modifications.'

	Helen whimpered at his words. Let the fear become excitement, Alice told herself...

	'I shall use standard stimulant plugs to obtain a measure of their arousal, calibrated in the normal manner,' he said. He took from the tray two sets of funnels which had been plugged into rubber bungs capping the tops of graduated test tubes. The funnels hung from wires which he hooked over the insides of their thigh straps so that they dangled between their legs directly under their pubes. Then he selected a pair of wooden rods which looked as though one end of each had been repeatedly dipped in chemicals that had solidified into bulbs. The other ends tapered to points, making them look a little like slim ice-cream cones. Each rod also had a pair of spring clips mounted on opposite sides of its shaft about midway down their length.

	Positioning himself between Alice and Helen, Smerinthus simultaneously thrust the bulbous ends of rods into their clefts and up their pussies as far as they would go, releasing the clips so that they clamped about their labia and ensuring they could not slide out again. Then he took a large gold watch from one of his pockets, flipped open the lid and waited. For a few seconds Alice felt nothing, then the plug inside her started to grow warmer, spreading heat through her loins. It was followed by a delightful itching, fizzing sensation that set her squirming in her bonds. Helen was reacting in the same manner. The desire to take hold of the rods and pump them vigorously into their slots was growing stronger by the moment. But all Alice could do was caress and squeeze the dildo with her internal muscles, trying to suck more pleasure out of it.

	Her clitoris was standing out and she was running with lubrication. She could see Helen's plug glistening as her exudation dripped off the end of the rod to be caught by the funnel beneath. Their juices were actually being collected and measured as proof of the degree of their arousal! How delightfully perverted, she thought, drooling about her gag. If this was the way Smerinthus treated his slaves, she wanted more of the same. Alice shuddered and cried as loudly as her gag permitted as the spasms of an orgasm claimed her. Smerinthus called out the time she came and Keli noted it down. A few seconds later Helen followed her into that blissful state of post-orgasmic nirvana.

	Smerinthus allowed them to hang limp in their bonds while their final outpourings dripped into the test tubes. Then the rods and tubes were removed and the volume of discharge recorded. Alice was amazed to see how much she had spent. Keli cleaned them up and fresh collecting tubes were put in place. 

	'I will now measure their response to pain and ascertain their masochistic index,' Smerinthus stated for the record, his simple words jerking Alice and Helen out of their comfortable drowse.

	He had lengths of cord in his hands, the ends of which were tied to small sharp hooks. Before Alice could take in what he intended, he had grasped her left nipple, stretched it out and driven the hook through it. She squeaked and whimpered, biting down hard on her gag strap. The process was repeated with her right nipple. A small trickle of blood ran down the curve of her breast. It was no worse than normal body piercings, she told herself. She watched as Smerinthus crossed the cords over and hooked the other ends through Helen's nipples, seeing her face contort in pain and her eyes sparkle with tears. Now their nipples were linked together, right to right and left to left, by the lengths of moderately tight cord. They were each trying to push their chests out to ease the tension but their bonds were too tight. Smerinthus had two more lengths of hooked cord left. He bent down and Alice felt him pinch one lip of her inner labia and draw it out. There was a brief hot/cold lance of pain and she gasped behind her gag. She felt a hot trickle of blood run down her inner thigh. 

	In another minute, crossed cords bound their labia and both girls were trembling in their bonds, their stomachs palpitating. Smerinthus picked up a couple of small metal balls with hooks fastened to them. 'The weights will be removed when you orgasm again,' he told them, and hung the weights on the pairs of cords where they crossed between them. They gurgled in pain as the weights pulled on the hooks, further tormenting the most sensitive parts of their anatomy, staring at each other wide eyed. What could they do? They had nothing inside them to work on, just the pain and humiliation and utter helplessness of their situation. Smerinthus added another pair of weights, increasing their torture. Helen's face became a picture of dismay. Then Alice knew what had to be done. They would have to enjoy the sight of each other's suffering. She rolled her eyes up and down, trying to direct Helen's attention to her own breasts as they were drawn out into fat cones, then deliberately focused on Helen's nipples that were being stretched out and down by the weight of the cords, savouring the way the cruel bloody hooks pierced her.

	Helen's labia were stretching out like pale glistening tongues. Alice's own poor tortured nipples pulsed with blood; both their clitorises were helplessly erect in the face of torment. The pain was horribly exciting. Sharing each other's suffering was perversely arousing. She was running with excitement; it was dripping into the funnel tinged with her blood. With a muffled shriek and spasm that shook the frame she came and fainted. The pain of the hooks being pulled out of her tender flesh brought Alice back to her senses. Helen hung pale and trembling opposite, her nipples and vulva flushed crimson but otherwise seemingly unharmed. 

	'Note that both exhibit responses above normal girling range,' Smerinthus was telling Keli for the record, as he examined two test tubes part-filled with pink-tinted fluid. 

	'Master, if you're done can I see to them now?' Keli asked.

	'What? Yes, but I will be dosing them with rectamorphalogen before they're dismounted.'

	'Yes, Master.'

	As Smerinthus shuffled away to the other side of the laboratory, Keli opened a small jar and tenderly applied salve to their sore nipples and labia. In seconds the pain was dimming and melting away. When she was done Keli looked quickly over her shoulder to ensure she was not observed, then stretched up and gave Alice a dazzling smile and quick passionate kiss. Alice's heart leaped with joy. She did remember her! Smerinthus returned with a jar of some greenish liquid and a metal funnel with a long spout.

	'Turn them,' he commanded, and Keli rotated the frames on their pivoting mounts until Alice and Helen were upended, their spread legs pointing to the ceiling. Smerinthus rammed the funnel spout into the pucker of Alice's anus and deep into her rectum, then poured a measure of the mixture into her. What was this? Alice thought wildly as she felt the stuff burn and fizz within her. Smerinthus dosed Helen in the same way, then left them for a couple of minutes. Gradually the discomfort subsided. When they were turned right way up again and their straps released, they slid to the floor in trembling heaps, weak from their exertions and tight bondage. Smerinthus clipped their leashes back on to their collar rings and handed them to Keli.

	'I will be doing some harvesting shortly. These two may as well draw the cart.'

	'Yes, Master.'

	They staggered to their feet and Keli led them through another door and down a corridor. As they went, Alice watched the sway of Keli's glossy black buttocks, her taut tail and the bizarre hobble ball that rolled along after her. How had she got here and what else had Smerinthus done to her? 

	They entered a lofty chamber in which items of harness hung from the racks and an array of carts and other vehicles lined one wall. At the far end of the room, there was a large door through which daylight streamed. Keli turned round and kissed Alice again passionately.

	'Oh, it's so fucking good to see you!' she said, her eyes sparkling with tears of joy.

	Alice gasped under the force of her embrace. 'For a while I thought you didn't recognise me.'

	Keli looked shocked. 'What? No way! I was there when Smeri had you brought in. I didn't want to say anything in case I gave away who you were.'

	'Would that matter?'

	'Didn't want to risk it. Smeri thinks he's numero uno. He might load some heavy shit on you if he found out you were the Alice Brown.'

	'I'm really that well known?'

	'Course you are. But there's no time to talk now. Smeri'll be coming and I've got to get you harnessed up.'

	Helen was pointing at the door through which daylight streamed. 'Can't we get away?'

	'Won't do you any good,' Keli said simply.

	'Why not?'

	'No time to explain. You'll see.' She kissed Alice again.

	'That feels great. Now things are really going to happen round here!'

	Soon they were properly harnessed, with straps crossing their chests, bands about their waists, arms strapped behind them, bridles over their heads and bits in their mouths. To these Keli clipped reins, while chains from their waistbands were fastened to the shafts of a cart. It had four wheels, the front pair lower than the rear, with a platform for the driver resting over the first set which were linked to the second larger pair by an articulated coupling. These wheels carried a latticework bin rather like that of a tumbrel.

	Smerinthus appeared and climbed on to the driver's platform. Keli handed him the reins and a long-handled carriage whip. This he flicked across Alice's and Helen's bottoms. Alice wondered if they had the strength to move both Smerinthus and a four-wheeled cart, but the cart proved lighter than it appeared and they started forwards. They passed through the doorway and out of a tunnel mouth set in a bank covered with a thick tangle of long green stems. A bare earth path wound its way between rows of gigantic multicoloured mushrooms and toadstools. Between their stalks they found themselves looking out across a valley the size of a football stadium. Its slopes were covered with more of the huge fungi and its crest was ringed by the soaring branches of massive trees.

	A sense of proportion asserted itself and Alice suddenly · realised where they were. This was the mushroom garden they had entered last night. Smerinthus was, in fact, little larger than he had been portrayed in the original Wonderland story, because she and Helen were now about the size of Barbie dolls.

	 


Eight

	It was evening before Alice and Helen had a chance to talk to Keli again. The intervening time was spent hauling fungi Smerinthus harvested from his garden back inside to a storage room. By the end of the day they ached from their exertions and their bottoms bore the marks of their  master's whip where he had encouraged them to greater effort. It was only as dusk fell that they wearily dragged their last load inside. The door to the garden was locked and bolted for the night and they were led back to the cell room. Smerinthus ordered they were to be put in adjoining cells, which was the usual practice for modified girlings until he was sure their changes were stable. This reminded Alice of the treatment they had undergone, which the rigours of work had driven from her mind. It was obviously nothing as gross as the changes he had inflicted on the others, but what was it? Helen was still coming to terms with their drastically reduced size. As they stood pressed to the bars of their cells with only a wall between them she said, 'I can just about accept Smerinthus being able to mutate bodies but not shrinking us like this. I'm no physicist but it seems impossible.'

	'Back home, yes,' Alice agreed. 'A doll-size person made up of regular atoms would have no room for more brains than you'd expect in a similar-sized animal. Compressing a normal person's mass down to this size would give you a body denser than lead. And, even if you could somehow shrink every molecule, keeping them in the same proportions, your subject wouldn't be able to breathe unshrunk air or digest unshrunk food and so on.' 

	'Sounds like you've given this a lot of thought.'

	'Because I went though the same arguments when it happened to me before. I told you, right?'

	'Yes, but hearing about it's one thing, actually experiencing it is another.'

	'Well, you've just got to accept the laws of nature are different in Underland and make the best of it. The last time I was shrunk to this size, I walked through a glade of wild flowers one morning and drank dewdrops from a bluebell. Even though I was on the run at the time that was one of the most magical and amazing moments in my life.'

	'You're saying enjoy the adventure, right?'

	'Yes. Even here and now. We'll get though it.'

	Helen hesitated. 'Earlier . . . when we were in the lab hooked together and had to come . . . I got excited seeing you in pain. I'm sorry.'

	'I hoped you would. Looking at you helped me as well. Don't be shy now, be honest. It can be incredibly sexy seeing naked girls strapped down tight and suffering, as long as it's done right and they're up for it. You liked spanking me in the show we put on for the soldiers.'

	'That was different. We'd planned it. It was . . . personal.'

	'We can still enjoy this. I'm worried what Smerinthus might do to us as well, but any bit of pleasure I can get out of it I will. That's our power, remember?'

	'I'll try.'

	It was part of Keli's duties to look after the modified girlings, especially Dominy and Liz, the two rather aloof ponygirls. Being armless they needed the most tending. Apart from bringing their food, which they ate standing from trays hooked to the inside of their cell bars, Keli washed them and then brushed their hair, both manes and tails. This night Keli finished her work quickly and was able to spend a few minutes talking to Alice and Helen. 

	'How did you get here?' Alice asked her immediately.

	'The last time I saw you was when you left the palace with the Duchess, after the Queen had tricked her into giving me away. You seemed pretty happy being with her.'

	'Yeah, well, that changed soon enough,' Keli said. 'First the Duchess was called back for your trial. All us girlings felt like shit knowing you might get whacked over that, y'know? Then we heard you'd got away and for a while everything was great. Even the Duchess had a laugh over that.  

	'Trouble was the Queen took it real bad. Anybody who'd had anything to do with you was plotting to overthrow her, y'know. She came down heavy on the Duchess, even though she'd already kicked out all the animals she'd had working for her in case any more of them were part of the revolution. Anyway, the Duchess'd get angry and take it out on us, which was no fun. Eventually she decided to sell up and move away. 

	‘But I'd been thinking about what you'd done and the way you'd said you were still looking for the right master, and I thought, like, well why can't I do that? I want to be somewhere better . . . maybe find a bit of real love. Things got a bit crazy making the move; they weren't watching us as close as usual. I got the chance and I ran for it. With the Duchess going away, there wasn't much of a search for me so I got away.

	'I lived in the woods for maybe a month. That was hard at first 'cos I'd never done camping or nothing and lived in a city all my life. But you can do it here if you're careful what you eat. Learning how to get by felt good. But then I got caught by a farmer, only he didn't turn me in 'cos right then he needed all the muscle he could get to work his land. He was OK and the other girlings were pretty friendly, but it still didn't feel like home, y'know?'

	'I know,' Alice said simply.

	'So I got away again.' She grinned. 'By then I was getting pretty good at doing that. Lived in the woods some more. Spent a while wondering what had happened to you. Then came across this place. I hadn't had any sex 'cept for frigging myself in weeks, so I screwed myself silly on one of those cock-shaped mushrooms and ended up strapped down on Smeri's table.

	'Hearing all the freaky things he planned to do to me I was nearly peeing myself, but it turned out he'd never had a black girling before so he went a bit more slowly with me to see if any of his potions and stuff worked differently. They didn't, but it means he's kept me round here longer than most other girlings. Usually he just breaks them in, does his experiments and then sells them on.'

	'What did he do to you?' Alice asked anxiously. 'Was it bad?'

	'Some of it. Went around with no arms for a few days while he was getting the ponygirling potion sorted out. After a while you've just got to believe he'll put you right again. Smeri's a psycho case and a bit sado at times, but he's good at his job. I know he talks like he's the dog's bollocks, but, when it's about doing pervy things with girlings, maybe he is. 

	'Anyway, I reckoned that to have any chance of getting away I'd have to get him to trust me. So I started playing at being a good little girling. I thought it was working when he finished experimenting with me and said he would "do me the honour" of allowing me to become his assistant - that's the way he said it. Only I didn't count on the tail. It's got a padlock stuck through the end and now I have to tow this bloody bowling ball round after me! Sometimes I wonder if I'd have the guts to cut my tail off and leg it. I mean, if I tied one of them tourny-things round it, it shouldn't bleed too much, right?'

	'But even if you did escape you'd still be doll-sized,' Helen put in.

	'Actually, there's a wild mushroom you can eat to reverse shrinking,' Alice said.

	'Yeah, I remembered you telling us about that back at the Duchess's,' Keli said. 'But even then I'd have to get this collar off before I could use it.' 

	'Why?' Helen asked.

	‘’Cos if you grew back to normal with it still on you'd strangle yourself, of course,' Keli said. 'Smeri knows it too, which is one reason more girlings don't make a run for it when they get the chance.'

	'Oh, I see.'

	'Well, please don't think about cutting your tail again,' Alice told Keli firmly. 'We'll get out of here in one piece with the same bodies we came in with. There must be some way of getting hold of the antidote to the shrinking potion and the keys to these collars.'

	'The keys Smeri has on him all the time,' Keli said. 'The finished potions he keeps in a big safe in a corner of the lab. But, before you get too excited, it's one of those combination jobs. Only Smeri knows the numbers and he's real careful when he opens it. He's crazy about people trying to steal his ideas, so he takes no chances.' She looked at Helen meaningfully. 'And don't ask if I know anything about cracking safes 'cos I don't, right?'

	'I didn't say a word,' Helen exclaimed.

	'No, but you were thinking something like it. Common black girls must be up on that sort of thing. Probably learned it before she could walk -'

	'Keli, enough!' Alice said. 'We're all in this together. Our best bet seems to be your idea of trying to get on Smerinthus's good side. It certainly can't hurt. The only trouble is that may take time and I'm worried about how the war's going. This place is already behind enemy lines. Suppose the Alliance finds out about it?'

	'Yes, you'd have thought Smerinthus would be worried about that,' Helen said, 'but he talked as though it was just a minor inconvenience.'

	'Oh, he don't care about the war,' Keli explained. 'He thinks he's way above all that. It's like what he does to us is the most amazing thing ever and everything else comes second place.'

	'Which helps us if we gain his confidence,' Alice said. 'But that means pretending to like what he does to us,'

	Helen said. 'I - I don't know if I can.'

	'He's going to screw you anyway,' Keli said bluntly.

	'What's there to lose?'

	'Sorry, I'm still getting used to thinking like a girling.'

	'I know it's not going to be easy but it's the best plan we've got,' Alice said. 'With the three of us as free as possible there's a better chance we can take advantage of any opportunity. We might simply overpower him and make him turn us back to normal.'

	'I'd like to see the look on Smeri's face if we pulled that off' Keli said with a grin. 'Look, I've got to go and tidy up the lab now. We'll talk more tomorrow when we can.'

	Keli embraced Alice as best she could through the bars, her hard brown nipples pressing into the soft resilience of Alice's heavy globes, and they kissed deeply, 'I wish we could fuck,' Keli said regretfully when their lips finally parted. 'But it's so good just to have you here. I feel happier than I have for ages.'

	'Me too.'

	As Keli turned to go, Helen said plaintively, 'Don't I get a kiss as well? I know I'm not as famous as Alice and I'm sorry if I offended you earlier. I am frightened about what might happen but finding you here helps a lot. Can you be my friend as well as Alice's? Please?'

	Keli looked at her for a moment then grinned. She went over to Helen and kissed her through the bars. Alice smiled as the clinch went on until Helen was forced to turn her head aside, gasping for breath.

	'Oh, I think that makes us very good friends! Thanks, Keli. I needed that.'

	Grinning, Keli went out, after turning a dial on the wall by the door. Slowly the light globes dimmed to a soft background glow. Alice wondered how they worked. More luminous mushrooms?

	'Nice girl,' Helen said.

	'Yes she is.' Alice hesitated, but it had to be said. 'Do I get the feeling you were acting just a little bit jealous?'

	Helen sighed. 'Maybe just a bit, when I realised she'd known you so well before I did. And finding out you're such a superstar down here.' 

	'That just silly. I'm nothing special.'

	'The locals don't seem to think so . . . and I agree with them.'

	Alice spoke quickly to cover up her embarrassment. 'Anyway there's no need for jealously in Underland. We're all just girlings, doing what we do naturally without feeling guilty about hurting anybody.'

	'I'll try to remember that. Even so, I wish we were in the same cell.'

	Alice grinned. 'So do I.'

	'Well, goodnight.'

	"Night.'

	Alice looked round her cell. There was nothing much else to do but sleep, and they'd need to be alert for whatever came tomorrow. She took a drink from her water bottle and then squatted down over the simple toilet and pushed to empty her bowels. What happened next was so odd she felt compelled to turn round and check what she had voided. After a moment she called out to Helen, 'I know this sounds strange, but have you done a poo yet?' 

	'Uhh . . . well I was thinking about it. Why on earth do you-?'

	'Just do it, then tell me what you see.'

	'What are you talking about?'

	'Humour me Alice insisted. 'Go on.'

	'Well, all right.'

	There was a minute's silence, then: 'Oh, hell. It sort of, umm . . .'

	'Came out in one neat slippery sausage and looks like it's been wrapped in transparent blue cling film?'

	'Ah, yes. But what-'

	'And there's no smell?'

	'Uhh, well, no there isn't.'

	'And does your bumhole feel unusually slippery?'

	'Yes, but-'

	'And clean?'

	'Yes, but how - oh God! What has that creature done to us?'

	'He's made us more user friendly. His potion has probably grown some new gland high up in our rectums that coats everything that passes through and adds extra lubrication. I suppose it's biodegradable. Wouldn't want it to hang around too long. Anyway, we now shit neatly and are self-oiling in case anybody wants to use us for a bit of anal sex. Keli was right. Smerinthus really knows his stuff.'

	She heard Helen groan. 'This is crazy!'

	'Yep. Genuine Underland grade-one madness.'

	'You don't sound too shocked by it.'

	'I know this might seem odd but this is the sort of thing I love about this place. Applied twisted logic. Besides, I think I could sort of live with a change like this. Think about it. Who really enjoys wiping their backside?'

	There was a pause, then Helen giggled. 'Would it work back home?'

	'People would go for it if it did.'

	'Not the toilet-paper manufacturers,' Helen pointed out.

	'You mean they'd protest? Give us back dirty bums!

	Paper is natural! Hands on your crap!'

	And they laughed and laughed until the ponygirlings opposite complained about the noise. Alice went to sleep that night feeling inexplicably stimulated. It was not simply meeting Keli again, heartening though that had been. What was happening to them here below the strange mushroom garden was important somehow. It was a turning point. She just had no idea where it would lead. 

	The next morning they expected to be taken straight to the laboratory, but instead they were put to work in an adjacent chamber. Together with Dominy and Liz, they were harnessed like donkeys to a mill grinding mushrooms. Some of the previous day's harvest had been cut up and dried, while the rest apparently needed to be ground down finely and then churned to mix with other fluids. On a normal scale the quantities involved were not large, but proportionate to their reduced size it meant several hours' work.

	The mill comprised a heavy vertical timber shaft which drove, via a series of cogwheels and belts, the grinding stones or paddles in the mixing tank. Four equally spaced horizontal beams projected from the main shaft and it was to these that Alice, Helen and the ponygirlings were harnessed. They pressed their shoulders and chests against the padded ends of the beams, held in place by short chains clipped to their collars. Turning the shaft also rotated a device like a steam boiler governor with spinning weights on hinged arms that lifted upwards the faster they went. This reduced the tension on cords that ran through a series of eyelets along to the end of each beam where they were fastened to pairs of straps that encircled their breasts like slings. The insides of the straps were studded with fine pins. When they were loose, the pricking was bearable, but it got worse if they slowed down and the cords pulled them tighter. The trick was, as Alice soon discovered, to find a sustainable pace that balanced pain with effort.

	And so they padded and clip-clopped round and round. Helen was harnessed behind Alice with Dominy ahead of her and Liz opposite. Both Dominy and Liz were naturally tall and slender. Liz's mane and tail were auburn while Dominy's were a deep honey-blonde. Each had small high prominent breasts, which may have been a result of their modifications. The pair had been rather aloof yesterday, tossing their long manes of hair in an eerie semblance of true horses, talking together in low tones and paying little attention to Alice and Helen. But with them all harnessed in close proximity Alice thought she could strike up a conversation and perhaps cautiously sound them out about plans for escape.

	'So, how did you come to be in Underland?' Alice asked.

	It was a natural question down here, and she was always curious to learn of the different ways girlings had arrived. 

	'Oh, I was at this party, you know, fancy dress,' Dominy drawled. She had a Sloany air about her. 'Didn't know the people giving it that well. There was this strange little man in an animal costume - only I suppose it wasn't a costume. I'd had a few drinks and was pretty loaded and he said there was a private lake at the bottom of the garden, through this little door in a wall. It felt queer going through, but there was a lake and it was really peaceful, so I peeled off and swam and swam. I remember the water was very warm. I just sort of drifted away. The next thing I knew I was in a cage with a lot of other girlings. I thought it was some joke at first, but there were these men and animals, real talking animals. They told us to do what they said or we'd get punished. I got angry with them and they whipped me! That was horrible! I did what I was told after that. I mean what could I do? After a while I got to like it in a kinky sort of way. Even doing it with animals. I mean sex is sex, right?'

	Liz's story was different. 'I was living away from home and my allowance wasn't nearly large enough,' she said, speaking in a county accent. 'Then I saw this ad for part-time modelling work. It started out with straight stuff like clothes and accessories, then lingerie. The photographer asked if I wanted to earn more doing porn. I thought it would be a laugh, and I did need the dosh. I began with soft stuff then gradually moved on to bondage, which was actually quite a turn-on. It gradually got heavier until one day I found myself trussed like a turkey being put in a crate. Next time they opened the lid I was down here. 'I was screwed and cropped until I learned what was expected of me. I suppose you could say I was broken in. Then I was sold in an auction. Rather exciting that, actually, in a pervy sort of way. And the land is lovely down here, and people can still hunt as they like. You get the feeling it's like everywhere really should be. Does that sound weird?'

	'How long have you been ponies?' Alice wondered.

	'Not sure,' Dominy said. 'I mean who counts days down here? Six weeks, maybe?'

	'I'd say more like two months,' Liz cut in.

	'Anyway, Master Smerinthus has a buyer for us,'

	Dominy continued. 'A Count. Very rich. We're going to be his prize pair. We should be with him now if it wasn't for this stupid war.'

	'Yeah, that's spoiled everything,' Liz agreed.

	'But don't you want to get back to normal again?' Alice asked.

	'I suppose we will, eventually,' Dominy said. 'But there's nothing we can do about it, so we make the best of things, yeah?'

	'Aren't you worried about your friends and families?'

	Helen wondered. 'They must be wondering where you are.'

	'Like mine would notice,' Dominy said dismissively.

	'They probably think I've gone abroad,' Liz said vaguely.

	'Should try to tell them we're OK sometime I suppose,' she added as an afterthought. It did not sound as though it was a priority. 

	Alice said nothing more, wondering if there was a logical explanation for the way they had apparently accepted what in other circumstances would be classed as mutilation? Perhaps. If other people like Keli tended to their needs, what use had they for arms? Alice could not imagine being like that for long but then she had things she wanted to do. But what if your life was already pampered and empty? Looked at that way, being a ponygirling was a relatively lazy option. When required they would haul a carriage and look elegant while doing so, but without arms there was little other activity they could do requiring any degree of concentration. Otherwise they just had to be available for sex, which for them just meant bending over and spreading their legs.

	Perhaps they had found what she was still seeking: their proper place. Their rather shallow natures were apparently satisfied and vanity flattered. Only extreme boredom would cause them to rebel. The four of them plodded on round and round. After a while Alice became hypnotised by the steady swaying of Dominy's tail and the smooth sensuous roll of her buttocks. And she knew Helen could see her rear in the same way. Gradually she became aware of a certain scent in the close air about them. It was the intimate perfume of girling arousal, to which she herself was contributing. Despite everything that had been done to them, that urge remained undiminished. Or perhaps even enhanced? One way or another they were all prisoners of their inner natures.

	That afternoon Alice and Helen were again taken to the laboratory. This time they were strapped to two solid tables placed side by side, their tops polished smooth and dark by the bodies of countless girlings who had lain there before them. The supports for stirrups, such as might be used for gynaecological examination, had been slotted into holes in the tables. With their upper bodies firmly secured, their legs were lifted up and back and then slid into the stirrups. The swelling pouches of their pussies now pouted from between their spread thighs, suddenly feeling very vulnerable. Smerinthus brought out little 'Y '-shaped metal implements with curving upper arms like crescent moons facing each other. These proved to be sprung jaws that pushed back the soft thick outer lips of their vulvas to expose their more delicate inner structures. Alice's heart thudded in anticipation.

	But Smerinthus paused, prodding at the puckered mouths of their anuses, which were now coated by a fresh oily secretion from their new glands. 'Do your rectal modifications function?' he asked.

	'Very well, Master,' Alice said quickly, forcing a smile.

	'I feel very clean.'

	'Yes, Master,' Helen added enthusiastically. 'You 're so clever to have thought of something like that.'

	Smerinthus swelled with visible satisfaction. 'Note that numbers five and eight both report their new rectal glands are working properly,' he told Keli who had the clipboard in her hand once more.

	'Yes, Master.'

	'Today I will test potion two-one-seven-nine on these subjects. It is contact formulation intended as a novelty girling genital modifier, which when stimulated will also activate a secondary emotional response.'

	Alice blanched at his words. She liked her genitals the way they were! But she kept an expression of alert interest fixed on her face. Smerinthus opened a jar filled with what looked like pink jelly and, using a spatula, spread some carefully on to the nubs of their clitorises and then added further dabs up inside their pussies. Alice felt a warm itchy tingle spread through her loins and glanced down anxiously through the valley of her breasts to see if anything was happening. But all appeared normal. Gradually the sensations faded away. She looked at Helen but she seemed equally unchanged. Had the potion failed?

	'The alterations should be complete now,' Smerinthus said. 'They just need to be activated.'

	He reached out and began to rub their clefts with his big hands.

	An electric current seemed to run through Alice as her natural responses came on as though a switch had been thrown. In seconds her pussy was pulsing and oozing wetly and her nipples had sprung up. That was good! She could feel her clitoris rising and swelling ... and swelling ... Oh, God!

	What looked like a glistening dark pink carrot was thrusting up from the folds of her cleft. It was as though she had her own slender penis! Beside her Helen was staring down at a similar eruption bobbing between her thighs. Beside the benches Keli was looking on with wide-eyed fascination.

	'Good,' Smerinthus declared. 'Their clitoral erections are of respectable size. Now we shall determine if they have retained their sensitivity.' He turned to Keli. 'Use your tongue on them, girling. I want them brought to orgasm.'

	Keli blinked, but obediently put down the clipboard and bent over Alice, giving her a brief look of apology mingled with excitement. Her pink tongue flicked out and licked Alice 's straining clitoris. A new jolt of pure pleasure coursed through Alice, combined with a sense of brimming potency. The sudden desire to stick her hard new clit into some tight juicy hole filled her thoughts. Was this what it felt like to be a man?

	'The other one, now,' Smerinthus commanded Keli. 'Alternate between them.'

	Alice groaned in frustration as Keli turned to pleasure Helen. Then her gaze fell on the smooth rounded coffee-dark haunches now facing her. Keli was a pretty bitch! She thought. She'd love to slip her one. That perfect black bum of hers must have a really tight hot little pot inside it ...

	Alice shook her head in dismay. What was she thinking? What was the potion doing to her? As Keli turned back to her and resumed licking Alice's rampant clitoris, the renewed surge of raw lust she felt washed all doubts aside. She strained at her straps. She wanted to get inside Keli right now! 

	Smerinthus was leaning over them intently. 'Tell me what you are feeling!' he commanded.

	'I want to screw Keli!' Helen shouted, her eyes hollow with frustrated desire. 'Give the bitch to me!'

	'No, me!' Alice countered. 'Please let me have her, Master, please! Watch me fuck her senseless!'

	Smerinthus looked satisfied. 'Finish them off,' he commanded Keli.

	Alice had never experienced a climax like the one that followed. Nothing came out of her clitoris, but she felt as though her pussy had pinched its mouth closed and bunched itself up, filling with her juices, and then convulsed and spat it all out in a spray that wet the floor. From the noise she made Helen had experienced something similar. 

	As they hung limp and dazed in their bonds, she heard Smerinthus observe, 'Copious discharge on achieving orgasm. Strong emotional as well as physical response. Increased libido combined with lessening of normal inhibitions. Preference expressed for coupling with partner of the same sex, indicating strong polarising of normal range of desire. Excellent! Take them back to their cells and secure them so that they cannot stimulate themselves.' He rubbed his hands together. 'I think tonight I shall combine work with pleasure.'

	Alice sagged spread-eagled against the bars of her cell, her arms and legs strapped wide. She felt exhausted and ashamed. Her pubes looked perfectly normal once more, her clitoris its normal quiescent dimensions, but she knew the potential for it to grow into a pseudo-cock again was still there.

	'How are you doing?' Helen called to her sympathetically.

	'Not so good. I still remember what I wanted to do to Keli. That wasn't normal lust. I just wanted to have her at any cost. I just thought about her as a pretty hole to fill.'

	'Same with me. As though I'd become a cliché of a male chauvinist. Awful.'

	'Men don't actually think like that all the time, do they?'

	'No. Well ... a few might, I suppose. Those that let their cocks do their thinking for them. Brains in their trousers, you know.'

	'It not what's done to you physically that's bad,' Alice said. 'It's losing control of your thoughts and emotions. It happened to me before when I was changed into a cowling.'

	'A what?'

	'I went around on my hands and knees eating grass and being milked for Queen Redheart's pleasure.'

	'Ugh, that sounds disgusting!'

	'No, what was disgusting was that I almost forgot about being me! That's worse than anything. That's what Smerinthus can't be allowed to do any more!'

	It was evening before Keli appeared again.

	'Keli!' Alice said anxiously. 'I'm so sorry for what I said about you! I want you, but not like that.'

	'Me too,' Helen declared. 'That's not me.'

	Keli smiled wanly. 'It's OK. I knew it was your clit-dicks talking, not you. But you'll get your chance anyway.'

	'What do you mean?' Alice said.

	'Smeri's decided tonight is orgy night, and I'm on the menu.'

	Alice gulped, feeling sick. 'If he does that to me again, I don't know if I'll be able to control myself.'

	'Then don't try,' Keli said simply. 'I'll understand.' And she kissed her.

	The round chamber was lit by pink-tinted globes. Heavy drapes covered the walls. A shallow circular pit a couple of steps deep carpeted with cell bedding and enclosed by a wire-mesh cage took up most of the middle of the room. This was ringed by half-a-dozen small cages each large enough for a single occupant and each with a remotely controlled door that opened on to the miniature arena. Alice, Helen, Dominy and Liz waited in their respective cages feeling fearful, nervous, darkly excited. For Alice herself, anger was the strongest emotion. This was wrong, yet with a few changes it could be made so right.

	She looked round at the strange setting. The sound of sitars and reedy pipes came from what she had at first taken to be a wall-seized music system until she realised it was just an ordinary radio/cassette/CD player. Where had Smerinthus got that from? She looked at their master, sitting in state like some improbable pasha among a pile of huge cushions. Before him a hookah pipe bubbled away as he sucked on the end of its long coiling tube, filling the air with a cloying sweet scent. Smerinthus had a glassy look in his eyes. What was he on? Whatever it was, if he smoked any more of it they'd all be high. 

	Every girling in the establishment was there to serve or entertain in one capacity or another. The insect girling was chained beside Smerinthus, fluttering her wonderful iridescent wings every few seconds to fan him. On his other side kneeled the six-breasted girling. Between draws on his pipe, he sucked on one or other of her multi-flavoured teats. Looking as though she had been stranded by the tide, the mermaid was chained by her tail to the wall close by, in reach of several levers which activated cables running through a series of pulleys to the cage. 

	Alice had wondered where a caterpillar kept his balls; well, now she had an idea. Smerinthus was reclining on the bed of cushions with his legs splayed and tail end curled up, exposing the little clasping pair of limbs that served his last body segment. There was an orifice between them from which protruded a limp, thick, shiny beetroot-red pizzle. The tiger girling was chained kneeling and splay-legged over this organ, the mouth of her pussy gaping wide and already rimmed with spunk from earlier use.

	As Alice watched, Smerinthus's shaft pulsed and stiffened and rose stiffly once more. His claspers twitched questingly, reaching up between the tiger girling's legs to close about her lower stomach and the cleft of her buttocks, holding her firmly in place while his pizzle skewered her. The girling moaned and jerked at her bonds as she rode the shaft until Smerinthus's eyes closed and his whole tail shivered, and he pumped his seed into his slave.

	After a minute the claspers released their hold and the tiger-girling sagged, head bowed, as spunk dripped from her ravaged orifice to the floor. Recovering from his post-orgasmic bliss, Smerinthus finally gave a sign to the mermaid, who pulled on a lever. The doors to both Dominy's and Liz's cages opened and the ponygirlings trotted out into the tiny arena, casting uneasy glances at Alice and Helen. Another signal from Smerinthus and the mermaid began to work a spring-loaded lever to and fro. Like Helen, Alice's wrists and ankles were clamped to the back of her cage so she could not touch herself. A dildo bristling with rubber prongs rested between her thighs just below her groin. Now it began to rotate and rise up, rubbing into her cleft and teasing her sleeping clitoris. She tried to fight it but it, was futile. Her eyes drifted to the cantering, nervous ponygirlings, drinking · in the tiny tremble of their proud pointed breasts, the smooth curve of their strong flanks, the swell of their buttocks and the enticing deltas of hair between their thighs. Her cleft was dripping and her engorged clit was stabbing out before her.

	She saw Helen jerking at the clamps that held her, a fierce lust in her eyes. They wanted some ponytail now! The clamps holding them clicked apart even as the doors of their cages swung open. The ponygirlings tossed their manes and whinnied in fear, but there was nowhere to run. Alice sprang on Dominy, bearing her to the ground even as Helen clawed at a bounding fearful Liz. Dominy sprawled face down with Alice on her back, revelling in the writhing beautiful armless torso under her, so wonderfully defenceless. She pulled the ponytail aside, exposing Dominy's fine rounded buttocks and slapped them a few times until they reddened, the crack of hand on flesh mingling with Dominy's squeals. She'd show the filly who was master here! Hunching over her, she grabbed a firm breast in each hand and thrust with her hips, the tip of her clitcock finding the dark hole of Dominy's anus and sliding up into its hot depths, despite the tightening of Dominy's sphincter in a futile attempt to keep her out.

	She buggered Dominy in time to the beat of the music filling the room. Dimly she was aware of Smerinthus applauding and cheering them on, but she cared nothing for his approval. She was doing this for herself because it felt good!.Then she came, her cunt tightening as it filled, then expelling a spray of her juices in an orgasmic discharge that soaked Dominy's rear. For a few blissful seconds Alice lay panting over the trembling body of her pretty filly, then she realised her clitcock was still erect, as potent as before. She pulled out of the hot little rear, hauled Dominy over on to her back and kneeled between her splayed thighs, grinning into her wide frightened eyes. She stole a kiss, exploring the girl's mouth with her tongue, then began pumping into her warm wet slot, their pubic bushes rasping through each other. It felt good to have a girl this way, to feel her insides slipping round you, to have her wriggling on your pole. 

	Alice came again, spraying her come over Dominy and slumped over her, rubbing her face in the girl's tremulous sweat-sheened tits. She had no idea if Dominy had come herself and did not care. All that mattered was that she had enjoyed herself. Sobs and squeals from Liz as Helen mounted her suggested the latter was also having fun. A squeak of cable running over pulleys made Alice look up. All this time Keli had been suspended above the caged arena. Now she was being lowered. Alice grinned and licked her lips. She'd been waiting hours to have her. The main course!

	Keli was chained within a simple square metal frame, her arms and legs stretched out to its corners. Alice drank in her slim body and its amazingly high rounded breasts with their chocolate nipple summits and felt her need reinforced. Keli had seen everything they had done so far. She knew what was corning; Alice could read it in her face. Fear, submission, pleading. It felt fantastic to have that effect on a girl. Before the base of Keli's frame touched the ground and Helen could rise from Liz's limp, well-used body, Alice had claimed Keli's bottom for her own. She clawed her fingers across its smooth hemispheres, revelling in their pliant weight, then pulled them wide and stabbed her clitcock into the dark hole at their base. Keli squealed as Alice entered her but Alice knew from the tight oily warmth of her yielding rectum that she was really welcome. All girls like Keli needed was handling firmly. They were really gagging for a hard cock all the time.

	Her next thrust met resistance as Keli's body was driven back at her. Helen was screwing Keli's cunt. She could feel her clitcock through the narrow membrane that divided the two passages into Keli's interior. Alice snarled with delight and jabbed back even harder into Keli's anus. And so they plundered Keli from both sides, making her flutter forwards and back in her imprisoning frame, spraying her with their come, marking her as their territory. They did it again and again while Smerinthus cheered them on, until Keli hung limp in her bonds, head lolling on her chest which heaved unsteadily, her lovely coffee skin glossy and lathered in sweat.

	What a fuck she'd been, Alice thought, finally pulling out of Keli's now sticky maw. But the bitch had no stamina, just like all the other bits of girling tail round here. Who should she have again? Then she saw Helen sprawled languidly on her back, legs akimbo. Her sopping swollen cunt seemed to be calling to her, while her red wet clitcock as erect as hers was a brazen challenge. Their eyes met, each knowing in that instant that they shared a common thought. Was it possible?

	She straddled Helen, facing her feet, then kneeled down, clasping Helen under the knees and pulling her legs and hips up and back to expose her target. She eased herself on to Helen's stiff clitcock even as she jabbed her own engorged member into Helen's gaping hole. Their pussies kissed as they mutually penetrated. An indescribable thrill coursed through her. Then they were rolling over, coupling like wild things, legs clasped about each other's waist, hips grinding and thudding together as they reamed each other's sucking hole. Their stomachs and thighs grew slick with sweat and ejaculate as, clenching and · spasming, they came again and again.

	Finally satiated, their clits at last shrinking, utterly drained, dizzy with exertion and numbed by countless climaxes, they lay together in a tangle of arms and legs, simmering in the close heat of the orgy room, the smell of spent female juices mingling with the smoke of Smerinthus's hookah pipe. Something gradually penetrated Alice's shattered senses. An angry complaining voice had risen above the droning music. Blinking though gummy eyes she saw a huge frightening head moving past outside the cage, and for a moment she thought the drug-heavy air was causing her to hallucinate. Then recognition dawned.

	It was the Cheshire Cat.

	 


Nine

	Alice heard the Cat berating Smerinthus. 'I asked you weeks ago to find some means of throwing the silver dogs off my scent. When I return in urgent need is there a potion waiting? No, I find nothing. Instead, you are indulging in an orgy with your girling toys. Have you made any progress at all on the problem?' 

	'Really,' Smerinthus protested petulantly, still looking glassy eyed. 'My other researches must take priority. What do I care about such trivial matters?'

	'Trivial?' the Cat snarled. 'Revolution and war have come and the fate of Cardonia may hinge on such trivialities!'

	'What do I care about such things!'

	'And I thought we cats were self-centred! But you, miserable worm that you are .. .'

	Alice was dragging herself over to the side of the cage. She was close to fainting from unnatural exhaustion, her mind scoured by a glut of sex, and the effort seemed almost beyond her. But she had to get the Cat's attention or else he would leave and she would never escape. 'Cat, Cat, it's me - Alice!'

	The great head turned in her direction and a frown wrinkled the brow of the unnaturally expressive face. Even in her extremis she noticed that his left ear was torn and his fur matted and bloody. 

	'Alice?' he said in wonder. 'Alice Brown? What are you doing here ... and what is that thing between your legs? Has this fool desecrated your pretty cunny?'

	'Please ... help me.'

	The Cat turned angrily back to Smerinthus. 'Reverse what you have done to this girling and hand her over to me, or I'll crush you like the bug you are!'

	But Smerinthus only cackled and took another suck on his hookah. 'You won't harm me! Or else no more potions. No hope of help with your stupid revolution. So no more threats, you jocund feline. Be off with you and leave my girlings to me . . .'

	As the Cat gaped at him in baffled rage, Alice desperately searched her spinning mind for some lever to use. What was Smerinthus's weakness? Vanity? No, something more material ...

	'Cat, his mushroom garden!' she gasped. 'Trash it!'

	Smerinthus wailed, the hookah tube dropping from his grasp, his face transformed into a mask of sheer terror. 

	'No! Not my lovely fungi! It's taken me years to cultivate. I'll reverse her change if you want. Take her, take them all, but spare my beautiful garden!'

	A famous grin returned to the Cat's face. 'That's what I wanted to hear.'

	'I've got lots to tell you,' Alice said weakly.

	'And I you, Alice. But first you must be put right.'

	'And my friends. Please.'

	'Whoever you wish, if this grub knows what's good for him ... Alice?'

	But Alice had sagged against the cage mesh and passed out. It was the next morning. Alice, Helen and Keli sat on a toadstool enjoying the dawn fresh air. None of them wore collars or numbers on their chests. Keli's tail had gone; Alice and Helen's clitorises were their normal size once again. They had all slept soundly. Physically they bore no trace of the previous night's orgy, bar a lingering ache in their loins. Emotionally it was a different matter. Helen was staring at her toes in evident embarrassment.

	'I still feel ... ashamed about what we did,' she confessed.

	'It was an experience, but I don't think we'll do it like that again,' Alice agreed. 'It wasn't really us. But at least we both felt we wanted it at the time.' She looked sorrowfully at Keli. 'You didn't have any choice.'

	'Hey, I'm a girling,' Keli said. 'I didn't expect any.' 

	Alice shook her head. 'It wasn't just my being rough with you, it was acting like you were a piece of meat or something. I'm a natural masochistic sub, not a dominant pseudo-man on a testosterone high. That's what feels bad.'

	'The same goes for me,' Helen added. 'Sorry.'

	'There's nothing to apologise about,' Keli said, answering both of them but, looking at Alice. 'I know you couldn't help it. Blame Smeri's potion. Just as long as -'. She paused, blushing.

	'Yes?'

	'Did you ... enjoy having me?'

	Alice hesitated, then said, 'Yes I did. And it wasn't just because I had a clit making like a cock at the time. You were ... absolutely lovely.'

	Keli was smiling brightly. 'That's OK then. As long as I was good.'

	'Better than good,' Helen assured her.

	Keli looked at Alice. 'I'd do anything for you if it'd make you happy,' she said simply.

	Alice did not know what to say. Obviously Keli had a serious crush on her which was mixed up with the strange celebrity she seemed to have acquired in Underland. But how deep did her feelings go, and was it fair to take advantage of them? Uncertain, she looked at Helen who tactfully changed the subject.

	'So what happens now?'

	'When the Cat wakes up we find out what's been going on with the war, the revolution, everything,' Alice said. 'He wanted to talk last night but I told him he needed to sleep first. He was nearly as knackered as we were.' 

	'It looked as though he'd been in a fight.'

	'I think he has.' Despite their concerns, Alice saw Helen was grinning foolishly. 'What is it?'

	'Just the idea that I've met the Cheshire Cat,' Helen admitted. 'I mean I never expected him to seem as big as a horse to me at the time, but he's still the Cheshire Cat.'

	'That's Underland for you,' Alice said. 'It's why I want to keep it the way it is.'

	'Sounds like you're glad you came back.'

	'I am. I've been tempted for months, but I think I was frightened of it taking over my life. I suppose I should thank Muscardinus for giving me the push.'

	The Cat emerged from the door of Smerinthus's burrow and stretched himself luxuriously. Alice jumped down from the toadstool and ran over to him. 'How are you feeling?' she asked anxiously.

	'Much refreshed, thank you, Alice,' the Cat said. 'Though urgent matters press, you were right that I needed to rest. Smerinthus's potions, though grudgingly supplied, have cured my hurts. And the morning always gives one hope.'

	'Well, we're here to help if we can.'

	The Cat looked at Helen and Keli. 'Are your friends sure they wish to become involved? Even I fear for my skin. It may be too dangerous for mere girlings.'

	'Just because we're girlings doesn't mean we can't help,' Helen said.

	'If Alice is going so am I,' Keli stated flatly.

	'Very well,' said the Cat, settling down on the grass before them. 'I will summarise matters as far as I can. You know Queen Redheart's actions have incited the other card Houses to invade. The Redheart forces are resisting but they are steadily being forced back towards the Palace. Queen Redheart will never give that up, so when it falls so does Redheart rule. Atheling, who might have moderated his mother's behaviour, has been checked by the Queen who has had his favourite girling Valerie imprisoned in the royal apartments, thus putting her at the Queen's mercy.' 

	Alice's heart skipped a beat. 'Is she all right?' she asked anxiously.

	'As far as I know. But it provided an objective for the reformed revolutionary party. Though mainly comprised of animals, it was agreed that our cause would best be served by supplanting Queen with Prince. Atheling is of moderate disposition and certainly better disposed to animal kind than his mother. Ory strongly promoted the plan of somehow releasing Valerie from the Queen's clutches and thereby allowing Atheling to speak out freely against his mother.'

	'I still can't believe Ory is a revolutionary,' Alice said.

	'He has changed since you last saw him, in no small part due to your example I suspect, and has gained quite a following among the animals. For myself, though by nature independently minded, it has served my purpose to aid their cause from time to time. My freedom of movement is restricted, however, and I cannot approach the Palace at all due to those cursed silver hounds the Joker has created. They can move nearly as swiftly as I. He has produced winged forms as well, and all can scent my presence a hundred yards away. That is why I had commissioned Smerinthus to negate them in some way, to no avail as it has turned out.

	'Anyway, Ory, myself and a few others were meeting secretly in Newmarket, which lies, for the moment, beyond and to one side of the current front line. But our tryst was raided by the Queen's men and we were forced to make our escape by separate ways.'

	'And Ory?' Alice asked.

	'I regret he was taken. The only consolation is that with the countryside in such turmoil his escort will not be able to travel quickly. I estimate they cannot reach the Palace before tonight at the earliest.'

	'But if the Queen gets her hands on him...'

	'I know. It will mean the executioner's block.'

	Alice shuddered. She could not let that happen. 'Any idea how many men are guarding him?' she asked. 

	'I doubt there will be many. Soldiers cannot be spared from the war. But they will have silver dogs, knowing I might make an attempt to free him. I could not gather sufficient help to rescue Ory by force, so I came here hoping to find means of negating the silver dogs and so perhaps save him by guile.'

	'Do you know which way they'll take him?'

	'There is only one road. But there are now checkpoints along it and an inner cordon close to the Palace. Many are trying to flee the invaders that way. Ory will be lost if he passes beyond that.' 

	Alice paced up and down lost in thought. There had to be a way of freeing Ory other than the use of force. She had felt being here was going to be a turning point; well, it looked like it was. But how to best use what resources they had? What were their strengths and the enemy's weaknesses?'

	After a minute she turned back to the others and said, 'I'm going to recruit Smerinthus into the revolution.'

	'He will not co-operate,' the Cat said.

	Alice grinned. 'It's just a question of finding the right lever.'

	Smerinthus was pottering moodily about his laboratory when they all marched in. He looked at them impatiently. 'What are you still doing here, Cat? You have the girlings; you know I have no protection against the silver dogs. Be off with you all!'

	'We wanted to give you the chance of joining the good guys,' Alice said. 'Help stop the war and put a better government in power.'

	'You, a mere girling, think you can all achieve that? Pah! You're mad!'

	'Hello, this is Underland. Mad is normal here, right?'

	'What of it? I will have nothing to do with either revolution or war! And you can't threaten to destroy my garden again if you want my help first.'

	'No, but if we were captured we could tell Queen Redheart where it is,' Alice said. 'Or the Alliance. I don't think either side would be happy to have a powerful alchemist making dangerous potions without their approval. Especially one with revolutionary sympathies.'

	'But I don't have any such thing!'

	'Think they'll believe you?'

	'You couldn't!'

	'What would we have to lose? Might even get us better treatment.' As Smerinthus hesitated, she added, 'Of course, whatever potions you make for us will mostly be used to screw the Joker's creatures and get us into the Palace. You might say it's the showdown you've been waiting for. And if we win everybody'll know who helped make it possible. But if you're not up to it . . .'

	'What do you mean? Of course I am. I'll show that jumped-up pipsqueak potioner who is the master! What do you want?'

	Alice smiled. 'Well, first we've got to rescue a friend from some soldiers and silver dogs.'

	'But I have no defence against them. In a week, perhaps . . .'

	'We don't have that long, but there are other things we can use. First, find a growth potion for the Cat to make him at least as large as the dogs. It should help keep them off his back.'

	'That is simple enough.'

	'Alice,' the Cat interjected hastily. 'I do not want to change my size. It is not a feline thing. We like to stay as we are and resent any . . . manipulation.'

	She glared at him. 'Look, the rest of us are going to have to put up with a lot more than just growing bigger. This is war. We make sacrifices, right!'

	The Cat looked taken aback by her words. In uncatlike humility, he said, 'Put like that, of course I will do it.'

	Alice turned back to Smerinthus. 'There are other things we need . . .' And she told him her plan.

	'Ingenious,' Smerinthus said. 'I can make all that, but I shall need assistance.'

	Alice looked at Keli, who frowned at Smerinthus. 'He's got to be polite. And call me by my proper name. Or "girl" is OK. But not a number.'

	Smerinthus appeared to draw in a deep breath. 'If you would get the jar of powdered gracilis stem . . . please . . .Keli.'

	'No problem, Master,' Keli replied, and hurried off.

	As they watched them set to work, Alice saw Helen was smiling at her. 'What's so funny?' she asked.

	'You. You say you don't want to dominate anybody because you're a natural submissive and masochist, then start giving us orders and planning rescues.'

	Alice blinked. 'They're two different things. I'm just doing what has to be done, what's obvious.'

	'Obvious to you maybe, but not to us,' Helen said. 'We all waited for you to come up with something.'

	'That is perfectly true,' the Cat admitted. 'I always said you were an unusual girling, Alice Brown.'

	'You've maturity beyond your years and a feeling for how things work here,' Helen continued. 'You do dominate people, even if you don't realise it. I think you're a natural leader ... which means people like to follow you.'

	She kissed Alice. 'Keli does ... and so do I.'

	That afternoon, Alice, Helen and Keli, towing a bag of potions and other items behind them, flew, across the pearl-bright sky on shimmering insect wings. The Cat was making his own way to the rendezvous he had described to them by teleportation, or whatever trick it was he used to come and go so disconcertingly. The wind blew through Alice's hair which, thanks to a minor feat of Smerinthus's craft, was now dark brown. She hoped it would be sufficient to prevent her being recognised from the wanted posters. Hopefully the deception would not have to work for long. It was the first time Helen and Keli had flown and they were intoxicated by the experience, laughing and swooping about and revelling in their newfound freedom.

	'If we could sell this back home, we'd make a fortune!'

	Helen called to Alice, and she agreed.

	They passed over the fortified tents of the Alliance camp, which Alice noted had moved several miles forwards from its original position outside Margrave. How long before it was erected by the Palace walls? A few minutes later they crossed the front line, where Redheart and Alliance forces faced each other across a few scarred fields. Helen and Keli fell silent. Even from their height they could smell the reek of gunpowder, see the glint of raised swords, hear the cries of the wounded, the crack of gunfire and the shrill neighing of frightened horses. It was nineteenth-century warfare but nonetheless deadly.

	Further on, they saw a long winding road meandering through the rolling countryside bearing a strung-out column of figures, mostly animals, who had chosen to flee the advancing war. Sweating girlings were pulling carts or barrows loaded down with possessions. The only traffic in the other direction were squads of marching soldiers or those civilians turned back from checkpoints further up the road. A few people were simply sitting forlornly by the wayside.

	'This has to stop,' Alice said starkly, and the others nodded.

	The isolated wood the Cat had described was easy to find and they dropped down into it. A large powerful form padded out of the shadows to great them. 

	'Hi, tiger!' Keli said.

	'I am Felis catus albeit a most superior specimen, and not Panthera tigris,' the Cheshire Cat said haughtily. 'And as soon as the need is past I shall resume my normal dimensions and we shall talk no more about this.'

	'Let's get ready,' Alice said, taking jars and bottles from her bag. 'Cat, watch the road for Ory. I just hope there aren't too many other people around when we go for it. They might get in the way.'

	'The common people would not dare interfere if the soldiers act as expected,' the Cat assured her.

	'Maybe,' Alice said, thinking of the Margravian raid on the Alliance camp. 'You haven't had anything like this happen in Underland before. When they've nothing else to lose and respect or fear of authority has gone down the toilet, common people turn out to be stronger than you think.'

	It was almost an hour before the Cat called them to the side of the road. Peeling through the bushes they saw a cart trundling along towards them carrying a small cage with a white figure hunched within it. A trooper sergeant rode ahead of it with a man by his side, while two more soldiers sat on the cart itself. Another pair of riders followed on behind. All were armed. In addition, two silver dogs trotted along beside the cart. 

	'This is it,' Alice said, feeling her mouth suddenly go dry.

	'More guards than we thought but we can still do it like we rehearsed. Don't let the dogs get your scent, Cat.'

	'We are downwind. There is no danger yet. Wait, look. There's somebody following close behind the cart. A mouse ...'

	'Oh shit!' Alice swore. 'It's Muscardinus!'

	It was their former master, but no longer attired in fine clothes. He wore only an unbuttoned waistcoat and even from this distance looked dishevelled. He appeared to be pleading with the soldiers while they were doing their best to ignore him. The cart came to an abrupt halt a short way from them as the sergeant turned on Muscardinus. 'This is your last warning, Mouse. We're on the Queen's business and you're delaying us!'

	'But the Queen's my friend!' Muscardinus protested.

	'I'm an important girling trader ... by royal appointment! They turned me back yesterday, but maybe with you ...please, I've nowhere else to go! Tell them who I am, Rabbit!'

	For the first time Alice felt a pang of pity for the dormouse. No longer dominating, he just looked small and pathetic.

	'We can't do it with him there,' Helen whispered urgently to Alice. 'He'll recognise us. He could turn you in.'

	'I know!' Alice said.

	The sergeant was glaring suspiciously at Muscardinus. 'You say you know the prisoner - a wanted revolutionary?'

	'Yes ... I mean, no. Not well. I'm not with him. I just know him. I wouldn't ever ... I mean, the Queen's my friend. She gave me a pair of silver dogs .. .'

	Ory's voice, sounding weary but surprisingly calm, cut in. 'Mouse is no revolutionary. He's just frightened of oppression and of war, as we all are.'

	The sergeant turned on him. 'Be quiet, traitor! I'm not frightened!'

	'Then you should be,' Ory said simply.

	The man drew his pistol and pointed it at Muscardinus.

	'You get away from us, or you'll be making friends with the teeth of our dogs!'

	The party set off again with Muscardinus stumbling miserably along some way behind the trailing horsemen. 

	'He's still too close,' Helen said. 'We can't risk it.'

	'We can't risk waiting either,' Alice said. She took a deep breath. 'We do it now and hope he doesn't give us away. Cat - go! Now us .. .'

	They burst out from behind the bushes as though in desperate panic and dashed across the road right in front of the sergeant's horse, which reared at their dramatic entrance. Their collars were roped together and their hands bound behind them. Before the soldiers could react they had plunged into the trees on the far side. Out of sight again they tangled their tether round the nearest convenient overhanging branch and started sobbing and wailing as though in deep distress. Human nature being what it was, it was inconceivable that the soldiers would not investigate further. In fact, Alice was counting on it. They heard the sergeant call a halt and order the others to stay with the prisoner, then he pushed his way through the trees until he came upon them. They gaped back at him fearfully, tugging futilely at the branch that had apparently snared them.

	'Please, please, take us back to our master!' Alice begged.

	His features softened as he looked them over. Alice could almost read his thoughts. Here were three attractive, excited, helpless girlings. A welcome diversion from thoughts of war and the dreary business of transporting a prisoner.

	'And what're you pretty things running from?' he asked.

	'There was somebody chasing us, Master,' Alice said breathlessly. 'We belong to Master Lepus the farmer, but we don't know where he's gone. Please help us find him.'

	The sergeant grinned. 'The land's under martial law now. I'm requisitioning you for auxiliary service in Her Majesty's comfort battalion. You're going to help keep up army moral.'

	'No, please don't,' Keli wailed.

	'You can't do that!' Helen shrieked.

	'We don't know how to please men, Master,' Alice protested piteously. 'We've only been used by animals. You'd be too big for us.'

	That sealed their fate.

	'Pull the cart over,' the sergeant called to his men, a wicked gleam in his eyes. 'We'll rest here for ten minutes.' The cart rattled into the shade of the trees. Alice hoped the White Rabbit could not see her clearly from his cage. If he inadvertently made any sign that he knew her . . . But he seemed to be taking no notice of any of them, unlike the soldiers. As their eyes fell on them, smiles broke out all round.

	'Three on guard, three at ease,' the sergeant said, as he untangled Alice, Helen and Keli from the branch. The sergeant and two others caught hold of them, big hands clasping and pinching their bottoms. The sergeant was assessing Keli. 

	'Never had a brown girling before,' he told her, feeling for her cleft and poking in an exploratory finger. 'Are you different down here?'

	'I've got the meatiest one, sarge,' said Alice's partner, cupping and squeezing her breasts.

	Helen's man drew her right nipple into his mouth and bit down on it, making her yelp.

	They were pushed to the ground on to their backs and their legs were kicked wide, opening their moist slots to their captors' gaze. Fingers fumbled unbuttoning the flies of bulging breeches.

	As she lay there, Alice suddenly saw Muscardinus's face peering nervously through the trees at the soldiers' revels. His eyes widened as they locked with hers. All he had to do was point and shout, 'That's Alice Brown, the wanted revolutionary!'

	She stared back at him, neither threatening nor pleading. After a few seconds, he drew back into the shadows.

	An erect shaft of flesh sprang free from between the thighs of the man standing over her, who went down on his knees and stabbed it into her cleft without preamble, making her wince as he stretched her. He smelled of sweat and beer. His weight pressed her into the rough grass as he ploughed her furrow with brutal force, his hips thudding into hers, intent only on his pleasure. She squirmed and moaned for effect and to hurry him along. From the sounds of it Helen and Keli were doing the same. With a grunt and a gasp her man's hot spunk blossomed inside her. Panting he went limp, flattening her breasts and breathing heavily. She gasped for air and twisted her head sideways.

	Recovering he climbed off her, buttoning himself up again, and returned to guard the cart. His place was taken by one of the horsemen who scowled at Alice's swollen, spunk-matted pubes.

	'I don't want seconds,' he said, rolling her over on to her front and dragging her legs wide so he could look up the cleft of her buttocks and finger her anus. 'She's already oiled!' he exclaimed.

	'So what?' his companion said as he mounted Keli. 'You want to poke a dry arse?'

	The man kneeled between Alice's legs, freed his stiff cock and drove into her rear, making her shriek as her anus was stretched by the girth of his manhood. In minutes they were done, and the soldiers looked down on the sprawled forms of the well-ravished girlings with satisfaction.

	'Tie 'em to the cart and we'll take them along with us,' the sergeant said, scratching his groin. 'We can trade them back at barracks for -'

	He blinked and a puzzled look crossed his face as he scratched his groin harder, then harder still. His eyes bulged and suddenly he was cursing and tearing open his flies. The two other men who had made use of Alice and Helen were also now scratching and moaning, while their companions looked on incredulously. The sergeant hauled out his cock and gave a cry of fear and rage. His member was now bright blue and liberally blotched with purple spots that his trembling fingers could not resist clawing and scratching. Another of the afflicted men, cross-eyed with agony, tore up a handful of dock leaves and rubbed them desperately over his equally colourful cock, while the third poured the contents of his water bottle over his groin. The three who had been second looked on in bewilderment then sickening comprehension. 

	'Those bitches have given us something!' With snarls of rage they turned on their captives. But Alice, Helen and Keli were already scampering away into the trees, shedding the ropes which had seemed to bind them so securely. The three men started to give chase only to clutch at their groins and totter to a halt, knees knocked and bowed over, hardly able to walk. 

	'Its a slow-acting paste we put up our fronts and rears,'

	Alice called out to the six cursing, sobbing, scratching men. 'Of course, we're all right because we took the antidote, but I was told it would be very unpleasant. A sort of burning, itching, stinging, right? Lasts for days as well.'

	One of the soldiers drew a pistol and tried to aim it, though his hand was trembling so violently he could hardly have hit a barn door.

	'Don't even think about hurting us!' Alice warned them.

	'You don't think we'd be stupid enough to have the antidote with us? He's got it.'

	The Cat appeared out of nowhere. Tied about his neck was a potion bottle. Like blurs, the silver dogs bounded forwards, snarling and slavering. The Cat roared and lashed out at them with an impressively clawed paw. They yelped and circled about him, snapping ferociously. 

	'Unless you want the bottle broken, you'd better tie up your dogs,' Alice told them. 'Then you can free the White Rabbit.'

	Cursing, scratching and whimpering miserably, the soldiers had no choice. The furious dogs were tied to the cart; a key was produced and the cage unlocked. The Cat vanished only to appear again half a mile down the road, where he clawed the potion bottle from his neck and dropped it to the ground.

	'Go get it,' Alice told the wretched men, 'but leave your horses here.' Cursing they tottered off.

	'Alice Brown?' Ory exclaimed as she helped him out of the cage.

	'Great to see you but no time to talk,' Alice said, as Helen and Keli untied the horses and shooed them off.

	'We've got to move before they spread the alarm.'

	The Cat appeared next to them and together they ran for the trees. Alice heard a patter of feet and saw Muscardinus was following them.

	'Please ... can I come with you?' he begged. There was no bluster in him now, only sorrow.

	Alice took a deep· breath. 'OK. But no tricks.'

	They reached the spot where they had stored their potion bags and began pulling out bottles.

	'We've got some stuff that'll give you wings,' Alice said to Ory. She frowned at Muscardinus. 'We'll try to carry you as well, but I'm not promising anything.' 

	'Quiet!' the Cat hissed. 'Listen .. .'

	From the distance but getting closer they heard a strange hooting baying, interspersed with high-pitched squeaks. Through the interlaced branches above them they saw a pack of macabre forms swooping across the sky. They were sleek as the silver dogs but had bat-like wings sprouting from their shoulders.

	'Sky dogs from the Palace!' the Cat growled bitterly.

	'I don't think we're going to be flying home,' Alice said.

	'Can we wait till it's dark?' Keli wondered.

	'Sky dogs can hunt by night,' the Cat said.

	'So what do we do now?' Helen asked.

	'Would this help?' Muscardinus said. From inside his ragged waistcoat he drew out a large silver pocket watch.

	'My watch!' Ory exclaimed, snatching it from him in delight. He flipped open the lid and twirled the winder. 'I know a safe place .. .'

	Holding the watch before him he ran through the trees until he came to an embankment riddled with rabbit holes. One of the burrows swelled and expanded until it was a black pit the size of a manhole.

	'Follow me!' Ory cried, and dived into it. 

	One by one they plunged in after him.

	 


Ten

	They tumbled out of another distorted rabbit hole set in a bank half-smothered by tangled briers. Around them rose the trees of a sombre wood. Even as the burrow mouth shrank back to normal and they were picking themselves up, Ory said, 'This way, quickly!'

	They hurried after him along a winding path between the brambles and clumps of fern, ducking under the boughs of great woodrushes, until they came to a majestic oak. Ory scrabbled in the groin between two of its massive roots; there was a click and a concealed door opened. 'In here,' he said, and vanished.

	They dutifully followed, the Cat squeezing his bulk through the door, and found themselves inside some dark space. A yellow radiance pierced the gloom as Ory lit an oil lamp and they saw they were standing in a circular kitchen-cum-dining room hollowed out of the heart of the tree. The walls had been hung with cupboards; there was a heavy china sink with a pump handle instead of taps and a low table and chairs in the middle. To one side, a curving stairway led to an upper floor. The room appeared larger than the tree itself, but after having travelled via transdimensional rabbit holes it seemed hardly worth mentioning.

	'It's a retreat the first revolutionary party constructed,'

	Ory explained. 'The Redhearts never found it.' He opened a cupboard to reveal wine bottles, pots, wrapped waxed cheeses and several large earthenware jars. 'There's some preserves and salted food. Bedding space upstairs. We should be safe here while we decide our next move ... '

	He faltered, feeling their eyes upon him, and a tear rolled down his cheek which he quickly brushed away. 'I just want to say ... thank you all for taking such a risk to save me.' He looked at the Cheshire Cat. 'I knew you would come, though I never suspected it would be in such an imposing manner. And to Alice, and her new friends, my deepest gratitude. It seems you have returned to Underland in time to perform a miraculous rescue. You really are most unusual girlings.'

	On an impulse Alice hugged him to her, burying his face between her breasts, and kissed him on the top of his head between the ears. 'I couldn't let you get the chop after what you did for me.'

	When he lifted his face from her cleavage once more he looked surprised. 'What have I done to deserve your favour?'

	'You first brought me to Underland and I've grown to love this crazy place. Besides, you helped me escape from the Queen, remember? You gave me your space-twisting watch when I couldn't reach it.'

	'It seemed the right thing to do,' Ory said. 'And apparently my virtue has been rewarded.'

	Alice felt the need to be strictly honest. 'Actually, I wouldn't be here if Muscardinus hadn't brought me back.'

	The Rabbit looked at Muscardinus, who had been standing quietly to one side. 'I didn't realise you were part of the deception, Mouse. When I first saw you on the road I thought you had been reduced to vagabondage -'

	'I was,' Muscardinus said wretchedly. 'Truth is I'd lost everything. Alice is being kind, though I don't know why. I brought her back to have my revenge for a kick she gave me, then turn her in for the reward so I could buy more fancy clothes and act like a gentleman. But all the animals in Margrave hated me and the humans only put up with me because I supplied girlings by royal appointment. And what good did that do? When the Alliance invaded, I fled to the Palace but they wouldn't let me in. I was just an animal and had no gift for the Queen.' 

	He hung his head in utter dejection. 'Should've known my place. Cleaning out girling hutches is all I'm good for. I'm just a good-for-nothing dormouse!'

	He looked so forlorn that Keli patted him sympathetically on the shoulder. 'We all feel shitty about ourselves some time or other. You'll get over it.' 

	Alice said, 'It wasn't wrong to want to improve yourself, just the way you did it. If you'd been nicer to me the first time I was here you could have had me when you liked and kept me for yourself when you caught me heading home. I wouldn't have kicked you if you were a proper master. I think you've got a talent for handling girlings, but you can't treat us with contempt, any more than you can your friends. We like to be treated firmly; we expect to suffer at times, but it must be done fairly, not meanly.'

	She sighed as she saw Muscardinus's head hang lower and went down on her knees and lifted his chin. 'But there's one thing you did I'll always be grateful for. You could have given us away to the soldiers back there, but you didn't. Thank you.'

	A faint look of hope animated his rodent features. 'You mean that? If - if I promise to be better in future, can you forgive me?'

	He sounded sincere. Trust had to start somewhere. Alice took a deep breath. 'I forgive you.'

	He looked uncertainly at Ory and the Cat. 'Can you forgive the way I behaved too?'

	'I have also done things of which I am not proud,' Ory said. 'You have returned my watch so I forgive you, Mouse.' He smiled. 'Musc, I mean.'

	'Naturally, I admit to no wrongdoing of any kind and so have little knowledge of forgiveness,' the Cat said primly. 'But as brother animals I believe we must set an example to humans in civilised behaviour. If you will join our cause then we should put the past behind us.'

	'I will,' Musc promised.

	'Then let us eat by way of celebration,' the Cat said heartily. 'We have had an eventful day!'

	The animals sat round the table, the Cat sprawling beside it regally, while Alice, Helen and Keli laid places and served out the simple food. Nobody had ordered them to do so, Alice realised, but the treehouse felt almost homely and they had instinctively responded as domestic girlings would. Slipping into a servile mindset felt unexpectedly reassuring and it took Alice a conscious effort to set places for them as well at the table. But she knew they had important matters still to discuss. As a concession they kneeled beside it, however, not going so far as to seat themselves like equals. 

	As the food and wine was consumed the mood became almost relaxed. Alice asked Ory a question that had been bothering her for days. 'I'd really like to know why you joined the revolutionaries. I wouldn't have thought it was, um, well like you.'

	'Like a self-pitying drunk, you mean?' he replied candidly.

	'I know what I was. It was you who helped me change, Alice.'

	'Me? How?'

	'When you could not reach my watch which you needed to complete your escape, you said, "Please". A simple request for charity and a small sacrifice on my part that would make a great deal of difference to you. I mattered to somebody again, even if only for a few seconds. And if a girling had the courage to defy the Queen, I thought, then why not I? And so it proceeded naturally from there.'

	He frowned. 'I don't blame you for earlier escaping from my house. I could not have been a very pleasant master at the time.'

	'Well, you'd got depressed worrying about not being as big as the local men. But you should know by now that you don't need to be big to get results.' She glanced round at Helen and Keli. 'Do you know that, within ten minutes of meeting me for the first time back home, he had talked me out of my bra and knickers and had me frigging myself on the handle of his umbrella to prove I was suitable Underland material?'

	'One of my finer moments,' Ory said.

	'What I mean is you didn't need to have a massive dick to master me, or any girling,' Alice continued. 'You just need the right attitude of mind, a little carrot and stick, and a few kind words to let us know we matter. I think that's why most of us came here. To find a place we could be ourselves, to live simply but more intensely, to be valued for what we are.'

	Keli and Helen were listening in hushed silence. Muscardinus was looking at her intensely and nodding slowly to himself. The Cat suddenly smiled. 'A philosophical girling,' he declared. 'I said she was special.' 

	'She is,' Ory agreed, 'though I must say I preferred you blonde, Alice.'

	Alice fluffed her dark hair. 'Just temporary. A disguise courtesy of Smerinthus.'

	'Ah, so that is where you got those potions. He has supplied me in the past. That shrinking mix you used to escape my house, for one.' 

	'And we might need his aid again before we are done,' the Cat said. 'I would dearly love to sleep now, but first we must plot and plan. As I see it our objective remains as before: to enable Atheling to usurp his mother and so bring the chance of peace to the land. Unfortunately, this is easier said than done. While it is very romantic for a prince to be so enamoured of a girling that he would rather sacrifice a kingdom than let her come to harm, and not denying Valerie is a delightful creature, I wish in this instance that her master was made of sterner stuff. Still, we must take things as we find them.'

	'And quickly,' Helen said. 'We saw how far the Alliance has advanced. If we're not in the Palace by the end of tomorrow we might as well forget it.'

	'But how do we enter?' the Cat asked. 'You know the silver dogs make it impossible for me to do so.'

	'My watch won't help,' the Rabbit said. 'I can cross the lines easily enough, but there is no transference point within the Place grounds.'

	'And we can't fly in at night 'cos those bat-dogs have got it covered,' Keli added.

	'There's a trick I used to get to the Boardland and the Red Queen's chess game,' Alice said. 'I'm not sure if it'll work here, but if I could find a large mirror I could give it a try.'

	Helen was staring at her. 'You mean you actually . . .walked through a looking glass?'

	'Yeah, but it's a long story. Tell you about it another time. Any mirrors round here?'

	'I have heard tales of such a feat but never expected to meet anyone who had achieved it,' Ory said. 'You surprise me again, Alice. But there are no mirrors of suitable quality in Underland. We would have to return to your own world to use one, or transport it here.'

	'It might be worth it,' Alice said. 'I'd need to practise getting the other end to come out in the right place, though.'

	'You mean it might come out anywhere in the Palace?'

	Keli asked. 'I'm guessing the guards have guns, right?'

	Alice sighed. 'You're right. It's too risky and there's no time to experiment. Forget mirrors.'

	'Looks like we'll have to get in by the front door,' Helen said.

	The others nodded.

	Alice asked, 'Musc, what's it like in the Palace now? It's months since I was there.'

	Musc looked pleased to be consulted and spoke eagerly. 

	'Well, there are banquets and orgies most nights. You only get in if you're invited and nobody turns an invite down in case it looks like they're being disloyal. And they've got to bring the Queen presents. But everybody gets searched and there are lots of armed guards. They say it's even harder getting into her private apartments. Even girling servants have their passages checked for hidden bottles of poison.'

	'And the private apartments are where they're holding Valerie,' Alice said.

	'To the best of my knowledge,' said the Cat.

	'And we've got to get her out of there,' Helen said.

	'And sit on the Queen to stop her screwing things up,' Keli pointed out.

	'Then warn Atheling he is free to act,' Ory added.

	'So Valerie must be removed from the Queen's power; the Queen should be rendered incommunicado at least temporarily and Atheling alerted,' the Cat summarised.

	'Once the Queen's hold over him is broken, I have no doubt he will rally those loyal to him and stage a coup. But how to bring about that happy circumstance?'

	There was a thoughtful silence.

	'I suggest we sleep on the problem,' Ory said. 'Whatever we plan, tomorrow I will scout the transference points around Margrave and Smerinthus's garden, so we can return there safely if we need.'

	'I can do that,' Musc said. 'It don't matter if I'm seen, but you're still wanted,'

	Ory smiled. 'Thank you, Musc. That will be a great help.'

	The Cat stretched. 'Now to bed . . . but not alone.' His grin returned. 'We have allowed these girlings considerable liberties, such as speaking their minds and addressing us in a familiar manner, as reward for their sterling service. But I think it is right that we now remind them of their proper place - under us.'

	A smile spread over Ory's face and even Musc's whiskers twitched hopefully. Alice's nipples pricked up and she saw the same understanding dawn in Helen and Keli.

	'Master, may l we clean ourselves first?' Alice asked meekly.

	'Yes, girl, but don't take too long about it,' said the Cat.

	'We'll want to choose which of you we shall have.'

	'I'll light the upstairs lamp,' Ory said.

	The three girls busied themselves with the pump and a bucket, washing the itching cream and sperm out of their passages and exchanging grins and giggles. For a few hours they could forget the ,complications of the outside world and let orders, obedience and pleasure rule them. When they were clean they formed a line, standing with their legs wide and hands clasped behind their necks, presenting themselves for their masters' approval with nipples erect and pubes already quickening into expectant pouts. Ory and Cat prepared to inspect them but Musc hesitated.

	'I don't think I can enjoy Alice or Helen properly,' he admitted shamefully, 'not after what I did to them.'

	'While your concern does you credit, you mustn't let feelings of guilt interfere with the natural order of things,' the Cat said. 'Humans have their own women; girlings were put in Underland to serve animals. I'm sure they'd understand.'

	Alice chose not to speak unless she was asked directly. After all the mental and emotional strain of the last few days it was almost a relief to let herself slip into a state of natural subservience. For this night she would be just another girling, accepting her masters' wishes without question.

	Musc shuddered. 'No, I can't. Not yet, anyway.'

	'Then what about this one?' Ory said, pointing to Keli.

	'Look, her skin is almost the same colour as your fur.

	You'd go rather well together.' He walked round Keli, gently stroking the roundness of her buttocks, patting her firm, chocolate-tipped breasts. 'A fine body and pretty face,' he commented, as Keli stood proudly erect, accepting his handling without flinching. 

	'Bend and spread, girling.'

	Obediently Keli bent forwards, resting her hands on her knees, and spread her legs further, presenting her hindquarters to him. Ory pried apart the cheeks of her buttocks to open the way to her sooty-black anal mouth. Keli twitched and stifled a giggle as his whiskers tickled her. He slid experienced fingers into the wet cleft of her pubic peach and brought them out coated with her exudations. He sniffed delicately then held out his hand for Musc to sample.

	'Good body. Spicy, with passion. Stubborn but yielding, don't you agree?'

	'I don't have your nose for girlings, Ory. But she does smell nice and hot.'

	They were discussing Keli's scent as if it was the bouquet of a bottle of wine, Alice thought. Can animals really tell that much about girlings from a sniff of our juices? Is that why we interest them so much? She was aware of her own state of arousal. What signals am I sending out? That I'm gagging for it?

	'Then why not enjoy her and we shall choose between Alice and Helen?' the Cat said.

	Musc grinned and looked at Keli. 'Down on your knees, girling,' he said, and Keli obeyed. He patted her on the head and she smiled.

	The Cat and Ory had Alice and Helen bend over while they sniffed their rears and sampled their intimate offerings. Their anticipation was so advanced now that they had begun to drip on the floor. 

	'Both finely perfumed and clearly in heat,' the Cat said.

	'There's little to choose between them.'

	'I enjoyed Alice several times during her last visit,' Ory remarked. 'I don't know what the tally is with you.'

	'Once when she was in reduced circumstances and twice in the royal dungeon,' the Cat said. 'All most memorable.'

	'Then why don't you take her and improve your score while I break in this new girling . . . Helen, is it not?' He stroked her cheek and pinched a nipple. 'She has pleasing aspect and of more slender build which I marginally prefer. I think Alice is better suited to your present dimensions, Cat.'

	'You may be fright. I'm certainly happy to enjoy such a pneumatic and passionate girling again.'

	'Then it is decided,' Ory said. He clapped his hands. 'Upstairs, girlings,' he commanded, and on all fours they scrambled up the winding steps ahead of their masters. The upper room was laid out with half-a-dozen simple low wooden-framed beds with webbing mattresses. Ory took blankets out of a cupboard and shook them out. 'A little musty but dry,' He commented.

	'I trust there is some rope here, even if there are no proper restraints,' the Cat said.

	Rope was found and the girls were spread-eagled and tied  firmly to the beds, Helen and Keli on their fronts and Alice on her back. 

	'While I am more substantially endowed I may as well make the most of it and sample the depths of her cunny,' the Cat explained.

	The animals paused, savouring their three slaves, their eyes passing over succulent buttock clefts, trembling breasts and legs spread wide in invitation. Pizzles rose from between furry thighs. The girls looked back up at them in turn, nervous and excited, their stomachs fluttering and loins simmering ready to be stoked into passionate life. Lust, trust and submission met here, an understanding reached, pleasure to be taken without guilt. Then the animals mounted them. Musc and Ory plunged their slim shafts into the expectant anuses of their chosen partners, who gasped appreciatively as their rectums were filled. The bed creaked under the Cat's weight as he positioned himself between Alice's legs and lay down upon her, his claws pricking her breasts as he kneaded them into comfortable pillows. Then, grinning, he drove into her and she clenched his man-sized shaft and lifted her hips, offering up her depths to him and all the delights she could give. She was utterly helpless and perfectly happy. At some time just before dawn Alice woke. The Cat's warm comforting weight still pressed her deep into the sheets. The sound of steady breathing came from the occupants of the other cots. Her arms and legs were still bound, of course. Physically she was immobile but her mind was racing. She knew how they could get into the Palace!

	 


Eleven

	'Make way, if you please!' Musc shouted, pushing through the crowd before the Palace gates. 'Important gifts for Her Majesty coming through.'

	'What've you got there, mouse?' a guard asked, blocking his way and eyeing suspiciously the hand cart loaded with a tarpaulin-covered cage, which was being pulled by a sweating Keli.

	'Gifts for the Queen,' Musc announced grandly.

	'Invitation only,' the guard replied.

	'But I am Muscardinus avellanarius, girling trader by royal appointment. I have had the honour to call upon the Queen before, and now I bring two of the rarest specimens I have ever handled, obtained at great personal risk from a far-off world} to entertain her Majesty in these dark times.'

	And with that he threw back the cover to reveal Alice and Helen crouching in the cage. The guard gave a whistle of unashamed surprise. Their skins were copper red, their hair golden and flowing down their backs in manes. Blinking in the sudden light then seeing the guard peering in at them, they lunged against the inside of the cage and grabbed for him. Their eyes were tawny with catlike slit pupils. They each had four breasts, the lower pair smaller but no less shapely than the upper and with equally erect crimson nipples. Frustrated they rubbed themselves sensually against the bars, flicking out their tongues. These were astonishingly long and pointed, the tips curling as though in invitation. Growing from the base of their spines they had naked tails that coiled and lashed impatiently from side to side. The tails ended in bulbous purple tips of undeniably phallic proportions.

	Musc nudged the guard. 'Pleasures beyond the dreams of man or animal, eh? Just think what those tongues could do, or their tails for that matter . . .'

	The guard became aware of a penetrating musky perfume exuding from their bodies and ran a finger round his collar.

	'I'm sure the Queen will find them highly entertaining, don't you agree?' Musc said. 'Of course, if you feel it's your duty to turn them away then I'll bid you good day. But if the Queen ever found out what she missed . . .'

	'Er, hold on.' The man conferred with his colleagues for a moment and then said, 'All right, we'll pass you through to the Chamberlain. But you've got to be searched.' 

	'Of course. Security. Can't be too careful where Her Majesty's safety is concerned. Well I've nothing to hide'

	The cart was searched; Musc's clothes and baggage was checked over; Keli had her mouth examined and then spread her legs while exploratory fingers were thrust up her passages. Finding nothing out of place, the guard looked doubtfully at Alice and Helen. 

	'Gotta check them too. Take 'em out of there.'

	'Best not unless they're heavily chained,' Musc said.

	'Likely to cause a scene with all these people about. Don't worry, they'll co-operate.' He rapped on the cage with a stick. 'Present yourselves! Turn round . . . good girlings. Bottoms up . . . yes, good.'

	'Don't they speak English?' the guard asked.

	'I'm teaching them. They know a few commands. But they communicate in the language of passion. In their world they live for sex.'

	'What's this place called, then?'

	'Er . . . Youvbenad,' Musc said quickly.

	'Never heard of it.'

	'Few have.'

	Alice and Keli turned on to their hands and knees and thrust their rears against the bars, displaying engorged and glistening lovemouth with crinkled thickened inner labia peeping between them like tongues. Above these wet slots the dark starburst puckers of the anuses pinched tight and then opened into little round mouths as though gulping at the air. The guard blinked at this blatant display, and cautiously probed the proffered orifices. Alice clamped her anal ring tight about his finger as he was knuckle deep inside her and would not let go, causing the guard to panic. Musc rapped the cage with his stick again. 'Bad girling! Let go of the nice man's finger. You'll be fed later.' 

	The guard finally pulled his digit free with an audible pop and gaped at the caged pair, who flicked their tongues lasciviously at him. 

	'By God, they're hot for it!' He shook his head. 'Don't know what the Queen'll make of them.'

	Musc smiled. 'I'm hoping she'll find them completely irresistible.'

	They were escorted along a sweeping driveway past ornate gardens with sparkling fountains, topiaried hedges and manicured lawns. Squads of soldiers marched by on an apparently endless round of patrols. Ahead rose the gothic pile of the Palace; a mass of towers, turrets and battlements crowned with an improbable quantity of flags and banners.

	Several carriages were drawn up, disgorging guests for the evening's entertainments. Despite their smart clothes Alice thought the air of jollity was brittle, and they cast uneasy glances about them as though expecting Alliance soldiers to appear in the gardens at any moment. They must know the front line was edging inexorably closer, but why were they not running? Was it fear of the Queen or that they had nowhere else to go? Was this an act of denial or defiance? It was not a uniquely Underland example of madness. Others back in her world had historically partied with invaders at the gates.

	The Chamberlain was checking people inside and receiving gifts, which were being searched methodically by bewigged and liveried attendants. Alice noticed they exclusively bore hearts on their uniforms, whereas when she had last been here the servants were drawn from members of all the card families. Alice and Helen drew many curious glances and a murmur from the waiting crowd. Musc began handing out business cards. 'Muscardinus avellanarius, Bespoke Girling Broker at your service, ladies and gentlemen.'

	The Chamberlain warmed to Musc once he had seen what he had for the Queen. 'Oh, the girling trader. Ahh ... um, yes, extraordinary creatures. Most original. I'm sure Her Majesty will find them highly diverting.' He motioned to an attendant. 'Take Mr Muscardinus and his party to the Orange Polka dot Room, second floor.'

	Alice saw Musc stand a little taller at being addressed with proper formality once again. With Alice and Helen muzzled and weighed down by chains and Keli carrying the baggage, they were led along corridors and up stairs to their assigned room. Guards seemed to be posted at the head of every passage and all were armed. Helen also noticed them and gave Alice a significant glance. Attempting to enter the Palace covertly would have been suicidal.

	When the door of their room closed behind the departing flunky and they were alone, Musc slumped on the bed, pulled out a handkerchief and mopped his brow. 'Well, we're in,' he said.

	'You did great, Musc,' Alice complimented him.

	Keli had gone to the window and was looking out from the small balcony along the wall of the Palace where the massive stonework was fluted with the shafts of towers and pierced by arching windows.

	'Will you be able to make it?' Alice asked her.

	Keli grinned. 'With the extras I'll be packing? I'll be tooled up for anything!' She looked Alice and Helen up and down. 'Do you know how freakily fuckable you two look right now?'

	'I know,' Helen said, coiling her tail up between her legs so that its phallic tip rubbed against the lips of her cleft and protruded from between her thighs like an erection. 'I never thought I'd say this, but Smerinthus really did us proud. God, I could have so much fun with myself. Is that too perverse? Think I'm catching some of this the Underland madness?'

	'If you are, save it for tonight,' Alice said. 'We've got a Queen to impress, remember?'

	The Great Hall was filled with music and laughter. Girling servants carried in great platters stacked with food while others disported themselves about the chamber providing other diversions. Yet to Alice, peeping through a curtained doorway in one corner, it all had a slightly desperate air. Nevertheless, the Queen appeared to be enjoying herself. She sat with her family at the highest table which crossed the ends of the other two which ran almost the length of the hall. Alice surveyed her familiar large heavily jowled face and slightly protuberant eyes with a shiver. She hoped her new transformation would be sufficient to prevent the Queen recognising her as the girling who had for some weeks, thanks to the Joker's potions, served as her personal milk fountain and then what had amounted to a living standard lamp. There was no sign of the royal alchemist, and Alice hoped he would remain absent for a little while longer. He was the one person who might challenge Musc's story of their extra-worldly origin and expose them as  chimerical creations.

	On the Queen's left sat the King, his red-cheeked face beaming with its normal ineffectual amiability as he waved a chicken leg in time with the music. On the other side was the tall figure of Prince Atheling. He was toying with his food while gazing blankly into space. Alice realised  how much she was counting on him when they had never spoken directly. But she had witnessed his kindness and consideration, and knew he had conspired with the Cheshire Cat to help her escape execution. How he must love Valerie, Alice thought. She really had found her perfect master in him. Even though Valerie had been her first lesbian lover and she still cared for her deeply, Alice was pleased that she felt no pangs of jealousy. There should be none in Underland, especially between girlings. That was another reason this mad land was worth fighting to preserve.

	Down the middle of each table a line of girlings was laid out on their backs, alternating head to toe. They were tightly bound in golden chains and served both as illumination and table centres. The bases of pots were stuffed into their mouths in which were arranged sprays of flowers. Candlesticks mounted on the ends of angled dildos rose from between their thighs, the hot wax dripping on to their naked flesh. Alice glimpsed the bare bottoms of girlings as they busily shuffled about under the tables and noted the changing expressions of guests as they received their oral attentions.

	In the space between the tables, a pair of sloping greased poles had been set up and teams of girlings were pitted against each other to see who could climb them first. The upper edges of the poles were serrated and the girlings had their hands cuffed behind them, meaning they had to squirm their way up the poles, clamping their thighs tight about them as they went. The serrations dug in between their glistening pussy lips, adding their lubrication to the grease. If they lost their grip and slid down the poles, the rapid grating friction as the bumps and ridges rasped through their pubes was both painful and arousing, much to the delight of the diners.

	Between courses the gifts were presented, the givers watching nervously as the Queen received them. A scowl of displeasure or even a look of boredom could make them tremble with fear. Finally it was Musc's turn. He marched up the aisle between the long tables, leading Alice and Helen on a single chain leash which was fastened to a ring set in the middle of a spreader bar which clipped to their collar rings. Their tails also had rings fastened about them just below their bulbous tips, which were chained to the backs of their collars. Close-fitting muzzles were fitted over their mouths and their wrists were cuffed behind their backs. When they stood before the royal party Musc bowed low. 

	'Muscardinus avellanarius at your service, Your Majesty. I am honoured to be in your presence once again. May I offer the gift of these girlings, obtained from another world to which I have only recently gained access, and which I hope you will find diverting?'

	Atheling glanced briefly over Alice and Helen then resumed his gloomy musings. The Queen stared at them curiously while the King said, 'Funny-looking girlings. Lovely plump mounds though. And look at all those titties. Heavy-looking muzzles. Bite, do they?'

	'They do not bite, Your Majesty, but I thought their tongues should be restrained before such refined company in case they might look rude.'

	He undid the muzzles, freeing Alice and Helen's tongues which they flicked out to their full augmented lengths, while panting and smacking their lips suggestively. The King blinked in surprise and the Queen began to look more interested.

	'I trust I do not need to point out the pleasurable possibilities they offer,' Musc said.

	'No, no,' the King said and chuckled. 'Can see that for meself. Don't they speak?'

	'Not at all, Your Majesty, except to make passionate noises.'

	'Mute women, eh? That's a fine idea. Hear enough of that silly chatter .. .' He faltered at a glare from his formidable wife and asked hastily, 'Why are their tails tied up?'

	'They have insatiable natures, Your Majesty,' Musc explained. 'If they were not restrained they would couple with any man or woman who took their fancy, or else with each other until they collapsed.' 

	'Their tails don't spout, do they?'

	'No, Your Majesty, just very sensitive. They cannot help trying to use them for their pleasure.'

	'Show me,' the Queen commanded.

	Muscardinus bowed and unclipped their tails. Alice and Helen immediately turned in their collars to face each other and went down on to their knees, legs spread wide. Juices dripped from their gaping quims. Their tails coiled up between their thighs and snaked out, crossing over and plunging into the hot wet orifices opposite which sucked them in greedily.

	Alice gasped and moaned as she felt herself inside Helen even as she penetrated her. The passion and pleasure was genuine and dildo tails were more elegant than their gross clitcocks. They were the erotic fashion accessory, Alice thought wildly, as the lust burned through her, and seemed to be hotwired directly through her spine into the pleasure centres of her brain. They flicked their tongues at each other even as they filled the air with their raw desire. The Queen was smiling and even Atheling was watching. They came with animal moans and grunts, spraying their passion over the floor, then sagged towards each other, only the bracing of the spreader bar holding them upright.

	The guests applauded their display, then all eyes turned to the Queen.

	'I find them . . . most amusing,' she said. 'I accept them.'

	Alice thrilled inwardly while Musc bowed once again.

	'You are most kind, Your Majesty.'

	'The royal alchemist must examine them,' the Queen continued. Alice's heart skipped a beat. 'But first I shall try them out in my chambers.'

	Alice's heart resumed its regular rhythm once more. It was midnight before the feasting ended and they were led after the King and Queen to their private apartment. Half-a-dozen guards stood by the heavy doorway. Within was an anteroom where girling maids were stationed. Alice and Helen were bent over and once again had their passages examined for vials of poison or concealed weapons. But the searchers came away only with dripping lust-scented fingers and a flashing look of desire from Alice. Her ruttish response masked a secret smile.

	The guards could probe their cunts and arses all they liked. They were hiding nothing up there but hot hungry holes. The door to the bedchamber itself was finally unlocked, a pair of guards who had been stationed in there emerged, and they were led in. The King locked and bolted the door and they were out of the gaze of attendants, guards and servants at last.

	Alice looked around the familiar room where she had passed so many nights. There was the massive four-poster bed as before and beside it a rack of restraints and instruments of correction, but in one corner were two new additions: a square frame mounted on a wheeled base, and a heavily barred cage. And within it . . . Alice's heart gave another little leap both of relief and dismay . . . was Valerie.

	She was almost bowed down by chains, which bound her arms behind her and in turn secured her to the cage bars. A heavy gleaming scold's bridle closed her mouth. The scarlet stripes of cane or whip marks decorated her pale slim body. As they entered the room, she looked up hopefully until she saw it was the King and Queen. She goggled for a moment at Alice and Helen but showed no sign of recognition, which though it pained her Alice knew was probably for the best, then lowered her head again sadly. 

	Alice and Helen were chained to the foot of the bed while the royal couple stripped off their clothes, revealing corpulent but powerful and surprisingly unwrinkled bodies. The King had a potbelly but strong arms and shoulders. Even flaccid his cock was thick and heavy. The Queen had great rounded buttocks and massive breasts with organ-stop nipples. Her pubic delta was a thick mass of wiry black hair that stood out clear of her thighs. Neither was a physical weakling. There would be no second chances when the time came to act. 

	The King was looking eagerly at their new acquisitions and rubbing his hands in anticipation, his prong standing up eagerly. But the Queen said, 'You can play with them later.' She glared at Valerie. 'This creature needs her nightly punishment first.'

	'I'm sure Atheling has learned his lesson now, my dear,' the King said timidly. 'He looks terribly unhappy. Can't we give her back to him?'

	'Nonsense! At a time like this we need his full support. There must be no weakness or show of dissent.'

	'He's not weak, my dear. He wanted to go to the front to fight. It might take his mind off things.'

	'No, he'll stay here. Where we can keep an eye on him.'

	A key hung on a chain round the Queen's neck. She used it to unlock Valerie's cage and then her chains, before dragging her out as though she was a child. Ignoring Alice and Helen for the moment, they took Valerie to the frame and strapped her to it, with arms and legs outstretched to its corners. Valerie's neat figure was so tensed by her bonds that her small, perfectly rounded brown-nippled breasts were thrust out from her slender ribcage, which showed under her soft skin. Alice drank in the smooth curves of her spread thighs, the rounded bottom she had once kissed so lovingly, the pouting pink pussy lips that she had lapped and sucked, and whose musky sweet intimate taste she could still recall. But the purple stripes and bruises that covered Valerie's torso dismayed her. A girling might wear the blush of a sound spanking with pride, because of the pleasures it had presaged, but those marks she knew told of no such happy memories.

	The Queen selected a cane from the rack and squared up to Valerie. Her head still confined by the bridle, Valerie could only watch her mutely with tearful eyes.

	'You disgusting, perverted creature,' the Queen said venomously.

	Suddenly Alice understood the cause and depth of the Queen's hatred, resentment, perhaps even jealousy towards Valerie. Atheling loved Valerie more than he did her. In the mad Underland fashion it was the tale in the book twisted about. Valerie was the tart who had stolen away the Knave, and the only reason the Queen did not have her executed was that it would have removed her hold over him. How sad and mad was that?

	Swish, crack! The first blow fell, lifting Valerie's pretty outthrust breasts high and sending a shiver through her flesh. Her whole body jerked in its bonds, her eyes bulged and a grunt of pain slipped past the bridle. A scarlet weal blazed into existence on Valerie's soft flesh, showing starkly against her natural pale tones. The Queen smiled grimly and drew back her arm again. Every strike was accompanied by Valerie's muffled squeaks and whimpers of pain and painted another weal on her slim figure. Her breasts had become a latticework of scarlet slashes. Where they crossed some oozed small drops of blood.

	Alice could not turn away. In her current state of heightened sensuality that had come with her transformation, seeing Valerie punished excited her at a very primitive level. Her juices were flowing and she was making a wet spot on the carpet under her. It was almost a perfect sado-masochistic scene.

	Almost perfect ...

	She knew Valerie was a natural slave who liked discipline and desperately hoped she could take some pleasure from her suffering. If Atheling had been delivering such a beating, Valerie would be in a state close to ecstasy by now, with the pain still felt but transmuted into something that, together with the sex that would surely have followed, would only have/strengthened the bond between them. But this was being done out of spite and to work off resentment. Alice suspected even the Queen derived little satisfaction from it because she must know it was ultimately futile. Though she was trying to divide them, Valerie belonged to Atheling, body and soul. If I can help it, Alice vowed silently, no punishment in Underland will ever again be delivered so pointlessly.

	Finally, the Queen stayed her arm, leaving Valerie sagging limply, her chest heaving. But they had not done with her yet. From a box by the frame the King took out what looked like a bra of fine chain with a pair of silver rings bristling with small spikes for cups. This he clipped on to Valerie, making her gasp as the rings encircled and pricked her breasts. Then he took out a fat dildo with a paddle end, about the neck of which was another ring of silver spikes. This he slid up into Valerie's tight cleft until the paddle blade projected down between her legs and the spikes were pressed against her soft inner thighs and outer lips of her pubes.

	Meanwhile, the Queen was holding a wicker basket which had obviously been prepared for her and was sitting on the edge of the bed, where the King joined her. From the basket they took out tomatoes and eggs and began hurling them at Valerie; the King tittering, the Queen snorting with delight. Valerie writhed and twisted in her bonds as egg yolk and pulped tomato splashed over her and trickled down her body. But this was worse than a simple pillory. Every time her bra cups or dildo paddle was struck, it drove the spiked rings into her flesh, making her yelp behind her bridle.

	Spots and trickles of blood appeared around her breasts and on her thighs, joining the mess of tomato skins, egg and shell that dribbled down her. At last the basket was empty and the Queen tossed it aside.

	'You can stay like that all night, wretch,' she told Valerie as she hung sobbing and filthy in her frame. The King was looking at his wife hopefully. 'Now can we play with the new girlings, my dear?'

	The Queen lay back against the headboard, her legs splayed wide and her huge breasts trembling as she grunted with pleasure. Alice's face was buried between the chubby thighs, her tongue flicking about the slobbering gash of the Queen's plump pubic mound and the thumb-thick nub of her swollen clitoris. Her tail was curled over her shoulder and was plunging in and out of the hot depths of the Queen's pussy to supplement the work of her. tongue. From her responses it was evident the Queen was greatly enjoying this novel form of stimulation. Alice kneeled between the Queen's splayed legs, her wrists cuffed behind her and a chain from her collar fastened to the bedpost. Helen was kneeling behind Alice, similarly bound, and with her face pressed against Alice's haunches. Her elongated sensuous tongue was darting in and out of Alice's dripping pussy, bringing her repeatedly to orgasm.

	The King was having a fine time kneeling on the bed between Helen's spread knees, having been given free use of her rear. He was enthusiastically alternating between her pussy and anus, and evidently enjoying the sensation of his cock being sucked into those hot hungry mouths. Helen had coiled her tail around him and down between his legs where its sensitive tip was tickling his jiggling balls, making him laugh aloud even as he rammed into her.

	The royal couple spent profusely, the Queen snorting like a pig when she came, drenching Alice's face in her juices, while the King emptied his balls into Helen's streaming cleft. Alice and Helen did not allow them long to rest between outpourings before rekindling their desire to resume playing with their new girlings. They were using sex to exhaust them, stimulated by the scent of girling lust which was reinforced each time they came and which now filled the room.

	Drained for the third time, the King pulled out of Helen to lie on his side. The Queen had just had her fourth orgasm and was lolling limply back against the headboard. Alice began working her way up her body with her tongue, licking her way past the sweat-streaked domes of her breasts until she reached her face. Slowly she straightened up, rubbing the nipples of her own upper breasts over her body until she slid her right nipple between the Queen's parted lips. Reflex took over. The lips closed as the Queen suckled on her, then her breathing slowed and deepened and she slumped further down the headboard. Alice felt Helen's tongue leave her and looked round to see her lying on top of the King, grinding her right upper breast into his face, which he was drowsily accepting. He sucked deeply, looked puzzled for a moment, then closed his eyes contentedly. In seconds he was sleeping as deeply as his wife. 

	There was nothing like hiding something in plain sight, Alice thought triumphantly. Breasts could hold other things besides milk - with a little help from an alchemically minded caterpillar.

	She looked at Valerie but she was asleep in her frame. The room was silent but for slow breathing. Helen, her bright face flushed, was smiling at her. 'Stage two?' she whispered.

	They squirmed round and lay across each other until they could each reach the other's right lower breast, from which they sucked a fluid tasting of peppermint. The bedclothes seemed to pull away under Alice, her cuffs came free and her collar slipped over her head. The air rushed from her lungs in a belch and the canopy of the bed rose up into the roof of what had become a cathedral like chamber. Then she and Helen were lying on a plain of rumpled sheets, both the size of children's dolls. 

	Helen rolled over, groaning in disgust and dabbling at the sticky fluid that had erupted from her pussy and anus, and was lathered down her legs. 'Ugh . . . I felt that come out! Like I had a hose inside me. Is it what I think it is?'

	'Leftover spunk, yes,' Alice said. 'As it's only been inside you a short while it doesn't shrink down with everything else. Sorry, should have warned you. That happened to me once. There's one easy way to get rid of it.'

	They suckled from each other's left lower breast and the dizzying process reversed itself. Helen sat up on the now seemingly normal-sized bed once more and clutched her head. 'I feel sick. I hope we're not overdoing these potions.'

	'With any luck we won't have to do that again,' Alice said, climbing off the bed. 'Let's get Valerie free.' 

	Valerie woke as they pulled off the scold's bridle. She blinked at them in confusion, then stared deep into Alice's face with the first glimmerings of recognition. Alice felt tears pricking the backs of her eyes as she said gently, 'Yes, it's me . . . Alice.'

	She tore off the last of the straps and Valerie collapsed into her arms sobbing with relief.

	'You don't have to worry about the Queen ever hurting you again,' Alice promised. 'We're going to cut her down to size.'

	The three of them sat huddled in a corner talking in whispers.

	'This is a sort of undercover girling commando raid,'

	Alice told Valerie, now washed clean of the mess that had soiled her. 'Apart from us there's Keli, who should be climbing along the outside of the Palace about now to get to Atheling's room and tell him what we're doing. We'll wait here until he makes his move.'

	'I can still hardly believe you're here,' Valerie said, her head resting on Alice's shoulder. 'Is it just the three of you?'

	'Ory and the Cheshire Cat have helped. They're waiting for the thumbs up, then they'll help get the King and Queen away into exile so Atheling can take the throne and stop the war.'

	Valerie sighed. 'It's wonderful how you did this.' She looked down at Alice's extra pair of mammaries. 'Even putting up with these changes.'

	'You've got to thank the Caterpillar for that.'

	'And don't forget Musc got us in here,' Helen reminded her.

	'Musc . . . the Dormouse?' Valerie exclaimed. 'But he was always so mean to us back at Topper and Lepus's.'

	Alice grinned. 'Even a mouse can change his spots.'

	It was almost an hour later when they heard the sound of raised voices from the other side of the heavy bedroom door, and ran over to listen. There came the tentative knock of a maid, saying Prince Atheling was demanding an audience with his parents immediately.

	'Send him in,' said Alice, in a creditable imitation of the Queen's gruff tones, and threw back the bolts.

	Atheling, fully dressed, entered the bedchamber, followed by Keli. She now had a catlike tail and ears. Long claws were flicking out of her fingertips and her eyes caught the light like green mirrors. She saw Alice and Helen and grinned hugely. As Alice closed and bolted the door again, Valerie threw herself into Atheling's arms. They kissed for a long time, exchanging whispered words that none of the others could hear. Then slowly Valerie slid down his body to kneel subserviently at his feet, looking content once more. He patted her head affectionately and ruffled her hair, then turned to Alice. 

	'I have a lot to thank you for, Alice Brown.'

	'You helped save my life, remember? The best way you can thank me is to put a stop to this war.'

	'My parents are unharmed? I know my mother has done wrong but I would not see her hurt.'

	For answer Alice pulled an old-fashioned chamber pot out from under the bed. It had a large book balanced across its top which she slid aside. Reduced to the size of dolls and wrapped in handkerchiefs, the King and Queen blinked up at them.

	'Atheling!' the Queen piped, scrambling to her feet and waving a small fist. 'How dare you do this to me! Reverse it at once! Your filthy girling conspirators will lose their heads for this, do you hear!'

	Atheling took a deep breath and interrupted the tirade: 'No, Mother! I will do what is right.'

	The King had his arm about his wife's trembling shoulders. 'It's over, my dear,' he said with surprising tenderness. 'Let it go.' He looked up at Atheling. 'Do what you will, son. The throne is yours now.'

	 


Twelve

	The Palace woke next morning to find it had a new ruler. Once the initial shock had passed, the news of the abdication was generally taken well. Alice suspected that even those who had been the Queen's most vocal, or at least most sycophantic, supporters breathed a sigh of relief that their volatile and unpredictable monarch was gone, especially after Atheling had promised there would be no reprisals for past deeds. He then met with General Rummy, who commanded the Redheart army, and ordered a message dispatched to the Alliance forces under a flag of truce. It informed them of the departure of Queen Redheart, promised that Atheling as new monarch had no designs on their territory and offered an end td hostilities. As she watched Rummy leave with his message of peace, Alice sighed with relief. The insanity of war would soon be over and Underland could get back to its normal degree of whimsical madness. She looked at the others. 

	'Thanks for sticking with me through this,' she said.

	Musc looked dazed. 'Have to say, I never thought we'd pull it off.'

	'I wasn't too sure it would work either,' Alice admitted.

	They all looked at her and then laughed. With the silver dogs confined to their kennels, the Cat put in a cautious appearance and then preened in the warmth of his greeting. A little later Ory was escorted into the Palace to talk with Atheling about clemency for those who had been part of the revolutionary movement, and improving relations between animals and humans. He also brought with him antidotes from Smerinthus. Alice and Helen took their doses and went through the disconcerting process of assimilating tails and extra breasts. Alice wished she knew how it worked when it seemed impossible, but suspected she never would. Just be glad it does, she told herself. Valerie embraced her when it was over, stroking her now blonde hair and kissing her single pair of breasts. 'It's good to see you like I remember!'

	'It's nice to be back,' Alice said, 'though bits of it were fun.'

	'It makes all the difference if you're in control,' Helen said. 'I was scared to death while Smerinthus was experimenting on us. But as soon as it became my choice and had a reason, it seemed more like, well, an adventure.'

	Alice grinned. 'It did, didn't it? But then this is the place for them.'

	Keli put her bottle of antidote aside. 'If nobody minds,

	I'll stay like this for a bit longer.'

	The others looked at her curiously. 'Why?' Alice asked.

	Keli smiled, showing long white canines. 'I guess I like feeling strong.' She held out a hand and retractile claws snapped out from her fingertips. 'Last night, when Atheling and me were making for the Queen's bedroom, some guards tried to stop us. Without thinking I sort of growled at them and flashed the claws, and they nearly shit themselves! That was respect, and it felt good!'

	'So you won't be a girling any more?' Alice asked.

	Keli's claws disappeared as her face fell. 'No, of course I'm still a girling. Don't you like me like this? Do you want me to change back?'

	Alice realised how much her approval meant to Keli. She could not explain why the bond had formed but it was very real. That was the wonderful thing about being girlings. Alice laughed and stroked Keli's cheek. 'You look lovely. As long as you're careful with those claws, you can be my special black panther if you like.'

	Keli's eyes lit up. 'Black panther! Yeah, I like the sound of that!'

	The Cat, who had been listening to the interchange with interest, said, 'For a girling, Keli is showing surprisingly good taste. The feline form is of course the most perfect. I can't imagine why anybody would wish to be anything else.'

	'Oh, so you could live without having any girlings to hunt down and screw, could you?' Alice asked.

	'A cat is the finest thing to be,' the Cat said, unruffled.

	'But to justify our position requires the existence of other, lesser beings, for us to look down upon with gracious condescension.' He blinked in affected surprise at their laughter.

	Ory joined them again looking well satisfied. 'I shall be speaking to His Majesty further, but I think I will have good news to take back with me to the national council of animals that will be held in Margrave. Atheling will be an enlightened ruler, and I foresee great improvements in relations between humans and animals.' 

	Valerie stayed close to Atheling while he dealt with affairs of state. Meanwhile, the others were free to roam the Palace at will. Word had spread that they had done the new King a great service, and in any case everyone was too busy huddled in groups discussing recent events to bother them. Even a gang of four girlings yoked to a long pole to keep them in line while washing the floor of a long corridor, were whispering to each other excitedly as they worked. Looking at their row of upturned bottoms, Alice felt it strange to be walking about the Palace not being led about on a leash. If nature abhorred a vacuum, at the very least Underland frowned upon an unchained girling and made her deeply uneasy. Alice felt she had demonstrated sufficient independence of mind and body in helping to dethrone a monarchy and avert a war, and now she just wanted to slip back into the simple certainties of slavish life for a while. She admitted to her discomfort and found she was not alone.

	‘It was getting to me as well,' Helen said. 'Outside you can walk about starkers and pretend you've just gone back to nature, but in a place like this you feel you should have a job to do.'

	'I keep thinking I should be polishing or helping Smeri mix his potions,' Keli said.

	'It is unnatural to see girlings not engaged on some domestic task wander about unfettered,' Ory said. 'But as you are in our charge the matter can easily be put right.'

	With its large population of girlings there were plenty of restraints of all kinds to be found, and soon Alice, Helen and Keli were "properly" leashed and cuffed once more. Ory took Helen's leash while Musc Jed Keli. The Cat had the vial of antidote to his size change hanging from a temporary collar, and so they tied Alice's leash to this. Alice felt herself relaxing, content to let others decide what should be done next.

	'If you are looking for a task,' the Cat said, 'then let us visit the Joker and demand he puts an end to those dreadful silver dogs he conjured up. At the very least he must curb their fixation with separating me from my skin.'

	They found Misere in his tower laboratory behind a locked door. Despite the assurance that Atheling had promised there would be no reprisals against his mother's former supporters he refused to let them in. Finally, the Cat lost his patience and vanished. There was a cry of fear from within, the sound of bolts being hastily thrown back, then the door was reluctantly opened.

	The chamber was as Alice remembered, with its towering shelves of books and herb jars, table of bubbling laboratory equipment and stack of cages holding experimental girlings. But the flamboyantly dressed man who had so confidently mixed potions and performed metamorphoses upon her turned out to be shorter than she recalled and very nervous. Perhaps he had always secretly been small of spirit or perhaps his nerve had been broken by the task of continually creating new amusements for Queen Redheart. It was hard to say who he was more frightened of: the Cat in his enlarged and menacing form, or Alice, whom he obviously remembered and now believed had come back to take her revenge for what he had done to her.

	'Do whatever is necessary but stop your silver dogs from hounding me,' the Cat growled at the anxious alchemist.

	Misere nodded desperately. 'Of course, of course! I can make them friendly if you like, playmates even -'

	'What a disgusting thought!' the Cat said. 'I just want them to keep their distance.'

	'As you wish. I'll start right away.' 

	Alice had been looking at the girlings in his cages, who had been peering curiously out at them through the bars.

	One had a tartan skin, another bat-like wings, a third froglike sucker hands.

	'And change these girls back to normal,' she told him.

	A shadow of dissent flickered within the experimenter. 'But it's my life's work. It doesn't do any harm . . .'

	'Maybe you can work with volunteers later, but for now it stops,' Alice said firmly. 'I'm only a girling but I've just helped put the King on the throne. I think he'll humour me, don't you?'

	'It's not fair-'

	The Cat growled and the Joker's shoulders sagged. 'Oh, all right.'

	There was a banquet that night. It was a smaller but far more cheerful affair than the last one. There were no conscripted guests and girlings hurried about serving and looking pretty, but not performing in any desperate orgy. Valerie was chained by the neck to the side of Atheling's high chair at the head of the table, accepting food from his fingers and looking radiantly proud. Alice, Helen and Keli ate off plates laid on mats beside the chairs, or cushions in the case of the Cat, reserved for their temporary animal masters. By the standards of court etiquette, these were privileged positions for favoured girlings. As they ate, Alice noticed Ory tossed Helen a few titbits from his plate from time to time which she caught in her mouth. It looked like a game inspired by the palpable air of relief, but Alice wondered if a bond might not be forming between them.

	Toasts were proposed to the new king, who in turn acknowledged the great service certain animals and girlings had performed in bringing about, without violence or bloodshed, the abdication of his mother and father. The men drank from goblets while the girlings lapped wine from golden saucers. That night, while Valerie no doubt slept happily chained to Atheling's bed, the three animals and their girlings enjoyed the new room that had been given to them by a grateful Atheling.

	Its main feature was a huge bed large enough for at least three girlings to be laid out side by side, or other combinations. It even had rings set into the head and footboards. This was all perfectly proper and no snub to the guests. Underland animals had few inhibitions about sharing sleeping accommodation, while girlings, of course, were meant to have none whatsoever.

	The Cat, who had slipped away after the meal, returned shrunken down to his usual size once more. 'I have confirmed the Joker has given the silver dogs a brew that has removed their instinctive antipathy to me,' he announced. 'And I even visited their kennels and tested its efficacy. With their threat removed, I have, therefore, as you may observe, returned to my normal dimensions.' He surveyed the huge bed with approval. 'We are being treated with the respect we deserve, I see. Well, perhaps I shall linger here for a few more days to enjoy what is due. It would not be polite to do less. Chain Alice in the middle, rump uppermost. I will miss being able to fill her front passage, but I'm sure her rear orifice will serve very well.'

	A small locker by the bed thoughtfully contained a selection of restraints for securing guests' girlings, together with a cane and a many-thonged lash. Alice, Helen and Keli obediently lay down on the bed, their arms reaching up to the headboard and with their legs spread, and they were secured in place. Alice found she could clasp the hands of both her friends at the same time, and they beamed into each other's faces in anticipation. None of them had had sex for a whole day, which was a long time for normal healthy girlings.

	Alice twisted her head round to see Ory had the lash in his hand and was contemplating the row of upturned girling bottoms thoughtfully. 'Their rears all appear perfectly smooth and unblemished,' he observed.

	'Yes, most appealing,' said the Cat, springing on to the bed to stand between Alice's spread ankles and looking up into the depths of her buttock cleft. 'And I intend to take full advantage of mine.'

	'I wish all the girlings I'd handled had arses like these three,' Musc said wistfully, drawing aside Keli's tail to stroke the twin mounds of coffee-dark skin. 'Smooth and firm with just the right amount of padding.' Keli wriggled her bottom under his fingers.

	'I was not speaking aesthetically,' Ory explained. 'I meant that none of them appears to have been chastised for some time.'

	Alice felt her friends stiffen, even as a familiar thrill of perverse delight coursed through her.

	'They have given excellent service and we are all grateful to them,' Ory continued, 'but that does not change the fact that they are only girlings and should regularly be reminded of their proper place in the natural order of things.'

	The Cat nodded. 'You're quite right, Ory. Besides, I always understood a little pain enhanced their own pleasure.'

	'He's right,' said Musc. 'Maybe I went a bit too far in the past, but they do like a tickle with the whip to get their juices flowing. I don't think they can come properly without it. Only . . .'

	'Yes?' the Rabbit asked.

	'I think they should be gagged as well. I mean we've let them speak as they like for the last few days. I'm not saying I haven't learned a lot from it. They can speak a lot of sense when they put their minds to it. But after a while you start forgetting what they are and begin thinking they're almost as good as us. That's not right. They're only girlings brought here to serve, and they should only speak when they're allowed.'

	'True,' the Cat agreed. 'Girling chatter can be quite charming but it does get on one's nerves after a while.' 

	They were being talked about as though they were animals, Alice thought. So why didn't she or Helen or Keli say something? Why was her cunt wetting the sheets? Why could she smell her friends' arousal? Because what was being said about them was both true and very, very exciting . . .

	'Yes, they should be gagged,' Ory agreed. 'I think there are some in the locker.' He found three ball gags which were pushed into their unresisting mouths and tied tight. 'That's better. You see, they don't need the use of their tongues; they can speak volumes with their eyes. So soulful and appealing, and much more respectful.' He picked up the lash again. 'Now, Musc, if you can hold your girling's tail aside. It must not get in the way . . .'

	The many thongs of the lash burnished their bottoms in alternation until they had all been reduced to desperate trembling needy girlings, with tears pricking their eyes and hot arses that wanted plugging. Then their masters mounted them and penetrated the oiled rings of their anuses with their pizzles and rode them to the first of many climaxes that night. Alice fell into exhausted sleep holding both Keli and Helen's hands. Things were returning to normal with girlings serving masters as nature intended. Soon the war would be forgotten and Cardonia would find peace under Atheling's rule. She felt happier than she had since her return to Underland.

	 


Thirteen

	Alice was wrenched from her silken repose by the crashing open of the bedroom door and the sound of Valerie's excited voice. Equally startled, the animals jerked out of the warm pillows of girling buttocks and thighs in which they had been slumbering. Alice twisted her head round, trailing drool from about her ball gag and blinking the sleep from her eyes. The grey light of dawn was filtering round the edges of the curtains.

	Valerie stood over them looking crestfallen. 'It's all gone wrong,' she sobbed. 'They won't stop the war!' The animals did not even wait to leash their girlings after freeing them, so Alice and the others pulled out their own gags and scampered after their masters as they headed for the Great Hall. Inside they found Atheling conversing with a grim-faced General Rummy and members of his staff. 

	Atheling looked up as his guests appeared. 'They've refused my offer,' he told them. 'They demand unconditional surrender, my parents to be turned over to them for trial and the end of Redheart rule in Cardonia. But I cannot agree, not even knowing which of their Houses would take power. So we resume the war.'

	'With your permission, Your Majesty,' Rummy said, looking very erect and soldierly. 'I will order our men to fall back. With the losses we have suffered, our only hope is to defend a shorter line closer to the Palace.'

	'But the Alliance can then surround us.'

	'I fear so, Your Majesty. But it is our only option.'

	'I believe many animals will support you,' Ory said. 'If you can hold out for another day or two I can organise resistance that may stop the Alliance's advance.'

	'Thank you, Master Oryctolagus,' Atheling said. 'That is a noble offer.'

	Rummy was frowning. 'I'm afraid, - even with the aid of, er, irregular forces, I do not hold out much hope.'

	Atheling's knuckles showed white as he clenched his fists.

	'If only they would agree to talk! At the very least I might be able to divide them and spoil their strategy. I know the Alliance is fragile. But, if they will not listen, what can I do?'

	It was then that Alice felt many eyes turning to her. No, not again, she thought. Last night she had been properly reminded of her place as a spanked, gagged and buggered pleasure slave, and it had felt lovely! Now they expected her to win a war. Even Atheling was looking at her hopefully and he was the King! It was madness. 

	'Don't ask me,' she said wearily. 'I'm no soldier, just an ordinary girling,'

	'No you're not, Alice,' Helen said, taking her by the shoulders and looking her square in the eye. 'You should know it by now. You're special. This place was originally created for an "Alice". Millions of people in our world believe in it. I think it means you're an important part of what goes on here.'

	'You do seem to make things work out for the best,' Valerie said.

	'That is true,' Ory agreed.

	'I believe I first mentioned the fact some months ago,' the Cat pointed out.

	'For a girling, you talk a lot of sense,' Muse said.

	'Go for it,' Keli told her. 'We're all with you.' She turned to the rest of the hall and said, her voice bursting with a pride that made Alice's heart leap, 'This is Alice Brown. You'd better listen to her.'

	Rummy and his soldiers were staring at Alice, momentarily too surprised to interrupt. Briefly she had their undivided attention. That was what they wanted from the Alliance. But how to get it?

	'If fighting the normal way won't win the war then you've got to use other tactics,' she said. 'Tricks, sneaky stuff. Use what we've got that they haven't to grab 'em by the balls. You're right, Your Majesty; the Alliance is wobbly. I saw it for myself. It wouldn't take much to make it fall apart. But we must hit them without seeming to be fighting, or else more people will get hurt. Then they might be ready to talk.'

	Rummy found his tongue. 'Excuse me, Your Majesty, but are we to listen to this ... this girling?'

	'What have we to lose?' Atheling replied simply. 'Continue, Alice Brown.'

	'You see, I think the animals have got something we can use,' Alice said. 'And we've got more of it in the Palace.'

	'What is this mysterious resource, girl?' Rummy demanded.

	So Alice told them. 'And if Ory and Cat can get messages to their friends, particularly in Margrave, and Smerinthus co-operates, I think we can do it,' she continued. 'We'll need the Joker's help back here, of course.'

	'He will do whatever I tell him,' Atheling assured her.

	'But the others have got to volunteer,' Alice said firmly.

	'Then you must speak to them,' Atheling said.

	It was the first time every girling in the Palace had been paraded together in the Great Hall. Every pot girling, maid, pony and pleasure slave. There were over a hundred of them. A bare-tit, bare-arse army, Alice thought. She stepped out in front of them.

	'My name is Alice Brown. Some of you may have heard of me.' She paused. A murmur of excited recognition was already buzzing through their ranks. 

	At her side Keli whispered, 'They know you. Go on.' 

	'I'm here to ask for your help to do a special job. It may be dangerous; it'll probably be unpleasant, but I know it's nothing you can't take and something only girlings can do. And it might help stop the war without more bloodshed.' 

	They were watching her in rapt fascination so intense that she felt her nipples stand up in response.

	'This is the idea ...'

	The next evening as dusk was falling, Alice, Helen, Keli and Valerie flew over the front line, now in sight of the Palace walls, on Joker-supplied gossamer wings. The rest of their irregular army would be moving into position as the Redheart forces strategically withdrew. With any luck the animal contingent would be ready to infiltrate from the rear when the time came.

	Valerie had insisted on accompanying them in unexpected defiance of Atheling's wishes. Of course, he could simply have had her restrained, but he understood that a love as intense and slavish as hers was not actually sustained by chains. So he had let her go, with the promise that he would give her a good thrashing when she returned for disobedience, which reduced her to tears of joy. Below them the ranks of men were manoeuvring like toy soldiers, exchanging the last shots of the day before retiring in such a civilised manner to their camp. As darkness closed in, Alice swooped lower. There was something she had to know.

	She saw the roar of cannon, flash of muskets, heard the whizz and smack of their balls, saw men falling ... 

	... then vanishing!

	Bloody, injured men ceased moaning in pain and simply faded away. Shrieking, broken horses disappeared in the same way. And the ranks closed up about where they had been as though they had never existed. That was why she had seen only relatively minor injuries in the Alliance camp. But where did the dead go? Was the reality of Underland unable to accommodate death in the normal sense because it was not part of the original Wonderland myth? For that matter, where had all these soldiers come from in the first place? Had they been created as warlike imagery from her world percolated through to Underland to shape its development? Captain Bezique and Sam Crib had seemed real enough, though Crib had been vague about his past. Were they simply part of the background, no more real than characters created by computer graphics to flesh out some fantasy adventure? Was that all Underland was: a fiction she had wished for months ago in Shifley Woods just before Ory had appeared?

	But was it arranged for her, or was she an unwitting player in somebody else's game? Alice shook her head. She might never understand the answer so she had to work on instinct and the evidence of her own eyes. It seemed real so it was real. So was the suffering. And she was going to stop it. The Alliance camp had moved forwards again and was now not far from the front line. As they dropped out of the moonless night sky of Underland, they split up to work their mischief.

	The layout of the camp seemed much the same as before, which made it easier. Their primary targets were the three royal enclosures and the pleasure tent the ordinary soldiers frequented. Secondary targets were individual tents that might contain captured girlings. Alice descended first upon the pavilions of the Ravenclubs. An invisibility potion would have been handy at this moment, but that had been beyond even the Joker's ability. However, like the others, Alice's skin now changed colour in chameleon fashion to blend in with the background. She had also been reduced to about two-thirds her normal size, which, combined with her wings and claw like nails, should enable her to move about inconspicuously. Smaller would have been better, of course, but she had to be large enough to carry the vials of potion that hung from a belt about her waist. Alice dipped low over the cluster of royal tents, unseen by sentries at their posts or1girlings preparing their masters and mistresses for the evening, following her nose to the one that housed the kitchens. She slipped in through a vent in the roof from which steam was billowing, and clung to its underside. 

	Below her, field ovens simmered and smoked, cooks bustled, platters clattered and girlings scampered. But what she was looking for lay in one corner: barrels and casks of water and wine, together with trays of carafes and decanters. Alice noted its position then slipped out through the vent again and down the tent side into the shadows. A slash with her claws opened up a hole through which she slithered. She was right behind the store of potables. In a few minutes she had emptied half-a-dozen vials into casks and carafes. Hopefully Valerie, Helen and Keli were doing the same thing elsewhere about the camp. Then all they had to do was wait.

	Back out into the night Alice went and fluttered up among the tent-top pennants hanging limp in the mild still air. Her next target was the senior officers' tents. She recalled casks of fresh water set up on trestles part way along the rows, from which Crib had drawn their supply for cooking. With any luck they would follow the same layout in their reassembled camp. Alice flitted over the lantern lit fort like some exotic night moth. Yes, there was a water cask . . . but too many .soldiers were moving about close by. She dived for cover behind the tents and waited impatiently for the coast to clear. At least the camp seemed to be going about its normal routine, suggesting the others were so far undetected. 

	The pathway between the tents cleared temporarily. She darted forwards, prised the bung from the cask, tipped the contents of a vial into it, replaced the bung and returned to her hiding place. She still had a few vials of potion left. Perhaps she could try the mess tents. She spread her wings and lifted off. A net fell across Alice weighing her down and tangling her wings in its folds. As it did so, a man shouted triumphantly, 'Got her!'

	'Told you I saw something flying about!' another said, running forwards and holding a lantern aloft as Alice fell to the ground and rolled over, her wings crumpling and wrapping about her.

	Alice's mind raced. They must not find out what she was doing. She had to buy time for her plan to work and for the others to complete their part. As she struggled she unbuckled her potion belt and dropped it into the folds of the net, hoping it would slip through on to the ground. Then she lay still as though overcome by fear. Curiously they peered at her.

	'What is she? Some sort of fairy?'

	'Could be. Everybody says Redheart country is odd. But whatever she is she shouldn't have been snooping round our camp. Can you talk, girl?'

	'Please let me go,' Alice said in a small voice.

	Large fingers prodded her through the net. 'Maybe we will and maybe we won't. Let's have a better look at you.' 

	They pulled the net from her. Alice slashed at them with her claws, making them flinch away, unfolded her crumpled wings and sprang into the air. They grabbed at her. There was a tearing sound and sudden agonising pain seared across her shoulder blades. Alice shrieked and fell to earth in a tearful, trembling heap. They had torn her lovely wings from her back!

	'Well that's one fairy who won't be flying again,' one man said. 'What'll we do with her now?'

	'Take her back to the tent before anybody else sees her.'

	Alice was too shocked to resist as they picked her up between them and dragged her away into the shadows between the rows of tents. Her shoulders burned and throbbed about the stumps of her wings. Was she bleeding? Would she have scars or would the antidote to the transformation take care of them? Even though she had only expected to have her wings for a few hours she felt cheated and defiled. Enough pity, she must think! One of her captors was holding the net, the other her torn and crumpled wings. Was her potion belt still in the net? As long as they didn't report her presence, the plan still had a chance. Clumsy, maiming bastards that they were, she would have to distract them in the usual way. But they were so big and she was so small. So what? She was still her. Think perversely. 

	The tent was a small conical affair just large enough for the two men and their kit. What were they, corporals? They closed the tent flaps and lit an oil lantern. 

	'Tie her arms; those claws are too sharp for my liking.'

	They bound her arms behind her, then sat on their camp beds and examined their prize. Her shrunken but still prominent breasts were squeezed and their tiny nipples tweaked; her slender limbs stroked; her little round bottom patted and pinched. As they did so, Alice let herself squirm feebly, her eyes wide and tearful, looking frightened yet helplessly excited.

	'Could make a pet of her,' one suggested with a grin.

	'She's very small. Don't suppose she's still a virgin?'

	His companion slid a stiff finger up Alice's tight little cleft. It met no resistance and he drew it out slick with her juices.

	'No, she's no virgin, are you, girl?'

	'Please, don't hurt me,' Alice gasped plaintively.

	'Oh, this won't hurt. Not much anyway . . .'

	They bent her over, head to knees, and pushed her against the tent post so that it pressed into her spine. Then they pulled her bound arms up until her wrists touched the post and tied them to it. Her neat little bottom was now presented to them with its shrunken but still pouting lovemouth below. They tied a knotted handkerchief into her mouth to mute her cries, then nudged her legs wider and began unbuttoning their flies.

	Alice squealed about her gag as they took her one after another, big hands clasping her slim hips firmly as their huge cocks stretched her insides to their limits. They sampled both her passages, enjoying her tightness and the effort it took to breach her. Then they compared notes, rested and had her again. An hour later the men were sprawled contentedly on their beds. Alice's bound wrists had slipped down the post until she was slumped on her knees, face pressed to the ground, her legs still spread wide at their command to display her behind with its reddened and well-violated orifices still oozing spunk.

	She ached abominably, but was comforted by knowing she had bought precious time. If they just played with her a little longer . . .

	Then one of the men sat up and his foot brushed the net they had tossed aside earlier. 'What's this here?' he said. 

	He pulled her belt from its folds and frowned at the vials dangling from it. 'Look at these,' he said to his comrade. Alice cursed silently. Had the others had time to do their stuff? At least they had no reason to think she was not working alone.

	One of the men grasped her hair and pulled her head up, peering intently into her face. 'She's a girling,' he declared after a moment's study.

	'I thought she was a fairy.'

	'No, look at her properly.'

	'So what?'

	'Don't you know the Redhearts can do odd things to their girlings?'

	'Well, I've seen plenty of cowlings.'

	'That's nothing. They've got some alchemist m their Palace who can turn them into horses.'

	'Or give 'em wings?'

	'Maybe.' 

	'You mean . . . she's a Redheart spy!'

	The other man was fingering the remaining vials dangling from Alice's belt. 'Maybe worse than that. Better take her to Colonel Carlton.'

	Colonel Carlton at first said, 'What? Oh, pretty little thing. And wings too . . .' Only when her belt of vials had been presented for his inspection did his eyebrows rise in concern. 'General Deauville should see this.' 

	In short order Alice was being prodded about by the General, who then tweaked his moustache in unmistakeable consternation and said, 'His Majesty must see this.'

	* * *

	The Ravenclubs had just finished dining in their tent when Alice was brought before them. Alice's eyes flicked across the carafes and decanters laid out on the table. She just had to hold out for a little while longer. The King, Queen and Princess - a willowy dark-haired young woman with wide brown eyes and perfect pale skin - all gathered round her as they heard the General's report and examined Alice's belt.

	'Oh, isn't she pretty?' the Princess said. She stroked Alice's hair, then squeezed her breasts and tweaked her nipples. 'Pity she's lost her wings. Maybe they'll grow back. And such lovely little titties. Can I have her? We can find a big cage to keep her in.'

	'In a minute, dear,' the King said. He looked Alice squarely in the eye. 'What are you doing here, girl?'

	Alice doubted they would believe her presence was innocent, so she might as well be truthful, if not helpful. 

	'I'm trying to stop the war,' she said simply.

	The King held up her belt. 'With these? What are they: poison?'

	'No, I don't poison people.'

	'Then what would happen if I took this?'

	'Nothing.'

	'Really?' His eyes narrowed. 'What if I made you swallow it?'

	'Go ahead. It won't hurt me at all.'

	He frowned, disconcerted by her direct and unexpected answers. 'Then what is it?'

	'Something to make you stop and listen.'

	'Ah, a drug to alter my mind.'

	'Not the way you think.'

	The Queen interjected impatiently: 'The creature is toying with you. Force the truth out of her.'

	The Princess clapped her hands together in delight 

	'Yes, let's torture her! Can I watch, please? Use the impaler, Daddy. The maid squealed so prettily when I put her on it.'

	Sadistic little bitch, Alice thought. You deserve everything that's coming to you. 

	'Yes, bring it out here,' the King said.

	The impaler was a narrow wooden ramp angled at 45 degrees and set on a folding base frame. Across the head of the ramp was a handle and spindle from which dangled a pair of chains with spring clamps on their ends, while projecting up from its lower end and mounted parallel to it was a dildo of fearsome dimensions. Its head was smooth enough but ridges and spikes of increasing size ringed its shaft. A slot ran down the middle of the ramp from which projected another dildo, smaller than the main one, and shaped rather like an onion. Above this was a sliding bolt head supporting a hinged collar. A second crank handle emerged from under one side of the ramp.

	With the royal family and General Deauville looking on, a pair of guards lifted Alice bodily over the impaler. After pulling her legs wide, they sat her down on the onion-shaped dildo. As the blunt head rammed against her sore anus Alice gasped aloud. On her reduced scale it was like having a doorknob forced up her! 

	The King was watching sternly, his wife impatiently, his daughter with delighted fascination.

	'Look at her little bottom mouth stretching,' the latter said with a giggle.

	The ring of Alice's anus parted agonisingly wide before the dildo popped through and her sphincter closed gratefully about its narrow neck. She was pushed back against the ramp, her sore shoulders grating painfully, and the collar was buckled about her neck. Her arms were pulled behind her and wrists manacled. After bending her legs and drawing them back, they cuffed her ankles behind the ramp board, then pulled up until they could be linked to her wrists by a short chain.

	Now she was balanced on the ramp only prevented from sliding down by the small dildo and her collar.

	'Can I clamp her, Daddy?' the Princess asked.

	'Go on, if you must,' he said indulgently.

	The Princess took up the clamps dangling from the spindle above Alice's head, squeezed and pinched her breasts until her nipples rose and then closed the clamps over them. The jaws were needle-toothed and bit deep into Alice's flesh, making her wince. The Princess turned the handle and the chains drew taut, stretching Alice's nipples into long cones.

	The King motioned to one of the guards, who bent over the other crank handle and began to turn it. Alice felt the collar and onion dildo sliding together down the ramp. The clamps about her nipples resisted, dragging her breasts up her chest. The head of the impaler nudged the furrow of her pubes then began to part them. As it entered the tunnel of her pussy Alice felt the first of the prongs scrape the moist flesh of her tender labia.

	'You're not very big,' the King said to Alice, bending over her. 'How much can you take inside you? Four inches? Six? And how far will your teats be stretched by then? Tell me what you're doing here and it stops.'

	'I've told you the truth,' Alice gasped.

	The crank turned again. The impaler got fatter and its teeth sharper, gouging into her lovemouth as it forced her lips wider. Her glistening inner labia were stretched round the shaft like rubber bands while the spikes stabbed deeper into them. Lubrication trickled round the shaft and down the ramp. Her breasts were trembling pink cones, her nipples drawn out like spear tips. She was sobbing with pain now but she had to hang on a little longer. Enjoy, enjoy . . .

	The head of the impaler nudged the top of her pussy. She was plugged full! The King shook his head. 'I never thought she'd take that much.' 

	Impatiently the Queen picked up a cane. 'You're being too soft on her.' She swung it at the pale undersides of Alice's tortured breasts, making the taut, distended globes shiver. Alice writhed and shrieked at this new onslaught. She fought back the only way she knew: squirming her hips, working the spiked shaft about inside her, giving full rein to her perversity, turning the pain into pleasure.

	'She's enjoying it!' the Queen said. 'How dare she!'

	'Plucky thing,' said General Deauville.

	Alice jerked in her bonds and then came copiously, drenching the impaler with her defiance. Even when it was bad it could be very good, she thought, slumping into a half faint. The Queen rested her arm in frustration. 'Go on, Mummy, hit her some more!' the Princess begged.

	'We can't do anything else until she recovers her senses,' the King said.

	Alice lay there impaled like a butterfly, not wanting to emerge from the glorious cocoon of orgasmic pleasure that was her ultimate retreat. Through slitted, misty eyes she saw a soldier enter and come over to the General.

	'Found some girlings outside the gates, sir. Ordinary ones, that is.'

	'Search them for potions.'

	'They're not carrying anything, sir, not even collars.'

	'Then bring one of them in here and we'll see if she'll be ore forthcoming than this one,' the King snapped.

	Alice saw the King sniff curiously, then glance at his wife with a smile. 'Enjoying this, are you, my dear?' he asked, licking his lips.

	At last, Alice thought . . .

	The Queen looked surprised. 'What? Yes, I suppose so. Though it is starting to get rather frustrating.'

	The King ran a finger round his collar. He was sweating now and there was a distinct bulge in the front of his breeches. 'Frustrating, yes. Perhaps we could go somewhere and . . .'

	'What are you talking about?' the Queen demanded.

	Then she also sniffed and clutched at the front of her dress in dismay, a blush spreading over her cheeks. 'Oh . . .'

	By now Deauville's eyes were bulging as were his trousers, and he was staring foolishly at the Princess. From outside the tent came laughter then angry shouting, rising in volume.

	'Instead of bullets I chose shame and embarrassment and a lot of hard shagging to make you stop and think,'

	Alice said aloud. 'Right now every woman in this camp royal or girling, who's drunk water or wine in the last few hours is putting out a scent that's basically pussy arousal secretion boosted about twenty times. Itching potion or knockout drops would have worked too quickly and the rest of you would realise something was wrong. Easier to use what was already there and rely on human nature to do the rest. Your girlings will have a rough time but I needed every pussy on my side, willing or not. The girlings you've just brought into camp took the same stuff voluntarily, of course. Another group of them should be visiting your front line about now.'

	But by then they were no longer listening. The King had his head up his wife's skirts while she went red in the face with incredulous rage. Deauville had thrown the Princess face down on the ground and was peeling back her petticoats as she shrieked and pounded the carpet with her fists. The girling the King had ordered brought to the tent was dragged inside, struggling between three guards whose obedience had carried them this far but no further. They were all trying to jam their hands up her cleft at once and arguing like drunken adolescents.

	'She's mine!'

	'No, mine!'

	'I get her cunt!'

	'You can have her arse.'

	The General had uncovered the Princess's fine white rounded rump. He gave it a playful slap, then tore open his flies to release a purple-veined cock of grand proportions. The Princess twisted her head round in time to see this rampant monster approaching her rear and tried to crawl away, but Deauville pinned her down and thrust into the valley of her bottom cheeks. Her shriek of disbelief as her anus was breached filled the tent.

	Meanwhile, her father was firmly ensconced between her mother's thighs, pounding away heartily while she lay stunned by the passion of his onslaught, groaning softly. The trio of soldiers had the girling on the ground and had stripped off their clothes. They sat her on to the cock of the one underneath, plugging her arse. The second pushed her over backwards on to his companion, wrenched her legs wide and thrust into her pubes. The third kneeled down, grasped a fistful of her hair, twisted her head sideways and rammed his cock between her lips, stifling her cries. She was skewered in every orifice but she still struggled gallantly as their bodies ground against her, forcing them to hold her flailing limbs tight as they violated her again and again.

	That's right, Alice thought proudly, make them work for it, make them fight for which hole to use, tire them out. One girling immobilising three soldiers. Not bad for "irregular forces".

	There was a fluttering above her and Valerie, Helen and Keli dropped out of the shadows.

	'Oh, what have they done to you?' Valerie gasped. 

	'It looks worse than it is,' Alice said.

	They undid her straps and helped pull her off the bulging anal dildo. Slipping past the writhing bodies they went outside. The camp had resolved itself into knots of soldiers struggling with each other to couple with fluttering forms of single girlings, whose scented honeypots were already reddened and smeared with the outpourings of their comrades. Grunts and wails and the tang of spunk filled the air.

	'Was this the best way?' Alice said.

	'I think it's the Underland way,' Helen said. 'Better than using guns.'

	'All our girls volunteered,' Valerie added. 'They knew what they were doing.'

	'They'll come through OK,' Keli assured Alice. 'I mean, they're girlings, right?'

	Dawn found the camp populated by confused and exhausted soldiers, almost 'incapable of coherent thought or movement, together with sore but triumphant girlings. While the others gathered their irregular army together, Alice made a tour of the royal enclosures. She returned to the Ravenclub pavilion last.

	The girling and the three soldiers were gone. General Deauville was snoring as he sprawled still mounted on the Princess's haunches. She slumbered with an odd expression on her face. King Ravenclub lay silently between his wife's spread legs. Alice poured most of a pitcher of water over his head until he jerked awake, spluttering and groaning. 'I'm telling you exactly what I've told the Inkspades and Rufdiamonds,' she said briskly. 'Your men are as shagged out as you are. The Redhearts and a lot of animals you've pissed off by occupying their land and stealing their girlings are surrounding this camp. Possibly they could beat you but a lot of people would still get hurt on both sides. If you keep fighting, the next stunt we pull won't be so pleasant. The alternative is to talk with Atheling like civilised people. Well?'

	The peace talks were held in a field not far from the Palace walls. It was a gathering never seen before in Underland. A discontinuous ring of chairs had been laid out on which the Alliance factions were seated side by side but clearly not in harmony. Most were busy trying not to catch the eyes of members of their own parties. Next to them was a group of animals headed by Ory and the Cat, together with a small contingent of humans whose girlings had participated in the raid on the camp. Lastly, there was the Redheart contingent led by Atheling, with Valerie kneeling by his chair. Feeling their loyalties divided, Alice, Helen and Keli sat on the grass a little behind him and his advisers but also close to the animals. Alice noticed Helen glance at Ory several times, and when she caught his eye the pair exchanged smiles. Yes, there was definitely something growing between them, she thought. Girlings of each group brought food and refreshments from tents and wagons to their respective masters, and, because everybody was too preoccupied to send them away, were lingering on the outskirts of the debate to listen.

	Atheling repeated the promises he had made in his original message, and also offered increased autonomy for the principalities. The Alliance Houses demanded he renounce all claim to the throne of Cardonia to make way for one of them to assume the mantle. Atheling asked how they would choose the House that would rule in his place, which immediately set them bickering among themselves. The animal party spoke up, demanding assurances of fair treatment from whatever House eventually ruled, but for the moment throwing their support behind Atheling.

	That was enough to make the Alliance refrain from making further outright threats. They might have withdrawn there and then, except the distrust between the Houses ensured none would leave first in case the others made a deal excluding them. And so the arguments raged back and forth and round and round.

	'This could take months,' Alice said, as the talks dragged on into the afternoon without any prospect of resolution.

	'Why can't they just do away with any sort of monarchy and go republic?'

	'I don't suppose it's possible,' Helen said. 'After all Underland is essentially based on Victorian England, which had its Queen as a figurehead and focus of pride and leadership. Then Cardonia has its own hierarchy of playing-card royalty. I think it's too deeply fixed in their mindset, Atheling's included; to change; any more than we can stop being what we are. Even the animals aren't talking about setting up a republic. That revolution you got mixed up in was as much of an aberration as this reality could accommodate. Tradition will out. They must have a monarch.'

	'I get the idea,' Alice said, 'but which King will it be?'

	'Royals don't win if there's an Ace left,' Keli pointed out. 'If it's high it beats picture cards, even though it's only a one spot.'

	'Well I don't see any Aces here,' Helen said. 'We just have to hope Atheling can swing the argument his way.'

	The debate was getting rowdy. The Queens were now exchanging insults. Queen Rufdiamond was shouting to Queen Ravenclub that she'd rather see a girling on the throne than her, and Ravenclub was shrieking back that she would rather see a mouse on the throne than Rufdiamond's husband, to which Queen Inkspade said she thought Rufdiamond already had a mouse for a husband, which enraged the animals who said they were arguing like fishwives and would rather crown the Cheshire Cat king before seeing any of them ruling over them. Meanwhile, Valerie was huddled white-faced by Atheling's side as he called vainly for order. 

	'They're all too proud and scared to quit,' Keli groaned. 

	'If only there was something they could agree on; something they all had in common,' Helen said. 'At least it would be a start.'

	Keli glanced at Alice. 'You've gone very quiet. Are you OK?'

	But Alice hardly heard her. With almost frightening certainty she sensed her time had come. After all her adventures she at last knew her place. It was not what she had imagined and in some ways would be a sacrifice, but there was no denying destiny.

	'Where's the Joker?' she said suddenly. 'I need to shut them all up and get their attention.'

	'In the Palace, I suppose,' Helen said.

	'Come on!'

	Alice sprinted back across the field to the Palace, Keli and Helen following at her heels. They found the alchemist in his lab and Alice told him what she wanted.

	'Well, that's easy enough,' he said.

	Ten minutes later they were dashing down the stairs again and out of the Palace gates. The flash and bang of the firework was followed by a dense cloud of purple smoke, which set the angry factions coughing. When it cleared, Alice was standing in the middle of the circle of chairs flanked by Keli and Helen, who were still uncertain what she was doing but determined to see it through with her. 

	'My name is Alice Brown and yes I'm just a girling. But if you can stop shouting at each other for five minutes I can sort this out.' Before anybody could interrupt she turned to Atheling. 'If it meant peace for Cardonia, would you give up your claim to the throne?'

	'I will not surrender it to any of them,' he said firmly.

	'But if it wasn't any of them?'

	'That is not possible -'

	'But what if it were?' Alice insisted.

	He looked down at Valerie who smiled, took his hand and nodded. 'Then, for the good of Cardonia, I would surrender my claim,' he declared.

	Alice surveyed the array of Kings and Queens. 'There is one thing you all have in common, but it's so obvious you don't see it. In fact, it's the lowest common denominator around here.' They gazed at her blankly. 'Think. What did your soldiers do as soon as they invaded? They requisitioned girlings for labourers and pleasure slaves. You royals had already brought your own along, of course, because you couldn't bear to be parted from them.' She looked at the animals from Margrave. 'And what did you do when your girlings had been taken? Despite the risks you snatched them back again.' She glanced round at Atheling. 'And you didn't dare raise a finger against your mother because you couldn't risk harm coming to one special girling.' Valerie bowed her head. Alice turned back at the assembly. 'So you see we're the common factor: girlings. You go on about how low and unimportant we are, but it looks like none of you can do without us. We're your sex-slaves, cattle and beasts of burden. You screw us, milk us and harness us. You even encourage alchemists to change us into more useful or sexy forms. And most of the time we enjoy being used like that. We're the most fantastic toys you will ever have, because you can make us do things none of you could or would do. So now one of us is going to do what you can't, once again, because otherwise this wonderful, crazy land of yours and mine will go down the toilet!'

	And then she told them what she proposed.

	There was a stunned silence.

	'That's mad!' one of the royals exclaimed.

	The Cheshire Cat laughed. 'Mad, yes, but in a very Underland way. Think, all of you! It's perfectly logical. Pride is saved. None gains but none loses, except for Atheling who has already said he is willing. Bravo, Alice!'

	Then Ory began to clap, slowly at first but with increasing vigour. Keli and Helen, still gaping in wonder at Alice, joined in, followed by Muse. The other animals looked at each other, nodded in agreement and did the same. Atheling also put his hands together and Valerie accompanied him. The Inkspades, Rufdiamonds and Ravenclubs sat in bafflement until, one by one, they shrugged helplessly and surrendered to the inevitable. From the back of the crowd a new round of clapping and cheers added weight to the swell of approval. The girlings were applauding. The sound filled Alice's heart with pride and joy. That made it unanimous.

	 


Fourteen

	Alice saved her essay to file and closed down her computer. Stretching, she looked out of the window across the park to where the university campus basked in the fresh light of a bright spring morning. It looked like it was going to be a lovely day ... but she knew where the weather was even finer. 

	She checked her desk clock. Time to go. She had other duties to attend to.

	The large mirror on the back of her wardrobe was already cleaned and polished, and she stepped through it with hardly a second thought. If only all commuting was this easy. The door of her reversed room beyond opened into a chamber in what had been the Redheart Palace, which held a red plush couch and a wardrobe. A dozen large and very clean imported mirrors were mounted on the walls, each with a name over it. Alice rang a bell-pull and began stripping off her clothes.

	In a minute, Valerie entered through a pair of double doors. She went down on her hands and knees before Alice and kissed her feet. 'Your Majesty,' she said.

	Then she rose smiling, planting a kiss on Alice's pubes on the way up, and embraced her. They kissed as only uninhibited girlings could; tongues entwined, breasts flattened against breasts, pricking each other with hard nipples, pubic bushes of sable and gold mingling, hands sliding into smooth buttock-clefts to toy with puckered anuses slick with intimate oil.

	At last they drew apart, giggling. 

	'Hello, favourite lady-in-waiting,' Alice said. 'How's everything?'

	'Nothing urgent I think. My master has the official list.'

	Valerie began gathering up Alice's clothes. 'How can you wear these things? I don't expect I will ever again. Oh, Ory sent a message that the girlings are ready to collect.'

	'Great. We'll fetch them before we do the audience. Remember to bring some cash.'

	Valerie hung Alice's clothes neatly in the wardrobe and brought out three new items. The first was a golden collar with "Alice" picked out in diamonds. Valerie put it round Alice's neck and its spring lock closed with a click. The second was a diamond tiara that she carefully arranged in Alice's hair. The last was a pair of ruby-red high heels with diamond buckles. As she was slipping these on to Alice's feet, Atheling entered. He also bowed to Alice. 'Your Majesty.'

	'Hi, Chancellor. So what's happening in the country?'

	'All seems peaceful, Your Majesty. The post-war restoration work in Margrave has nearly been completed. Perhaps you might consider making a formal visit when it's finished?'

	'Of course. Set it up. Anything else?'

	'We have a visitor from the principality of the Inkspades, a Baron Blackjack. He did not take part in the war and seems, shall we say, sceptical of your right to power, or indeed right to anything. Apparently, he wanted to see the court and yourself with, as he put it, his own eyes.'

	Alice grinned. 'Well, he's not an ambassador or anything, so he can see me at the public audience. Put him first on the list if you think he's worth it. Anything else?'

	'No, Your Majesty.'

	'How are your parents doing?'

	'My mother is much calmer now. I think my father rather likes the quiet life. In fact, he seems happier working in his garden than he ever was as a monarch.'

	'That sounds like ex-King Carnellian over in the Boardland. Hmm . . . maybe your father can visit him. He's got an unusual line in flowers.'

	'I'm sure he'd enjoy that very much, Your Majesty.'

	'Good. Valerie and I are just stepping over to Ory's to pick something up, but we'll be back in time for the ceremonial stuff.'

	Atheling bowed himself out. Valerie fetched a coin purse and a leash, and then kneeled beside Alice for her to clip it on to her collar. Alice did so then ruffled Valerie's hair affectionately. 'Do you mind missing out on being the favourite girling of a King?' she asked. 

	'I still belong to him, that's all that matters,' Valerie said. 'And I have you too. I couldn't be happier.'

	They stepped through a mirror labelled: "Ory, Helen & Muse". The door of that reversed chamber opened out of what, from the other side, appeared to be a rustic door set in the trunk of an oak tree that faced out across a meadow to a familiar house. They walked along the path round the side until they came to the lane that ran past its high front gate. By the gate was a gibbet-like post from which hung a large sign that read:

	CUNICULUS, QUIRT

	& MUSCARDINUS

	Girling Brokers

	by

	Royal Appointment

	The letters were shaped from wrought iron mounted on horizontal bars, and were replicated on each side of the narrow boxlike frame to which they were attached. Spread-eagled within the frame like the filling of a sandwich was a girling, her breasts and buttocks squeezed against the backs of the letters. Alice and Valerie exchanged nostalgic smiles. They had both spent long hours suspended in that sign when the lettering had begun:

	TOPPER & LEPUS ...

	A bell and chain dangled from the bottom of the sign. It was suspended from a rod which hung from a ring on the end of a plug screwed into the girling's anus. Valerie tugged the chain, causing the girling to moan softly as a curving arm on the chain mount rubbed a rubber-pronged ball into her cleft.

	The gate was opened by Ory himself, who beamed and bowed. 'Your Majesty, a pleasure to see you as always. Please come in.'

	'Hello, Ory,' Alice said as they stepped into the training yard. 'This isn't a state visit. We've just come to pick up the girlings.'

	'I could have brought them to the Palace.'

	Alice smiled. 'You know I like any excuse to see how you're all getting on. It's like going back to your old school.'

	She looked about the yard at the girlings under training and breathed in deeply. The mild sweet Underland air was spiced with the happy scent of female juices; an olfactory accompaniment to the steady chorus 'of jingling chains, creaking straps, groans and gasps as a dozen young  women were stretched on frames, impaled on dildos, sweated in treadmills or jogged round hitching posts tethered by bridle and bit.

	Helen was moving round the assembled girlings encouraging their efforts with flicks of a riding crop. She wore black leather thigh boots and a belt around her waist, from which hung several other instruments of persuasion. Yet, despite her masterful poise and tone of voice as she instructed the captive girls, her own buttocks were crossed by half-a-dozen scarlet lash marks. She turned round in surprise and delight as they approached.

	'Oh, Hello, Alice . . . I mean, Your Majesty. Hello, Val.

	It's good to see you.' She kissed them both passionately.

	'How long's this sabbatical of yours going to last?' Alice asked with a smile.

	'As far as the University is concerned, I'm away doing research. I might even write a learned book to prove it.'

	'Not the truth.'

	'Not quite. I'll dress it up a bit -' she glanced down at her naked form and grinned '- well, you know what I mean. I was thinking of calling it: A speculative investigation into the sexualising effect of extreme contemporary mores on a work of Victorian fantasy. What do you think?'

	'I think it'll be the first thesis that has to be put on the top shelf.'

	Or I could just call it: The Adventures of Alice in Underland.' She suddenly looked shy. 'I was thinking about dedicating it to you.'

	Alice was caught by surprise. 'Oh, well, then I'd be honoured,' she said.

	'Anyway,' Helen continued quickly, 'have you come for the pair? They're in their hutch. Just a moment and I'll fetch them.'

	As she went over to the line of hutches, Alice asked Ory, 'You two getting on together OK?'

	Ory smiled. 'I have a highly capable partner during the day, whose insight into responses of girlings is proving an invaluable aid to their training, while at night she is a passionate submissive I chain to my bed and use as I wish. Yes, I think I can say we coexist very happily.'

	Helen brought back a pair of girlings with their hands cuffed behind them and collars chained together, to which she had clipped a single leash. 'This is Clare and this is Sandra,' Helen said, introducing them. 'Girlings, this is Queen Alice.'

	The pair went down on their knees respectfully before Alice and kissed her feet. 'Honoured to serve you, Your Majesty,' they said together.

	'Stand up,' Alice told them. 'Let's have a look at you.'

	They might almost have been sisters. They were both blonde, one with slightly redder hair, had bright rosy cheeked faces and petite figures, except for their pale glossy breasts which stood out from their slender bodies with pneumatic ripeness and swayed with a sensuous fluid motion as they moved. Their pubic mounds were also prominent, perfectly smooth and hairless and with deep inviting clefts. As Alice walked round inspecting them, Helen said,

	'They've been trained together as a pair for a month and they've bonded well. Both have passionate natures, and they like cats. Smerinthus guarantees the depilation is permanent. They have the usual anal mod. plus sensitised nipples. And they give delicious creamy milk.'

	Alice put her lips to the pairs of erect cones before her, causing each girl to sigh and flutter her eyelids as she suckled experimentally from them. She smiled, licking her lips.

	'That is Grade-A milk, all right. I think the Cat'll love them. Now, fifteen crowns, wasn't it?'

	'A gift,' Ory said quickly.

	'Thanks, but I pay my way. Val . . .'

	Valerie spread her legs, took hold of the drawstrings hanging from between her pussy lips and drew out a glistening, slim, oiled silk purse, from which she counted out fifteen golden coins.

	'Now where's Musc?' Alice said, when the transaction was complete and Clare and Sandra's leash had been handed to Valerie. 'Can't leave without seeing him.' 

	'He's round the back giving a girl a one-to-one on the horse,' Helen said, leading the way down the side alley. Before they reached the yard they could hear the rasping breathing and plaintive moans of a girling nearing both climax and exhaustion, being driven on by encouraging words.

	'Come on now, Anni, nearly there . . .'

	Musc was standing with his back to them beside a girling straddled over a trestle. She had pale skin, freckles and a magnificent mane of red hair cascading down her back. Her hands were cuffed behind her and her ankles were chained to the base frame of the trestle so that she could rest her feet flat to the ground, but a rubber dildo fixed to the trestle and plugging her anus ensured she could not move far. Musc was flicking her breasts with a light cane to ensure she kept rocking her torso back and forth. A rope was clipped to rings on the front and back of her collar, the rest of it running down and around pulleys set into the ends of the trestle beam, then under the beam to coil round the axle of a wheel bristling with rubber prongs and studs. The upper half of the wheel protruded through a slot cut in the beam between her legs. As she rocked, setting her sweating and reddened breasts swaying and nipples standing up thickly, the motion not only drove the anal dildo in and out of her, but also turned the wheel in the opposite direction, rubbing and scraping its spikes deep into her cleft. Her eyes were wide as though hardly able to believe what she was doing, while her fiery pubic bush was matted with spent juices which had already stained the beam dark and splattered on to the ground beneath.

	Even as Alice and the others walked over, the girling was overtaken by another orgasm, bouncing helplessly on the beam and riding the tormenting wheel until the last shudder, then slumping forwards in exhaustion.

	'Five in a row!' Muscardinus exclaimed, patting and stroking her. 'Good girl, Anni, I said you had it in you. You trust Musc next time.'

	'Y-yes, Master,' she panted.

	'You'll make somebody a fine mount. Just lie there and get your breath back.'

	Musc turned round and saw they had visitors. 'Oh, Your Majesty,' he said and bowed low. 'Sorry, I didn't know you were here.'

	'I didn't want to interrupt. Congratulations, I see from the sign you're a full partner now.'

	Muse became suddenly bashful. 'Ory and Helen were kind enough to offer the job to me . . .'

	'Muse is a very important member of the firm,' Ory said.

	'It wouldn't be the same without him,' Helen added.

	Alice almost thought she saw the dormouse blush. 

	* * * 

	Keli was waiting for them when they returned. She kissed Alice passionately, her tail coiling provocatively up between Alice's legs. 'Hey, I missed you!' she exclaimed, hugging Alice tightly. Alice played back Keli's kiss in her mind and raised an eyebrow. 'Is your tongue longer than I remember?'

	Keli grinned, flicking out a teasing pink tongue tip. 'Only one way to find out. But first, I've got the latest issue of Girling to show you.'

	'I'll inspect both when I've got these two settled,' Alice said.

	Sandra and Clare, who had been looking round the Palace in wonder, were now gaping at Keli's feline accessories. Keli grinned at them. 'Cat's present? Nice . . .'

	She walked round the pair of trembling girls inspecting them. 'Are these tits as full as they look?' she asked, squeezing Clare's breast experimentally. Her claw tips pricked the taut globe. Clare shivered ecstatically, half-closing her eyes while a drop of milk emerged from her nipple.

	'They trained us with pins so we'd lactate when stimulated,' Sandra explained.

	'The Cat is going to love 'em!' Keli declared.

	Sandra and Clare were installed in a small room with drape-lined walls and almost filled by a huge wicker cat basket, lined with a thickly padded red silk quilt. They sat the pair in the basket facing each other, clipping their cuffs to rings on the rim of the basket. Short chains were linked to the backs of their collars, allowing them to move a little but not to rise. Their legs were splayed wide, bent and slid past each other so that their bottoms almost touched. Their ankles were loosely chained to the sides of the basket to keep them spread.

	'You're here to serve my very good friend the Cheshire Cat, whenever he visits the Palace,' Alice explained to the pair. 'I owe him a lot and I want him to enjoy himself.'

	'Yes, Your Majesty,' they said dutifully, their plump breasts trembling with excitement.

	'Here I'm just your mistress,' Alice told them. 'And, when the Cat's in residence, he's your master.'

	Valerie was looking down at the girls with their plump pink cleft mounds perfectly displayed between splayed thighs, so close they were almost kissing.

	'Who wouldn't want to bed down there?' she said.

	Alice, Helen and Keli sprawled together on Alice's bed in the royal apartments, leafing through the latest edition of Girling magazine. As far as Alice could tell it was Cardonia's first and only periodical, and she'd started it primarily to allow girlings who had been separated from old friends to keep in touch. By royal decree one copy was sent to any household containing up to five girlings, two copies for houses with five to ten girlings, and so on. The same decree stated girlings must be allowed to read the magazine and reply if they wished. In the first issue Alice had contributed a column about her experiences in Underland and thoughts on what it meant to be a girling. They had received a surprising number of responses, quite a few from girling owners. Now the magazine was taking notices offering girlings for sale and more unusual adverts. In this issue there was one from Smerinthus looking for girlings who would enjoy being guinea pigs in his experiments. On the next page was a similar one from the Joker.

	'I thought it would be OK to run them,' Keli said. 'I mean he is asking properly.'

	'As long as they're volunteers and know what they're getting into,' Alice agreed.

	'We're sending extra copies to the principalities,' Keli pointed out. 'They were a bit iffy at first, thought we were trying to stir up trouble or something, but it looks like it's catching on.'

	'I think you've done a great job,' Alice said, kissing Keli. Yes, her tongue was definitely longer. Valerie slid up behind Alice so she was sandwiched between their warm, loving bodies.

	'Can we fuck now?' Keli asked.

	Alice lay on her back while Valerie straddled her face, her soft pliant pussy lips parting over her nose and mouth to expose the hard bud ,of her clitoris to Alice's tongue and teeth. Keli kneeled straddled across Alice's middle, her head buried between her spread thighs, her nimble extended tongue probing every fold of Alice's labia and flicking into the depths of her pussy like a butterfly probing a flower for nectar. Valerie leaned forwards and clasped Keli's upturned haunches and sampled the pleasures of her moist, pouting, coffee-dark lips. And so they licked and sucked and nuzzled and nibbled at the honey-scented flesh before them until they came in each other's face.

	A man's strong hands dragged Alice out of her post-coital swoon and off the bed, and threw her face down over his knee. She struggled by reflex but he was far too strong for her. One hand pinned her wrists behind her, while the other landed a stinging smack on her bottom and she yelped aloud. After six of those her bottom was glowing red and she could hardly see for tears. The hands lifted her again and threw her on to her knees across the foot of the bed.

	Holding her by the scruff of her neck with her face buried in the covers, he forced her thighs apart. She felt the plum head of a hard thick cock probe for the mouth of her anus and then ram into her, hard enough to jar the base of her spine. He pumped her rectum with merciless vigour, forcing plaintive grunts from her each time his hips drove against her arse. She felt hot spunk spurt into her entrails and then the man's weight descended upon her, pressing her further into the mattress. As she lay helpless under him, bruised and soiled, she knew without doubt she had been used without warning and for another's pleasure above her own. 

	He whispered in her ear, 'Remember you are just a girling!'

	Atheling withdrew his cock from Alice's rear, trailing strings of spunk and her oil, leaving her slumped over the bed breathing heavily. Keli took Alice in her arms and kissed her, then slithered round and planted more soothing kisses on her smarting bottom. Her face pressed deeper into her buttock cleft and she began lovingly to lick Alice's anus clean.

	'I hope I was not too forceful, Your Majesty,' Atheling asked.

	Alice twisted her head round to see Atheling standing over her, while Valerie licked his now flaccid cock clean.

	'You were just right as always, Chancellor. There's nothing like having a cock shoved up your rear to remind you what you are. Above everything I'm a girling and I never want to forget it.'

	Atheling smiled. 'But a very special one, Your Majesty. And now it's time to prepare for your audience.'

	The buzz of voices in the Great Hall, both animal and human, faded to respectful silence as Alice entered. Valerie led her on a leash of golden chain to the throne set on its raised dais. Keli followed at her heels. The throne was of ebony, high backed and custom made. It made Alice look small, contrasting and highlighting her pale skin. A red silk ring cushion rested on its seat, pierced through the middle by an upright rubber dildo.

	Valerie positioned Alice over the dildo and then sat her down, impaling her so that it filled her still sore rear passage. Next Valerie closed cuffs fastened to the armrests of the throne over Alice's wrists and then moved her legs apart and similarly cuffed her ankles. Finally she closed a larger hinged half-collar over Alice's throat, ensuring she held her head high.

	Gracefully, Valerie went down on to her knees before Alice, bowed and then leaned forwards between Alice's spread thighs and kissed the lips of her exposed golden pubes. Then she rose and withdrew. Beside the throne Keli sprawled languidly on a cushion, like the exotic pet of some fabled Egyptian Queen, rubbing her cheek against Alice's leg.

	Atheling, wearing his Chancellor's sash, stepped forwards and said, 'Her Majesty Alice the First, Girling Queen of Cardonia, bids you welcome. All here today who accept her justice and acknowledge her rule shall receive its reward and protection.' Turning to Alice he said, 'Your Majesty, may I present a new visitor to your court: Baron Blackjack of Hoggenheimer.'

	The Baron was a large man in fine black robes with gold trimmings. He looked suspiciously at Alice, then the audience and back again. 'I don't bow to girlings,' he announced gruffly.

	Alice shrugged. 'Nobody's forcing you. What can I do for you?'

	'I heard about this . . . this charade of a court! I had to see it for my own eyes. I can hardly believe you dare display yourself in this ridiculous manner.'

	'I'm a girling,' Alice said simply. 'You must have seen plenty of them on show before. I'm like a tradesman's sign. You can look up my pussy if you want and enjoy the view. What it means is I've nothing to hide. And I'm also chained to show I'm no threat to anybody and that I belong to the people for as long as they want me. Think about it as a symbol of open government.'

	'Open what?' Blackjack scowled.

	'Never mind, bit too advanced. But I think you get the idea.'

	Blackjack was not impressed. 'It is perverse! It insults the tradition of monarchy; it is -'

	'Mad?' Alice suggested. 'Of course. But that's what Underland's all about, isn't it?'

	'You're speaking nonsense, girling.'

	'Madness with method, I like to think of it. But I take it you'd rather see me gone. Well, that's easy enough. Go on.'

	Blackjack blinked uncertainly. 'What do you mean?'

	'Overthrow me. You could do it right now . . . well, not exactly you alone at this moment, because Keli would tear your throat out.' Keli bared her fangs at Blackjack with a throaty growl as her claws sprang out, making him take a step backwards. 'But you could probably round up enough people to take the throne, though I'd have the dildo removed before you sit on it because you probably wouldn't enjoy it as much as I do. I've no army, just a few ceremonial guards plus some aides and servants, most of them girlings. In fact, I'm probably the most defenceless ruler in history. But what would you do then? Who would you put in power? King Ravenclub? Yourself? And how long before the Inkspades or Rufdiamonds said they wanted a turn, or the animals decided they'd had enough of human squabbling? We'd be back to civil war again.'

	'At least I would conduct myself with dignity,' Blackjack said defensively.

	Alice shrugged. 'For a girling this is dignified. And it's honest. It shows everybody things are changing. We have to run the Red Queen's race just to stay still, to preserve what's most important in Underland. Adapt or die. I met the Red Queen once, but she had forgotten the race and now she isn't a Queen any longer. As to my qualifications I seem to have a talent for organising plus a famous name, which is at least as much as most people who wear crowns have going for them. More important, I'm a girling; a natural submissive and masochist. I don't want ultimate power and I've made sure what I've got never goes to my head. I'm ruling from the bottom where I belong, along with all the other girlings. We're not going to make war on anybody. Just treat us fairly and we're happy. And, if we're happy, you're happy. That's my strength.'

	 She nodded to the audience who had been listening to the byplay with intense interest. 'And I think they agree . . .' 

	And the assembly burst into spontaneous applause that drowned out anything else Blackjack might have said. 

	'Chancellor,' Alice said to Atheling, when the clapping died away, 'the Baron can stay and watch if he likes, but now let's get on with business .. .'

	Disputes were brought before Alice which could not be settled locally and she gave her judgements, which everybody seemed to accept with good grace. Then a few pronouncements were made. When that was done, Valerie rolled out a wheeled table on which was mounted a drum on a spindle with a handle on one side. Atheling announced, 'All those who have witnessed or abided by the Queen's judgements and live under her rule may now participate in the lottery...'

	Alice glanced at Blackjack, who had remained close to the dais in thoughtful silence all this time, but who was now looking confused.

	'If you accept me as Queen then you've got the same chance as everybody else to win me for a week and treat me like any other girling,' she explained. 'You could talk politics, screw me silly, harness me to a plough or give me a thrashing for being a bad ruler. It's a risk I'm prepared to take. In my place would you have the guts to do the same?'

	Slowly Blackjack bowed his head. 'No, Your Majesty.'

	The drum was turned; a panel in the side opened and Valerie drew out the winning number. There was a stir in the crowd as the owner of the matching token, a burly red fox, came forwards.

	'Your name, sir?' Atheling enquired.

	'Vulpes. I own Merry Bottom Farm down the road a little ways. Have I really won?'

	'Yes, Mr Vulpes. For the next seven days you have charge of Alice Brown, Queen of Cardonia, to do with as you please.'

	The royal carriage followed Vulpes's cart as it rattled along the lane to his farm. It was drawn by Dominy and Liz, resplendent in plumes and gold-trimmed harness, their hooves clip-clopping briskly. Alice wanted to keep such vain creatures under her eye, partly out of curiosity but mainly to ensure that should they want to be restored to normal it would be done immediately. So far, however, the pair seemed perfectly happy serving as the Queen's personal ponies.

	Alice rode strapped up like a ball inside a small cage on the luggage rack. Nervous excitement stirred within her, recalling her first days in Underland. But it was underlain by a deeper sense of contentment because she knew things were as they should be. As her world became more complicated and pressurised, more girls would find their way here to live the simple fulfilling life of a girling. The forces that had skewed and perverted Wonderland's original nature had continued to twist until they had achieved a suitably mad end. Despite appearances, Underland was not made for masters, but for those who wished to be mastered. It really was her land, where she belonged.

	They turned through farm gates, past a field where a farmhand was driving a team of girlings harnessed to a plough and pulled up between a small half-timbered farmhouse and a barn. The driver unlocked the cage, lifted Alice out by a loop of strap and put her down like a parcel on the ground.

	'We'll be back to collect her in a week,' he told Vulpes.

	The carriage turned and drove off again, leaving Vulpes gazing uncertainly down at Alice. After pacing round her for some moments he bent and nervously pulled off her gag strap. 'Can I - I mean really ... do anything I want with you, Your Majesty?' he asked.

	'For the next week, I'm just a girling called Alice, Master. Do whatever you normally do with a new girling.'

	'Well, I usually take them into the barn, give them a few licks of the crop so they know they've got to behave themselves, then a quick shafting to seal the bargain, if you know what I mean.'

	'That sounds perfectly right and proper, Master,' Alice said. 'Do that with me if it pleases you.'

	Still he hesitated. 'I usually keep girlings' mouths stuffed when I'm giving them a cropping.'

	Alice said nothing but opened her mouth wide until he replaced her gag. Undoing enough straps so she could stand but keeping her wrists bound behind her, he led Alice into the barn. Old powdery straw rustled underfoot. There was a section of low railing between two of the posts supporting the upper floor and he made her kneel over this, pulling her legs very wide and tying her ankles to the posts. Another rope went around her waist and secured it to the rail with reassuring tightness, forcing her to keep her hips bent and bottom pushed out. He walked round the rail and tied a rope to her collar ring, threw it over a beam and pulled until her upper body was suspended parallel with the ground, then tied it off. The pressure on her collar lifted her head so that she had to look straight ahead, while her heavy breasts hung free under her like inverted bells.

	Vulpes's eyes lighted upon them. Tentatively at first but with increasing confidence he tested their weight, then caressed and squeezed them appreciatively. Alice felt liquid warmth growing in her loins as he handled her. 

	'Lovely tits,' he said, half to himself. 'Good firm nipples too. You'd make a fine milker ... should give these a few strokes as well.'

	Alice's stomach did a little flip-flop of fearful delight even as she felt her pubes swelling into a brazen wet-lipped pout. Habit and instinct were guiding their actions now. To Vulpes she was just another girling to be broken in, while to herself she was a girling being mastered in the manner her nature yearned for. Later she would satisfy the other, less obvious, purpose of the lottery; to enable her to talk to other girlings as an equal and hear of any grievances they had. Through them, she had access to a thousand further pairs of eyes and ears in Underland. 

	A rod of pink flesh was rising from the white fur of her new master's groin as he played with her breasts. Not a slender animal pizzle but a man-sized erection. It had been such an obvious idea, Alice wondered why nobody else had thought of it before. Smerinthus had little trouble perfecting the necessary potion. Now any animal who wished could fill a girling back or front as well as human Underlanders, and that lingering sense of inferiority had been eliminated. Sometimes size did matter... 

	Vulpes walked round to examine her hindquarters, patting her bottom and feeling her dripping lovemouth and the hot sticky passage it guarded. 

	'You're a lusty little tart, aren't you? Think you can get away with just a poke, maybe? Well, on this farm we do things my way, and you take your licking first .. .'

	He came round to her front again carrying a springy length of willow cane. Squaring up to her dangling breasts he drew back his arm and swung. Her eyes bulged and she shrieked around her gag at the sweet stinging slash of the cane that crossed the upper slopes of her heavy globes and set them jiggling. Vulpes delivered a second blow that bent the thin cane round the side of her left breast, sending it cannoning into her right then bouncing back again. After half-a-dozen such strokes, Alice's eyes were red with tears while her breasts were decorated with an array of clean red stripes wrapping round them; marking her unmistakeably as a disciplined slave.

	Checking her breasts had been well toasted, Vulpes went round to her rear. Alice screwed up her eyes as he gave the pale hemispheres of her buttocks the same treatment, painting them with a crisscross of fresh scarlet blazes. The pain and anticipation overwhelmed her bladder and a stream of pee hissed from her cleft on to the straw, hot droplets splashing her inner thighs. She heard Vulpes chuckle and knew her humiliating display had been well received.

	Then the caning stopped, leaving her bottom stinging and pulsing with heat. Vulpes stroked her burning posterior and tickled the ring of her anus. 'I might leave you here a bit longer and have a poke about in this hole as well,' he mused, and she shivered with delight.

	She felt Vulpes clasp her hips and slide his manhood into the ready passage of her pussy, which clamped hungrily about him. In and out he thrust with a hard steady rhythm that would allow her time to climax as well. Did he know it made for more contented girlings? For whatever reason he was in no hurry. Why should he be? She was a bound slave going nowhere her master did not allow. In fact, she was exactly where she wanted to be.

	And then he began to chant a little rhyme, lifting Alice's heart as she drooled about her gag-strap, knowing that wonderful madness had returned to Underland.

	'How doth the lucky farmer fox,

	Thrash the girling Queen.

	Those fulsome tits he did box,

	Until her tears were seen.

	 

	How cheerfully she yields to him,

	Though hailing from a palace.

	How welcoming the juicy quim,

	Of a girling named Alice.'

	 

	THE END
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