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    To all our many devoted and loyal fans - 


We write and publish these stories only for you.


(Be sure to get your bonuses at the end of the story...)

      

    


I was Queen of the World. Until I wasn't. One moment I was in chains and bleeding, the next I was fine - but dressed in red.

Someone had played a dirty trick on me. They'd dressed me in a red cartoon outfit - like a Queen. But not my usual goth black.

And I also couldn't get out of it. Buttons too high on my back. Hoops and petticoats I couldn't reach under to get free of. 

Someone was going to pay for this.

That little Sue Reginald was the last person I'd seen. And here she comes now.

Are you kidding me? She's got a baby-blue fluffy dress, white apron, red sash around her middle, a blue ribbon in her blond hair - where have I seen that?

NO. We're in Looking-glass Land! Like I said - somebody's going to pay...

- - - -
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I RAN AT SUE TO KNOCK her down.

Or tried to, anyway. 

These hoops and petticoats made running extremely difficult. I had to use both hands to hold them up away from my feet front and back. But those hands were the ones I wanted around Sue's throat.

Nobody, but nobody ever treated me this way.

On top of that, she was uphill from me, and it was all grassy. My flat, squared-off shoes didn't have much tread to them that I could tell, and the grass juice made things slick real fast.

Sue was just standing there, with the light wind swishing her fluffy blue dress and white apron. Her long, wavy, blond hair was somehow keeping out of her eyes – that blue satin ribbon was doing the trick. Like that red sash around her waist kept her dress and apron from billowing. 

But her smile was the most irritating of all. 

As ticked off as she made me, my top speed – with all this buffoon-wear I was lugging around – ended up only as a fast walk.

Not that any of this helped my temper. But the amount of work it took to get that fast walk left me out of breath and sweaty. 

Sue just watched from up there with her innocent smile. 

But I was determined.

I slogged on as I could, while she just waited.

At last I was within arm's reach and she simply stepped out of the way – and tripped me.

Flat on my face. Again.

At least this time she didn't put her knee into my back and chain my arms together. And I didn't get any split lip or bloody nose. 

Soft grass is better than landing on hard, tiled floor.

Rolling over is easier in hoops, though. 

I first saw Sue's face again, now holding a more concerned look than trying to rub salt in the emotional wounds I had. All I could do was to just get my elbows up underneath me and look back at her.

“Why'd you have to trip me?”

“Because it was a quick way of ending your silly parade. You'd have to catch your breath that way and think things over.”

She was right about that. This meant a lot more strategy.

“Well? Aren't you going to help me up?”

“I don't think so. Not because it isn't the polite thing to do, but you really haven't cooled off yet. You'd just pull me down on you somehow and we'd wrestle around on this grass until I hurt you again. Meanwhile, I'd get grass stains on this pretty dress.”

So, she saw through that tactic. 

“If you want to get up in hoops, you have to act like a lady and quit your attempts to get revenge for imagined slights. You have to do some sort of curtsy. Or – quit even trying to be a lady and use your hands and knees and elbows. It's a kind of ugly squat motion, where your butt goes high into the air.”

I glared at her. 

“Well, it's getting hot here. I'm going over to the swing under that shady tree and wait for you. Good luck.”

And I watched her almost skip across the hillside, swishing her skirt as if she was enjoying having that long skirt and fluffy petticoats on.

Yes, it was ugly, embarrassing, and it worked. Took a few tries, but I finally got it right. Windmilling my arms, I eventually got my balance again. 

These hoops had to come off. That was the real strategy.

Instead of walking toward her, I looked around. And curtsied to picked up my red, glossy crown off the grass. 

Red Queen, huh? 

Turning around, I then saw the checkerboard layout. Tiny little brooks running straight across the flat pastures at the bottom of the hill. On the other side of the hill from the one I climbed up. And little green hedges that ran from brook to brook. Mostly they had a few trees – willows and birches, it looked like – on the banks of those brooks. 

Yea, this was Looking glass country. Weird.

- - - -
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“DOING BETTER NOW?” Sue came up behind me while I was checking things out. But she stayed a few arm-lengths away. Smart.

“Yes, no thanks to you. And just for your information, I did get some grass stains on my pantaloons.”

“Maybe you should practice keeping your temper in check.”

I just mimicked her gestures and mouthed the words back at her. Tempted to stick out my tongue. But I didn't. 

So my recollection says that there are a bunch of different characters down there in the book. I looked, and sure enough, there were.

“Hey, Sue, if we're starting from here, then there should be a bunch of red pawns around.”

As I said that, I spotted them, peeping out from behind bushes at me. Trying to not get me angry at them. 

Of course, they were way down the hill, and I'd learned about trying to run in these things. But I had an idea how to get them to help me get rid of these hoops.

So I brushed my hair back and settled my red crown back in place – straight. Then assumed a regal air (that didn't take long, after the practice I'd had when I was Queen Malia of the Moon) and carefully minced my way down that hill like I owned time itself and them as well. 

Those pawns just watched. And waited. And waited.

- - - -
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WHAT MALIA WAS UP TO was no good. I knew that much. But you had to admit, she did a good Queen walk when she needed to. That gown was going to need some cleaning at some point. Grass stains on more places than she knew.

Once she got down to where the pawns were, she lured them over and had them huddle to hear what she said. The looks on their faces were priceless. One or two of them at a time would look around to see if any other pieces were near by. 

Then they surrounded her and escorted her to a thick set of bushes on one side.

I couldn't hear much from here, but there was some laughter and giggles. 

My curiosity started me down the hill, at an easy pace. I had an idea I didn't want to see what was happening behind those bushes. So I took my time.

At last the pawns came out, adjusting their uniforms. A few had pieces of her hoops, rolling them along the ground like an antique toy, guiding them with sticks. Others had some soft, fluffy pieces of something they were wiping their faces with. I could see some red spots on some of them – lipstick?

One came out without his uniform jacket, another without his trousers, but carrying a large wad of red material in both arms.

Malia came out at long last, buttoning up a uniform jacket over her bare front, just half way up. She'd managed to get the trousers and suspenders on properly, anyway. 

One last pawn was tucking in his mis-buttoned shirt and holding onto her crown meanwhile. I really didn't want to know what he'd given up to get that.

Malia stopped and waited for the young man to catch up. Then wrapped her arms around him and gave him a big kiss.  pinched his rear end.

He was all smiles and ran to catch up with the others. 

I was within calling distance by then.

Malia was all smiles again. “So there, now the Queen's a pawn and we can get this party rolling!”

I just shook my head. “Still up to your old tricks again?”

She grinned back at me. “All I asked them is if they wanted to see what was under a queen's gown – just a little peek. And they all did.”

- - - -
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“NOW I CAN GET MY HANDS on you. And wrap these legs to squeeze the life out of you.

“Wolf or eagle?” Sue shifted to a white buckskin dress. Tight moccasins over bare feet. Her knees were slightly bent, weight on the balls of her feet – which themselves had shifted out to her shoulder's width. And her hands flared out from her side almost as claws, ready for anything.

I hesitated.

“Or – I've been wanting to try a Grizzly momma for some time now. That would be a real treat.”

“I could outrun a Grizzly...”

“But not a wolf, or a cougar.”

At that, I unclenched my fists and relaxed my shoulders.

“OK, I guess that means we are just talking then.”

“Good girl. Always a smart one.”

“So? Why all this? This charade you've set up?”

“No, this is very real. You could die in here, just like anywhere else. But the reason we are here is to find out about you.”

“Like you haven't already read all my files.”

“Those don't tell what's inside.”

“Like you need to x-ray me or study me with your green junk rock scanners?”

“Come on, Malia. Quit acting stupid. Or we could just start with my shifting and you running. I'm easy either way.”

“You want to know something – personal. And not just my real hair color.”

“I want to know if you are bat-shine crazy or just playing that stupid. And I can only find out by taking you through this. In short, I want to know if you are still human enough to be worth saving.”

That stopped me cold. This chick really meant what she was saying. To her, I was not much more than a threat to all humanity and all sentient species on earth. She could hunt and kill me as a wolf and have no real problem with it. Not much anyway. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
INN THF

- LN
= : ke





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





