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Chapter One




Jenny screamed and bit on the balled-up pair of her own panties that were stuffed into her mouth like gag, as the holly switch slashed once again across her large, pale, bare breasts, making them quiver and heave. Jenny’s naked body bucked and jerked against the ropes that bound her spread-eagled to the pair of old wooden pallets that rested on a crude plinth of mouldering straw bales in the middle of the dilapidated barn. Her muffled cries echoed back from its weather-worn lapped timber walls, unheard by any other ears save for those of her assailant.

Through tear-filled, disbelieving eyes, Jenny looked up into Duncan Medway’s face, searching for some explanation. But all she saw in the contorted features of her old High School English teacher was delight at her suffering. He must have gone mad!

‘Beg me to screw you, Jenny… then I’ll stop beating you… I know you want it!’ he growled as gazed down lustfully at her writhing naked body.

Jenny was nineteen, pale-complexioned and with a neat, compact stature. She had shoulder-length brunette hair, an open heart-shaped innocent face, high cheekbones and dark intelligent brown eyes. Sharply defined prominent nipples that changed from pink to brick red when aroused were set on her large pale breasts so that they jutted upwards when she stood. She had a supple waist, a flat stomach with a round navel, curvy hips, a deeply-cleft pale bottom, strong shapely legs and dark pubes trimmed back from a pink cleft with pouting inner labia.

All this Duncan took in as he beat her, covering her body from neck to knees with crimson cuts and scratches and stripes. How could he!

Like several of the girls in her class, Jenny had always had a bit of a crush on Duncan, with him being only ten years older than them and undoubtedly the fittest looking teacher in the school. But Duncan had always been nothing but a perfect supportive teacher. Jenny knew it was his inspiration that had helped her get into college to read English. And once at college she had even sent him some copies of her work when she wanted advice.

When she had come back home to Calderwell for Easter, Duncan had called her and suggested that they go for a walk and talk over how well her first year was going. It had seemed perfectly innocent and Jenny had been delighted. In her imagination, she had even begun to speculate on romantic possibilities. They were both adults now with nothing to stop them doing what they liked. But she had never imagined this!

It was as they had been passing the old Sturgis Farm barn that huddled against the trees at the side of a meadow that Duncan had suddenly suggested they go inside. It had been completely out of the blue, but for some reason it seemed like a perfectly sensible idea to Jenny. Inside there were just a few old bales and drifts of composting straw and the pallets tied together, with ropes of braided bale binder cord hanging from them and a holy cane at the ready. Even as Jenny gazed at them with mild curiosity, Duncan had closed and bolted the door and then picked up a rusty pitchfork with a broken tine that had been leaning against the wall.

‘Don’t speak, just strip and lie down,’ he commanded, prodding her with the pitchfork while his eyes burned and his voice dripped with a menace and power she had never heard before.

And, perhaps because she was numbed by shock and fear and disbelief, Jenny had obeyed…

The holly switch cut up between her spread legs. The spines jabbed into her intimate furrow of soft flesh and raked the crinkled tongue of her inner labia that peeped between them. The pain was too much to bear and a hot jet of pee hissed from Jenny’s burning cleft out over the barn floor.

Duncan laughed at her shame. ‘Wetting yourself now, are you, Jenny? Just like a careless schoolgirl…’

That was too much to bear.

‘Y…yes!’ she gurgled about her panty-gag in between sobs and shrieks, nodding frantically. ‘S… screw me… Sir… get it over with… anything but this!’

He dropped the holly switch and tore open his flies, freeing a hard hungry cock.

Kneeling between her trembling legs with their scratched inner thighs, he mounted her soiled and trembling body with desperate, uncaring passion. Jenny sobbed as his penis filled her vagina while his triumphal face filled her vision. His chest grated across her sore and burning breasts and then flattened them under his weight. How she had fantasised about this moment, and now it had become a cruel, twisted nightmare.

He grunted and thrust, rocking the pallets to which she was bound on their bed of bales. But the crudeness of his coupling was rousing something primitive within her. Her beaten nipples were hardening and her vagina was growing wet with lubrication. His brute male presence could not be denied.

Could she cum even like this, she thought in despair? Well it would be an escape of a kind. That was all she wanted right now: to blot it all out, to get far away. Yes, bring it on! Her vagina clenched as the orgasmic spasm overwhelmed her, even as with a grunt Duncan, ejected his hot seed into her.

And then the air in the barn began to stir.

There was a rustle of straw as it swirled with a whisper that in seconds became a rush and then a howl. The air filled with a blizzard of straw as it made the timbers of the barn walls creak and rattle. Duncan pulled out of her with a gasp as he was thrown aside by a raging, roaring funnel of air that was centred on Jenny.

She felt her body lift and the ropes holding her down parted. Her ears popped and she felt her pussy streaming incontinently as her juices and Duncan’s sperm were sucked out of it by the change of pressure. Her scream of terror was lost in a torrent of sound and wind as she was spun about and carried upward to be smashed inexorably against the beams of the roof…

Except that, suddenly there was no roof!

The barn and Duncan had vanished and she was tumbling through open air. She saw a brief confused sparking flash of green that was wiped out by dark boiling clouds flickering with lightning and booming with thunder. Then the whirlwind was gone and she was falling with a torrent of rain. The ground was rushing up to meet her and she thought she was going to die…

* * *

Splash!

Jenny plunged into a pool of water.

It could not have been very deep because her feet struck bottom almost immediately. Desperately she pushed upwards and her head broke the rain lashed surface. Coughing and spluttering she saw a low bank not far from her. A few frantic strokes brought her to it and she hauled herself out naked and dripping onto wet grass, where she sprawled panting and trembling in shock.

Overhead the dark clouds slowly rumbled and rolled away, taking their curtains of rain with them. She was still soaking wet but the air was mild and, as the rain departed, filled again with the scent of wet earth and blossoms. A cleft of blue sky and a sliver of silvery sunlight appeared, illuminating her surroundings. Cautiously, Jenny sat up and looked about her.

She was sitting on the bank of a pond set in what might have been a village green surrounded by low, oddly shaped houses with their own little gardens protected by neat picket fences. They were all painted in blue and white and had domelike roofs with broad overhanging eaves. Smaller cowls in the same style sheltered their doors and windows, making them look a little like rows of squat toadstools.

Jenny gazed at the scene stupidly. It was not Calderwell, but how far could a whirlwind have carried her? And how many whirlwinds started inside a barn anyway? It was impossible, but here she was… wherever here was.

There was no one in sight to ask, presumably because they were inside sheltering from the storm. But now it had passed any residents would soon be emerging. And she was still stark naked…

And then everything Duncan had done came back to her. She was aware of the ache in her vagina and she whimpered in grief and confusion as her cheeks burned and her tears flowed again. Why had he been so inexplicably cruel? It made no sense. Then she took a deep breath and wiped her tears away. She must cope with one thing at a time…

Two smaller structures set under their own toadstool roofs stood at one end of the green not far from her. Hoping they might provide some kind of shelter to protect her modesty, Jenny got her feet and walked quickly over to them.

One roof covered a stone plinth with a kind of old-fashioned pillory mounted on it, fitted with additional wooden struts and chains and cuffs. Beside the device was a low box made of wooden planks dovetailed together. Fitted to the four sturdy wooden posts that supported the roof over the pillory were hinged and folded wooden beams supporting complicated devices of brass, silver and even glass or clear plastic that she could not make sense of at a glance. Hanging from hooks beside them was an assortment of loose cuffs and chains. Although the whole thing must have been some kind of antique, it looked fresh and well polished.

Jenny shivered and moved quickly across to the other structure.

Here the roof sheltered a tall glass-sided cabinet, about the size of a telephone box, with its panels joined together by ornate silver metal hinges and brackets. On the silver tiled floor of the cabinet sat a broad-brimmed black hat with a tall pointed tip, with a bright blue band around it.

Despite her urgent need to find either shelter or clothes, Jenny stared at it. Why put such a hat inside a big glass box? Automatically, she pulled on the handle of its door, but it did not open. Then she saw that it was latched on the inside. It could only be opened from the inside. But there was nobody inside…

‘What’s she doing out there?’ ‘Has somebody lost a femkin?’ ‘That’s not one of ours…’ a chorus of puzzled voices called out.

Jenny spun around guiltily, at the same time burning in shame and embarrassment. Men were emerging from the houses about the green, all calling out and pointing out her. Very strange looking men…

They all wore long coats tied with sash belts and round hats with pointed tips and polished boots with rolls of blue at their tops. What looked like short riding crops hung from their belts. All seemed to have beards and moustaches and all were very short. They were not exactly dwarfs, but none stood higher than her shoulders.

They came at her from all sides. There was no escape. All she could do was to shrink back against the glass cabinet, which was chill against her bare buttocks, and cover her breasts and pubes with her hands.

‘Please help me… I’m l… lost…’ she stammered while her cheeks burned in acute embarrassment. ‘Have you got any clothes I could borrow?’

They stared at her in surprise and, as far as she could read their expressions behind their luxuriant facial hair, some anger. But it did not seem to be in response to her nudity…

‘She… she begs for clothes!’ one little man exclaimed, not answering her but talking to his fellows.

‘No, collar,’ said a second.

‘No owners mark,’ a third pointed out.

‘Is she a runaway?’ a fourth wondered.

Jenny was as confused by their reactions as they seemed to be with her presence. She tried again. ‘I… I don’t mean any harm. I’m lost. I was caught up in some kind of whirlwind…’ Even as she spoke the words, she realized it sounded totally unbelievable. ‘I don’t know where I am…’ she finished lamely.

Understanding seemed to dawn on the little men. ‘Ah… she’s a fallen one… a spillage… an overshoot … an unbroken femkin…’ they exclaimed to each other.

They were still not speaking to her! Jenny felt a flash of anger overcoming her embarrassment. ‘Will you listen to me?’ she shouted.

Still ignoring her words, they looked at her thoughtfully.

‘He’ll want her back.’ the first pointed out. ‘He’ll be angry if we don’t return her…’

‘But not if he doesn’t know where she’s fallen…’ said the second.

‘You mean we can take for ourselves and put her up for auction?’ the third speculated.

‘But, first we must teach her manners…’ said the fourth.

‘Agreed!’ they all said in chorus.

And with that, they unhitched the crops from their belts and pushed forward shoulder to shoulder and without any hesitation began to beat Jenny.

As the leather thongs swished and cracked against her bare skin, she squealed and sobbed. She slithered down the side of the glass cabinet and hunched up in a ball on the ground under the rain of stinging blows, too shocked by pain and confusion to think. While her head was down, two of the men took hold of fistfuls of her hair and began to drag her across the wet grass, making her yelp afresh. As she reached up to try to make them let go, others beat down her hands, so that she was forced to shuffle along after them on her hands and knees, driven forward by those following on after her slashing their crops across her bare buttocks.

They reached the pillory and the little men dragged her up on to her feet. The men holding her hair kept hold while two more took hold of her nipples and yanked on her breasts, making her squeal again. Overwhelming her feeble struggles, the crowd of little men bent her over at the hips and pushed and pulled her head and hands through the jaws of the pillory. The top half of the board was slid down and latched in place, pinching tight about her neck and wrists and holding her bent over. Now she was trapped facing the glass cabinet across the grass a few metres away.

The men behind her pulled her legs apart and snapped cuffs about her ankles, securing them to short chains that were bolted to the plinth. An upright wooden strut with a short bar across it top end, which had been standing against the inside of the post supporting the pillory boards, was hinged down and back so that its crossbar end pushed into the small of her stomach and against the tops of her hips. A strap dangling from the ends of this crossbar was pulled over the small of her back and buckled tight, preventing her hips from wriggling while keeping her bottom thrust out backwards.

A pair of chains wound on heavy reels that were fitted to the front posts of the pillory roof, were drawn out inwards towards Jenny. They were pulled under her body and wrapped painfully tightly about the roots of her dangling breasts and then hooked back onto themselves. Tension on the chain reels pulled them taut, making Jenny gasp as it felt as if they were trying to rip the breasts of her chest. A large rubber ball, pierced through by a leather strap, was pulled up across the front of the pillory board and pushed into her mouth, stifling her feeble moans of pain and protest.

Now she was totally helpless, the men pinched and prodded her at their leisure, ignoring her feeble gag-muffled whimpers of protest and her bulging, pleading, horrified eyes. Their strong small hands ran over every part of her, squeezing her bound breasts and stroking her thighs and parting her buttocks to investigate the pucker of her anus and reaching between her trembling spread thighs to rub the cleft of her pussy and push their fingers into its moist hot depths. But what was even worse, they did it all without the slightest show of hesitation or embarrassment, as if they were handling an animal and not a fellow human being.

‘Good heavy breasts… strong thighs… fine buttocks… a deep juicy quim…’ they observed as they chatted to each other.

‘But she must be broken first before she can be properly enjoyed…’ one with a slightly longer beard than the rest summed up.

They gathered in front of Jenny and slapped her cheeks until she focused upon them. Then they opened the fronts of their coats and pulled apart the flies of their trousers and freed straining erections which looked huge compared to their small bodies. Jenny goggled at them in horror.

‘You are clearly a wild untrained female who does not know how to behave like a femkin should,’ the one with the longest beard told her. ‘So we are going to teach you. First, we’ll beat you until you beg every one of us to plumb your cunnywell. Do you beg for the cocks or the pain?’

Feeling sick and hardly able to believe what was happening to her, Jenny shook her head in denial and rejection and squirmed against her bonds, making the pillory post creak slightly.

‘As you wish, girl…’ the spokesman said.

A couple of the men unfolded one of the devices hung on a side post and swung its end out across Jenny’s backside. Suspended on springs on the end of the arm was a glass or clear plastic panel about the size of a computer keyboard. A large transparent ribbed dildo protruded out horizontally from middle of one side. On either side of the dildo base were two round clusters of short transparent spikes.

The arm was positioned and then the glass dildo was driven into her anus, its hard ribs rippling past her sphincter. Jenny sobbed as her rectal passage was stretched painfully and alarmingly wide and then plugged to its limits. Then she yelped as the clusters of spikes on the face of the plate jabbed into her buttocks.

The crowd of little men laughed as they watched her anal mouth gape wide and her bottom pricked through the clear material of the plate.

Two of the little men were now holding long bamboo rods with large round padded heads. They positioned themselves on either side of her splayed legs and laid the padded rods tips against the plain outer face of the plate.

Jenny wailed and shook her head frantically, but it was too late.

This swung the beaters and smacked them into the plate, ramming the dildo painfully deep inside her even as the spikes jabbed into the soft flesh of her buttocks, indenting and breaking the skin. Blobs and trickles of bright red appeared, clearly visible through the plate. Jenny jerked forward against the pillory board, jerking on her bound breasts which were pinched and squeezed as the chain nooses were drawn tight about them against the resistance of their sprung reels.

The two beaters swung their mallets again and again, driving the spiked panel into her buttocks and its dildo deep into her rectum: sodomizing, humiliating and punishing her at the same time. Jenny shrieked and bit on her gag as tears ran down her cheeks. Pain and twisted excitement at being filled so completely mingled in her dazed mind.

No, no, she couldn’t take anymore! She was sobbing and nodding at the long- bearded man who had remained standing in front of her studying her reactions. He pulled the gag out of her and she screamed aloud. ‘Yes, yes… screw me… fuck me… I… I want you all to have me!’

The man raised a hand and the beaters stopped their sadistic work. The terrible plate was pulled out of her rear passage, coming out of her tight clinging anus with an audible pop, and its supporting arm was hinged back. A bucket of water from the pond was thrown over Jenny’s ravaged buttocks, washing them clean. Then the wooden box was positioned between her spread legs.

The little men took turns to stand on it so they were high enough to take hold of her hips and ram their cocks up into her sore pussy. Cock after cock spent itself inside her and she shuddered and she felt waves of confused pain and pleasure coursing through her, while a messy puddle of her juices and their spent sperm gathered between her spread legs. Jenny swayed in her bonds, dribbling over her gag, praying that she might faint.

Instead, through tear-filled eyes, Jenny watched other small blue-clad men moving along the roads that bordered the green. She saw no cars but some of the men were riding in little carriages… pulled by naked harnessed full-sized women like her! Another naked woman was being led along on a collar and leash bent almost double under a great bundle of sticks she was carrying on her back. A small blue-clad woman in long skirts went by leading a full-size naked woman on the hands and knees who had a wicker basket strapped her back that seemed to be full of laundry. All these passers-by glanced at Jenny being gang-banged in the pillory in plain sight as if it was of mild interest but nothing out of the ordinary.

Oh God, what kind of nightmare place was this, Jenny thought? Or had she gone mad?

Then something moved in the glass cabinet. It was filling with dense swirling blue smoke. The hat that had been resting on the cabinet floor was now rising into the air and the smoke was condensing underneath it into a solid form…

One of the little men cried out in alarm. ‘The Witch is coming!’


Chapter Two




A striking figure, now wearing the black hat, stepped out of the glass cabinet. Despite her pain and distress, Jenny gazed at her in wonder.

It was a woman of statuesque build with flawless coppery skin. She had dark lustrous hair, deep black eyes, high cheekbones, a firm chin and a strong sharp proud nose. They were imperious, commanding features, as might have belonged to some ancient Aztec princess.

Her dominating presence was not in the least diminished by the fact that she was virtually naked.

She wore a short blue cloak with silver trim and clasp over her shoulders, with its hem hanging just above her voluptuous bare buttocks. She had matching blue knee boots and a kind of garter-holster strapped about her right thigh with a slender silver handle protruding from it. Her breasts were magnificent: heavy and prominent but not drooping, tipped by large glossy dark brown nipples. Her hips were wide and womanly and her legs shapely. Her plump brown pubic mound was perfectly smooth and hairless and deeply cleft.

As she strode across the grass the little men shrank back as if in fear, some of them hastily doing up their flies. Then they snatched off their caps, revealing hairless heads, and bowed humbly to her. Jenny would have shrunk and bowed as well if she could. She was helplessly and shamefully naked and exposed while this strange woman displayed her naked body proudly with total self-confidence.

She stopped in front of Jenny and lifted her chin to peer into her flushed and confused face. Jenny felt a shudder at the power of her deep dark eyes while her nipples pricked up and a fresh tingle fluttered in her ravaged loins. She is older and wiser and more powerful and so much more beautiful than me, she thought. Totally overawed she let out a feeble whimper.

‘What have we here, Grup?’ the strange woman asked in a deep melodious voice.

‘Just a little harmless game with a femkin, Mistress Zephyra,’ the long bearded spokesman said nervously.

Zephyra walked around Jenny’s bent, chained and clamped body, stroking it she went. ‘No owner’s mark, no collar and innocent confusion in her eyes. She is no ordinary femkin. She is a windfall from the storm. It stole her out of the clutches of the Wizard’s cyclone machine. This is a raw Earth girl!’

Grup twisted his hat nervously. ‘Perhaps, Mistress. We were going to make enquiries…’

‘I told you all such as her were to be reported to me immediately!’ Zephyra said. She ran her hand over Jenny’s sore buttocks which were still pricked and scratched and smeared with blood. Then she slid her fingers into Jenny’s bruised, slimy and aching pussy. ‘Now you have marked and soiled her!’

Grup cringed before her. ‘Please accept her as our gift, Mistress,’ he said quickly.

‘She is not yours to give, she is mine to claim and do with as I wish, and don’t you forget it, Grup,’ she said sternly.

‘No, Mistress,’ he said miserably.

‘Now free her. I want to see her properly…’

The little men scurried to obey, unfastening Jenny from the chains and clamps of the pillory. She groaned as she straightened her back and swayed unsteadily. The little man held her upright and shuffled her off the pillory plinth onto the grass to stand before Zephyra. Despite her pain, Jenny realized that Zephyra truly was statuesque, being a full head taller than her.

Zephyra smiled down at her. ‘What is your name, girl?’

‘J… Jenny Polo,’ Jenny said in a tiny voice.

Zephyra cupped and squeezed Jenny’s hot heavy breasts, running her fingers around the indentations the chains had left in them. Helplessly her nipples stood up. Zephyra laughed at this shameful response and stroked Jenny’s cheeks. ‘You are very pretty, Jenny Polo. You have such a sweet and innocent face…’ She ran a hand down Jenny’s belly and through the sodden mess of her curls into her pussy cleft. Jenny shuddered as a fingertip touch her clitoris. ‘And a lovely, responsive body. I think I’m going to have a lot of fun with you…’

The hungry purpose in her voice stirred Jenny into action. The little men had stood back from her while Zephyra examined her. She was unrestrained and she could see several lanes leading away from the green. The little blue people didn’t look as if they would be particularly fast on their feet. She still felt sick and her body ached all over, but it was now or never…

Jenny turned and darted off across the green, running at full speed. If she could just get clear of the green and Zephyra’s dominating presence and hide and think and work out what had happened to her…

Behind her, she heard Zephyra laughing. Then there was a flash and a crack and it seemed like she had just run across bare electric wires. Her legs twitched and jerked and collapsed under her and she fell flat on her face on the wet grass.

‘Bring her back to me,’ Zephyra commanded.

The little blue men scurried over to Jenny and caught hold of her by her numbed legs and dragged her squirming feebly back across the grass to Zephyra. She had a slender black stick with a silver handle in her right hand, clearly drawn from the holster strapped to her thigh. As the men dropped Jenny in front of her, she pointed the stick at her.

‘That was very brave but foolish. You will never run away from me again…’

The tip of the stick flashed and spat out a stream of red sparks that struck Jenny’s breasts. She screamed and clutched and slapped at them but the pain went on and on. It was as if they were being stung by a hundred invisible wasps.

‘You will be a good femkin and do what I tell you from now on, won’t you?’ Zephyra asked her, still firing red sparks into her breasts.

‘Yes, yes I promise I’ll be a g…good femkin!’ Jenny screamed, tearing at her tormented breasts as her eyes streaming with tears once again.

‘I promise to be a good femkin, Mistress Zephyra!’ Zephyra corrected her.

‘Ye… yes, I’ll be a good femkin, Mistress Zephyra!’ Jenny howled back.

The sparks faded and the pain melted away, leaving her breasts unmarked but tingling. Zephyra pointed the stick at Jenny’s numbed legs and green sparks streamed out of it. She felt sensation returning to her limbs.

Dizzily, Jenny wondered how a stick could do that to her. Then the word the little men had cried out when Zephyra appeared came back to her: Witch! Her hat was a witch’s hat. Therefore, it wasn’t a stick; it was a magic wand…

But that was impossible! Maybe this was all a dream or a nightmare. But then how could it hurt so much without waking her up?

‘Get up and stand straight,’ Zephyra commanded.

Fearfully, Jenny obeyed.

‘Bring me cuffs, collar and leash for her,’ she commanded the little men. ‘She does not look decent unrestrained…’

The men brought the items from the selection hanging on the pillory posts. They pulled Jenny’s wrists behind her back and cuffed them together. They buckled a leather collar about her neck and clipped a chain leash to a tether ring hanging down over her throat and reverentially handed its other end to Zephyra.

She gave the leash a jerk as you would that of a reluctant dog and Jenny followed at her heels as she led her over to the glass cabinet. She stepped inside and closed the door behind them. Then she positioned Jenny facing her and smiled, making Jenny shiver.

‘This will feel strange the first time you do it, but there’s nothing to be frightened of…’

She slid the end of her terrible wand up into Jenny’s vagina, making her whimper in fear, and muttered a few incomprehensible words under her breath.

Jenny felt a thrill of power coursing through her loins and filling her body. Blue smoke billowed up out of nowhere and enveloped them both. She felt as if she was melting away…

Then they were gone and the cabinet was empty once again – except for Zephyra’s hat.


Chapter Three




Jenny gasped as the last of the blue smoke vanished and she felt she was solid once more. What had just happened?

She was still collared and cuffed inside the glass cabinet with Zephyra smiling down at her and the end of the wand still lodged inside her pussy. But outside, the village green and the little men had vanished.

Zephyra pulled her wand out of Jenny’s pussy and slipped it back into its holster. Then she opened the door of the cabinet and stepped out, leading Jenny on her leash after her. They were standing in a white walled chamber with a silver tiled floor and an arching blue ceiling. There was a large blue door at one end of the room and at the other a balcony open to the sky.

‘Welcome to the Tower of the West, Jenny Polo,’ Zephyra said.

The tasselled cord of a long bell pull hung against the wall beside the cabinet and Zephyra tugged on it.

A moment later the blue door opened and a pretty young woman, naked except for a high blue and silver collar and web of fine silver slave chains, entered. Quickly she went down on her knees in front of Zephyra and bowed her head low.

‘You rang, Mistress?’ she said breathlessly.

‘Run my bath,’ Zephyra commanded her. ‘I have a girl here who needs to be cleaned up.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ the girl said and scurried away again.

Zephyra led Jenny over to the balcony and she found herself looking out over a beautiful vista.

Zephyra’s tower rose from the craggy lower slopes of a mountain. Below the mountain was a broad lush plain filled with a chequer work of fields and orchards cut through by threads of winding roads that joined tiny blue and white speckled clusters that marked towns and villages. In the far distance, the fields gave way to rolling hills and forests that merged with the purple of the horizon.

Zephyra pointed down at one of the villages in the middle distance. ‘That’s the village of Pinklewick, where we were a minute ago.’

‘H… how did we get here, Mistress?’ Jenny asked nervously.

‘I have travel cabinets all over the country,’ Zephyra said. ‘I can appear inside any one of them as I wish, as long as it contains one of my special hats. They are enclosed in the cabinets so they will not be disturbed and there is room to materialise beneath them. I swap the one I wear when I enter a cabinet for the other that is already there, you see. I can also bring somebody with me as I have just done with you as long as they are intimately joined with me.’ She smiled and held up her wand meaningfully. ‘The cabinets help me maintain my rule over the Munchkins.’

‘M… Munchkins, Mistress?’ Jenny asked.

Zephyra chuckled at her confusion. ‘Where did you think you were? Haven’t you realized it yet? I am the Witch of the West and this is the Land of the Great and Powerful Wizard of Oz.’

* * *

Zephyra’s bath was made out of one half of a giant seashell about three metres across supported on golden feet and filled by golden taps. The other half of the shell had been opened up about its natural hinge until it stood vertically against the white tiled bathroom wall. Its pink mother-of-pearl interior was lined with glass shelves on which stood bottles and jars of bath salts, soaps and perfumes, nailbrushes, back brushes, loofas, pumice stones and flannels, set on either side of a full-length three-panelled mirror.

The slave girl who had run the bath now stood in attendance to one side before a huge rack of pink fluffy towels. Zephyra had removed her cloak, hat and boots, leaving only her wand in its thigh holster, and pinned up her lustrous black mane of hair. She then guided Jenny, whose wrists were still cuffed behind her, to an equally ornate toilet and made her empty herself out into it before her.

A flush of embarrassment tinted Jenny’s cheeks as she felt the witches’ eyes upon her as she performed her intimate functions, but Zephyra said. ‘You have no secrets from me. I want you clean both inside and out,’ she told her as jets of water from under the bowl rim washed her sore bottom clean.

Then she helped Jenny step into the bath. The water was thigh deep in the middle of the bath and filled with bubbles. Jenny felt herself infused by its steaming heat and heady scent. Zephyra turned Jenny round so that she could see herself reflected from different angles in bath mirror. Her buttocks were covered in pricks and scratches where the Munchkins had beaten her.

‘You truly are a raw, unimproved femkin aren’t you?’ Zephyra said, selecting a green bar of soap from the array. ‘You do not heal yourself at a decent rate. I may fix that later. For now panacea soap must do…’ She rubbed the lather into Jenny’s bottom, making her squirm and shiver. There was no doubt she enjoyed handing her intimately. A lesbian witch? Why not?

Then Jenny realized that the smarting pain of her wounds was fading away. Zephyra rinsed the soap off and her bottom was perfectly smooth again. More magic?

Zephyra laid Jenny down against the gently curving inner side of the bath so that her head rested on its rim and her cuffed wrists were folded into the small of her back. Then she knelt and straddled her and sat down across her thighs. She took up more soap and began to wash Jenny’s breasts. Jenny shuddered, feeling her nipples standing up.

Zephyra smiled at her response. ‘How pretty and plump your nipples are,’ she complimented her.

Jenny gulped. ‘Th… thank you, Mistress,’ she stammered. What else could she say in such circumstances?

Zephyra was clearly revelling in her mastery over her and there was nothing Jenny could do to stop her. In a desperate bid to distract herself, Jenny asked. ‘How can I be in Oz, Mistress? Where I come from it’s just a children’s story.’

Zephyra smiled again. ‘I know, because I have the complete collection. There are in infinity of possible worlds separated by the thickness of a shadow. Sometimes there is leakage between them. L. Frank Baum must have been sensitive to impressions from this one and made up the rest. He certainly seems to become confused about East and West and which witch belonged where. Of course, he would not have realized where his inspiration was coming from. If he ever glimpsed this reality then he never mentioned it.’ She frowned. ‘I must say I resent his portrayal of myself as a hideous evil old woman….’ She finished with Jenny’s breasts and shifted herself backwards, parting Jenny’s legs so that she could kneel between them and work soap into her groin. ‘You don’t think I’m hideous, do you?

Jenny shivered and gulped again. ‘N… no, Mistress,’ she choked out.

‘Here in Oz, your world with its billions of people and “cars” and “tele-vision” is just a story. It would be dismissed as absurd it wasn’t for the existence of femkins.’

‘What are “femkins”, Mistress?’

‘Women who have been brought to this world from yours. That is what you are now. The Wizard uses his cyclone machine in the Emerald City to reach between worlds. He has the monopoly on the femkin import business. His machine has antennas sensitive to young women and their emotions. I imagine you wanted desperately to get away from something intolerable and you are of the right physical make-up, so the machine opened up a bridge and sucked you through. You should have arrived in the Reception Hall in Emerald City, but the storm must have interfered with the last part of the transference, and you landed here instead.’

Jenny’s head spun, partly from shock and partly from the way that Zephyra’s fingers were working themselves into her pussy cleft. This powerful and disturbing sensuous input was vying with the terrifying realization that she might be partly responsible for her current unbelievable predicament.

Zephyra saw the sudden look of revelation in her eyes. ‘What is it, Jenny? Tell me what you’re thinking. You have no secrets from me…’ and she tweaked Jenny’s clitoris as encouragement.

Jenny gasped. ‘I… I am a student, Mistress, studying English. I sent a copy of an essay I was writing about fantasy worlds in literature to a man I know and respect for his opinion. He was the one I was… trying to get away from. Anyway, the Land of Oz was on the list. In the essay I explored why fantasy worlds seemed so real to some people and examined the concept of eschatological pantheistic multiple-ego solipsism…’ she saw the puzzled expression on Zephyra face and explained. ‘That means, more or less, the world as myth. The idea that anything imagined by a powerful fabulist exists somewhere in infinite multi-verse…’

‘That’s very like what I was telling you, except that to us your world is a myth with its own strange laws of nature,’ Zephyra said. ‘Perhaps with those thoughts in the back of your mind it made you more likely to come here.’

‘But I never imagined this version of Oz existed, Mistress.’ Jenny protested. Never in a million years!’

‘But you were trying to escape some powerful encounter with this man, weren’t you? Perhaps that also influenced your destination.’

Jenny gulped as she thought of what Duncan had been doing to her in the barn. Could that be true? She had been trying to escape sex and violence only to end up in another reality where, apparently, it was the natural order. And now what was she?

‘W… what exactly do femkins do here, Mistress?’

‘Why, they serve as our pleasure slaves, of course. They are also used as labourers, draft animals and milkers. It is their natural place in the social order of Oz. And they are also the source of orgasmotine.’

‘W… what is that, Mistress?’

Zephyra thrust and twisted her fingers deep inside Jenny’s vagina, making her gasp and buck. Suddenly she felt her loins filling with excitement as if ready to burst. Zephyra drew her wand again and plunged it into the water between Jenny’s legs. Its questing tip slid up into her gaping cleft and Jenny felt the shudder of a mini-orgasm race through her. The wand tip emerged a moment later trailing a sparkling misty blue streamer from Jenny’s pussy.

‘That is orgasmotine: a valuable magical substance and the source of both a Witches’ power and Oz’s,’ Zephyra explained as the streamer was absorbed into her wand. ‘Hidden in your world, it manifests itself more freely here. All women possess it, but I sense you have a delightful superabundance…’ She leaned forward and kissed Jenny passionately on the lips. ‘Now you’re ready to serve me like a good femkin…’


Chapter Four




There was a corridor lined with columns connecting the bathroom to Zephyra’s bedchamber. As Zephyra led Jenny fresh from the bath and still naked and leashed past them, she saw that some of them were shaped like caryatids: the sculptures of women that sometimes doubled as columns in ancient Grecian temples. Then Jenny blinked. These were real naked slave women secured with their backs to the columns by webs of fine silver chains that crisscrossed their bodies from neck to ankles. Zigzags of silver wires covered their lips, presumably to keep then silent. They were also in some way connected to the columns by silver tubes emerging from behind them and sliding up between their chained thighs and entering their vaginas. Had that got something to do with orgasmotine? Were they being drained of it even as they served as living decorations?

The eyes of the chained femkins lifted as Jenny was led past them. Briefly, they filled with flickers of mild curiosity at the sight of her but no sign of surprise. Evidently, she was just another femkin plaything of their mistress.

Had they really all been brought here from Earth by the Wizard, Jenny wondered? How long had they been here and how could Zephyra use other women like this?

But there was nothing she could do to help them, or it seemed to escape her own inevitable fate. Zephyra was going to have her. She had never made love to another woman before, but she was going to be made to now. What made it even worse was that a little part of her wondered what it would feel like to be screwed by this powerful woman, and her pussy tingled in anticipation.

* * *

Zephyra’s bedchamber was as magnificent as her bathroom. There was a window and balcony looking out over the country of the Munchkins, over which the sun was setting in a bath of green and gold. There was also a dressing table with a mirror, perfume sprayer, silver brush and comb, and a long glass fronted wardrobe.

Within it was a selection of boots, thigh wand holsters and cloaks, three more witches hats of slightly different designs, a broomstick fitted with a saddle, and a rack of wands with different handles. Some of them were visibly more worn than others. If she had any other clothes, they were not on show. Perhaps that was all she wore.

But the room was dominated by its bed.

It was a huge four-poster covered in blue silk sheets that matched the big silken awning hung above it. The posts were decorated by silver ropes coiled about them.

Zephyra unlocked Jenny’s cuffs and then laid her down on the bed. Jenny trembled as she saw hungry look in her eyes. Zephyra flicked her wand and the silver ropes uncoiled from the bedposts and wrapped themselves about Jenny’s wrists and ankles, pulling her body out wide until she was tautly spread-eagled. As she whimpered and struggled in fear, Zephyra placed a finger over her lips, warning her to be silent.

‘You will scream freely but you will not speak until it is time to beg me to take you. Then you will give me all the pleasure of which your body is capable,’ Zephyra told her. ‘When you climax, my wand will absorb the orgasmotine in your discharge. But first, I think you need a little stimulation. Pain before pleasure, as we say in Oz…’

She waved her wand again and its body lengthened and become more flexible, like a black rubber whip with a tracery of silver wires bound about it. When it was a metre long, Zephyra clambered up onto the bed and stood over Jenny. She trailed the tip of the whip over Jenny’s trembling breasts and then down her body to her groin. The whip tip tickled her cleft with its pouting inner lips. Jenny felt a shameful surge of heat and wetness flowing out through them.

‘Yes, that’s the way, Jenny,’ Zephyra encouraged to her. ‘Let your inhibitions go. Let your body express its passion. But I must not neglect your lovely bottom. Let me see to that first…’

She flicked her wand-whip again and the ropes bound to Jenny’s ankles shortened, pulling her legs up into the air and spreading them even wider until her bottom was lifted clear of the silken sheets. Zephyra knelt at the end of the bed so she could stroke and pat and pinch Jenny’s buttocks, while Jenny stared at her between the “V” of her spread legs in horror.

‘You have such lovely soft fleshy buttocks,’ she observed. ‘Just made for a good whipping…’

And she slashed her wand-whip across them. Jenny screamed as her buttock flesh rippled under the impact even as it was cut across by the whip. Searing pain flowed through her. The whip hissed and cracked again and again. Her bottom felt as if it was on fire. Through her tears, she saw Zephyra’s face shining with delight at Jenny’s pain and her power over her. She must be such as sadist! And yet a part of her yearned to please her, because she knew that in Oz it was her place to suffer…

Oh God, where had that thought come from?

After a dozen strokes, Zephyra paused to inspect the damage she had done to Jenny’s bottom. It was blushing pink and its cheeks were crisscrossed by livid welts of scarlet and purple that were bleeding in places.

‘Good, you have been warned up. Now I must see to the rest of you…’

The ropes lengthened again, laying Jenny’s legs flat. She whimpered as her stinging buttocks were pressed against the sheets once more. Zephyra stood up again so she could she swung her wand-whip down at Jenny’s helpless body.

It cracked across the undersides of Jenny’s breasts, making them shiver and leap like pink milk jellies. Jenny screamed as the whip cut red slashes across her tender flesh.

Zephyra’s eyes seemed to burn as she swung the whip a second and third time, adding fresh livid stripes to the first set, even as her own proud brown breasts jiggled and bounced, while their nipples stood up like thimbles. The fourth below struck Jenny’s own nipples perfectly square on, driving them back down into her pillowy soft flesh before they sprang back up again, glowing like cherries and burning like fire but apparently begging for more punishment.

Jenny shrieked and sobbed as fresh tears streamed from her eyes. Anything would be better than this. She would make love to Zephyra any way she wished if only the pain would stop. ‘Please… Mistress… Screw me!’ she yelled.

‘I want to hear a little more passion and conviction,’ Zephyra replied, slashing her wand-whip across Jenny’s stomach.

Through her tears, Jenny saw her body being covered in livid burning welts. Zephyra had only healed the marks the Munchkins had put on her in the bath so she would be a fresh canvas of flesh for her own pleasure and amusement. She was so cruel… and yet so magnificent! And part of Jenny wanted to surrender to such power…

The whip slashed across Jenny’s splayed inner thighs, leaving its livid marks in its wake. Then it cut up through Jenny’s vulva.

Jenny screamed at the top of her voice, filling the chamber with echoes, as her pussy filled with fire. If she had not emptied her bladder earlier, she would have peed on the bed. It was too much to bear!

‘P… please screw… me fuck me, Mistress… I b… beg you… I want you… I’ll be your slave… your lover for ever… anything you want!’

Zephyra rested her whip and smiled down at Jenny in triumph. ‘That is the passion I wanted to hear,’ she said. ‘That is why we prize femkins so highly. When they are broken, they become perfect slaves…’

And then she plugged the handle of her whip up into her own deep, hot, copper tan cleft and whispered some more incomprehensible words.

The elongated whip seemed to writhe with a life of its own and then shortened and shrank back towards its handle now lodged in Zephyra’s pussy. As it did so, it swelled in thickness. In seconds it had become a perfectly lifelike black phallus rising out of Zephyra’s cleft.

Zephyra stroked it and shivered with pleasure. ‘Through it I will feel you like a man would. Why should they have all the fun when they are within a woman?’

And then she knelt between Jenny thighs and laid her perfect powerful body across her. The wand penis rubbed through Jenny’s simmering wet labia and parted her flesh lips and forced its way into the mouth of her vagina, stretching it wide as it went. Zephyra’s heavy hot breasts pressed down onto Jenny’s bloody, smarting globes. Then Zephyra’s lips pressed into Jenny’s with frightening passion.

The last of her inhibitions melted away and Jenny returned the passion kiss for kiss. Their mouths parted and their tongues intertwined as Zephyra began to pump with her hips, driving her magical penis deep into Jenny’s body. Her juices flowed freely about it. She had never felt more alive, Jenny thought. She had never known anybody like her new mistress. At that moment, she loved her with a desperate undying passion.

Zephyra was grinding and pumping into Jenny’s vagina and it hurt and yet it was wonderful. She could feel her loins filling with hot lust. She was going to burst with desire, but that would be all right because it would feed her mistresses’ need.

A massive orgasm tore through Jenny and she bucked wildly underneath Zephyra’s hot tan body. Zephyra’s eyes flashed with pleasure as her vagina sprayed out its passion that somehow flowed out through the tip of her wand phallus like a male discharge. The hot juices burned inside her Jenny and she knew perfect joy.

Then she felt something been sucked back out of her insides, draining back into the penis wand. She was feeding orgasmotine to her mistress! And then warm blissful blackness and total exhaustion claimed her.


Chapter Five




When the fresh light of morning filled Zephyra’s bedchamber, her slaves brought her breakfast on a big silver tray and she ate in bed. She selected morsels and feed them to Jenny by hand.

The silver ropes that had held Jenny secured through the night had been rebound. Now she lay beside Zephyra on her stomach in a hogtie, with her arms pulled round behind her and stretched backwards and her legs doubled up so that her wrists and ankles could be tied together. Another silver rope was wrapped about her neck and stretched at an angle up to the top of one of the foot posts of the bed, both tethering her in place and pulling her head up. It was not a comfortable way to lie but there was no part of her that could be spared pain. Her buttocks were still crisscrossed with whipping welts, as were her sore and simmering breasts and stomach and thighs. Even the silk sheets, smeared with blood, felt like sandpaper under them. But this was the posture Zephyra had put her in to feed her, so she had no choice.

The witch looked into her face as she fed her and frowned. ‘You look sad, Jenny. Didn’t you enjoy yourself? You climaxed many times and spilled out a perfect torrent of juices.’

Jenny was well beyond simple sadness. After a night of incredible pain and passion, a reaction had set in. She was getting over the shock and disbelief at being transported to this impossible place and the extreme physical and emotional highs and lows she had experienced. Now she was facing the consequences.

‘I’m thinking about what’s happening back in Calderwell – my hometown – Mistress. My parents must know I’ve disappeared by now but nobody will know where I’ve gone. They’ll be worrying about me. The police might be searching for me. And I can’t imagine what Duncan, the man who I was with when the cyclone took me away, will be thinking or doing…’ Suddenly a surge of longing rose inside her and her eyes filled with tears. ‘I just want to go home!’ she sobbed like a child.

Zephyra stroked her hair in a kindly fashion. ‘But Oz is a wonderful place. You belong here. You are one of the most delightful femkins I have ever had.’

Jenny realized that although Zephyra seemed to be taking an interest in her feelings it was only as one might behave to a new pet. It was not concern for equal. Perhaps along with everything else that was also what femkins were used for here: as human pets and companions.

The thought of contradicting Zephyra horrified her, but she mustered the courage to say in a tiny voice. ‘But… I’m not a slave, Mistress. I’m a free person. I… I don’t belong here!’

‘You will learn to belong because you have no choice,’ Zephyra said simply. There is no way back. It’s not like in the book when all Dorothy had to do was click the heels of her silver slippers (supposedly removed from the dead feet of a witch after she had been crushed by a falling farmhouse which is most unlikely) together three times and wish to be taken home. That was one of Baum’s inventions. I don’t possess any silver slippers, which seem most impractical as footwear. My magic could not transport you between worlds. Only the Wizard has the power to send you back to your home with his cyclone machine.’

She must have read the fresh despair in Jenny’s face because she stroked her head and patted her cheeks again. ‘Don’t worry, you’ll get used to life here soon enough. You’ll be my favourite femkin. Why, there are a hundred girls working in the Munchkin fields right now who would beg to take your place.’

But Jenny was beyond consolation. ‘I just want to go home!’ she choked out.

Zephyra frowned and her voice took on a sterner edge. ‘That enough of that. Even if I was to let you go and you went to the Emerald City, there’s no reason why Oz would ever agree to send you back… unless…’ She paused and looked deeply thoughtful.

‘What it is, Mistress?’ Jenny asked hopefully.

‘Well, there is one thing that I happen to know the Wizard wants right now and I suppose it is just possible that you might be able to help him get it. Then as a reward, he might send you back home. And if you succeeded then you would be helping me as well. But I warn you, it would be very dangerous…’

‘I’ll do anything, Mistress, if it helps me get back home.’

Zephyra looked at her with close interest, as if reassessing her opinion of her. ‘I believe you would. Well, this would be your task. As Baum said in his book there are four great witches in Oz, each of whom rules over a segment of the country - although he got his compass points mixed up for some reason. The Emerald city sits in between them. I rule over the Munchkin country in the West. On the other side of the Emerald city is the Country of the Winkies, ruled over by Orientane, the Witch of the East. Recently she stole something from me of great value, which makes her my enemy. She has also tried to extend her control into the eastern borders of the Emerald City territory, which means she is a threat to the Wizard. I know he is worried she has designs on his kingdom. He would like to be rid of her, but she is very powerful and secure in her own land, having made the Winkies her slaves. If you could somehow bring Orientane down, and then I should imagine Oz would grant your wish to return home.’

‘But the Wizard being threatened by the witch of the East is almost exactly like it was in the first Oz book, Mistress,’ Jenny pointed out.

‘Of course it is. That’s where Baum got the idea from. But don’t imagine you could beat Orientane by melting her with a bucket of water. That was something he made up.’

‘But… he wrote that over a hundred years ago, Mistress.’

Zephyra appeared mildly surprised. ‘Did he? Oh well, time in Oz does not flow as it does in your world,’ she said lightly.

That was true was far as Jenny recalled. At least, that was what the story said, and here that seemed to be “true”. And now it seemed, if she was ever have a chance of returning home, she was going to have to play the part of Dorothy.

‘How can I beat a witch, Mistress?’

Zephyra pointed to the big glass fronted wardrobe opposite the bed. ‘All witches have certain special possessions that help store and focus their power. Usually it is a hat, a wand and a broom. No doubt, Orientane will keep them close to her, as I do, especially when she is sleeping. That might be when she is most vulnerable. If you can steal all three of those from Orientane and take them back to Oz, then it would be proof of your success and, even if she had others, then her power will be greatly diminished. Then I can recover what Orientane stole from me as well. If Oz agrees to your quest then he might also be able to give you some devices of his to help you succeed.’

‘Mistress, if both you and Oz have the same enemy, why can’t you work together to beat her?’ she wondered.

‘I’m afraid that Oz is almost as suspicious of me as he is of Orientane,’ Zephyra explained. ‘He thinks I also have designs on the Emerald City. Nonsense! But perhaps if I send you to him and you can help bring Orientane down, then we’ll both win his favour. But first, you need to get Oz’s attention. I can send you to him but he won’t grant you an audience unless you have something special to offer him. I must make you into the most appealing gift possible for Oz. I must bathe you so you are healed again. Then I will make certain improvements to your pretty body…’

* * *

The circular chamber Zephyra took Jenny to after she had been bathed once again to heal her whip marks, was a kind of Witches’ pharmacy. It was lined with shelves and racks of drawers and cabinets full of bottles of coloured fluids, dried herbs, powdered chemicals and plants in pots. There was even a small golden caldron on a workbench.

It also had a wooden restraining device in the middle of the room to which Jenny was fastened. A pair of two metre long wooden beams were suspended on swivel mounts between two heavy vertical posts. The beam had assorted cuffs and chains bolted to their insides and a pair of metal brackets extended inward from their lower ends. Jenny stood on these with her legs spread and her ankles and wrists fastened to the beams. The brackets just cleared the floor beneath the device, so that the beams and their occupant could be flipped head over heels as required.

She could not speak because a pair of hinged and sprung hoops were hooked behind her teeth, like some sinister dental device, and held her mouth open. An adjustable clamp fitted to them pinched her tongue tightly. Another sprung-jawed device like a speculum held her vagina gaping open. A slightly smaller version of this device had been pushed up into her anus, stretching her sphincter wide and exposing the dark well of her rectum. Adjustable rods extending inwards from the sides of the beam had strap nooses on their ends which had been pulled tight about the roots of her breasts; holding them still even as they turned slightly purple.

Trembling in her restraints, Jenny could only watch in sick fascination as Zephyra moved amongst the shelves, selecting different ingredients. She felt like she was some laboratory animal about to be experimented upon.

‘Changing the workings of the body requires both wand magic and a physical potion acting together,’ Zephyra explained. ‘It will be great fun modifying you. I rarely get the chance to handle a raw, unadjusted woman. You are already a very pretty and passionate natural femkin but you can still be improved. I have six adjustments in mind. Four of these alterations are quite commonly made to femkins to make them more practical and useful. But I will give you two more special abilities that will not only please Oz, but may even help you charm and distract Orientane…’

On the workbench, she had gathered together a bucket, a large rubber dildo, a brass syringe, an egg-sized translucent lozenge full of blue fluid, a small round pink sponge on the end of a long stick, an eyedropper bottle, a phial of pink medicine and a pot of silvery paint.

When she was ready, Zephyra took up the syringe and advanced on Jenny who gazed at it in horror and whimpered about her clamped tongue.

Zephyra smiled at her alarm. ‘Don’t worry, you will not be harmed. In your world this might be impossible, but here it is quite commonplace. It will only hurt for a moment. This is one of the most common alterations made to newly arrived femkins. Your lovely breasts are most decorative and pleasing to squeeze and beat, but they do not yet function as nature intended. This will enable them to produce milk, which can either be sucked from them or squeezed out of them when you are milked like a cow. It is perfectly normal. There are femkin milking herds all over Oz…’

Even as the horror of this statement chilled Jenny, Zephyra took hold of her left nipple, stretched it away from her bound breast to expose its soft rounded side, and pushed the needle end of the syringe deep into it.

Jenny’s eyes bulged and she jerked against her cuffs and tried to scream through her clamped mouth as she felt some hot tingling fluid been pumped into her milk glands. Zephyra pulled the needle out, moved it a third the way round the globe of her breast and plunged it in again. She pulled out the needle and did it a third time, filling all parts of her mammary gland with her potion. Then she took hold of Jenny’s right nipple and repeated the painful procedure with her right breast. Next, she took her wand out of its thigh holster and pressed its tip into Jenny’s nipples and pressed them deep down into her purple breasts and muttered some presumably magic words. Then she undid the straps binding Jenny’s breasts and let the blood flow back into them. The three needle punctures she had made began to bleed.

Jenny shuddered and groaned, feeling sick while her breasts tingling and throbbed hotly. This was crazy… madness…

‘It will take a few minutes before the adjustment takes effect,’ Zephyra told her. ‘Meanwhile I can get on with the other alterations…’ She wiped her finger across the blood seeping out of the punctures in Jenny’s breasts. ‘Would you like these wounds to heal rapidly?’

Jenny nodded feebly.

Zephyra took up the phial of pink medicine. ‘Then drink this,’ she said, pinching Jenny’s nose and tipping its contents down her throat.

It was not unpleasant being sweet and tingly and tasting of honey and roses. It warmed her stomach. Zephyra waved her wand at Jenny, murmuring some secret incantation, and then she tapped it on her forehead. A feeling of lightheaded relief filled her.

Zephyra took up a cloth and wiped Jenny’s hot tingling breasts. The blood came away leaving tiny puncture wounds that had already stopped bleeding.

‘They will be gone entirely in an hour,’ Zephyra told her. ‘No more need for a bath of panacea soap for you. From now on you will heal quickly and perfectly…’

For a moment, Jenny felt wonder and then a surge of relief. At least this was an adjustment that she could live with.

Then Zephyra continued. ‘Yes, now you will heal from the severest beating… but you will still feel every cut of the whip as it happens. And then in an hour you will be fresh and ready for another thrashing if you deserved it. Nobody wants to whip tired and bloody flesh.’

Jenny shuddered. That was so sick…

Zephyra picked up the eyedropper bottle and sucked up a measure of fluid into its bulb. Then she tilted Jenny’s restraining frame backwards slightly so she could drip the potion into her open mouth and down the back of her throat. She tilted her a little more and put two more drops into her nostrils. Then she used her wand again to activate the potion, pressed its tip into Jenny’s throat.

Jenny choked and spluttered as she felt the burning fluid trickling down her throat and through her sinuses. Little throbs and tingles seemed to be spreading from the back of her nose and into the back of her throat and down into her gullet. It did not exactly hurt, but she had a queasy sensation that her flesh was literally creeping.

‘Breathe deeply, let it do its work,’ Zephyra said.

And Jenny did so. After a minute, the strange sensations faded away. But Zephyra was already working on her next adjustment.

She flipped the frame right over so that Jenny’s bottom was facing upwards. She took up the large blue translucent lozenge and pushed it into the gaping, stretched-wide pit of Jenny’s anus and prodded it deeper into her rectum with the tip of her wand, muttering more spells. Jenny groaned as she felt it sliding into her and then begin to tingle and burn. Zephyra pulled the jaws of the spreader out of her rear and let her anus close up about lozenge, patting her bottom as she did so.

‘You will be so much more fun to use when it’s done its job,’ she promised Jenny.

Jenny merely groaned.

‘Now for something a little special,’ Zephyra said, picking up the stick with the pink sponge on its end. She walked round the other side of the frame so that Jenny’s inverted body was facing her and rammed the sponge head into inviting open well of her vagina. Jenny gasped as it filled her and felt the tingle of the potion that had been soaked into the sponge begin to flow into her sheath. Then she moaned again as Zephyra twisted the stick round while still pushing, prodding the tip of her wand into Jenny’s pussy as she did so and whispering her spells. Then she used both hands almost if she was wielding a sink plunger, driving the stick with its sponge head deeper and deeper into Jenny.

Jenny felt her intestines shifting out of the way and then her stomach bulging… how deep could it go? Jenny craned her neck and looked up her inverted body at Zephyra pumping away, driving the sponge stick ever deeper. She was sick with disbelief and fear. This was impossible… her vagina was not that long. It would burst her! Any moment she would tear and there would be blood… but there wasn’t. Zephyra kept pushing until only the very end of the handle of the stick protruded between Jenny’s splayed labia, quivering slightly.

That meant that its head was now buried forty centimetres deep inside Jenny’s body.

Zephyra studied the handle closely for a moment and then carefully withdrew it twisting as she went. And Jenny shuddered and thought she would faint from a thrill of pleasure. She felt the sponge head coming out of her, travelling back along an impossibly elongated passageway until it popped out of her gaping cleft, bringing with it a surge of juices that trickled down through her pubic curls. Zephyra pulled the speculum out of Jenny’s vulva, letting her lips close together naturally.

What had just happened?

Zephyra flipped Jenny’s frame upright once more, causing her hot tingling breasts to flop heavily about across her chest, so that she could look into Jenny’s flushed and frightened face. ‘The last one now,’ Zephyra told her. ‘This is the easiest of them all...’

She adjusted the clamp on the tip of Jenny’s tongue, stretching it out a little further. Then she took up the little silver paint pot which had a brush sticking out of it and carefully painted Jenny’s tongue both on it upper and lower sides, reaching into her mouth as far as she could. The paint tingled and burned as every other potion seemed to have done. When she had painted every part of her tongue, Zephyra freed the clamp and touched up those last pink spots of skin it had been covering. She put the pot away and touched Jenny’s tongue with her wand and spoke her last incantation. Then she pulled the sprung hooks out of Jenny’s mouth.

Though her mouth was free, Jenny could not speak. Her tongue felt strangely numb and useless.

‘The numbness will pass in a minute and you will be able to use it normally again,’ Zephyra said. ‘Meanwhile, let me see how well your other alterations are doing…’

She cupped and squeezed Jenny’s breasts which she now realized were heavier and fuller than they had ever been before. Her nipples throbbed and popped up; plump and hard and very red. Zephyra dipped her head and closed her lips about her right nipple and sucked.

Jenny groaned as she felt the hot milk flow out of her, thrilling the sensation of it passing through her now ultrasensitive nipple. Zephyra raised her head, licking her lips and smiled. ‘Perfect creamy femkin milk,’ she said. She dipped her head again and sampled Jenny’s left teat with the same results. When she was done, she wiped her lips delicately. ‘Anybody would be pleased to suckle from you or have you as part of their milking herd,’ she declared.

Jenny shuddered at the thought.

Zephyra took up the big dildo and held it in front of Jenny’s eyes. It was fat and long.

‘An hour ago, if I pushed this down your throat, you would choke on it,’ she said simply. ‘But now…’

Before Jenny could react, she had pushed it between her lips and forced her teeth open and driven it over her numbed tongue and down her throat. Jenny choked and gurgled as it stretched her lips wide and filled her gullet completely. She was overwhelmed by a moment of instinctive panic. Then she realized that she was still breathing. Somehow, although her airway was blocked, air was still getting into her nostrils and reaching her lungs.

‘Men like to push their members down femkins throats and use them as they would then nether passageways,’ Zephyra said. ‘They don’t like to have to pull out to let them breathe. So now your airways have been bypassed. You can pleasure the largest male with your mouth with him filling your throat for as long as he wishes without discomfort… except for that which he inflicts upon you, of course.’

Zephyra pulled the huge dildo out of Jenny’s mouth. She gasped and took in a shuddering breath, although she didn’t need it.

Zephyra put down the dildo and took up the bucket and held it underneath Jenny’s bottom. ‘Relieve yourself of your solid wastes,’ she commanded. When the Jenny hesitated, she pinched and twisted her newly sensitised left nipple, making her yelp.

Jenny squeezed tight and felt something smooth and slippery pass out of her with surprising ease and a brief thrill of pleasure and plop into the bucket. Zephyra held it up her to see. It was an antiseptic looking shiny blue sausage.

‘Your wastes will now be covered by a clean film like this. It will also leave your rear passageway freshly greased at all times and ready for use. Your anal ring is also more sensitive to the touch and stretching… ‘

Jenny whimpered, hardly able to adjust to another revelation. Her bottom had been turned into a sodomist’s delight.

Zephyra flipped Jenny’s frame over once more so that she was looking down upon her vagina which was almost at head height. She took up the big dildo and rammed it into her pussy. Her lips parted and her vagina gave way as the shaft slid down into her… and down and down, making her stomach bulge outwards, pushing its way into a passageway that now reached halfway up her body. Jenny gasped whimpered and shuddered with helpless pleasure. She felt every centimetre of its progress within her with helpless delight, thrilling at the feel of it sliding through her wonderfully sensitive newly extended sheath. Fear and resentment flickered within her and was then submerged by the steady irresistible buzz of delight she felt at having a vagina that could be plugged so deeply and completely.

‘Now you now have a sensitised, enlarged and elastic vagina that can take any plugging,’ Zephyra told her. ‘You can be filled either with a suitable living shaft or any other phallic device either for pleasure or amusement. I hope Oz will appreciate it…’ she added enigmatically.

The impossible stimulation filled Jenny with sudden fear of a possibility that the relentless pace of incredible events had so far pushed the back of her mind. She forced her numbed tongue to speak.

‘Please… Mistress… all those Munchkins who screwed me yesterday… what if I get pregnant… what about infections…’

‘Do not worry, little femkin,’ Zephyra said soothingly. ‘They are curses of your world. We have none of those things in Oz. In any case, your adjustments now make you immune to such things. But, as your tongue is now working, let me test your last improvement…’

She pulled the dildo out of Jenny’s shaft, which clung onto it with shocking tenacity as it seemed to take forever to slide out of her, spilling more juices as it came free. Then she pressed herself close against Jenny’s inverted body and dipped her head and kissed her hot wet pussy. In return, her smooth plump cleft pressed against Jenny’s nose.

‘Now use your new tongue to pleasure me,’ she commanded.

It was another thing Jenny had never done before and never imagined ever doing in normal life, far less in such impossible bizarre circumstances. But she had no choice… and Zephyra’s hot moist cleft smelt of honey…

She slid her tongue out into her cleft and lapped about, feeling with a thrill the hard nub of the witch’s swelling clitoris. She toyed with it for a few seconds, feeling shudders of pleasure coursing through her. In response, Zephyra was kissing and nibbling at her own upturned pussy. Then Jenny slid her tongue into the mouth of Zephyra’s vagina, probing deeper… and deeper! How long was her tongue now!

‘You now have a silver tongue capable not only of sweet flattering words but of pleasuring a man or a woman to orgasm every time,’ Zephyra said huskily. ‘Now use it… go in all the way…’

With her head spinning, Jenny slid her tongue and deeper into Zephyra’s hot clinging passageway. The luscious sensation of taste and texture almost overloaded her senses. Was this what men felt with their cocks inside a woman? No, this had to be much better. Zephyra’s tongue was deep inside her own pussy and it felt wonderful. Did she have a silver tongue as well? It was all impossible and wicked and incredible. She thought was going to faint or burst.

Then she felt her loins convulse and burst even as Zephyra sprayed out her sweet juices over her face. And her silver tongue lapped them all up…

* * *

Zephyra clung onto Jenny for a long time after the shudders of their mutual orgasm subsided. Then she patted Jenny’s upturned bottom and kissed the insides of her thighs approvingly.

‘I will allow you the rest of the day to get used to your alterations,’ she told her. ‘Then tomorrow you will set out for the Emerald City.’


Chapter Six




The next morning, collared, cuffed and leashed, Jenny stood in the chamber holding the glass cabinet in which she had first materialized in Zephyra’s tower. Zephyra was wearing her hat and cloak once more ready to travel. She also had small slim blue and silver cylinder with a screw-caped end that she clipped to the ring on Jenny’s collar.

‘This must be given to Oz,’ she told her. ‘Only he can open it. Inside is a letter explaining how I found you and returned you to him in an improved state, together with my compliments. It also suggests how he might use you against Orientane. It will be up to you to convince him that you are ready to do anything for the chance of returning home. He must believe you are sincere or he will simply auction you off in his next femkin sale. Do you understand?’

Jenny shuddered. She was still coming to terms with the idea that here the Wizard of Oz was a slave trader. ‘Yes Mistress.’ Then a shocking thought struck her.

‘Please, Mistress; if I do go back home, will these alterations you’ve made to me stay with me?’

‘I don’t know,’ Zephyra admitted. ‘But first you must defeat Orientane…’

They stepped into the cabinet and Zephyra closed the door. She took out her wand and slid it up inside Jenny’s pussy. This time she felt it going all the way up into her new vagina with a thrill, and she shivered with helpless delight.

Zephyra smiled at her display of pleasure. ‘You see, life here has its compensations.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ Jenny choked, feeling her pussy growing hot and slippery with unnatural speed.

‘Few men know this, but witches sometimes use their wands dipped in their own juices to lock and unlock things. Remember that, it may be useful to you.’

‘I will, Mistress,’ Jenny promised.

‘Now we are going to the village of Tuppledike. It is as close to our broader with the Emerald City territory that I dare go right now without alarming Oz. I have sent word ahead. The local Munchkins will be expecting us…’

She held Jenny tight and muttered words under her breath and the cabinet filled with blue smoke and Jenny felt herself melting away

* * *

When the smoke cleared again and Jenny felt solid once more, she was looking out of the sides of the cabinet at another Munchkin village of blue and white toadstool roofed houses. Zephyra withdrew her wand from Jenny’s pussy and led her out of the cabinet. She saw that they were indeed expected.

Three rather nervous looking Munchkin men were lined up beside a low light four-wheeled cart rather like an American western buckboard. It had a cage on the back together with a few items of baggage. It was drawn by four femkins harnessed like horses. Jenny’s eyes grew wide in horror as she took them in.

They stood upright with her arms strapped together behind their backs. They had what looked very like horse collars hung over their shoulders and broad padded belts buckled about their waists. Chains hooked to these collars and belts were secured to cross beams extending between the twin shafts of the carriage. Presumably this arrangement was to spread the strain evenly across their bodies. Their heads were encased in the straps of bridles with cheek rings holding bits in their mouths. These were connected to reins trailing back to a seat on the front of the carriage. They had thick-soled sandals on their feet.

And under their feet was a road paved in yellow bricks…

The Munchkin with the longest beard stepped forward and took off his hat and bowed to Zephyra. Unlike the Munchkins of Picklewick, he had a lash hanging from his belt.

‘Welcome to our humble village, Your Magnificence,’ he said obsequiously. ‘I am Gand and this is Tob and Loq. We are ready to convey your femkin to the Emerald City as you commanded.’

Zephyra inspected the cage on the cart. It had a padding of blankets on its floor and a rolled canvas sheet to cover it. Jenny shivered as she realized it was meant her. It was just big enough to sit up inside. Well, she was just a femkin to them. She supposed it was preferable to actually pulling the cart.

‘It will do,’ Zephyra pronounced. She handed the keys to Jenny’s cuffs and collar to Gand. ‘On the journey she must be exercised regularly and she must arrive in perfect condition. You will bring back a receipt of her delivery to the Palace.’ She pointed to the message tube hanging from Jenny’s collar. ‘And that letter is for Oz’s eyes alone, you understand?’

‘Yes, Your Magnificence,’ Gand promised. ‘We will take good care of her.’

Zephyra led Jenny aside for a moment and spoke earnestly. ‘This is the last advice I can give you and it is vitally important, if you are to have any hope of success. Do understand?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ Jenny promised.

‘Firstly, Orientane must be asleep, unconscious or disabled in some way before you have any hope of taking her wand, broom and hat. They will resist you otherwise. If you have the chance, then select the newest and freshest of them. They carry the most power. If you can take only one of them, then take her hat. Then you keep them close to you and only hand them over to Oz in person and face-to-face. Not to one of his mechanical alter egos. A handshake will bind him to his word. And wear the hat when you do so. It will not give you any significant power, but the fact that you are brave enough to try it on will impress him. It is the only way you can bargain with him from strength and get his promise to return you home.’

Jenny nodded. ‘I will remember that, Mistress…’

Zephyra bent and kissed her on the forehead, and she felt the imprint of her lips burn into her flesh.

‘That is my personal mark to show Oz that you are a genuine gift from me. While it lasts, it may help protect you from harm. It will take you several days to reach the Emerald City and the roads are not always safe. This dispute with Oz means that the borderlands are not watched as closely as they once were.’

Jenny felt a surge of gratitude towards the witch. She had done the most incredible, outrageous things to her, but by the standards of Oz, they had probably seemed quite reasonable. In her way, Zephyra actually seemed to care about her.

The Munchkins loaded Jenny aboard the cart and Gand locked her in the cage. Then they clambered on board and Gand took up the reins and a long whip and flicked it across the bare buttocks of their femkin ponies. They leaned forward and the cart started off along the yellow brick road. Jenny looked back through the bars of her cage and saw Zephyra wave once and then she was hidden from sight by a bend in the road.

* * *

The Munchkins did not say a word to each other until the cart had left the last house in Tuppledike behind it, and the yellow brick road was winding its way through a belt of woodland.

Then Gand spoke up cautiously. ‘Has she gone? No sign of any broomsticks?’

His companions looked around them and then up the sky. ‘No, it’s all clear.’

Gand steered the cart up off the road and then clambered down and walked around to stare in at Jenny in her cage. ‘What’s so special about you then, femkin?’ he asked.

Jenny had not been expecting this. Despite their obvious fear of Zephyra in her presence, they were apparently bolder and more curious in private. How much should she tell them? The least she could… ‘I’m nothing special, Sir. I was just dropped by the wizard’s cyclone machine into your country by accident. I think Zephyra is sending me to him as a gesture of goodwill in the hope that they can be friends.’

‘There you are, Gand,’ Loq said. ‘That’s your answer. The Witch is returning the wizard’s lost property, that’s all. Now let’s get on again.’

‘We will. We’ve got plenty of time. We can have some fun with her on the way…’

Jenny shivered.

Tob spoke up. ‘She’s got to be in perfect condition when we hand her over, remember?’

‘And she will be. She’ll heal before we get there.’

‘But what if she tells?’ Loq protested.

‘Who listens to what a femkin says? We’re just going to teach her to behave herself so she doesn’t give us any trouble on the journey. Anyway, she’s going to the Emerald City. You know what that means. She’ll never come back here. As long as we deliver her and get a receipt, the Witch will never know and it doesn’t matter what we do on the way. She is a pretty thing too. If she’s a gift to the Wizard, I can’t believe the Witch didn’t make some of her improvements to impress him. Let’s try her out…’

He opened Jenny’s cage with the key on his chain and took hold of her leash and pulled her out and onto the ground on her knees. With her wrists still cuffed behind her, she couldn’t resist.

Three munchkins stared down at her and Jenny felt her cheeks burning. She had spent two days naked in Zephyra’s presence where the only other people to see her were naked slave girls. But now she found that back under men’s eyes she could still blush with shame at her exposure.

‘She’s got lovely tits,’ Loq admitted. ‘Is she a milker?’

‘And a great bum,’ Tob conceded. ‘Probably nice and tight…’

Gand rubbed his hands together. ‘She’s the Witch’s special gift femkin and not meant for the likes of us. So playing with her would be one in the eye for her, even if she never knows about it. So let’s have some fun…’

* * *

They bent Jenny face forward over the mossy trunk of a fallen tree so that her heavy breasts hung down one side of it. They held mugs underneath them and pressed down hard on them so the milk spurted out of her nipples like spigots. Then they drank each other’s health and damned Zephyra, almost if they were drunk. Maybe in Oz you could get drunk on femkin milk, Jenny thought.

Clearly, they feared Zephyra but they didn’t love her. Was it the same in the other Munchkin villages? But she had been quite kind to her in a way. Or was she no more than a token to send to Oz to help win back his friendship?

‘Now let’s teach her that she might be the Witch’s pet, but now we’re in charge,’ Gand said.

Then they took turns using their belt lashes on her bare bottom, beating it to a rosy glow while she sobbed and whimpered. While Tob and Loq kept beating her buttocks, Gand moved round the other side of the log and began to lash the upper sides of her breasts. They flattened and bounced under the impact of the thongs, spurting out little dribbles of milk as they turned as rosy red as her bottom. She knew they would heal but that didn’t make it hurt any less.

‘What are you?’ they asked her.

‘A femkin… a miserable worthless femkin!’ she sobbed.

‘And who are we?’ they kept asking her.

‘You’re my masters… my master’s!’ Jenny screamed.

‘Do you want to please us?’

‘Yes… yes…’ She had to give them something to keep them happy and stop them hurting her. Her body was all she had to offer… and its new modifications. ‘My bottom… have my bottom… Zephyra improved it… you’ll enjoy it…’

They parted their flies to free their straining penises, which looked too big for their stature just like the Munchkins in Pinklewick. They took turns to stand between her spread legs and ram them up into her tight ready oiled anus. She was being sodomised by Munchkins… and what was even worse, it was getting her excited.

Her sore nipples were standing up, her pussy was dribbling and her sensitized anal ring was squeezing tight about the thrusting cock pumping away through it. Every thrust sent a thrill of pleasure through her. She couldn’t help it. It was the new way she had been made…

The cock inside her spurted its sperm and she sobbed and came and sagged over the tree trunk.

Gand took hold of her hair and twisted her head up to face him and slapped her cheeks until her eyes focused. ‘You’re a hot femkin and no mistake. What else have you got to offer?’

‘I… I’ve got a silver tongue, Sir,’ she said. ‘It’s made to please. Let me show you…’

She stretched her tongue out and it was as silver as when she had last seen it in Zephyra’s dressing table mirror…

After she had adjusted Jenny, Zephyra had made her look at it as it stretched impossibly out of her mouth and curled and twisted like a lizard’s tongue.

‘It is the most obvious outward change to your body,’ she told her. ‘Now you must get used to it and accept it. You may have to use it on Oz and Orientane to get what you most desire.’

And so for an hour Jenny had sat before the mirror exercising her impossible new sensuous tongue while her emotions swung between marvelling at the feel of it and trying not be sick at the thought of what had been done to her…

Now, bent over a tree trunk, she was going to put it to use earlier than Zephyra had planned. Her eyes were still misted with tears and so she curled it up over her cheeks and licked them dry.

The Munchkins goggled at it. Then they laughed. This was what they wanted…

And so she licked each one of their cocks clean with her tongue, which coiled about their shafts and brought them to erection again. So they held her by her hair and they spurted down her throat and over her face. And she lapped it up like a dirty little femkin should.

* * *

Finally, the Munchkins were totally drained and satisfied. They dragged Jenny’s limp body off the log and back to the cart, where the femkin pony girls had been waiting as patient and uncomplaining as real ponies. They bundled Jenny back into her cage and locked her away again. Then they drove back out onto the yellow brick road again and continued on towards the Emerald City.

Soiled, simmering in pain and miserable with despair, Jenny huddled in her cage.

It was not going to be a pleasant journey.


Chapter Seven




The countryside of Oz was much as Baum had described it in his book, which she had read somewhere was meant to be the very opposite of the real dry, flat Kansas. It was a rich, fertile, rolling landscape with trees growing wild heavy with fruit and fields of vegetables and golden corn, cut through by sparkling streams flowing freely. It was only its inhabitants that jarred so terribly from the innocent fantasy.

Peering out through the bars of her cage, she saw many femkins being used as horses to pull carts carriages. Some trotted past her slower moving wagon with their bare breasts bouncing freely and their drivers cracking their whips across their sweaty buttocks. At first this had appalled her, but soon Jenny realized this was the least of their humiliations.

They passed a green field scattered with animals that at first Jenny took to be cows. Then she realized they were femkins of different skin colours on their hands and knees cropping the grass. Heavy breasts hung underneath them, swaying like udders as they moved. They made her own enlarged mammaries look modest by comparison.

Had Zephyra done this to them, or was the potion that enlarged breasts and filled them with milk used by others? She tried to recall what she had read of the Oz books. Zephyra was clearly one of the four great cardinal witches, but there had been talk of lesser witches as well. Perhaps they were responsible.

She realized that unconsciously she was trying to avoid blaming Zephyra for the perverse cruelty she was seeing all round her. Why was that? Was it because she felt attracted to her? Had she fallen in love with a lesbian witch? No, that was impossible! Well, was it her power that attracted her? She had remodelled her body. Was that kind of desire better or worse?

* * *

A little later, she saw another field of grazing femkins who at first glance seem to have fuzzy beach balls of different colours between their thighs. Then she saw a man herding them into a pen beside a small shed. It was open-sided so she could see what went on. The femkins passed into it one by one and were pushed down onto a table on their backs with their legs strapped down wide. Then he used clippers to remove the fuzzy balls, leaving their pussies totally bare. It was their pubic hair, stimulated to unnatural growth by some kind of potion no doubt, that was being cut off like shearing sheep.

After they were shorn, they were sent out into the field again where they continued grazing. She wondered how quickly their hair grew back and when they would be clipped again.

Jenny shuddered. What had been done to her was beginning to seem mild by comparison. But if Oz refused to help her, then she might end up living like those femkins. She had to get back home no matter what it cost!

* * *

On the first two nights of the journey they stayed at the Oz version of wayside inns, which offered rooms and stabling for femkin ponies. The three Munchkins shared a room and the pleasure of screwing Jenny while she was tied down to a bed. If she didn’t strain to please them, of course, she would get another beating. Sometimes they beat her for simple amusement. Her altered skin soaked it up and in an hour it was perfect again and ready for more.

‘You see how well we’re looking after you,’ Gand said mockingly. The Witch can’t complain. Day or night, we’re not letting you out of our sight. And we’re giving you plenty of exercise… at least your tits and cunypot and arse…’

On the third night there was no convenient village for a stopover, so they found a quiet sheltered spot off the road on the edge of a wood and camped there. It was a mild night so they pulled down an awning over the cart and bundled the hobbled femkin ponies together on a groundsheet underneath it.

After taking turns to screw Jenny while they had her bent across the top of her cage and then suckle from her milk-heavy breasts as had become almost routine, the men put her back inside and settle down on their bedrolls on the back of the cart around the cage. Soon they were snoring.

Jenny could not sleep because she had too much on her mind. She had been a captive sex-toy plaything in Zephyra’s tower of course, but it had not felt so literally and emotionally confining. The three Munchkins were taking out their resentment of Zephyra on her, which was so unfair. And the fact that they clearly hated her so much was also deeply troubling. She wished she could get away from all of them. She knew she had to go to the Emerald City if there was any hope of getting back home, but she would rather do it as a free woman. Couldn’t she bargain with Oz on her own terms? Surely, there was some other status in Oz for her other then being a slavish femkin…

Then Gand grunted and turned over in his sleep and she saw that his bunch of keys was hanging invitingly off his belt just on the other side of the bars of her cage.

Jenny stared at them thinking furiously. Could she get away? She just had to follow the yellow brick road. All yellow brick roads would lead her to the City. She had Zephyra’s letter of introduction on her collar. Did it matter if she brought herself to him? And if Gand, Tob and Loq had to go back to Zephyra empty-handed without a receipt fore her and were punished, then they deserved it for their cruelty.

Escaping turned out to be remarkably easy. Jenny twisted herself around with her back to the bars and with her cuffed hands she reached through them and slipped the bunch of keys off Gand’s chain. She found the one that opened her cuffs first and then, when she had her hands before her, removed her collar. Then she reached through the bars of the cage and opened its door lock.

She tiptoed over sleeping Munchkins and dropped silently off the end of the wagon and crouched down, getting her bearings. It was bright moonlight and quite mild and she could see clearly enough. She would get far enough away from the camp and find a hiding place and wait until morning. Then she would strike out across country keeping clear of the road until she was sure there were no longer looking for her. The land was so rich and she was sure she could find food enough. Maybe she could also find something to wear so she could travel to the city decently dressed.

Encouraged by these thoughts, she scampered away into the woods.

* * *

Ten minutes later, Jenny heard the trees whispering about her. It was not the whispering of the wind through the leaves, it was actual words…

‘Look at that pussy… Great tits on her… What an arse… Love to get a root inside that hole… Come here little femkin… ‘

For a few terrible moments, Jenny thought she was hearing things. And then with an effort she adjusted her mind once again to accommodate the impossible. Of course, this was Oz, where there were such things as living trees. And in this perverted version, they were suitably crude…

She thought she could see huge pale eyes flickering in the moonbeams that shone down between the branches. Then she felt twigs like fingers being brushed through her hair.

She gasped and flinched away and heard a deep laugh. Another twiggy hand pawed at her breasts and then smacked her bottom. She screamed and began to run. Had she made a terrible mistake by trying to hide in this place? A root that had been lying flat in her path suddenly rose up and she tripped over it and fell flat on her face.

Before she could get up, rough wooden many-fingered hands had closed about her wrists and ankles. They lifted her squirming frantically up into the air. She was aware of the massive shadowy form of an oak tree in front of her with pale glowing eyes and broken stub of a branch for a nose and a sawtooth mouth. She screamed again only for a bundle of twigs to wrap itself about her head and stuff oak leaves into her mouth, stifling her cries.

A slender twiggy finger brushed across her forehead. ‘A witches’ mark… interesting,’ the oak tree mused. ‘That makes you even more suitable…’

Another thin twiggy branch swished out of the darkness and smacked into her bottom with a crack. She jerked and her breasts bounced. The branch tip curled around them and squeezed, making them dribble with milk. The tree chuckled in a deep hollow voice. ‘You are moist and fertile ground. Yes, you are right for the taking. I’m going to have my acorns off with you…’

There came ripping sound as the tips of roots pulled out of the ground under her. One speared straight upwards like a pole, sliding into her anus and making her gasp and shudder as it impaled her and locked tight. The second root’s pale tip weaved about like a snake. Instead of a tapering tip, it had a bulbous head.

‘Will you be my little squirrel and spread my seed?’ the oak asked her.

And then it thrust upwards. Jenny screamed as its tip parted her sex lips. Her new vaginal sheath stretched to its maximum as it pulsated inside her.

She was being screwed by an oak tree!

Momentarily shocked beyond reason her instincts took over.

Wood or rubber or flesh, it felt like a cock and there was only one thing to do with a cock. Desperately she rode it as it pumped away inside her. Her pussy slobbered over it as each thrust made her breasts bounce. Her stomach bulged as it twisted within her. It was warmer than she imagined and not so terrible after all, she told herself. The presence of the rectal impaling root next to it doubly stuffing her and rasping through her anus only added to the sensation. She could do this. She had been altered so she could survive such usage. She felt her loins bubbling and filling with lust.

The oak tree gave a groan of pleasure and she felt its penis root pulsating and squirting up inside her what felt like a litre of sap, even as her own orgasm ripped through her…

Then she heard the Munchkins’ voices calling out through the woods. And then there was a rushing of feet and the heavy thunks of axes cutting into wood. The oak tree let out something between a howl and a grown and dropped her. With a sucking pop its penis root and anal impaler were wrenched out of her and slithered back into the ground, leaving her pussy stretched and her bottom aching with pain and perverse longing.

Small, strong Munchkin hands grasped her and dragged her away from the tree. She forced her tear-crusted eyes open and saw Gand, Tob and Loq standing over her, axes in hand.

‘See what happens when you try to runaway, you stupid femkin,’ Gand said angrily, taking hold of her by hair. ‘But you won’t do it again…’

* * *

They pushed a gag into her mouth and then tied Jenny face forward and spread-eagled over the side of one of the wagon wheels so that its protruding hub pushed her bottom outwards. They beat this with their lashes until it was a raw bloody mess and she had fainted from pain.

When she recovered they turned her around so that the hub now pushed her belly forward while grating into her burning bloody bottom and the beat her breasts until they were in much the same state. Then they took turns screwing her aching and bruised pussy until they had worked of their anger.

Then they left her outside for the rest of the night tied to the wheel with the dew settling on her and her pussy aching while they went back to sleep.

The next morning they bound Jenny in chains like a mummy and put her back inside her cage and hooked her leash to its bars.

‘And we’re not letting you out again until we get to the city,’ Gand promised her.

And such was her miserable state of mind by then, that the prospect almost seemed comforting.


Chapter Eight




The Emerald City stood on a low hill at the centre of a great sprawling patchwork of fields and orchards at the confluence of four yellow brick roads. An imposing forest of green and gold spires, domes and towers rose over a tall outer wall and a steady flow of traffic, mostly femkin-drawn carts and carriages, was passing through its four great gateways.

Peering at it through the bars of her cage, Jenny was overwhelmed by a ridiculous fear that she was unworthy of such a grand place. Then she reminded herself of her mission. If she wanted to get home, then she had to impress the Wizard.

At least she looked outwardly respectable, she consoled herself. The last day of their journey, the Munchkins had not touched her or made use of her in any way, which allowed her time to heal. It also helped her get over her traumatic experience in the woods.

Perhaps it was partly due to the adjustments Zephyra had made to her, but she seemed to be coping with that remarkably well. Of course, there was no proper response to being screwed by a living tree. It wasn’t exactly a concern in her world. All the physical traces had vanished thanks to her incredibly deep and elastic vagina and boosted healing abilities. It was only her emotional state that bothered her, or rather her lack of emotions.

It had happened and it had been shocking at the time, but now it wasn’t particularly troubling her. Was it that it was almost too bizarre and impossible to believe it had taken place at all? It was more like a strange dream or nightmare. Of course, almost everything in Oz fell into that category.

Whatever the reason she felt surprisingly fresh. The Munchkins had even briefly taken her out of her cage, still hobbled and leashed, and washed her in a stream and combed and tidied her hair. It was only in its reflection that she saw for the first time the blue imprint of Zephyra’s lips on her forehead. Even the oak tree had noticed it. Perhaps it did mark her as something special. Hopefully it would help gain her an audience with Oz.

The gates of the city were guarded by metal men carrying pikes. Their body shells were patterned and inlaid so that looked as if they were wearing green and gold uniforms. All of them had identification numbers imprinted on their silvery foreheads. For a moment Jenny thought of robots, then of the tin woodsman. Were they the inspiration for him?

The Munchkins explained their mission to the guards and Jenny, Zephyra’s mark on her forehead and the letter capsule were presented to them. The metal guard’s fingers were cold to the touch as he examined her forehead, but whatever he was, there was intelligence in his glass eyes. She must stop being surprised at this kind of thing, she told herself. Hadn’t she been screwed by an oak tree?

Eventually he was satisfied and, with one of the guards as an escort, the wagon was allowed through.

As they passed through the gates, she heard Gand grumbling to the others. ‘Bloody mechmen… think there as good as us…’ But not loudly enough for their escort to hear.

The city streets were wide and very clean and thronged with people and femkin slaves. The city folk were of similar height to the Munchkins but, unsurprisingly, were dressed in shades of green. The buildings were also green with details picked out in silver and gold. It was a grand city, feeling slightly Italian and a bit Turkish. There were fountains and squares and colonnades and domes tipped with smaller spires supported by fluted columns and arches.

Jenny had never seen so many people before in one place since she had arrived in Oz, and instinctively she shrank back within her cage in embarrassment at her exposure as their eyes passed over her. But clearly naked femkin flesh was nothing new to them. There were femkins pulling carts and carrying bundles. Some could be seen on display in what must have been shop windows, while others dangled from brackets over the pavements as living adverts to whatever wares were on sale. Jenny shivered at the sight of them. This really was a slave city. And the Wizard was its master…

Their escort led them to a grander building than all the rest fronted by a large courtyard that was guarded by high wrought iron gates. More of the mechmen guards could be seen on sentry duty or else in ranks and columns marching smartly up and down in the courtyard. Jenny thought of the changing of the guard at Buckingham Palace.

The wagon was driven inside and Jenny was decanted from her cage.

A mechman guard with golden epaulettes on his shoulders and stripes on his wrists took charge of her leash and the keys to her collar and cuffs, and signed a piece of paper that he gave to the Munchkins. And that was it. She had been handed over and the Munchkins had got their receipt for her.

‘Good luck with the Wizard, girl,’ Gand said simply. Then they got in their wagon and turned it around and left with hardly a backward glance, as if glad to be gone. Jenny felt a pang of dismay. What did they know that she didn’t? Well whatever happened next was just down to her and Oz.

The guard led her up a flight of steps in through an imposing front entrance and along a great echoing corridor of green marble.

Through doors and archways leading off it she saw more mechmen and femkins scurrying about, some on their hands and knees cleaning and polishing, but no local people at all. Was the palace populated entirely by femkins and robots? Were they Oz’s sole servants? The femkin slaves she noticed also had metal numbers stuck to their foreheads. At intervals along the corridors, she noticed football-sized glass globes mounted high up on the walls. If they were lamps, then they were dark and unlit.

Finally, they came to an intimidating anteroom, where there were several mechman in more slender silver body shells pattered with green piping working at desks with large wooden cupboards and filing cabinets behind them. Beyond them was a huge pair of golden double doors at least five metres tall with what was presumably the city’s coat of arms emblazoned upon them: the word “Oz” on a green background inside a ring of chain.

Kneeling at the base of the doors, with their wrists cuffed behind them, were a pair of femkins. They knelt against the doors sideways and facing each other. They were fastened to the doors by two sets of golden chains that pass through slots in the doors set at about head height. The end of the chain in front of each of them was bound tightly about their breasts, while the other was hooked into large gold rings emerging from between their bare buttocks.

The guard reported to one of the secretaries, with the number M17 on his forehead, and handed over her keys. The mechman took Zephyra’s message capsule off Jenny’s collar and examined it carefully.

Gathering her courage, because it was not easy to speak up when you were naked, cuffed and collared, Jenny said. ‘It is an important letter from the Witch of the West and only Oz himself can open it.’

‘Be quiet, femkin,’ M17 snapped. His voice was clipped and cold, but otherwise quite human. Was he really a thinking machine? Perhaps he was in Oz

But he could not get the letter capsule open. He conferred with his fellows but none of them could open the capsule either. Whatever magical seal Zephyra had put on it was clearly still working.

‘Only He can open it,’ another secretary said.

‘He will not like handling a message from Her,’ M17 said. ‘It will mean taking precautions…’ And he slipped through a smaller side door next to the great double one.

He was gone for several minutes. When he returned he announced grandly. ‘Oz the Great and Terrible has graciously granted you an audience, femkin.’

‘At least put her in a palace set of cuffs,’ one of the other secretaries advised.

From a cupboard, 17 took out a green set of cuffs and a collar and quickly swapped them for hers. ‘Do not speak until you are spoken to,’ he warned her. He turned to the doors. ‘Let her pass into the presence of Oz the Great and Terrible…’

The door handle femkins got their feet and leaned forward, pulling on the chains hooked to their anuses. The chains slid out of the slots in the doors behind them, while the chains bound to their breasts were pulled into the slot in front of them. Somewhere within the doors came the sound of bolts sliding open. The women kept on straining forward while shuffling sideways and slowly the great doors swung open. And, with her heart thudding, Jenny stepped through them.

Beyond was a huge chamber with a high arched roof with ribs studded with emeralds. In the centre of the dome of the roof, a bright white light shone down that made the emeralds sparkle. Illuminated by its rays directly beneath it was a green marble podium reached by a long flight of steps. On top of this was a huge green and gold throne.

Sitting on the throne was glass globe a metre across resting on what looked like the flattened shell-like body of a huge crab. Inside the globe and almost filling it, was a great bald bullet-shaped human head with bushy eyebrows and a white Imperial moustache with waxed upward curling tips and a spearhead chin tuft. The face had bright green eyes that shone out at her.

There was a horizontally-cleft swelling in the upper curve of the body shell running along underneath the front rim of the globe that looked like a gigantic pair of metal lips. Reinforcing this impression, on the underside of the front edge of the shell beneath these “lips”, was something that looked very like a huge beard. Then Jenny realized it was a closely packed row of coiled and jointed metal hoses, curled tight and tucked up under the “chin” of the body rather like a moth’s proboscis.

The body was supported by three pairs of jointed crab-like legs with two pairs of pincer-tipped arms facing forward. The outer pair looked as if it belonged to some kind of industrial robot, while the inner pair was more the size of human arms.

It was one of its inner claws held Zephyra’s letter capsule, which was now opened out into a kind of small scroll

The head spoke and its voice boomed out though the metal lips. ‘I am Oz, the Great and Terrible,’ he said. ‘Who are you, little femkin, and why should I waste my time on you?’

So that was what Zephyra had meant when she said about Oz’s “mechanical alter-egos, Jenny thought as she trembled at the power of his words. The real Oz was somewhere else operating this machine remotely. This was just a trick, like in the book, designed to impress people, she told herself. The trouble was it was working. She felt sick and frighteningly vulnerable and she wanted to turn and run away. But she forced herself to stand straight and look the great head square in the eye. She had to be polite but not weak, or else he would never grant her request.

‘I… I am Jenny Polo, Sir, and I have come to ask you to return me home. I know you don’t usually return femkins, but if you’ve read that letter, then you know the Witch of the West thinks I may be able to help you with your problem with the Witch of the East. I swear I’ll do anything to get you what you want, if you then grant my request.’

‘Bold words for a femkin,’ Oz said. ‘Come closer… let me look at you properly…’

Trembling, Jenny climbed the flight of steps and stood in front of menacing machine creature on the throne. She shuddered but steeled herself to look into the great glob that enclosed Oz’s disembodied head.

He smiled as he examined her more closely, is eyes moving up and down her naked trembling body. One of his big outer claw arms unfolded and its tip brushed over her body, making her flinch. ‘Yes, you are a pretty thing to be sure. But I don’t trust any gift from a witch, however fine her words.’ He consulted Zephyra’s letter again. ‘Am I to believe that in the hope of ending our rivalry, she is returning a trifle dropped by my cyclone machine? I’m getting its operational records checked right now, by the way. You’d better not be lying to me… ‘

As he spoke, the huge claw brushed across her bare bottom.

Jenny gulped. ‘It’s true, Sir. I was sucked up by a cyclone in my world but I fell out of a thunderstorm into Munchkin country and that’s where Zephyra found me.’

‘And she says she has improved you. What has she done to you…?’

The claw arm clamped about her neck and pulled her closer her to him, so that he could reach her with his inner set of claws. They explored her body, probing and squeezing. They tightened around her breasts and milk squirted out of them.

‘So, she has filled your breasts. What do you taste like?’

Inside the globe, Oz opened his mouth wide and stuck out his tongue. In synchrony, the huge lips under the front of the globe parted and an equally huge metal tongue slid out and licked across her trembling breasts, gathering up her spilt milk. Inside the glob Oz’s tongue retracted, and the metal tongue did the same. He made lip-smacking sounds.

‘Yes, you do taste nice. But what about the rest of you?’

Three of the proboscis-like hoses under his chain uncoiled. They had penis shaped tips. Before she could say another word one went down her throat, and she almost panicked before she remembered that she could not choke. Another slid up into her vagina and a third forced its way into her rectum. They surged about inside her for a minute making her shudder and moan. She felt her juices flowing automatically, lubricating the metal proboscis in her pussy. Her buttocks bulged as the rear one probed within her.

‘Yes, yes… I see which is done,’ Oz said, as if he could feel what the metal penis proboscises were touching and they could detect the changes Zephyra had made inside her. The one inside her pussy wriggled, slippery with her juices. ‘My, you are a juicy creature aren’t you? And rich with orgasmotine… hmmm…’ The proboscis probed further, making Jenny shudder and roll up her eyes. ‘And unusually deep. Well, she always did do fine work on females,’ Oz conceded.

As he was examining her, M17 entered the chamber again through a side door. He came over to the throne and bent his head against the side of the glass globe and whispered something in Oz’s ear.

Oz nodded. The proboscis probing her mouth was withdrawn, allowing her to speak again. ‘So you are the one I lost ten days back. It seems that Zephyra was telling the truth about that, at least.’

‘Yes, Sir,’ Jenny gasped. ‘And I’m sure she wants to help you against the Witch of the East, Sir. She said she’d stolen something from her. And I’ll I do anything to get back home, Sir… anything…’

‘Really. Would you serve me faithfully?’

‘Yes, Sir.’

‘Even if it means you suffer?’

‘Yes, Sir.’

‘Even in the bedroom?’

She gulped again, her mind reeling at the possibilities, but there was no going back now. She had to do this or she would never get home. ‘Yes Sir…’

‘Then let us see. Follow me… ‘

The claw arm let go of her neck and the other proboscises withdrew from her body and coiled up neatly once again.

Oz’s metal crab body rose up on its many legs and flowed almost silently down the steps of the podium, with Jenny trotting obediently after it.

A side door of throne room opened and he led her through it into another smaller chamber, with its walls hung with green curtains. In the middle of the floor, there was a kind of nest made of a doughnut of some kind of padded material covered by a huge throw of green silk the size of a normal room, with a dimple in the middle.

The Oz crab machine settled down in the middle of the nest.

‘Come closer,’ Oz commanded and Jenny obeyed.

His smaller pincers reached out and clamped about her nipples. Jenny whimpered and closed her eyes as they were twisted and squeezed. But she did not attempt to pull away. It had to be a test of her commitment…

‘Do you enjoy that?’ Oz asked.

‘N… no and yes, Sir,’ Jenny whimpered, thinking furiously, ‘It… hurts but it also excites me, Sir. You are so magnificent Sir… it makes me feel so small and frightened… I can feel your power… you’re so much stronger than Zephyra…’

‘Oh, you can feel more than that…’

His claw arms pushed her over so that she fell down onto her back on the springy silken sheet, with her cuffed arms under her. His big outer pair of arms reached out and grabbed her ankles and pulled her legs wide and up into the air, opening up her groin to Oz’s gaze. A set of three proboscises uncoiled once more, but this time they curled about each other, like the strands of a rope, so that their heads fused into one single huge penis.

It slid between Jenny’s legs and rubbed the furrow of her sex. She shuddered even as fresh surge of juices flowed out of her and over the huge shaft.

‘If you are sincere, then beg me to couple with you…’ Oz said.

Her instinct was to scream in utter terror at the thought of that huge thing inside her. But Zephyra must have adjusted her with this in mind. And she had been screwed by a living oak tree and survived. She could take this…

‘P… please, Sir… I’d like you to s… screw me with your wonderful triple cock… no… I beg you to screw me with it hard… fill me with your cock… all the way… make me come over you…ahhh!’

Her plea ended in a cry as Oz thrust his huge composite metal penis up into her. Her labia parted under its impact and then its head was sliding up inside her making her stomach bulge upwards as if a mole was burrowing just beneath her flesh. Its head was the size of a big fist and it was stretching even her magically enlarged and elasticized sheath to its limits.

Then with a gasp, she was fully plugged. The huge penis began to pump back and forth, sucking her insides together and then ramming them full. Her juices flowed wildly, squelching and spurting out about the massive shaft. Her splayed legs twitched and jerked feebly as if they were coming unhinged from her body.

Inside his globe, the head of Oz was grunting and gasping in pleasure. Somehow he could feel what his composite metal penis was doing inside her.

Certainly Jenny could. It was a terrifying and incredible sensation. Oz was impaling her on his metal cock! This was the best and worst thing that ever happened to her all in one.

The penis piston pumped faster, rocking Jenny’s body back and forth. Her heavy hot breasts were bouncing up and down on her chest, spraying little droplets of milk from the tips of her hard nipples. And then the triple-tipped shaft started to vibrate.

That was too much for Jenny.

With a shriek, she came over his huge shaft, her orgasmic discharge squirting out about it. At the same moment, with a final grunt, Oz came inside her, spurting some hot oily fluid out of the slots in the triple tips of his massive cock like a fire hose, which filled her sheath and then squirted back out of her stretched pussy lips all over her thighs and the silken sheets. The sickening, wonderful sensation of his discharge filled her mind as it had her body and pushed her over the edge.

With a final scream of despair and delight, she fainted clean away.

* * *

The next thing she knew, Jenny’s cheeks were being slapped by Oz’s claws.

Her eyes opened and she saw Oz’s face peering out through his fishbowl globe at her. She was still sprawled dazed on the sheets with his oily ejaculate oozing out of her. She could hardly move her legs. She could still imagine his penis was inside her. Oh God, that had been incredible! It would have killed an ordinary woman…

As her eyes focused again, she saw that there was a pretty naked blonde palace maid kneeling beside her. She had the silver number F12 on her forehead.

‘You are a lovely capacious femkin,’ Oz told Jenny. ‘Zephyra did a fine job on you. I am intrigued. But first, I have other matters to attend to. F12 is one of my personal femkins. She will take care of you. We will talk more of you proposition tomorrow…’

And then the machine’s arms folded up and it froze. His face vanished, leaving the globe dark.

Had there been a kind of projection inside it like a kind of 3D TV, Jenny wondered? Where did the real Oz live and sleep? The palace was huge and there was plenty of space for private quarters within it. If Zephyra was right, then at some point she would have to find out and confront him in the flesh.

F12 was motioning for her to get up. With her arms still cuffed behind her and her legs feeling like rubber, she had to be helped to stand and then be supported.

‘Thank you…’ Jenny said. ‘Hallo, I’m Jenny. What’s your name?

The woman pointed to the number on her forehead.

‘No, I mean your real name.’

F12 looked puzzled. Then she opened her mouth and pointed again. Jenny saw she had a pin through her tongue which seemed to be screwed into the bottom of her mouth. Apparently, Oz didn’t like his personal slave wasting their time chattering together.

‘I’m sorry,’ Jenny said.

F12 guided Jenny through a side door behind the curtains that led to a small chamber.

It had a second door and window that opened onto a garden courtyard under a glass-domed roof. There was a fountain and a lawn and flowerbeds all neatly tended. On a kind of the lamp standard in one corner was another of the glass globes she had seen elsewhere the Palace, except that this was the size of a beach ball. A couple of naked femkins were lying on the grass.

Jenny pointed. ‘Is that Oz’s private garden?’

F12 nodded.

The room had a toilet/bidet with additional taps fitted to it, a shower stall, and a curious metal boxed device with a large glass flask like a water cooler mounted on top of it. Except it was half-filled not with water but with some kind of mushy substance. There were also dials and levers and three pink pipes jutting out of its side. In one corner of the room where the walls and ceiling met, there was yet another of the smaller glass globes. It was dead and dark like all the others she had seen, but now, having seen so many of them, it suddenly reminded Jenny of the globe on Oz’s machine.

Could he materialise his head inside it or any other globe when he wished, and see out of them?

She pointed at the globe. ‘Does Oz look at you though them?’ she asked.

F12 nodded.

A real Big Brother, Jenny thought.

The furnishings of the room were completed by a row of half a dozen cage doors set in a wall stacked in two rows of three. Inside them were long low cells. One of them was occupied by a sleeping femkin.

F12 help Jenny to use the toilet, operating the controls to work an enema hose to flush her vagina out. Jenny shuddered as the water bubbled deep inside her.

Then F12 help her to shower, using the soap and sponges herself to clean Jenny up. When she was dry, F 12 lead Jenny over to the odd flask device.

Now she saw the pipes jutting out of its side were hollow rubber phalluses, and that there was a picture of Oz’s face above each one. There was a label on the glass flask on top of the machine: Slave Feed Formula 7, it read. F 12 adjusted the controls of the machine and then knelt down in front of one of the phalluses, motioning for Jenny to copy her. F12 put her lips about the phallus began to suck. As she did so the machine chugged, and mashed food was pumped out of the flask into the phalluses and though slots in their tips, but only for as long as they kept sucking. This meant staring at Oz’s face as she fed.

Apparently, slave maids had to pay a humiliating homage to Oz every time they wanted to eat.

When they had their food ration, F12 settled Jenny in one of the empty cubicles. The cage door locks were connected to a sheaf of electric cables, Jenny noticed. Perhaps they could be operated remotely by Oz. The cell had a padded floor and was just long enough to lie down in. She could have resisted being put inside but what was the point? So she wriggled into the cell and F 12 closed the door on her.

It was only as she turned away from her, that Jenny noticed she had a mark on the upper slopes of her right of buttock: it was a bright green “Z” set inside a larger circle. Was it a kind of tattoo? Oz’s slave mark?

Then Jenny heard F12 shutting herself into the cubicle next door.

She was totally broken into Oz’s service, she thought. Whatever happens, I will never allow myself to reach that state, she told herself.

Of course, F12 might have thought the same when she first arrived in the Emerald City.


Chapter Nine




The next morning, their cage doors opened by themselves. As Jenny had suspected, Oz’s head, shrunken in proportion, was staring down at them from the globe in the corner of the room.

‘Ready her,’ he commanded F12. ‘I will be required her shortly…’ Then his head vanished again and the globe went dark.

F12 cleaned and fed Jenny again, then she led her back into the main chamber and they stood in front of the silent machine. The fishbowl globe on Oz’s mechanical body suddenly lit up and Oz’s face appeared inside it again. Its limbs stirred and he turned to look at Jenny.

‘I hope you are rested,’ he said.

‘Yes, thank you, Sir’ Jenny said. ‘Please Sir; have you thought more about Zephyra’s suggestion?’

‘All in good time. First, would you like to see more of my Palace?’

Jenny was slightly surprised by this invitation. ‘Of course, Sir.’

The more time she spent with him the better, she supposed. She had to win his trust and at least he seemed to find her interesting, which was a start. In any case, there was no way she could refuse. She was totally in his power. And so meekly and attentively, she trotted along behind his monstrous mechanical body as it tip-tapped delicately on its many legs along the great marble hallways.

He showed her his workshop laboratory full of many weird half-built devices, including head globes of various sizes, spare fittings for his spider machine and various mechanical dogs and horses in different stages of construction. That showed he was not from Oz, as if the books she had read were to be believed, they did not have them here. It would not hurt to praise them...

‘Those are very clever, Sir,’ she said. ‘Why are you working on them?’

‘I like to surprise and entertain my people with my little inventions,’ he said.

Yes, just like a showman would, Jenny thought.

Next door was the room where more mechmen were assembled and repaired. In it mechmen worker were busy assembling replicas of themselves.

‘I designed and created them, you know,’ Oz said proudly. ‘There are no spells used to animate them, just orgasmotine powered hearts. They are the first original man- made race Oz has ever known.’

‘That’s amazing Sir,’ Jenny said. ‘Now I understand why they call you the great and powerful. You really are the true Wizard of Oz.’

She hoped she was not being too lavish with her praise, but she had to continue to flatter and amuse him. She had to gain his trust. It was the only way there was any chance he would send her back home. Fortunately, she thought he was enjoying showing her around. She supposed it was because she was something a little different from most femkins and also a new face that he could impress with his genius.

‘You would think everybody would accept that,’ Oz said, slightly bitterly. ‘But the witches would not agree. I have no end of trouble with them…’

This was a subject Jenny wanted to steer him onto. But before she could say anything, he said unexpectedly. ‘Now you must see the cyclone machine and the Reception Hall. There should be another harvest ready very shortly. This is where you should have arrived ten days ago…’

‘Yes, I’d like to see that very much, Sir,’ she said with feeling.

* * *

The Reception Hall was even bigger than Oz’s throne room. It was a massive green-pillared chamber filled with strange gleaming machinery, attended to by a small army of silver mechmen. The end result looked like something out of a Nineteen Thirties science-fiction horror film with an unlimited budget and no censorship.

In the middle of the hall was a machine like a vast boiler, with a double row of what looked a little like old-fashioned radio valves on top of it, but the size of telephone boxes. Inside each one was a naked femkin. Coils of wire were clamped her nipples and she was doubly impaled on a telescopic shaft in her anus and a shiny, pumping, churning screw her plugged her vagina. These devices pulsated steadily, pumping the women up and down so that they delivered a steady flow of orgasmotine out of their pussies to power the machine beneath them.

This was in turn connected to an arc of a dozen glass cylinders arrayed about one end of the Hall and raised on a gantry several metres into the air. They each had metal mesh grating floors and rings of shiny copper balls hung about their tops like halos. Within them hung what looked like oversized ceiling fans. Each cylinder had a manhole sized glass funnel beneath it which fed into equally huge curving glass pipes that turned from vertical to horizontal along their length. The ends of these tubes overhung the lip of a huge glass bowl, with a big grating drain in its middle and what looked like a massive showerhead suspended over it.

Beside this bowl were what looked like half a dozen unusually sturdy coat racks on wheeled bases. Their horizontal poles were well overhead height. Both the poles and the solid bases of the racks had an array of cuffs and chains hanging from them.

High up in the vault of the roof above all this was a complex series of coils of wires hung about what looked like ornate radar dishes which were turning this way and that. Cables from this array ran down to feed into the other machinery.

As Jenny goggled about her in disbelief, Oz led her along one side of the central machine past a huge bank of pigeonholes accessed by ladders on wheels. The slots were labelled alphabetically, and half of them had what looked like small rolled up metal scrolls in them.

‘Those are the records of the exact time and place I took every femkin from,’ he told her. ‘If they were fed into the machine again and it was put into reverse, then they’d be sent back to the place they were taken. In fact, once you have crossed between realities, it is easier to do so a second time.’ He smiled. ‘I am not a charlatan like the Oz in the books. I really do possess the power to send you back. Perhaps I will if you’re good and do what you say you can…’

She felt a thrill of hope. ‘Please Sir, just let me go to the land of the Witch of the East. I know what I have to do to beat her, or at least reduce her power.’

‘Perhaps, if you prove to me that you’re determined enough to succeed. But it will not be easy. She is a powerful witch and rules over the Winkies with a rod of iron, and they fear her and do her bidding. I have tried to overthrow her before without success. I cannot risk another failure.’

‘But she’d never suspect a femkin, Sir.’

‘Perhaps not. A pretty face and deception might succeed where force cannot. I shall consider it…’

He was enjoying her desperation, Jenny realized. He had a palace full of slaves, human and mechanical, but he was enjoying teasing her.

They reached a huge horseshoe shaped control panel facing the bank of glass cylinders. Oz studied the flickering needles of the antique dials and metres on the panel, and then his inner set of crab arms began to throw switches and pull levers and twist control knobs.

‘The antenna array has detected sufficient new subjects in your world to make up a fresh batch,’ he explained. ‘Healthy young women who feel emotionally displaced and detached from their surroundings. Now I shall harvest them…’

Lights flashed in the femkin power tubes as the churning screws spun faster inside their dripping pussies. The halos of copper balls hung over the glass cylinders and crackle with power. The fans hung between them began to spin and the sound of howling wind filled the hall.

The glass tubes filled with swirling mist and flickers of lightning. The very air in the room seemed to grow electric and Jenny felt fine loose strands of her hair standing up.

Then one by one, women began popping into being inside the cylinders, spinning wildly until they came to rest sprawled on the gratings in the floor of the tubes. Confused and dishevelled they gaped about them in disbelief. Some began hammering on the sides of the glass tubes and Jenny heard their muffled shouts and cries of alarm.

That would have been her, she thought, if it hadn’t been for a thunderstorm...

When every tube was filled, Oz turned off the cyclone machine. The howling wind and flashing lights faded and dimmed. Then he threw a new leaver.

The gratings in the floors of the reception tubes flipped open like trapdoors, and with screams of fear, the women dropped out of them into the glass funnels and down the curving pipes to spew out of their ends into the huge glass bowl. They slipped and slithered down its slippery sides until they all ended up on its flat grating floor in a confusion of thrashing limbs. A dozen mechmen, each armed with a set of tongs on a long handle of the type used to catch wild animals, stepped up to the front rim of the bowl.

Oz pulled another lever on the control panel. The great showerhead hanging over the huddle of confused and frightened women sprayed out a rain of sparkling blue liquid that poured over them. They screamed and sobbed and held their hands to their eyes as if it stung them.

‘What are you doing to them Sir?’ Jenny asked in alarm.

‘You’ll see…’

The women’s clothes were dissolving and melting off them before her eyes. They were turning into shreds and then dripping runny goo which gurgled away down the drain. The shower cut off and the remaining blue liquid steamed off into vapour, leaving them all stark naked. As they sobbed and scrabbled about looking for some means of escape, the mechmen guards thrust their poles into the bowl. The tongs snapped closed about their necks and one by one they were dragged out of the bowl onto the floor of the Hall.

The mechmen took one each by the hair and then dragged them sobbing and kicking across to the wheeled racks. Putting three women on each rack, the mechmen gathered up their flailing hands, pinching them together and pushed their wrists into the open jaws of the cuffs on the poles above them, which snapped shut automatically. Then they spread their feet and locked their ankles to the baseboards.

Jenny was able to look at the women properly for the first time. All were fit and pretty. Most looked to be around her age, but two or three were older.

By now, the women’s screams of fear and anger were echoing about the huge space. The mechmen took out expanding gag balls from utility holsters riveted to their belts and forced them into the women’s mouths, stifling their cries. Then the mechmen lined up one behind each woman. From their other holsters, they took out multi-thonged lashes.

Oz moved out of the shelter of the control panel and tip-tapped towards the women until he stood almost in touching distance before them, in the focus of the arc of their restraining stands. Their muffled shrieks of fear redoubled when they saw him, with Jenny trailing along helplessly behind him.

‘I am Oz the Great and Powerful…’ he began

But were too confused and crazed with fear to listen. He nodded to the mechmen.

They began to beat the women’s backs and bare bottoms with their lashes, making them jerk and twist wildly between their bound wrists and ankles. Their bare breasts leapt and bounced in sympathy with the blows. A few of them lost control of their bladders and shameful streams of pee gushed from their pussy clefts and splattered across the floor.

When their cries of protest been reduced to sobs of pain, the guards moved round to stand in front of them. The women’s tear-filled eyes grew wide as they took in their metal tormentors fully. Slots in the mechmen’s groins opened and screw-threaded rubber penises popped out. They began to spin and vibrate.

The mechmen embraced the women and rammed their shafts inside them. The women sobbed and squirmed again as they were literally screwed by the mechmen. Jenny watched this cruelty with her teeth clenched. She hated it but she dared not criticise Oz or his methods.

And then a strange thing happened. One by one, the women convulsed as orgasms coursed through them. As soon as they came, the mechmen screwing then withdrew his terrible shaft, leave their victims hanging limply from their bonds.

‘The mechmen’s penises have a coating on them that creates a temporary increase in sensitivity and arousal,’ Oz explained. ‘It is their first lesson in the rewards of submission…’

When the last woman had climaxed and they were all hanging dazed and exhausted in their frames with their juices dripping down their thighs, Oz spoke again.

‘If you do not listen to me in silence, I will order you beaten and violated again, except it will be twice as hard and twice as long, do you understand?

Feebly they nodded their heads.

‘You have not gone mad. This is reality. Not your reality but reality nevertheless. I am Oz, the Great and Powerful, and you are in the Emerald City. But this is not like the place you may have read about in your storybooks. You were brought here through a dimensional bridge created my cyclone machine. I have been using it for years to remove pretty women from your world and bring them here and make them my slaves. You are simply the latest batch. You will be trained and then sold in auction. There is no escape and no hope of returning home…’ Jenny shuddered. ‘Now you will be slave-marked…’

They mechman rolled forward a trolley holding a flask of green liquid and a set of a dozen branding irons. They each took up one and dipped its head into the liquid and then took up position behind the racks of terrified women. With one hand, they clasped the backs of their necks to brace them, and with the other they held the irons almost touching their haunches. Then they looked at Oz expectantly.

‘The fluid will feel as if it is burning them as it penetrates their flesh and deposits its ink,’ Oz explained to Jenny. ‘It is very precise and neat. But not actually being wounds, they will never heal…’ He turned back to the women. ‘You are now going to be marked as slaves. For most of you, it will be the worst pain you have ever known. That is intentional. But if you beg me to penetrate you as you are marked, it will hurt you a little less…’ His metal penis proboscises uncoiled a little and horrified women goggled at their man-like tips. ‘You know things like this can bring you pleasure. Won’t it be better having them to comfort you than enduring the pain alone? Think about it…’

Jenny realized he was already beginning their conditioning, teaching them how to use their bodies to spare themselves a little pain.

Terrified, confused and helpless, what else could they do? They began to nod, doubtfully at first and then desperately.

Oz extended all of his penis proboscises towards them. They slipped up between their thighs and sank into their vaginas. The women flinched as they were penetrated. Then they began to buzz.

The woman choked and groaned and shuddered. Desperately they began to work their hips against the metal shafts. Breasts grow hot and heavy with blood and nipples stood up hard. Jenny watched in horror. But in their place would she have done anything else?

A look of bliss crossed Oz’s face inside his globe. He was experiencing the sensations of screwing twelve women at once! Even though he must have a twisted mind, she began to understand why he had built the device.

Then in the synchrony, the mechmen jabbed their ink-laden branding irons forward. The women screamed their flesh was burned, even as their hips jerked frantically over Oz’s multiple penises. Those who had not wet themselves when they had been lashed, voided their bladders now. But it did not stop them sucking on Oz’s multiple penises for every scrap of pleasure they could to help blot out the pain. And so in pain and pleasure they came and passed out and sank limp again in their restraining frames.

When they were all still except for their feeble breathing, Oz’s penis proboscises pulled out of them and coiled up once more under his machine body, dribbling female juices in their wakes.

‘They were also treated with passion accelerant,’ Oz said to Jenny. ‘That is why they could orgasm so quickly a second time. But after a few weeks of training, they’ll be able to do that all by themselves… ‘

The mechmen began to wheel the unconscious women away in their frames.

‘Soon they will learn to love their bondage,’ Oz continued. ‘They will learn to love the most intense pleasure and pain and their chains and the joy in following commands. By the time I put them up for auction, they will be happy, eager slaves…’

Jenny had to say something. ‘You can’t turn women into willing slaves just like that. It’s… it’s not natural.’

‘It’s perfectly natural for them. They are not random choices. They selected themselves by bringing themselves to the attention of my cyclone machine’s antennae. They wanted to get away from their life. They had a passion for something they could not quite recognise or admit. They belong in Oz… just like you. Perhaps I should put you with them so you receive the training you should have had.’

Jenny gulped, feeling sick. She knew she had to do something right now to prove she was different to those other women, or else it was all over. She looked Oz in the eye.

‘I’ll take the beating and screwing they just have, not because I want to be a slave, but to prove that I’m tough enough to get what you want from Orientane. In fact, I’ll take a double screwing. Go on, test me!’

Oz raised a critical eyebrow. ‘As you wish…’

Two mechmen stepped forward and took hold of Jenny. They led her across to one of the now empty frames and stood her in it. Her hands were uncuffed from behind her back and lifted up in front of her and then raised high. She groaned as her shoulder joints were stretched and twisted forward for the first time in over a day. Her wrists were clamped to the pole above her head while her legs were spread and her ankles were secured to the base of the frame.

The mechmen took up position in front and behind her. The one in front took out another ball gag and pushed it into her mouth. Then they pulled out of their lashes. She was going to get a double lashing as well as a double screwing! She hoped it would impress Oz…

Swish, crack! The lashes swiped across her breasts and buttocks. Her breasts bounced and her buttocks jumped and shivered. Searing lines of pain sprang out across them. Jenny clamped her teeth about her gag, letting it absorb her shriek of pain. The tearing lashes worked their way up and down her body, beating her back and shoulders and down her belly and across her thighs.

By now her body was livid red and covered in welts. Where the lash marks crossed they were bleeding. Tears were streaming down her cheeks and dripping onto her burning breasts as they leapt about and shivered under the hissing thongs. The pain was indescribable.

Inevitably the angle of the mechman’s lash standing in front of her changed as it was slashed up between her legs so that cut through her pussy cleft. Jenny shrieked and sobbed and almost fainted… and very nearly came.

The tiny part of her mind was not lost to the pain wondered if was she proving Oz’s assertion? Could she be a natural slave? No, that was because of the changes Zephyra had made in her, she told herself. And now they were going to help her get through this…

The mechmen put down their lashes and stepped forward. Their cold hands took a firm hold of her. Their vibrating penises thrust up into her pussy and anus, which gave way before their onslaught and let them in. They twisted and screwed themselves up into her, feeling as if they were going to drill a hole clean through her body from front to back. Her belly rippled and buttocks shivered as they churned inside her. But she could take it…

Her tingling beaten breasts were flattened against a mechman’s chest plate, squashing her hard nipples down. They were grinding her between their unyielding bodies. She was just a soft piece of flesh sandwiched between hard metal. She was so feeble and helpless…

And then her loins burst and a massive orgasm ripped through her and she fainted clean away.

* * *

The next thing Jenny knew was Oz’s face looming in front of her. He was slapping her cheeks with his inner set of claws.

The mechmen were no longer inside her, but her raw beaten body was still simmering and burning and her passageways ached and dribbled with her juices. I will heal, she reminded herself.

‘Perhaps you are different from other femkins, Jenny Polo,’ Oz said. ‘You have proven yourself. And it inspired me. While you were unconscious, I formulated plan to use you against Orientane. It will entail some preparation and planning, which I shall explain to you shortly. However, it will require you to appear to be one of my slaves. And that means you must be marked like one of them…’

And he held up the branding iron shiny with sinister green ink.

Suddenly despite her burning body, Jenny felt cold inside. She knew it would be worse than anything she had endured before. And even worse than the pain was the knowledge that she would be marked as a piece of property for life. The disgusting and degrading idea made her sore beaten nipples tingle and, incredibly, prick up once more. At least they found some perverse pleasure in the thought. But she knew there was no retreat now. It was the price she had to pay for the chance of going home. Get it over with! Jenny nodded.

Oz handed the iron to a mechman who moved round behind her. A proboscis penis extended from under Oz’s body and thrust up into her sore dripping pussy. She squeezed upon it gratefully. She felt the mechman’s hand clasped to her neck to hold her steady.

Concentrate on the penis, love it, ride it, use it for your pleasure, she told herself… eeek!

The iron burned into her soft buttock flesh. The pain went on and on and seemed to sear into her bottom and fill her body. The shock made her clench her pussy tight about the metal penis inside it, even as her bladder gave way and she squirted her pee about it. And then, incredibly, a second spurt of fluid was expelled from her as another orgasm burst within her wretched, aching pussy.

Then the iron was pulled from her flesh and she slumped limply over Oz’s penis; panting and dizzy and feeling sick. Her buttock cheek burned hot and cold.

Now, just like countless other slave women, she wore the brand of Oz!


Chapter Ten




For the next week, while preparations were made for their expedition to the East, Jenny stayed with F12 and Oz’s small retinue of personal slaves in the cell room adjoining his private compartments. In between training for her role, she followed Oz about the Palace like a faithful dog. She suspected he was keeping her close so he could continue to access her determination and she gave him nothing to doubt that. After all, she had the strongest motivation to succeed.

Every day, as more time passed, she wondered what everybody back home would be thinking about her. The agony her patents must be going through. If only she could get some kind of reassuring message back to them, although she had no idea how she would phrase it. Don’t worry about me; I’m just having a perverse time living as a naked slave in an alternate version of the Land of Oz? And if… no, when she returned, how would she explain her absence? But that was another problem. First, I must defeat the Wicked Witch of the East.

She realized she was beginning to sound very much like Dorothy.

Most days, Oz screwed Jenny through his mechanical crab alter ego on his green silk nest. Fearfully of disappointing him, she tried to respond as an uninhibitedly as she could, which was to her dismay getting increasingly easier. Zephyra had given her powerful but frightening sexual capabilities. If this was also a test of her determination, then it seemed she was passing it.

Occasionally she was allowed to spend time in Oz’s private gardens with his slave girls. She had never realized what a luxury simply lying on the grass doing nothing for an hour was. Sometimes Oz’s head appeared in the big globe overlooking the garden and they had to entertain him. They coupled with each other in various combinations as he commanded, with Jenny’s silver tongue being put to good use lapping out the other girls’ pussies until they came with delight. At other times, at Oz’s direction, they simply played naked bat and ball games on the lawn while he watched.

Jenny wondered what lost past this reminded him of?

And then came the morning that Oz made the announcement that Jenny had been waiting for with nervous impatience. ‘Everything is ready. You are prepared. You will leave for the East in one hour!’

‘And if I succeed, you’ll send me back home?’ Jenny asked.

‘Of course… as soon as it is convenient,’ Oz said lightly.

That would have to do for now.

* * *

Three days later, Jenny was once again chained inside a cage on the back of a carriage about be presented as a gift.

But this time the carriage was of glossy green and it was being drawn by two of Oz’s mechanical horses. It was accompanied by four mechman guards, shining in their polished finery, and, in his capacity as the great Oz’s diplomatic representative, M17.

They were marching along the main street of the Winkie town of Crocusville, the largest Winkie settlement nearest to its Eastern border with the territory of the Emerald City. It was much grander than any of the Munchkin villages Jenny had seen, with some three or even four story buildings. It had its own distinctive colour scheme in keeping with the description in the Oz books. The buildings were painted yellow and white which was also the favourite colour of the costumes of its inhabitants. They were also small people of similar stature to the Munchkins, judging by the femkin slaves she could see pulling their carts or carrying their goods.

Their ridiculous name (even worse than “Munchkins” in Jenny’s opinion) and obsessive colour coordination made it hard to take them seriously. The treacherous notion lurked at the back of her mind that it was all make believe and she had just walked onto some fantasy film set.

Then she reminded herself that ridiculous or not this was all real and deadly serious. Like the Munchkins, the Winkies were ruled over by a powerful witch. This was Orientane’s land…

For the moment, the crowd of curious people along the street were clearly caught between concern and confusion at the arrival of this unexpected delegation from Oz, and fascination as they saw not only Oz’s mechmen, but the mechanical horses pulling the carriage, which must have seemed extraordinary creations to them. Jenny’s cheeks burned and her stomach churned as they then peered and pointed at her through the bars of her cage, and strange thing they could see in the cage with her.

This had better work…

The carriage stopped on the town square in front of the Town Hall; the grandest building in Crocusville. It had a domed roof and a fine portico in front of it at the top of the flight of steps. M17 climbed them and spoke to the guards on duty.

‘I’m here with a gift of friendship from the Great and Powerful Oz to Mayor Phox and your fine town,’ he said.

The guards conferred uncertainly, and then he was ushered inside.

Several minutes passed before M17 emerged again, accompanied by a finely dressed and rather plump Winkie with a gold chain about his neck. By then a sizeable crowd had gathered about the front of the Town Hall.

Mayor Phox stepped forward and raised his hands to still the chatter. ‘In a gesture of friendship, the Wizard of the Emerald City has sent us a gift that he hopes will amuse and entertain us. He hopes in due course we will put it public display. It has a specially trained femkin and a brand new mechanical creation of the wizard called…’ He paused to confer with M 17 in whisper, and then continued ‘… Toto the Dog.’

There was a doubtful murmur of curious interest. M17 gestured at the carriage and the sides of the cage fell open, exposing Jenny and her companion in their little tableau.

There was a doghouse built of glass-like panels and the base of a lamppost and some green carpet resembling grass. Jenny rested on her hands and knees with a long chain leash connecting her collar to the base of the lamppost. Stuck on her forehead were the metal letters F69, which also covered up the fading remnant of Zephyra’s kiss

Toto emerged from the doghouse and shook himself. The people gazed at him in wonder. Not that they would have known it, but he resembled, for practical reasons that would become evident, not the Scottie of his namesake but a silver-plated Collie: almost a robot Lassie. But of course, Oz had not designed Toto to be a cute canine film hero. He was not there to rescue Jenny…

‘Toto: couple with F69,’ M17 commanded.

Toto barked once. Immediately Jenny dropped her shoulders down and pressed her face into the grass carpet and lifted her bottom submissively into the air and spread her knees. Toto sniffed and licked her bottom with interest. Then he stood up on its hind legs and rested his front paws on her haunches. A large expanding metal penis could be seen sliding out from between his back legs.

He rammed this up into Jenny’s pussy and began to screw her with rapid thrusts.

Her cheeks burned as she felt all their eyes upon her, watching her being screwed by a robot dog without any sympathy. It was so degrading. And yet she could feel her pussy dribbling and her hard nipples digging into the carpet. There was also a terrible dark thrill in being humiliated while on public display. That sensation was shockingly real and a part of her hated it, and yet she could not help the response. How severely was living in Oz screwing up her mind? The sooner she got back home the better. But to do that, she had to prostitute herself even further…

A few of the watching Winkies began to laugh. They had never seen a femkin treated like this before.

‘Toto: tail whip F69,’ M17 ordered.

He pulled out of Jenny and turned sideways to her and his tail began to wag from side to side. Then the wagging speeded up until his tail was a blur. He pressed it against her buttocks and it lashed across them like a cane. The crisp smacking sound echoed back from the front of the Town Hall. Jenny sobbed and flinched as her bottom flesh rippled and began to blush a shocking pink while her tears dripped into the carpet.

More of the Winkies laughed. Beating a femkin was of course perfectly normal, but they had never seen it done like this.

‘Toto: screw F 69 until she climaxes,’ M17 told him.

Toto finished beating Jenny and then mounted her again and thrust harder and faster, making her grunt and jerk. Desperately she pushed her hips backwards against Toto’s thrusts.

The Winkies were all laughing now. A femkin being mastered and screwed by a strange metal creature was a novel entertainment. Oz’s gift was being well received.

Toto’s hips were now thrusting with mechanical relentlessness, faster than any animal could possibly match. It felt like a vibrator inside Jenny and it was impossible to resist. She sobbed and gasped and then came over Toto’s metal penis, even as he squirted hot oil up into her depths.

The crowd applauded.

But Toto had not finished with her yet. He pulled his shaft out of Jenny and sniffed her ravaged and dripping groin. Then he cocked his leg and peed over her. It was just pure water from a reservoir inside his body, but Jenny and squirmed and spluttered as it splashed over her sore bottom.

The Winkies laughed uproariously and applauded for several minutes.

‘Apart from the tricks she can do with Toto, F69 she is a fully trained femkin with many additional extra features,’ M17 told Phox. ‘She has a silver pleasure tongue, gives excellent milk and heals rapidly so she can be beaten as often as you wish. She will give you years of service.’

‘Please tell the Wizard that we are very happy with his gift and she will be offered to our citizens as soon she has been judged safe for public use by the City Council,’ Mayor Phox told him, beaming happily.

And I know who’s going to be first doing the approving on behalf of the Council, Jenny thought to herself.

And then something flashed across the sky above them.

A few of the Winkies looked up and then cried out in alarm. The crowd began to scatter.

The thing circled back around, coming lower as it did so. It revealed itself to be a near naked woman riding on a broomstick. Her tall black hat had a yellow band around it and in one hand she carried a wand.

It was Orientane, the Witch of the East.


Chapter Eleven




For a moment, Jenny was amazed by the sight of a genuine flying witch on a broomstick. All right, so the broomstick did appear to have a kind of saddle and stirrup arrangement, but nevertheless it was incredible…

Then a stream of crackling red sparks spat from Orientane’s wand and struck M17, knocking him off his feet. As he fell, he flung out arm and knocked Mayor Phox over as well, sending him tumbling down the steps. A second stream of sparks hit one of the mechmen guards, and he sank to the ground with a metallic rattle. The others jabbed their pikes up into the air in a futile attempt to drive their attacker off.

Orientane circled again and directed another spark bolt at them. Another guard fell. M17 had got to his feet and was stumbling away with his shiny body looking dented and smoke blackened. The remaining two guards picked up their fallen comrades and followed him. The mechanical horses reared and snapped their traces and galloped off, after them, leaving the display carriage behind.

Suddenly Jenny and Toto were alone in the town square with a scattered ring of Winkies watching nervously from a distance. Toto barked and then began to screw her again.

Orientane landed her broomstick gracefully and climbed off it.

Jenny saw its saddle had a phallus built into it which pulled out of her as she dismounted, leaving it shiny with her juices. Had it been to help her keep her seat, or had she been powering the broomstick with her own female energy?

Orientane looked curiously at Jenny being screwed by Toto and Jenny stared back at her in helpless wonder.

Like Zephyra, Orientane was statuesque and stunningly beautiful. Her beauty was evident as she was dressed only in high-laced sandals, a yellow cloak and her black hat. She had a belt slung holster for her wand, the end of which was also strapped about her thigh. Yet this exposure did not make her appear vulnerable because, like Zephyra, she flaunted her beauty with pride and total inner confidence. Naturally she was beautiful, Jenny realized. If you had magical powers that could reshape flesh, why wouldn’t you be?

Orientane had black hair coiled up and pinned under her hat, olive skin, good cheekbones and dark slanting Asiatic eyes. Her breasts were high and neatly rounded, tapering to darker olive pointed nipples. Her waist was trim and hips were slender. Her buttocks were smooth, tight and perfect and her legs were lean and shapely. Her vulva was almost hairless except for a tiny tight triangle of dark hair at the apex of her cleft.

Then Orientane turn to Mayor Phox, who was cowering from her gaze on the Town Hall steps.

‘Explain the meaning of this?’ she demanded, her voice clear and resonating with authority. ‘How did you let a party from the Emerald City into your town?’

‘There didn’t seem to be any harm in them, Oh Wonderful One,’ he grovelled miserably. ‘There were only a handful of metal men. They were not an army. And they brought a gift… this femkin and this dog-thing. It is amusing. They do tricks. There is no danger…’

‘You fool!’ Orientane said. ‘Oz is trying to flatter you with gifts to win your trust. He will use it as an excuse to make more trips here with more so-called “gifts” until you let him come through with an army!’

‘Never, Your Magnificence,’ Phox assured her. ‘We are all loyal to you. We will send this gift back to Oz telling him you have divined his evil plan. I will find a team of femkins to haul the cart away. I… I will drive it myself. Before nightfall, it will be back over the border…’

However a little of Orientane’s anger seemed to have subsided and she was looking more thoughtfully at Toto and Jenny as they coupled. She walked around the cart looking at them from every angle.

Phox scuttled after her speaking rapidly. ‘You see, Your Splendiferousness, this metal creature is called a “dog” and it obeys commands you give it. You call it “Toto” and tell it what to do to her. It makes this rough sound and she obeys it and offers herself and it pushes its metal shaft into her. It can do it so fast and hard it makes her cry. Then it humiliates her. It really is quite amusing. She is also a very beautiful and apparently she gives milk and has a pleasure tongue and heals rapidly…’ He saw the expression on Orientane’s face and said. ‘But of course, if she or the metal creature or both of them interests you, then accept them as our gift…’

‘They are not yours to give or withhold,’ Orientane reminded him. ‘But they may be of interest. I will take them. Bring me ropes and chains… ‘

Jenny gave a little gasp, and then she came for a second time over Toto’s relentless penis.

* * *

Ten minutes later, Jenny was flying on the back of Orientane’s broomstick.

She was straddling the stick with her arms bound behind her and her ankles crossed and bound underneath it and more ropes tying her to the stick just before its bundle of bristles. Toto, bound in chains for additional security, was dangling underneath it. The Witch had caused a second twin pronged phallus to rise from its shaft on which Jenny was plugged. She could feel it tingling and sucking inside her, drawing on her female essence to help carry her and Toto’s extra weight. It was frightening and thrilling at the same time, although this was closely run by the sensation of being naked a hundred metres up in the air with nothing but a broomstick to support her.

This was what it meant to be trapped in a fantasy!

As the wind whipped through her hair, they flew further Eastwards across Winkie country. As they did so, the land became rougher than that of the Munchkins, with narrow valleys and craggy mountaintops. And near the summit of one of these there was perched a castle of yellow stone. It had the usual array of battlements and towers and was larger and more daunting than Zephyra’s tower. Orientane’s broomstick flew up the side of the mountain and over its walls and then dropped down into its main courtyard and landed gently.

Several Winkies in yellow and black uniforms came forward. The sight of Jenny naked and bound on the back of the broomstick did not surprise them greatly, but they started at Toto wrapped in chains hanging beneath it.

‘Put them in the Examination Cage, Krad,’ Orientane commanded one of the Winkies, who was slightly older than the rest and had a greying beard and a silver star on his uniform.

‘At once, Mistress of the East,’ he said, bowing obsequiously.

‘And handle them with care,’ Orientane warned him. ‘There are creations of the Wizard and may not be all they seem.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

Jenny shivered.

While Orientane strode off, undoing her cape and removing her hat, the Winkies took Jenny and Toto off the broom and slid poles through their bonds so they could hang beneath them while they were carried shoulder high into the Castle.

Despite its forbidding exterior, its interior was clean and bright and lit by glowing pearl-like globes. It was decorated with more yellow and black motifs and panels of black wrought iron work. There was a grand staircase leading up from the main Hall. Mounted on the fronts of the massive newel posts at the foot of the stairs was a pair of femkins, bound in place by black iron straps bolted to the wooden posts like living decorations.

Jenny and Toto were carried past them to a big chamber two stories high with a freestanding square cage inside that was the size of a room in its own right. A gallery ran around the upper level of the chamber so that the cage could be observed from above. There were smaller caged recesses built into two of the cage’s side walls, with chained femkins inside them.

Still bound, Jenny and Toto were put inside the cage and Krad locked its heavy door. Then he gestured to four of the Winkies and they moved to the corners of the room and stood on guard.

Orientane strode into the chamber. Hair was loose now, tied back by a yellow hair-band and it tumbled freely over her shoulders.

‘The specimens are secured in the cage as you requested, Mistress,’ Krad reported.

Orientane walked around the cage with her wand held at the ready, looking at Jenny and Toto from every angle. Finally, she pointed at Jenny. ‘What are you?’ she demanded.

‘I am Femkin 69, Mistress. I have been trained by the Great Wizard to give pleasure, Mistress,’ Jenny said simply.

Orientane pointed at Toto. ‘And this thing?’

‘It is a mechanical dog, Mistress - a model of a creature from my world. The Wizard thought it would be amusing for people to see it screwing me. We were given as a gift of friendship to the Winkies.’

‘And now?’

‘The Winkies have given me to you, so I will serve you, Mistress. Please try me out. I can give pleasure in many ways.’

‘We shall see about that.’ Orientane pointed her wand at the femkins in their little caged recesses. The doors linking them to the main cage slid open. ‘Examine the girl and the dog-thing,’ she commanded them.

The two femkins shuffled forward, slowed down by their hobbled ankles. They trailed chains hooked to metal belts locked about their waists behind them. But the chains linking their wrist cuffs to their belts were quite slack, allowing them greater movement. They knelt down beside Jenny and Toto and began running their hands over them.

Despite his chains, Toto wagged his tail and barked in a friendly fashion. His metal penis slid out of its sheath and vibrated. The femkin examining him flinched and then stroked it in wonder.

The other femkin pushed her slender hand up into Jenny’s vagina and felt about inside her. Then she slid a finger up into Jenny’s anus…

Then Jenny realized what this reminded her of. It was like one of those closed cabinets scientists used to examine potentially hazardous substances with protective gloves or remote manipulator arms. Except that Orientane was using femkins as her remote manipulators. If anything put in the cage was dangerous, the femkins would suffer and not her…

‘Try them out fully,’ Orientane commanded.

The femkin examining Jenny squeezed her plump breasts and put her lips to her nipples and drank from them. She opened her mouth and examined her silver tongue. Then she kissed her. Jenny kissed back. She tasted nice. Her silver tongue played about the girl’s tongue and she shuddered in surprise and delight.

The girl turned about and untied Jenny’s ankles so she could part her legs. She straddled Jenny’s head and pushed her pussy into Jenny’s mouth while she dipped her head between Jenny’s thighs and lapped at her pussy.

Beside her, the femkin examining Toto had freed his legs as well so he could lay flat. She rolled him onto his back, straddled and mounted him. He barked and his penis buzzed inside her. She moaned in pleasure and rolled her eyes and arched her back.

Jenny’s silver tongue slipped between the pussy lips of the femkin on top of her, probing deep inside her. The girl was squirming with delight. Her pussy tasted even better than her mouth. Could you acquire a taste for such things? This was all so perverse, so Oz! But she had to do perverse things if she ever wanted to escape…

The femkin riding Toto shuddered as she climaxed. The femkin straddling Jenny’s head jerked her hips frantically and then came as well, spraying her juices out over Jenny’s face. Jenny’s loins convulsed and she returned the compliment over her face as it dipped between her thighs.

Oh, God, that was so good, Jenny thought dizzily. Or did she mean filthy? Anyway, it was all necessary to please a paranoid Witch…

After a moment to recover, the two femkins clambered off Jenny and Toto with dripping pussies. Jenny twisted her head round to see Orientane standing by the bars of the cage with her nipples erect and one hand rubbing through her cleft.

‘They have not hurt us, Mistress,’ the femkins reported meekly. ‘They have only us given pleasure…’

‘Then let us see how they manage pain,’ Orientane said. She turned to the attentive Krad. ‘Put the breast lash block into the cage,’ she commanded.

* * *

Jenny knelt facedown over a box made of six squares of black iron latticework riveted together. There was a slot in the top square allowing her breasts to slip through it and dangle freely inside the box. She was held firmly in place by chains hooked to the edges of the box crossed over the back of her neck, her waist and about her thighs, pulling them wide so that her knees pressed against the outside corners of the lower edge of the box. There was a kind of extending handle on the front edge of the box over which her head hung. The handle rod, which she held between her teeth, was covered in rubber. It had old teeth marks in it…

Inside the box was a horizontal shaft with an array of studded rubber thongs hanging from it. Handles connected to this shaft extended out of the sides of the box where they were held by the two femkins who had examined Jenny and Toto and who now knelt beside it. Jenny did not blame them for what they were about to do to her.

Toto, now freed of his chains, sat waiting patiently and alertly behind Jenny.

Orientane remained outside the cage, watching intently.

‘Lash her breasts,’ she commanded.

The two femkins began to turn the crank handles. The shaft began to spin and whir and the rubber thongs began to swish about. They smacked into Jenny’s heavy dangling globes, making them bounce and ripple and shiver. She screamed and bit on the rubber bar in her mouth as livid scarlet stripes began to cover them. The thongs ripped into her masochistically hard nipples, tearing droplets of milk from them which sprayed about the box and out through the holes its sides. In less than a minute, her breasts were burning like red-hot coals and tears were rolling down her cheeks.

But Orientane was not finished yet. ‘Toto: sodomise F 69…’ she commanded.

The mechdog obeyed, standing on its hind legs and resting its front paws on Jenny’s back so he could ram his swelling metal penis up into her anus.

Through the torrent of pain from her relentlessly beaten breasts, Jenny felt the shaft sink into her oiled passageway and began to pump and vibrate inside it. And so desperate was she that she actually took comfort from it. The feeling of her sensitive sphincter being penetrated and stretched was a delight. Through her tears, she saw on the other side of the barred cage wall, Orientane licking her lips and rubbing her fingers through her slot.

She was arousing a lesbian sadist witch, she thought through the haze of pain and ripples of illicit pleasure radiating out from her sodomised anus, where Toto was pounding into her with increasing vigour. What a disgusting show she was putting on. It was the most shameful thing she had ever done. It was…incredible!

A massive orgasm to tore through her and she screamed and bit on her gag bar and then she fainted dead away.

* * *

Jenny came back to her senses when one of the femkins inside the cage threw a bucket of cold water over her.

She was still bent over the box but the lash thongs had stopped. Her breasts still hung inside it throbbing and burning and dripping milk, while Toto was still lodged inside her sodden aching pussy, which was dripping with her ejaculate and his semen oil.

Jenny coughed and spluttered and blinked up at Orientane through tear-crusted eyes. Had it been worthwhile?

‘Yes, I like this one,’ Orientane said. ‘She suffers so prettily. Clean her up and feed her. I’ll have in my bed tonight. But leave that metal thing in the cage for now. I’m still not sure I trust it…’

Jenny felt Toto’s penis withdraw from her anus.

Krad bowed. ‘It shall be as you wish, Mistress.’


Chapter Twelve




Orientane’s bedchamber was as grand as Zephyra’s, Jenny saw as Krad led her into the room on a leash. It had a large balcony displaying the reddening evening sky, and a huge bed with black wrought iron head and footboards. However, there was a yellower theme to its decorations.

Did the witches take on the traditional colours of the land they ruled over, or did their colour preferences influence their inhabitants, such as the Winkies and Munchkins, Jenny wondered? Or were they simply the result of L Frank Baum’s innocent colourful choices at the end of the nineteenth century in another world? Which had come first, this place or the story?

But what riveted her attention was the big display cabinet on one side of the room. In it were three yellow-banded hats, two being rather battered and one being the one Orientane had worn earlier; several yellow cloaks, two broomsticks and five wands of different shapes and colours. It was just as Zephyra had said: witches liked to keep their most precious things close by.

In a docile fashion, Jenny let herself be laid down on the bed and spread out. Krad unreeled iron and chains and cuffs from the metal bed-frame and snapped them about her wrists and ankles.

When she was secured, Krad looked down at her was sorrowfully. Her breasts had already healed from their lashing in the box, and were pale and plump and inviting again. He stroked them gently, making her nipples pop up again. ‘You should not have fascinated the Mistress quite so much, femkin,’ he commented. ‘Now she’s going to play such cruel games with you…’

It was probably the most sympathetic thing anybody had said to her since she had arrived in Oz, Jenny thought. In the book, the Winkies had been cruelly oppressed by their ruling Witch and were her unwilling servants. That still seemed to be true here.

Jenny replied innocently. ‘It’s what I’m for, Sir. I’ve been trained to please…’

‘See that you do, femkin, if you know what’s good for you…’

He pushed a gag bit into her mouth and then left the room.

Jenny stared at the display cabinet. There was an empty slot in the wand selection. Of course, Orientane would have her newest wand with her. It was so near…

The bedroom door opened and Orientane entered.

She smiled down at Jenny spread-eagled on the bed waiting for her.

‘Yes, you do look very lovely. I shall enjoy having you tonight…’

Jenny felt her heart thumping.

Orientane removed her belt and wand holster and slipped out of her sandals. Then she sat on the side of the bed and ran her hands over the Jenny’s body, making her shiver and squirm. She bent her head over her breasts and squeezed and suckled from them.

‘Yes, that is most excellent rich femkin milk,’ she agreed. ‘I shall drink from these every day…’

Jenny bit on her gag bar and shivered again. If this didn’t work out, then that was exactly what she might do.

‘But first you need warming up,’ Orientane said.

She swished her wand about and its tip began to lengthen and flex, growing into a short black whip with the springiness of a willow wand. Did all witches’ wands do that, Jenny wondered? But unlike Zephyra’s, this one had a yellow tassel on its end.

Orientane stood over Jenny on the bed and trailed the tip of her whip across her body, brushing her nipples with the tassel. Jenny yelped as the tassel touched her sensitive skin. It felt as if it was burning.

Orientane laughed. ‘Yes, it has a little potion of my own devising on its tip to add to the sensation…’

She rubbed the tassel through the Jenny’s cleft. Her hips bucked frantically as her labia felt as if they were on fire.

‘When I permit you to make love to me, I want to feel all your passion, do understand, or else I will push this up inside you and leave it there…’

Jenny’s eyes bulged and she tried to say about the gag bar in her mouth that she would be ever so passionate.

Orientane swiped the whip over Jenny’s breasts and they dimpled under the impact and then bounced back, shivering and wobbling. The physical force of the impact was not so great, but combined with the pain tassel it brought tears to Jenny’s eyes. The second blow beat them the other way. Her masochistic nipples stood up hard, dribbling milk as they were tormented.

The next blow cut across Jenny stomach and the next across her hips. Then Orientane paused, teasing Jenny cruelly. And then she swung the whip up between her spread legs so that its pain tassel ripped through Jenny’s cleft, slicing between her labia into the moist pink secret valley within and across her hard clitoris.

Jenny screamed and her hips bounced frantically on the bed, almost fainting from pain and yet feeling that treacherous surge of lust in her loins that she could not help.

Orientane slashed the whip across her pussy again and again.

By now, the whole front of her body felt as if it was on fire. She couldn’t take much more of this. Desperately Jenny forced the tip of her silver tongue around the gag bar in her mouth so that it flicked out enticingly.

Orientane stopped her whipping and gazed at it in fascination. ‘You want to pleasure me with that?’ she asked.

Jenny snivelled and nodded frantically.

‘Perhaps I will let you. After I have taken you first... like a man would… ‘

Jenny blinked. Just what did she mean by that?

Orientane shook the whip and shrank back into wand again. Then she pushed its tip into the apex of her own cleft and muttered a few words.

Her clitoris began to swell and jut out from the olive folds of her vaginal furrow until it had become a smooth glistening pink rod of flesh as thick as a broom handle and twenty centimetres long.

‘Now I can have you like a man would,’ Orientane said, as Jenny gaped at it incredulously.

She put her wand aside and lay down on Jenny. She pulled the gag bit out of her mouth and kissed her while she thrust with her hips, sliding her clitoris/penis into her simmering pussy. Orientane’s impossibly firm conical breasts dug into Jenny’s softer, fuller globes. Jenny slid her silver tongue into Orientane’s mouth and their tongues twirled together. Orientane moaned as the pleasure filled her. Jenny clenched upon her thrusting enlarged clitoris, feeling the helpless pleasure coursing through her. It felt like a penis.

Their sweaty bodies ground together, surging with mutual lust…

And then Orientane screamed.

Jenny saw the horror in her eyes as she tried to pull out of her, but there was something holding her back. She tried to pull their lips apart but Jenny kept kissing her, wrapping her silver tongue about Orientane’s to hold her down and muffle her screams.

With a surge of strength, Orientane pulled herself off Jenny and reached down to her own groin, pulling fearfully at her unnaturally extended clitoris that was still embedded in Jenny’s clinging vagina. It came half out…

Clamped about its end by fanged jaws and a pair of tiny crab-clawed arms was Toto’s metal penis, which stared back up at Orientane with little gem green eyes, while its hidden tail was hooked into Jenny’s cervix to anchor it in place.

‘Toto was just the body,’ Jenny said, as she gasped at the tug of war going on in her pussy. ‘Percy down there is the modified end of one of Oz’s spare penis proboscises. Back in the cage when you ordered me to be prepared, he pulled out of my bottom, detached himself and slid up into my pussy, which is really deep thanks to Zephyra, and hid there until the right moment…’

Orientane gaped at it incredulously and then screamed as she tore at Percy. Then she tried to reach for her wand on the bedside table, but instead she reeled dizzily.

‘That’s the sleeping potion Percy has just injected into you doing its work,’ Jenny explained.

Orientane sagged and went limp half across Jenny and the side of the bed.

Percy let go of Orientane’s enlarged clitoris and Jenny’s cervix and wriggled out of her, trailing a prehensile tail. He slithered up her body to the head of the bed and worked on the catch on the cuff holding Jenny’s left wrist. When it came free, she was able to reach over and undo the other one. Percy slithered back down her body and dived back into her pussy again. Then she sat up and freed her legs.

A hesitant knock sounded on the bedroom door. ‘Mistress… are you all right?’ came Krad’s voice.

‘Lock the door!’ Percy’s piping little voice commanded from her pussy. It sounded a little like a squeaky version of Oz’s voice. ‘We don’t how they’ll react…’

‘I know!’ Jenny snapped as tumbled off the bed and dashed to the door and slid the bolt over. Then she ran to the cabinet and pulled on its handle. It was locked! The keyhole was simply a thimble-sized hollow.

The bedroom door handle rattled.

For a moment Jenny was lost. Then she remembered what Zephyra had told her. She ran back to Orientane subconscious body, snatched her wand off the bedside table, pushed it up inside her and wriggled it about, then ran back to the lock and pushed its slippery tip into the hole.

The cabinet door came open.

Krad was banging harder on the bedroom door. ‘Mistress… is something wrong?’

Jenny snatched at the newest hat and broom in the cupboard.

The voices of other Winkies sounded from outside. The door shuddered as something struck it.

Jenny thrust Orientane’s hat down over her head. For a moment, she thought she heard whispering voices. She clenched Orientane’s wand between her teeth and took up the broom.

The door bolt gave way and it burst open.

Krad at the head of half a dozen Winkies tumbled into the room. They stopped as they saw Jenny standing imperiously before them holding the wand and broomstick like staffs of office.

‘The wicked witch is…. indisposed,’ she announced.

The Winkies looked at her and then at Orientane sprawled senseless on the bed. Jenny tensed, ready to use the broomstick as a weapon to defend herself if necessary.

And then they sank to their knees and cried with joy.

* * *

Half an hour later, Jenny stood in the castle courtyard with Krad still thanking her tearfully.

‘You have freed us from years of tyranny. We will be forever in your debt,’ he told her. ‘Tell Oz the Great and Powerful that we wish to be his friends from now on.’

‘Glad to help,’ Jenny said modestly.

Faintly she could hear Orientane’s muffled screams of rage and despair, mingled with yelps of pain, issuing out from her bedroom balcony. She had been chained down in Jenny’s place and now her former Winkie servants were taking their revenge upon her. Jenny shuddered, but really she could not blame them. It was nothing that Orientane had not enjoyed doing to others. They had promised Jenny not to do her any lasting harm, and it was better than being dissolved by a pail of water…

There was a bonfire in one corner of the courtyard where the rest of Orientane’s magical possessions were burning merrily.

Toto, freed from the cage and reunited with his mobile penisoid, sat by her feet. Speaking through him, Percy said. ‘Now we we’ve got to wait until the Emerald City advance guards reach us so we have an escort back.’

But Jenny had been eyeing the broom thoughtfully. ‘No, I can fly back a lot quicker than that.’ She did not want to give Oz time to forget the service she had done and go back on their agreement. She had to get home…

‘Can you fly a broom?’ Percy/ Toto asked.

‘Yes. I think it’s a female thing…’

With a wand strapped to her thigh and a witches’ hat on the head, she was sure she knew how.

‘Then I’m coming with you, femkin,’ Toto said. ‘Otherwise the city guards might try to shoot you down if they see witch flying in. And this time I ride on top…’

And so, shortly afterward, with the Winkies waving them off, Jenny took off on the broom with Toto clinging to her back.

And she could fly! It felt perfectly natural. The saddle dildo was buried in her pussy, powering the broom with her essence, while Toto’s penis was lodged firmly into her rectum, providing additional illicit stimulation.

She was going to be so sexually screwed up when she got back home! And then she’d have so many impossible explanations to make…

But she must take one thing at a time.

She may have just overthrown a Witch, but now she had to make sure that a Wizard kept his word.


Chapter Thirteen




The next morning, Jenny stood before Oz in his throne room while the head of Oz looked out of the globe of his crab body while Percy, through Toto, reported how they had defeated Orientane. She still had Orientane’s hat on, her broomstick in one hand and her wand in its holster. They gave her confidence, which helped counter the queasiness in her stomach. She didn’t even feel quite so self-conscious about being naked. This was properly dressed for a witch – except for the slave collar, of course. But then she’d soon be rid of that…

When Percy finished his report, Oz smiled. ‘Well, you have been the most resourceful femkin. Thank you for ridding me of Orientane. Now, will you hand over those trophies?’

Jenny clutched the broomstick even tighter. ‘Only when you send me back home. And my name is Jenny Polo, not “femkin”.’

‘Unfortunately, the Cyclone machine is undergoing maintenance. Perhaps in a day or two…’

Of course, he could always manufacture an excuse. She had to get a hard promise, like Zephyra had warned her.

‘I want a promise from you face-to-face. Not in that machine. I know you are a real person operating it, just like in the book. You must agree to send me back today and we must shake hands on it, do you understand?’

He looked at her curiously for a moment. ‘All right… Jenny, as you wish. Follow me…’

And he clattered down the steps and through the doorway to his bedchamber.

Oz was more respectful to her wearing the hat, Jenny thought as she followed him. Perhaps removing them forcible from her might damage them. She felt a thrill of power.

The crab machine settled on its nest of green silk once again. ‘There is a small door hidden by the curtains directly behind me,’ he told her. ‘I’m in there…’ Then the globe went blank and machine froze.

Cautiously, Jenny walked around the side of machine and found a small heavy door. She pushed it open and stepped through.

Beyond was a more human-sized room with a human sized bank of electronic controls. Connected to them by bundles of wires was an array of glass globes with shoulder pads so they could be put on like helmets. She had been right. He could look at any place in the Palace through them. And seated at this control panel was Oz in person.

His head was as she had seen it in the glass globes, but his body was smaller and thinner than it had suggested. He was dressed in an old-fashioned green frock coat and black trousers with a silver waistcoat and a frilly-collared white shirt. One thin hand rested on a silver-handled walking stick. He was just a middle-aged man, a little taller than she was. She realized he was the first normal sized man she had seen since coming to Oz.

‘Well, here I am,’ he said, smiling amiably. Without amplification, his voice was not as deep and powerful as it had seemed. ‘Are you satisfied? Now will you give me those trophies?’

‘You’ve got to shake hands and promise to send me back immediately,’ she insisted.

‘But you are such a pleasing femkin,’ he protested. ‘Perhaps after a year or two…’

‘My name is Jenny Polo! And you’ll send me back now, or… or I’ll see how well this works,’ and she tapped her holstered wand meaningfully.

‘Very well, Jenny,’ he said with a rueful smile. He extended a hand. ‘We’ll shake on it…’

As she reached out to take his hand, he suddenly pointed the handle of his walking stick at her. There was a crack and an electric blue flash that knocked off her feet, and then there was nothing…

* * *

Jenny woke up aching and tingling. There was a deep cold sick ache in her stomach. She was lying spread-eagled on her back on something soft. There were things clamped about her wrists and ankles holding them rigidly, and something else plugging her mouth. Her legs also seem to be doubled up over her with her feet in the air. She blinked her bleary eyes open.

She was in another bedroom, this time with a green theme to its decorations, with a window giving a view out over the Emerald City. Clamps on the ends of the jointed metal arms extended from the head of the bed were fastened to her wrists, pulling them out wide and flat. Another set of arms and clamps were holding her legs doubled up and spread wide with her feet in the air and bare soles turned up to the ceiling. This enforced posture lifted and exposed her groin. A lighter hinged arm was holding a rubber ball gag in her mouth. She could see between her raised legs and over the foot of the bed to where Orientane’s hat, wand and broom rested on a chest of drawers.

Oh no…

Oz was sitting in a chair beside the bed, calmly reading a book. He was now dressed in a green dressing gown. When he saw she was awake, he put it down and leaned over her.

‘You are a remarkable femkin for achieving what you have, but quite why you imagined that shaking my hand would make any difference, I don’t know,’ he said, squeezing and pinching her breasts idly and making her squirm. ‘Perhaps you are too trusting. However, I don’t tolerate rebellion or freethinking in my femkins. That means I’ll have to make a public example of you. But first, I will enjoy having you naturally, as it were…’

He stood up and slipped off his robe, so that he was naked except for a pair of green carpet slippers. He had a pale skinny body with greying chest hair, varicose veins and a slight potbelly. But his penis and testicles were huge, with his shaft jutting stiffly upright. They had a web of fine straps and silver wires about them.

He saw the direction of her gaze and chuckled. ‘Well, more or less “naturally”. I have made some improvements to myself, as you will shortly be finding out. But first, I think it will be necessary to punish you…’

He took up his cane and twisted a ring on its handle. The silver ferule tip of the cane sprang open into a little shiny metal star. He stroked this over her body, teasing her nipples which tingled and throbbed in fear and then worked his way down until he was dragging it through the lips of her sex. Then he twisted and pushed it deeper so that the spiked tips of the staff dug into her tender flesh. He pressed some switch on the handle of the cane and Jenny’s pussy filled with electric sparks.

She shrieked and bucked her hips wildly, only impaling herself deeper onto the spiked ferule. The sizzling sparks seemed to be flowing right up her vagina and into her loins, making her stomach clench painfully.

Oz smiled down upon her agony. ‘That’s right; you cry and scream all you like. When I’ve finished with you, Jenny, you will be my complete and devoted slave and you will never think of returning home again. And you will begin by begging me to shaft you…’

He turned off the power and pulled the tip of his cane out of her burning, tingling, dribbling pussy. He rubbed an exploratory finger through her now slippery vulva and held its wetness up as evidence. ‘You see, secretly you enjoy being treated masterfully. It’s in your nature. The cyclone machine would never have brought you here if it wasn’t. Why not admit it?’

Feebly, feeling sicker than ever, Jenny shook her head. Oz held up his stick again menacingly, and she nodded frantically instead.

‘Do you beg me to have you?’ he asked, pulling out her gag ball.

Wretchedly, she nodded again. ‘Yes… yes, Master… I beg you to have me…’

He put down his cane and clambered onto the bed. Her posture lifted her groin to him as if it was an offering. He could use either orifice he pleased. His wire bound penis slid inside her pussy. Oz settled down on top of her, and his grizzle chest hair rasped across her hard nipples, flattening her breasts. He grunted and thrust and she gasped as his penis seemed to surge inside her, tingling with power, feeling twice its size. Relentlessly he began to ride her, delighting in her submission…

She would never get home now, she thought in despair. He would keep her here forever! Her stomach churned. She was going to be sick. Then through tear-filled and misty eyes, she something moving over Oz’s shoulder….

Blue smoke was billowing about the chest of drawers. Orientane’s hat was rising into the air over this cloud, as if it was being lifted upwards by its pressure. Then the smoke condensed and solidified beneath it. And then crouching on the top of the chest of drawers, now wearing Orientane’s hat, was Zephyra!


Chapter Fourteen




Zephyra sprang down from the chest of drawers and, with a wicked smile on her face, she pointed her wand at Oz as he pumped away oblivious on top of Jenny. A crackling stream of a red sparks struck his flabby posterior. He yelped and jerked convulsively and tumbled off Jenny, slithering ungainly to the floor.

Zephyra strode forward and stood over him, with her wand at the ready.

‘So, I have literally caught the great and powerful Oz with his pants down,’ she chortled in glee.

Oz looked pale, shrunken and stunned. ‘H… how?’ he groaned feebly.

Zephyra glanced at Jenny. ‘I used my cat’s-paw to bring my hat inside your palace’s defences…’

She reached up and tugged at the yellow band on the hat. It came off revealing a blue one underneath.

‘Yes, it was mine all along. Orientane stole it from me, but I couldn’t recover it or transport under it while she was still in power. Then I realized how it could be used against you. So I conjured up a thunderstorm when I sensed your cyclone machine operating and waited for a suitable femkin to drop out of it into my lap. And she did. And then I was kind to her as I prepared her and I briefed her on just what to do, before I sent her back to you with suitable suggestions as to how she might be used, so that she would bring the hat into your personal presence and all of us to this moment.’

Jenny was staring at her in horror and despair. She had been using her all the time! Both of them had been using her!

But Zephyra had spent too much time boasting of her triumph. Unseen by her, Oz had recovered his cane. He jerked it up like a gun and there was electric flash and she was flung backwards with a shriek of pain. He scrambled to his feet. Zephyra recovered and fired another jet of sparks at Oz, but he somehow blocked them with his cane and retaliated with another lightning bolt.

The two bizarre, near-naked figures, circled around each other as they fought while Jenny flinched forgotten on the bed. The air was filled with flashes and crackles. Then they barged out through the door of the bedroom leaving Jenny alone.

As the sounds of their combat faded, desperately she strained against the cuffs and chains that bound her to the bed, then winced as her stomach clenched again. Something seemed to be growing hard inside her. She looked down her body and saw her belly bulging and palpating unnaturally. There was something forcing its way out of her womb and down her vagina! It was squeezing and pushing on it… ohhh… ahhh!

Her labia gaped and stretched wide as an object popped out through them, rolled over and came to rest on her stomach.

It was a glossy green acorn the size of her fist!

For several second she gaped at it incredulously. And then she remembered the oak tree. ‘“Will you be my little squirrel and spread my seed?”’ he had said. He had called her “moist and fertile ground” and said he wanted to “get his acorns off…” A witches’ mark also made her more suitable…

She had been carrying it inside her all this time, waiting for the right moment of magical stimulation to ripen it.

Oh God, even a tree had used her!

Then she realized the acorn was rocking to and fro. There was a crack and it began to put out fine roots like little legs. Its top spit open and a pair of questing green shoots emerged. They had buds on their ends. The buds spread open into tiny woody fingers.

Looking like one of those speeded up scenes of plants grow from a natural history film, the finger buds felt up her body, thickening all the time, until their reached her breasts. The fingers clamped tight about her swollen nipples. Then long sharp thorns stabbed out of their palms into the tips of her nipples. She screamed as they were driven through her nipples and into her breasts. Then she felt a sucking sensation as the tiny little fingers squeezed on her nipples. The thorns were drawing out her milk like syringes. The thing was suckling on her!

… moist and fertile ground…

Stimulated by her milk, the acorn was swelling and splitting open and growing before her eyes. A pale slender trunk grew out of it with a crown of tiny fresh green oak leaves. It was already a young sapling! At the same time its roots were spreading and clamping tight about her body and exploring it further. One slid up into her anus, exploring the depths of her rectum. She squirmed and whimpered, but she could not escape. Was it going to grow into her body?

Then small eyes appeared on the side of its trunk as if they were peering out of knot holes, and then a gash of a mouth. The eyes blinked and focused upon her. The mouth opened. ‘Need… sun… soil… water…’ it whispered.

Jenny gulped, struggling to maintain her self-control. Of course, that was what any tree needed. Perhaps she still had a chance. ‘I… I can get you all those things,’ she promised, ‘but you’ve got to free me first,’ she said, wriggling her hands and feet.

The sapling twisted around to look at her clamped limbs. Then it pulled its hounds off her breasts, leaving dribbles of blood and milk behind them, and reached out with its woody fingers, investigating the screw fastenings that held the clamps tight. Slowly and awkwardly, it twisted them and the clamp jaws opened wide. With a gasp of relief, Jenny slid her hands and feet out of their grip.

The sapling brought its hands back to her nipples and pinched hold of them tight again, at the same time as its probing root twisted meaningfully inside her rectum.

‘Now… sun… soil… water…’ it demanded. He was not going to let her go until she delivered what she had promised.

Hesitantly, Jenny wrapped her arms about the trunk of the sapling and supported it as she squirmed about so she could clamber off the bed. Carrying it in front of her almost as she would a baby, she walked stiffly out of the door.

She found herself back in Oz’s control room. There was no sign of Oz or Zephyra. She waddled through the passageway into his crab alter-ego’s resting chamber.

The machine was there but it was still and lifeless. Distantly however she now heard distant shouts and bangs and crashes coming from the rest of the Palace. Was the fight between Oz and Zephyra still going on?

But first things first, she had to get rid of her young oak tree.

She shuffled across to the door concealed behind the hangings that led to the room she had shared with Oz’s personal slaves.

They were still there! F 12 and the others were huddled in a corner, too confused and frightened by the sudden attack to do anything.

They goggled at the sight of Jenny clasping a sapling with its roots plugged into her anus and its small hands pinched onto her nipples.

‘If you want to get away from Oz then do it now,’ she told them. But they simply snivelled and trembled and shook their heads. They no longer knew how to be free. She could do no more for them…

Jenny shuffled out through the doorway into the sunlight of Oz’s private garden. The tree looked about it and its mouth actually turned up with a smile.

Jenny knelt down beside a flowerbed next to the pool and its roots pulled out of her and slid into the earth. Its hands let go of her nipples and they spread wide, beginning to sprout leaves.

‘Sun… soil… water…’ it said happily.

‘Good luck,’ Jenny said, and then she turned and dashed back into the Palace and through to the chamber where Oz’s crab machine still rested.

It was now or never. This was her one chance to get away. No matter if Oz or Zephyra won, they’d both want to keep her. In the confusion she could get to the Femkin Reception Hall. She’d seen Oz work the cyclone machine controls several times while following him around like a dutiful slave during her preparations for her mission in the East and, unsurprisingly, she had paid close attention. She thought she could do it herself. But how would she operate the final switch if she was in one of the cylinder’s ready to be sent back? In any case, there were bound to be a few basic model mechmen in there maintaining it. They were pretty simple machines only good for doing repetitive tasks and screwing femkins, but even they wouldn’t let her work it herself. She’d have to get rid of them somehow.

She looked around at the great curtains hanging on the walls and the long cords and tassels hang beside them, and had an inspiration.

* * *

Five minutes later, Jenny was cautiously scuttling and cowering her way along the palace corridors with a bundle of tassel cord over shoulder. There were frightened femkins and mechmen guards running to and fro. Nobody took any notice of her.

She reached the Reception Hall and peered inside. The femkin power girls were still in place in their tubes on top of the machine, ready to be activated. There were just a couple of mechmen in sight. They had left their routine maintenance tasks and were milling about uncertainly, disturbed by the sounds of battle coming from the rest of the Palace and yet not sure what they were required to do.

Jenny dashed in to the Hall and ran up to them.

‘The Palace is under attack by the Witch of the West!’ she shouted urgently. ‘You must go to the throne room and defend Oz!’ Would they take orders from a femkin?

They shuffled back and forth uncertainly, looking from her to the door. Their normally recessed screw penises popped in and out, as if undecided between obeying her and screwing her.

They needed more encouragement!

She went down on her knees in front of them and took hold of each of their penises and rubbed them, making the mechmen’s’ gears whir inside like a purr. Then she extended her silver tongue and wrapped it about of the spinning shafts sensuously, first one and then the other. Then she raised herself off her haunches and squeezed her hot breasts together about them so that the shafts turned in a funnel of soft flesh and her breasts rippled. Pumped by the pulsations, milk spurted from her nipples. She caught it in her hands and rubbed it over the spinning shafts.

‘If you defend Oz now, then you can have me later,’ she promised in a sultry voice.

But she had underestimated the power of her silver tongue. Apparently it even worked on mechmen. They took hold of her by the hair and pulled her to her feet. ‘We have you now!’ they said.

They sandwiched her between them, holding her arms out wide and lifting up off her feet so that her bare toes kicked in the air. Then they dropped her onto their spinning rubber penises, one going up her vagina and the other up her rectum. The screw cocks churned and drilled up into her orifices and threatened to meet in the middle of her. It was a replay of her first time being screwed by mechmen in this very Hall, except that this time she was free to hook her legs around the mechman in front of her and grind her hips against him.

And she did it! Although she knew could not waste a second, she was wrapping her legs about a metal man as though he was a passionate lover and grinding her pussy into him, even as his companion was forcing his spinning shaft ever deeper into her self oiling rectum. Had she become a sex machine herself?

They spurted their hot oil inside her, and Jenny came copiously over them, leaving her dizzy with shock and shame.

But now their needs had been satisfied, with sudden mechanical indifference they pulled out of her and literally dropped her to the floor. Then they ran from the room to do their duty to their maker.

Rubber legged, with her ravaged orifices dripping machine oil and female juices, Jenny staggered across to the ladder on wheels that served the great bank of record pigeonholes and hauled herself up it, looking for her name. She pulled the ladder along, searching through the alphabet. So many names… Yes there she was. She pulled out the little metal scroll. It had punched holes in it. She slid down the ladder to the ground and stumbled over to the control panel.

The controls were large and chunky and clearly labelled to allow Oz to work with his crab claw hands. There was a slot for a scroll to go in for each cylinder, which could be activated individually.

She set the controls as she recalled Oz doing, but reversing the master switch from RECEIVE to SEND. Then she started the orgasmotine generator powering up. In their power tubes, the femkins were impaled by the stimulation rods and began to jerk up and down

Jenny hooked the end of the tassel cord about the final activation lever and paid it out as she made her way to the steps leading up to the gantry and the row of transfer cylinders. Although newly arrived femkins were dropped out of their trapdoors, there were doors set in the sides of the tubes for maintenance access. She got into the first one, leaving its door slightly ajar and then pulled hard on the cord.

Above her, the ring of copper balls crackled and the big fan began to turn. She threw the end of the cord out of the tube and slammed the door shut. The air inside the tube began to howl, sending her hair flying and her nipples tingling. She was going home!

And then through the transparent tube she saw Oz, still naked except for his carpet slippers, burst through the doors at the far end of the Hall.

‘No you don’t get away from me!’ he cried out and launched a bolt of electric fire from his cane.

It struck the cylinder and crackled about it just as Jenny vanished.

* * *

Jenny felt herself falling through a dark howling cloud of rain.

Not again, she thought! Then she hit water with a splash. Coughing and spluttering she struggled to the surface, tasting salt.

Overhead were boiling storm clouds while all around her were heaving waves and sprays of foam. Thrashing about in confusion, Jenny was picked up and pitched and tossed between them and went back under again. She kicked back upwards but she could not find the surface. Her chest grew tight and her pulse pounded in her ears. She was drowning…


Epilogue…




Jenny stirred, feeling hot sun beating down on her naked body. She was sprawled on her back with sand under her. She heard waves breaking on a shore close by. She ached and her eyes were crusted with salt. Wherever she was, it was not Calderwell. Oz’s final cane blast must have messed up her departure. But at least she was alive…

She tried to raise a hand to rub her eyes but she couldn’t lift her arm. She realized there was a fine web of cords bound across her body from head to toe, holding her down flat. She groaned. Then there came a sudden stabbing pain in her right nipple. She whimpered and forced her eyes open and focused them.

There was a little man barely fifteen centimetres high standing on her chest between her bare breasts holding a sword. As she looked at him, he jabbed the tip of his sword into her nipple again.

‘Who are you, woman monster,’ he demanded, ‘and why have you trespassed upon the Land of Lilliput?’




END OF BOOK ONE
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