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Off to Kill the Wizard
Return to Oz With a Vengeance #1
 
            It was another cold Kansas winter day. An overcast sky darkened the window and threatening more snow. Dorothy shivered under her pile of blankets, gazing longingly out the window. She yearned for her long gone days of sunshine and youth.
            “I spent my life fretting over things I had no control over,” she said. “I could’ve made a difference in the community, in the world. Or at least enjoyed my life more.”
            As far as she could see, her only real accomplishment was keeping the family farm up and running so that she could pass it on to her children. Unfortunately, none of her children had any interest in farming. Dorothy hated knowing they just wanted to sell it for the cash. All her beloved children and grandchildren wanted was money to waste on cars and vacations to the tropics. 
            As was her habit of late, her mind wandered back to the best years of her life. And back to her one, great adventure.
            “Oz,” she whispered with a faraway look. “Beautiful, wonderful Oz.”
            Dorothy made a difference in the Kingdom of Oz. She changed everyone’s life for the better, killing two Wicked Witches and freeing the people from under their evil yokes. Everyone told her she'd had a fevered dream, and that she never left her bed. But when she needed to go relieve herself, Dorothy crawled out of bed to discover proof of her adventure: silver shoes on her feet!
            Dorothy immediately hid the magical shoes, planning to use them some day for a return to Oz. But then she met a boy, who turned into her beloved husband. There was always something to do on the farm, and then she had children…
            Voices down the hallway rose, reminding her that she wasn’t alone in the old farm house. All of her children and grandchildren had gathered for some reason. It wasn’t a holiday, being the middle of January, for the love of God. Though, she thought any excuse for her family to gather was a good one. And then she overheard some of them discussing who would get what of her possessions. That put a damper on her mood.
            “At least they are better at enjoying their lives,” she said, hearing them gathering in the living room. Her bedroom sat at the back of the house, so even though the bedroom door stood wide open she could barely hear what they said. Unfortunately, what little she did hear chilled her bones. “Oh my. They wouldn’t dare.”
            Cindy, her eldest son’s new twenty-something trophy wife, spoke up, her words drifting back to her bedroom, “…and she’ll be more comfortable in the home. They will give her drugs for the pain, and she can die in peace.” 
            Dorothy closed her burning eyes and held her breath. She didn’t delude herself in believing she had more than a few weeks, if that, of life. But she always expected to die in her family home. In her heart, she knew her family would never have considered doing that to her, except for that greedy, two-bit whore Cindy. The tramp wanted to cash in by selling the farm, and she couldn't wait a few more weeks. Unfortunately, Dorothy had given her son full power of attorney.
            “…on the way and…” her son’s deep voice said, but she couldn’t catch it all.
            “Today?” her youngest daughter said. “She doesn’t have much time left, why do this?”
            Why indeed! Dorothy thought.
            “The ambulance is here to pick her up,” Cindy said.
            “No,” Dorothy said, sitting up in bed. Her every muscle ached, and she felt so weak, but she would not allow them to take her away to die. As she listened to her family filing out the front door, she swung her bare feet to the cold hardwood floor. She paused to shiver and shake, wearing nothing but a white flannel nightgown, and then she pushed and got to her wobbly feet. All she could do was a slow, stooped shuffle, but she moved with determination. By the time she reached the bedroom door, though, they all started coming back into the house. Dorothy heard them speaking to someone else, probably the ambulance personnel. Unfortunately, there was no way outside on her end of the house. “But there’s one place no one will look. Not right away anyway. And it is my only hope.”
            Dorothy shuffled as fast as she could to the door closest to her bedroom. Opening it, she paused at the sight of all those stairs up to the attic. She had to make it up those stairs, or let them take her away. No real choice there, so Dorothy sucked it up and headed up the stairs. She closed the door behind her, wishing there was a way to lock it. 
            The stairs proved steeper than she remembered. It took all she had, but Dorothy forced one foot after another up those frigid, wooden steps. Soon, she stood in the dim light of the single bare light bulb.
            The attic was as bone-chilling cold as she feared. She shook almost uncontrollably. In her mind she visualized the trunk she needed. It was up there. Unfortunately, someone had rearranged things since she last went up. The family used her attic to store a lot of stuff. The first thing she found were cardboard boxes of trashy clothes her college age granddaughter outgrew. She shook her head at the sight of so many skimpy miniskirts and the shortest of short-shorts. Daisy had a penchant for wearing daisy dukes for a few years there. Then she found a box of personal affects that belonged to her eldest son’s late wife, who died in a car crash two years back. Before he met and married the greedy tramp, Cindy, forty-five years his junior.
            Next she found her grandson’s gun collection. He was off in the Army, so kept his valuable collection of weapons in her attic. Dorothy suspected he was afraid Cindy would sell them and never give him the money. His collection was bigger than she thought, noticing cases with guns and ammo, and even a sword.
            The katana made her mind wander for a second. She gave him that sword. It had been hers, bought during her bout of middle-aged crazy in her 40s. Instead of buying sexy clothes and chasing young men, she studied yoga, karate, and kendo. It was quite thrilling at the time.
            "Uh-oh," she muttered.
            Dorothy heard the first cries of alarm downstairs, so renewed her efforts and quickly found her old trunk. She knelt before it, running her hands across its dusty lid as she thought back to the Land of Oz. 
            “You want my old bones out of this house so you can sell it and make money,” she whispered, scowling. “Fine. I’m leaving, but I’m going my way.”
            Dorothy opened the trunk and started to pull the most cherish possessions of her youth out one by one. Things her late husband gave her. Old love letters. Her wedding dress. And a shoe box, bound in twine.
            Everyone started shouting downstairs. She could hear doors opening and closing, family shouting her name as they ran from room to room. Then everyone seemed to rush outside, probably figuring she was trying to make an escape in that horrid weather. She smiled with wicked delight, and untied the twine.
            “There you are, my beauties,” she said with a breathy voice.
            The silver shoes shone in the dim light like polished silver. She caressed them with weathered fingers. Then as family members started rushing back inside, she pulled the shoes out and placed them on the floor.
            “Good-bye, cruel world,” she said, slipping one foot, then the other into the silver shoes. Dorothy felt warmth enter her feet, and flow sensuously up through her body. She moaned and groaned, hugging herself. The elderly woman’s eyes popped open when she heard someone open the attic door below. A smirk curled the ends of her lips, as mischief filled her aged, blue eyes. “There’s no place like Oz.”
            Dorothy clicked her heels together.
            “There’s no place like Oz.”
            She clicked her heels again.
            “There’s no place like Oz.”
            And she clicked her heels a third time, and blackness engulfed her.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 2
 
            “Oh!” Dorothy cried, sitting up. She blinked, looking around at all of the lush greenery. Were those mountains in the distance? “I did it! I’m back in Oz!”
            The woman from Kansas found herself in a village green, surrounded by quaint cottages with thatched roofs and smoking chimneys. Men and women in what she’d consider “medieval” garb gawked at her. Even the children watched her with big eyes.
            Realizing she was sitting there in her night gown, she felt her face heat up as she clutched the warm flannel. Her eyes widened, noticing the changes. Her old, weathered hands looked young, smooth, and delicate. Then she noticed her long, shapely legs, now shod in silver stilettos.
            “Oh my,” Dorothy said, blinking at those unfamiliar shoes. “Why did my shoes turn into stiletto pumps?”
            Standing up, she realized the changes were much more profound. She once again had the body of a twenty year old, with high firm breasts, a narrow waist, and well rounded hips. It was the body that enchanted a young Kansas man decades earlier, who later married her.
            For the first time in decades, Dorothy got the warm fuzzies inside. She closed her eyes and savored that almost forgotten sensation. Memories of all the things her late husband did with that body before age and life in general made them both too tired to care anymore.
            “Who are you?” an elderly man asked. He squinted at her, checking her out from head to toe more than once. Yet, he didn't look particularly enamored with her, either. “You look familiar. Are you a witch?”
            Dorothy didn’t recognize the old man, who looked even older than her. Well, older than she was before her return to Oz and her return to youth. The way he said "witch" alerted her to his dislike of them.
            “I’m no witch, sir. I’m Dorothy Dav…um. Dorothy Gale.” Dorothy had almost given her married name of Davis. She graced him with a sweet smile, before looking around. “Where am I?” 
            Everyone she saw wore shades of purple. That screamed Gillikin Country. Even most of the village houses were painted in a pastel purple, with thatched roofs and little picket fences protecting well-kept gardens.
            The village was surrounded by white-peaked mountains. She tried to remember the geography of Oz. Where were the mountains in Gillikin Country? But then others started coming towards her, all looking warily curious.
            "This is the village of Jerna-on-the-Cantoo," the old man said. He pointed to a small river at the base of the hill. "That's the Cantoo River, which flows across the border into Ugabu."
            That village name meant nothing to her, and told her even less about her actual location in Oz. A thirty-something peasant woman stepped up close before she could ask another question.
            “Dorothy Gale?” the woman asked, stepping forward. Her face went from curious to a deep scowl. “The Dorothy Gale?”
            “I... I don’t know. The name is not exclusive to me. Who is the Dorothy you are speaking of?”
            The woman took another hesitant step closer. "I know of only one Dorothy. She who killed the Wicked Witches and then vanquished the great Wizard of Oz, our blessed Protector, before she escaped with the help of Glinda the Witch."
            She felt flush with pleasure. They knew of her! They even gave her credit for great and heroic acts, though in truth she was just trying to get home. Also, she didn't "vanquish" the Wizard of Oz, but convinced him to help her return to Kansas. It all went terribly wrong, and the Wizard's hot air balloon left without her. Thank God Glinda was there to help her.
            "Oh my, that had to be…what, sixty? Seventy years ago?" Dorothy said, and then nodded. "Yes, I am that Dorothy, but I didn't actually vanquish the Wizard. He just left, without me I might add."
            "You monster!" the woman cried. Face red and twisted with rage, she picked up a rock and threw it at Dorothy. "Monster!"
            Another villager, and then another and another, picked up rocks and threw them at her. Dorothy cried out and cursed, as stone after stone found their mark.
            "Stop it!" she cried, using her "mother voice" and they all paused.
            After eighty-seven years of hardship and harder work, Dorothy was no longer the young innocent child of that long ago adventure. She gave them her most intense scowl of disapproval.
            "That's better," she said, pulling herself to her full five feet five inches. "Now, let's discuss this rationally."
            "Oh bugger you," the woman that started it said, and hurled a rock that struck Dorothy between the eyes.
            Black and white stars flashed behind her eyes, and Dorothy's knees buckled. She felt herself collapsing, just before darkness enveloped her.
 
~**~~**~
 
            "Oh, my head," Dorothy groaned as she struggled out of the darkness.
            Rough hands grabbed her arms, her legs. Those unseen hands hauled Dorothy to her feet as her eyes finally fluttered open. Big, brutal, and very angry looking men surrounded her and held her between them. The man in front of her grabbed a fistful of her night gown and shook a fist before her face.
            "A traitor to the people doesn't deserve the dignity of clothes," he growled, but a woman stopped him from ripping her clothes off.
            "I don't understand why you are so angry with me," Dorothy said. She gasped and groaned as she started to struggle. "I didn't do anything wrong."
            "You took the good wizard away, and left that evil monster to conquer us," the village man said. "For that you must pay." 
            Another man pushed up close. "She must burn for creating the evil wizard!"
            Dorothy's head spun. None of it made sense. She remembered the Land of Oz as free and happy when she left. She assumed the Good Witch Glinda would become the defacto ruler of Oz, and everyone knew the Good Witch was, well, good and fair.
            "What evil wizard? I only remember the two Cardinal Witches, Locasta of the North and Glinda of the South, that had magic when I left," she said. "Glinda isn't evil. She would never conquer anyone."
            "Glinda! That vile bitch?" he said, and they all spat upon the ground. "She is the King's bitch, doing his every desire."
            Dorothy just stared at them. For one thing, the common Ozian's language had gone into the gutter. When she last visited, everyone spoke well and respectfully. Did Oz parallel her world somehow? Their foul language and demeanor wasn't unlike many places back home.
            Others around them began picking up rocks and lengths of wood. The fear of being stoned and bludgeoned to death returned. Indeed, she wondered why they stopped when she was knocked unconscious.
            "Yeah, Glinda is the Wizard's pet in bed and in battle," another man growled.
            That pulled her attention away from the man threatening to punch her in the face. The statement was just so outrageous. No one spoke that way about Glinda. She was the purest, most just person in the whole kingdom.
            "I spit on Glinda and the King!" a middle-aged woman snarled as she pushed through the crowd.
            "Why would you say that?" Dorothy asked. The old woman just glared at her. "Glinda loves and helps everyone." 
            The old woman pressed up close, thrusting her weathered face into Dorothy's. Her red-rimmed eyes narrowed.
            "Glinda loves only herself and the Wizard," a woman snarled very quietly. "She's been corrupted by the Wizard, and is now nothing but his whore."
            Everyone spoke at once, all cursing the Wizard, Glinda, or both. She could not wrap her mind around the idea of Glinda being anyone's wanton whore. That didn't jive with the Good Witch Dorothy remembered. If it was true, then someone had placed a terrible curse upon the beautiful Good Witch. Dorothy couldn't accept any other answer.
            Something one of them said registered.
            "King? What king?" Dorothy asked, looking around at all the hostile faces, both male and female. "One minute you're blaming me for an evil wizard, and then the next an evil king. Which is it?"
            "King Scarecrow," the elderly woman said. "Your evil creation, no doubt."
            Scarecrow was King of Oz? Dorothy couldn't wrap her head around that concept. He just wanted a brain. Nothing more. So, if Scarecrow was the King, who was the Wizard? Lion or Tin Woodman? And the Good Witch was the Wizard's…bitch? None of it made sense. It was even harder for her to envision Glinda as the willing lover of anyone evil or wicked.
            Then the horrid man threatening to punch her suddenly opened his hand, only to run it up her left side. Dorothy sucked in a sharp breath, freezing in place as that rough, dirty hand slowly slid up from her hip to…
            "Stop touching her, Eagan," another woman snapped. "She's starting to enjoy it."
            Dorothy gasped. She opened her mouth to deny any pleasure, when she realized she was squirming, rubbing her thighs together, and her sex felt quite hot, tingly, and slick. Even more obvious, her very erect nipples poked at her night gown.
            Dammit. I always did like it kind of rough, she thought, feeling her face heat up. Just thinking about her late husband, and their playtime in bed, left her breathless and body raging with inner fire. Her pussy started to throb with achy need. So embarrassing. You'd think I'd be past those wicked desires at my age.
            "Kill her," the woman continued. She looked young, maybe around Dorothy's restored body's age. No older than early twenties. "Make Dorothy suffer like we suffer."
            Killing her over what someone else had done to them seemed rather extreme, but Dorothy wasn't worried. The Silver Shoes were still on her feet, and she should only be three clicks away from returning home. The enchanted shoes, now transformed into 21st century silver stiletto Fuck Me Pumps, allowed her to escape her captors quickly and easily.
            "Wait, before you kill me, please, tell me what happened," Dorothy said. "I've been gone for many decades, with no way to know what is happening here. How did Scarecrow become King? Where are Tin Woodman and Lion? And who is the wizard? Is Tin Woodman or Lion the Wizard?"
            The villagers looked at each other, and finally shrugged. 
            "It's a sad, sad tale," the old woman said. "Shortly after you left, less than a year anyway, word reached us that Scarecrow, Lion, and Tin Woodman had joined with Glinda, and forced Princess Ozma to marry Scarecrow."

            "Forced?" Dorothy said. That got her hackles up. "Why make Princess Ozma marry Scarecrow?"
            "Ozma is the last royal," the old woman said. "Her father was the last King of Oz, about a century back. Like a witch, Ozma doesn't age for some reason. I think she is a fairy, personally. Anyway, we haven't had a proper ruler in all that time, but Scarecrow forced her to marry him, and then crowned himself King of Oz." 
            Eagan took up the tale, "Lion and Tin Woodman led Scarecrow's armies, conquering all the lands around Emerald City. The Quadling and Winkie Countries fell next, and then they marched north and conquered us. But just when all of lands fell under his rule, Scarecrow had a falling out with Lion, and maybe Tin Woodman."
            "Really?" Dorothy asked. "What happened?"
            "Something happened to Lion when he did battle with the Good Witch of the North," Eagan said. He frowned. "Lion defeated the Good Witch Locasta, and somehow subjugated her." 
            "Lion became King of the Beastmen, and declared himself Warlord of the Forest," the old woman said. "Then a new Good Witch usurped Glinda in the South, who declared Glinda debased and Wicked due to her aiding of Scarecrow and his armies. Also, word got out that Glinda was sleeping with Scarecrow, Tin Woodman, and Lion, as well as any others, male or female, she could get her greedy hands on."
            That's not the Glinda I knew! Dorothy thought. What made all of my friends turn wicked?
            "Shortly after that, new Cardinal Witches rose up in the North, East, and West. Two Wickeds and a Good to maintain the Sacred Balance."
            The old woman then paused, lifted a hand palm out toward Dorothy, and scowled.
            "Kill her now," the woman said. "She has magic. I can feel it. Kill her while she's helpless, or she will escape our justice."
            "Yes!" most of the assembled villagers cried. "Yes! Burn Dorothy at the stake!"
            "What?" Dorothy said. "That's a horrible way to kill someone!"
            Dorothy was manhandled, half-dragged, half-shoved to a tall pole in the village green. Her arms were lifted and bound to the post above her head. Everywhere she looked villagers approached with armloads of dry tinder and cut firewood. They really intended to burn her at the stake.
            "You people are crazy!" she cried. "I am not responsible! Blame Scarecrow! Burn him at the stake."
            "We can't. He's too powerful to reach," a villager said. "Besides, he has become a powerful wizard. He is the new Wizard of Oz. King and Wizard, Scarecrow is all powerful. He rules with an iron fist." He paused to leer at her. "But we have you, and through you we will know justice!"
            Men brought lit torches, and cast them into the wood surrounding her. As the flames rose up, filling the air with choking smoke, Dorothy looked off in the distance, toward the legendary Emerald City.
            "You are going to pay for this, Scarecrow!" she cried. "This I swear!"
            Dorothy struggled to break free of her bindings. She wasn't sure the magic of her Silver Stilettos would work if she was literally tied to the land. But she had no choice. Dorothy started clicking her heels together frantically.
            "There's no place like home! There's no place like home!" she cried. Then concentrated on the attic of her old farmhouse, "There's no place like home!"
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 3
 
            "Ugh!" Dorothy grunted as she fell to her knees in the freezing attic. At first she wondered if she could be dreaming, or having a nightmare. What she'd just experienced seemed too crazy to be real. Then she looked herself over. She still wore the silver stiletto FMPs. Numerous bruises colored her otherwise flawless skin. And she remained young and beautiful. "I'm alive. I did it. I escaped."
            And then her eyes narrowed, remembering why the villagers attacked her.
            Angry voices downstairs reached her. From the loudness and clarity, she figured they'd left the attic door open on the first floor. All of her mementos she'd so carefully removed from the trunk were scattered, some of them trampled. Anger flared, and then the cold reasserted itself.
            The only clothes that fit were her granddaughter's very inappropriate discards. Really, things only teenage girls and young college age women could pull off was all that was available. She scowled at the boxes, not finding a single proper dress. Micro miniskirts that barely covered your assets filled the boxes, but she did find a pair of short-shorts that didn't look like glorified thongs. They were a dark red, and snug without being uncomfortable. Her granddaughter had much narrower hips than she currently did. In fact, she found several pairs, all different colors, that fit, so stuffed them all in a small brown leather knapsack she found. Unfortunately, there wasn't any underwear to be found. Who saved underwear? Not ideal, but she shrugged and moved on. She found some sports bras, and put on a white one, stuffing the rest into the knapsack. Finally, she found a long sleeved blue gingham shirt and put it on over the sports bra, tying it off under her boobs. It was designed that way, with no buttons.
            There were no shoes, so she was stuck with the silver stilettos for now. Besides, she needed them and their magic. She would've been toast if she hadn't been wearing them when attacked in the village.
            "This is going to be fun," she said, shaking her head. Farm girls of her era rarely wore heels. To her, heels were going to church wear, and she'd never dream of wearing a pair with such tall stiletto heels. "I'll deal with it."
            Dorothy paused when the voices rose downstairs. She listened to make sure they hadn't heard her. If they headed up there she would have to make a quick escape to Oz. But since they were more intent on casting blame on each other, she moved over to the weapons.
            Her late husband loved guns. Her sons and grandsons all loved guns. Growing up around and with guns of all types, she was comfortable with them. Some of her grandson's weapons were useful to her, and not usually what a farmer or hunter needed. Yeah, he did have some military weaponry. Submachine guns were what she wanted. And lots of ammo.
            Dorothy picked out two Uzi submachine guns, and filled the knapsack the rest of the way up with ammo. She slung the katana sword across her back, and then buckled on a pistol belt, with a pair of HK 9mm pistols riding her hips. The 9mms and Uzis all used the same ammo, so in her mind they just went together. And then, out of an abundance of caution, she stuffed a Browning 9mm, with belt and holster, into the knapsack.
            "Now to return to Oz," she whispered, baby blues narrowing. She charged one of the Uzis, chambering a round. "With a vengeance."
            There was nothing in Kansas for her. No one would believe she'd been magically restored to twenty years old. Instead, she'd probably be arrested and charged with her own disappearance. So her life was in Oz now, whether she liked it or not.
            Racking the charging handle of the other Uzi, Dorothy's baby blue eyes narrowed. She ensured the safeties were OFF, and held them up and ready for action.
            Clicking her heels together, "There's no place like Oz."
            The last place she wanted to return to was that village. Granted, she had the firepower to kill them all, but that's not what she wanted. Dorothy was after much more sinister game.
            Clicking her heels together again, "There's no place like Oz."
            She steeled herself, and clicked her heels once more, "There's no place like Oz."
            Brief disorientation, blackness engulfed her, and then Dorothy staggered. The nice level wood floor of the attic was replaced with hard, rocky ground. She teetered atop the sky high stilettos a second, and then pulled herself together.
            "Heeey, did you guys miss me?"
            The villagers had just started to disburse. The fire around the pole was raging, but no one was inside the flames, and they didn't look too pleased. They all looked at her with huge eyes when she called out. 
            "How did you…?" one of them asked.
            "I got some badass mojo," Dorothy said, eyes narrowing dangerously. She pulled both triggers for a bare second. Ratta-tatta-tatta-tat! She fired over their heads, but that sent them all diving to the ground. Then she smiled. "Anyone want to mess with me now?"
            "Get her!" the old woman cried.
            The woman didn't attack, but darted into a nearby house. The men froze, staring at Dorothy. The farmgirl wagged her brows, and lowered her weapons to threaten them. Even though that was their first experience with firearms, they instinctively understood a threatening move.
            "Assemble the militia!" Eagan shouted. "We can't let her escape."
            "Idiots," she muttered.
            Dorothy marched down a street, heading for the river. Men appeared before her with square shields and spears. So she released her Uzis to hang from their long straps, and pulled one of the pistols. Taking careful aim as she continued to walk, the young beauty fired a single shot into the upper right corner of a shield, striking the strip of metal circling around its edge.
            "Yeeoow!" the shield holder cried as it was smashed brutally around by that shot. "What the hell did she hit me with?"
            "It's a steel arrowhead going so hard and fast it'll go through the wood of that shield, through you, and through the guy behind you," Dorothy said. "Next shot is to the middle of the shield."
            The men froze, and then looked at each other. She took careful aim, and they scattered before she pulled the trigger. Dorothy nodded and smiled, happy to see they didn't force her to kill any of them.
            "My great and powerful weapons strike as far as the eye can see, so stay out of my sight!"
            Nearing the edge of the village, Dorothy found the river a rocky mess. It was white-water rapids as far as she could see. So there wasn't going to be a nice boat ride down the river. She didn't even see a boat anywhere. But she noticed two things at the same time. A road along the river, and a stable at the edge of the village.
            Dorothy entered the stable, sending three young men scrambling away in terror. She shook her head. It was hard to keep the smile off her face. No one had ever feared her that much.
            "They probably think I'm a Wicked Witch with powers to rival the Wizard," she muttered.
            There were three horses in stalls. Dorothy picked out the biggest, healthiest looking one and saddled him. Then she filled up saddle bags with oats, which wasn't even enough food for one day. She knew the animal could survive on the grass along the way, but he'd have to eat most of the time. Hopefully, she would come to some kind of inn or way station where she could feed him.
            The sound of angry men reached her. She sighed gustily. It sounded like the villagers had found their backbones again. 
            "I better get out of here before someone gets hurt," she said.
            She led the horse out of the stable, mounted up, and looked around. Villagers were marching down the muddy street bearing pitchforks and torches.
            "What am I? Frankenstein?" she said. "Don't look at me, I'm hideous." Pausing to look down at her young body, in her granddaughter's discarded clothes. "Okay, more like, don't look at me, I'm scandalous."
            When the villagers broke out in a run after her, Dorothy urged the horse faster. It didn't take much urging, since the villagers were scaring the poor animal to death. She turned onto the river road, following it downriver. Her pursuit gave up quickly.
            As she rounded the first bend, and the village vanished from view, she spotted a sign. It read, "Oogaboo one day's walk."
            "Oogaboo? Do they mean Ugabu?" she wondered. Dorothy shrugged and grinned, taking up an Uzi in one hand. "I'm off to slay the wizard!"
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 4
 
Royal Palace in Emerald City…
            "Uggh. Uggh. Oh, baby," Glinda purred in her husky bedroom voice. With a practiced flip of her head, she tossed her waist-length strawberry-blonde hair to the side. Scarecrow groaned beneath her, and continued to thrust upward to meet her halfway. "You're the king, baby. My lord and master. Oooooooh."
            The king's ginormous cock stretched her pussy out so wonderfully. She felt just the right amount of pain to sweeten the pleasure. Her belly felt like hot jelly, all quivery and tingly. Scarecrow's full length and girth slid in and out of her in its entirety, something he trained her to do for his pleasure, but Glinda was pretty sure she enjoyed it even more.
            "Of all my lovers, Glinda, you're the best," Scarecrow gasped out.
            His rough, gloved hands mauled her high, firm breasts. There was no subtly in the Wizard of Oz. He was worse than a teenage boy doing it for the first time. But then he shifted his grip on her perfect pair, and began pinching, pulling, and rolling her super-sensitive nipples.
            "Yes!" she cried. "Just like that, baby."
            Scarecrow sent the most amazing ripples through her overheated body with every pinch, pull, and nip roll. Her long, delicate fingers combed up into her silky tresses as she sat up straighter and bounced like a madwoman upon his cock. Soon that rush to climax began, and quickly consumed her. Her vagina clamped down hard around her master's penis, making him cry out.
            "Ooooooh, yes," Glinda cried as her insides erupted with divine pleasure. "Yes. Yes. Yes!"
            She continued to bounce up and down his cock through her orgasm, and sighed gustily when she felt Scarecrow come and fill her with his seed. A deep sense of satisfaction washed through the gorgeous Witch.
            Quite happy to stay impaled upon his cock, which only softened when he willed it so, the once Good Witch of the South lay atop her lord and master, smiling blissfully as she snuggled. She loved it when he allowed her to snuggle, because the heartless bastard usually just tossed her to the side once he finished.
            Glinda pressed into him, and straw jabbed her soft, smooth skin through his body sock. That killed her mood, as her mind wandered to the problem of turning his straw-stuffed body into something at least vaguely human. He was so obsessed with becoming fully human that she feared he'd destroy himself with another crazy, ill-thought out spell.
            The last spell that the Wizard of Oz thought would be his answer failed, and in doing so spread out across all of the lands of Oz and made almost every non-human race into humans. That caused a five year civil war when he admitted he couldn't reverse the spell. Glinda was originally horrified by what the Wizard had done, but she consoled herself in the knowledge each race still kind of resembled the original versions of themselves.
            Tin Woodman partially changed, now half-flesh and blood, half-metal, while Lion changed into a shifter, going between lion and human, and something halfway between the two. None of the human races were changed, including the witches. Good thing, because she couldn't live without her magic.
            "I want you to suck my dick," Scarecrow said, pushing down on her shoulders.
            She sat up, still straddling him, and regarded the King and Wizard of Oz. Scarecrow's appearance had changed dramatically over the decades. Originally, he appeared to be a common scarecrow. Now, he looked like something out of a childhood nightmare. His head remained a shapeless hat and burlap face stuffed with straw, but his cutout eyes glowed with red fire and his wickedly grinning mouth contained sharp, pointed teeth and fangs. Glinda managed to get him out of his original clothing and into a body-stocking of fine linen, so he could change clothes and dress like a king. But his hands remained a pair of old work gloves.
            Magic animated him, and she still hadn't figured out which spell did the job, or who cast it. Probably the late Wicked Witch of the East. Everyone knew she was batshit crazy.
            Of course, when he learned magic, it had strengthened and firmed up his body. Like a real man, the first thing he did was create a huge penis and balls.
            "I want you to learn how to ask nicely."
            "I'm King. I don't ask," he said. "I command."
            "Command more nicely," she begged softly, bending over to kiss and nuzzle his face. "You make me feel like a cheap whore when you treat me like this."
            "You are my…" he started to say. She stiffened, waiting for the humiliating insult. But the Ley Lines pulsed, making them both sit up and look around. "What was that?"
            "I don't know." Glinda rolled off of him and out of bed. She stretched out her arms and closed her eyes, head rolling back as she searched for any threat. Power flowed from the nearby Ley Line as her body channeled it, shaped it, and sent it out seeking. The Witch looked through the city, and then the surrounding lands. Nothing. She looked above, but the sky was empty of magical threat as well. "But that's the third time I felt it today. Something big has happened. I haven't felt a disturbance like that since Dorothy used the silver shoes to leave us…"
            "Could the shoes have brought her back?"
            "Of course," she said. "The Silver Shoes are the most powerful talisman ever created."
            "So Dorothy may have returned," Scarecrow said, shrugging. "I suspect she left as well, since I doubt she liked what she found."
            The Witch paused, baby blues going glassy as she contemplated the return of Dorothy. The little twit couldn't still be alive after all of those years. If she were, then she'd be around eighty-seven. Ancient for a mere human. Did she return to die in a perceived paradise? Or did she leave the enchanted shoes to another?
            A wicked little smile tugged at the corners of her full pink lips. Her eyes cut left and right as a deep thrill coursed through her. Seventy-two years ago she was too Good for her own good, and never dreamed of taking the Silver Shoes from that poor, innocent child.
            But I'm not so sweet and good anymore, she thought.
            Glinda picked up her foot-long ivory wand. It was lighter than it looked, and intricately carved with tiny runes. The wand amplified her power, and allowed her to cast magic without long spoken spells. She turned slowly, facing each of the cardinal points while drawing a series of runes in the air with the wand. The smaller and more perfectly a witch could draw those runes increased the spell's power. No one did it better than Glinda
            "No. Dorothy came back, and then left shortly afterwards," Glinda said. A big smile spread across her face. "But she's just come back again."
            Scarecrow frowned and considered that a long moment.
            "It doesn't matter," he said. "She's no threat to us. Hell, Dorothy bumbled her way to victory last time. Besides, she's human so has to be in her eighties or nineties."
            Glinda considered that. He didn't take into consideration that Dorothy had over seven decades of life experience now. Or the possibility that someone else was wearing the Silver Shoes. Someone with unknown skills and motivations.
            "Maybe, but Wanda and Jezebelle will want to get their hands on her," Glinda said with a scowl. "We're in big trouble if either of the Wickeds gets her claws on those shoes."
            Wanda, the Wicked Witch of the West, stood second only to Glinda within the ranks of Witches. Olivia, the Good Witch of the North, was a close third. Then came Locasta, the vanquished Good Witch of the North that now slavishly served Lion. Jezebelle, Wicked Witch of the East, and Diana, Good Witch of the South, were pretty close in power and skill. That didn't speak well of Jezebelle, since Diana was the youngest of the Cardinal Witches to rise up, so she should be the weakest.
            Thoughts of Diana, who usurped her rule in the South, soured Glinda's mood. One day she'd have her vengeance, and that goodie-two-shoe bitch Witch Diana would grovel on her hands and knees begging for mercy.
            "You're right. Just knowing Dorothy walks the lands of Oz again is enough to cause rebellion," Scarecrow said. "But my subjects will probably kill her on sight since we managed to convince them it was all her plan and fault."
            The beautiful Witch nodded, lost in thoughts of how much more powerful she'd be if she was the one to claim Dorothy's Silver Shoes. Even if lowly Jezebelle or Diana acquired the enchanted shoes, that Witch would soar in power above the other Witches.
            "This could cause another War of the Witches," Glinda said. "The last one almost destroyed Oz."
            "Then we must find Dorothy first," Scarecrow said. "Handle it, Glinda. I expected you to deliver Dorothy to me on a silver platter."
            "Rest assured, I will," she said. But silently, Dorothy's Silver Shoes will be mine, not yours.
I might even be powerful enough to break free of your magical bonds, and if I do…
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 5
 
            "Whoa, boy," Dorothy cried, pulling hard on the reins.
            That stretch of river ended in a dramatic waterfall, and the road turned into a tunnel in the side of the mountain. Armed men guarded the entrance to the tunnel. She studied them a long moment, satisfied to see they only carried swords and spears.
            "That's odd," she whispered. "Things really have changed since last time I visited Oz."
            The Ozian Flag flew proudly next to the entrance. Last time she visited Oz, Emerald City only ruled over the lands immediately surrounding it. The four Witches, and lots of kings, queens, dukes, and other notables ruled over the rest of the countries. As she recalled, the people of Ugabu were staunchly independent and bent knee to no other nation, not even a Witch.
            "This has got the Wicked Wizard of Oz written all over it," she muttered.
            Nudging her mount forward, Dorothy approached the wary guards. She moved slowly to give them time to see just a young woman with no weapons they recognized. Maybe she could pass through without too much difficulty.
            "Declare yourself, woman!" 
            The man that called out was the only one wearing a helmet with a crest. He wore a dull blue-gray scale-mail coat with matching colored helmet. A bright white crest with green tips decorated the top of the helmet.
            "I'm just a traveler heading down the road," she said. "I have no goods or money to tax, so may I pass?"
            She knew enough from her last trip that any soldiers guarding a road were there to collect a "tax" for the local lord or city. It was literally highway robbery, but sanctioned and committed by the state.
            "Oh, then what is this?" the officer said, tapping the barrel of her right submachine gun with his spearhead. "Is that steel? It looks oddly threatening."
            "Yes, it is a talisman of sorts called an Uzi," she said. "It's an old family heirloom, and a powerful good luck talisman," Dorothy said, nodding with a big smile. "It puts a curse on anyone trying to rob me. It truly is insidious, and I feel bad about the terrible things done to people who seek to take things from me, but if they were good people they wouldn't be so horribly cursed. It is a conundrum I struggle with, my lord."
            Fear blossomed in his eyes, but he quickly regained control of his wits. His eyes wandered up and down her long, naked legs, before lingering on the two pistols and the other Uzi.
            "Why do you need two Uzi talismans?" he asked.
            "It doubles the curse," she said. She shakes her head solemnly. "I fear some men aren't strong enough to endure it, and die horribly miserable deaths, but my father insisted I carry them both. He's a cautious man, you see."
            He and his men looked uncomfortable. She smiled at them, trying to appear innocent and harmless. A couple of the soldiers smiled back. Then she noticed most of them were staring at her chest.
            Figures, she thought.
            "So, may I pass through, sir?"
            "Yes. Yes, of course," he said, waving her toward the tunnel.
            "Thank you, sir. How far is the next town or village?"
            "You should reach Jol before sundown," he said. "It is only a village, but still the only village in the kingdom."
            "Oh, I knew Oogaboo was small, but didn't realize it was that small."
            "It is, young lady," he said. "Indeed, Royal troops outnumber locals four to one. And the village only sprang up after we built our garrison."
            "Most of the people in the village of Jol are our families," one of the soldiers said. "But Queen Annette Soforth's residence is there as well."
            "Excellent," Dorothy replied. She met Queen Ann once in the Emerald City, long, long ago. "Does Queen Ann still rule? Where can I find her?"
            "Queen Ann passed away thirty years ago," he said. "Your information of the region is quite dated. The locals crowned Annette, Queen Ann's granddaughter, queen last year." Then he sneered, "She rules as the Wizard's puppet, and playmate when he visits."
            "Ooh, I see," she said, quite scandalized. I can't believe the depths of depravity that Scarecrow has descended into. She needed only look at the lust-filled faces of the soldiers to get her answer. "Thank you again, sir, you have been quite informative."
            Dorothy urged her horse into the tunnel. The road inside the tunnel proved the best so far, being very level cobblestones. Glowing stones down the middle of the ceiling gave a pale bluish-gray light, similar to moonlight. The dim light allowed her and her mount to easily traverse the twisting, turning tunnel carved out of living stone. Still, she found it eerie and she breathed a big sigh of relief when exiting at the other end.
            An even larger contingent of soldiers guarded that end of the tunnel. They didn't say anything, and just waved her through. She glanced back at them, realizing they were stationed to keep people IN, not out. That didn't speak well of the Royal presence.
            The farmgirl traveled the rest of the day. She did alternate equally between riding and walking, though, to give her horse a rest. Soon after passing through a second tunnel, she stopped at a stream to water him, and then let him eat the oats she brought.
            "I don't know how I'm going to pay for stabling you, much less feeding you," she said. As much as she wanted to keep the horse, it wasn't fair to him since she couldn't afford to feed him. "Sorry, old boy, but I might have to sell you in Jol."
            It took longer than expected, but just before sundown Dorothy reached the village and garrison at Jol. The village sat on high ground between the Cantu River and a smaller river emptying into it. She got her first sight of it from above, and stopped to study the situation.
            The garrison stood almost as large as the village butted up against it. It was rectangular-shaped, with a palisade of upright logs. Dorothy estimated the walls at about twenty feet high. The main gate into the garrison opened into the village, so protected by its surrounding ten-foot village walls. But a dry moat encircled both the garrison and village together. Dorothy noticed one large structure on the opposite side of the village that looked more palace-like than utilitarian. It was all wood, ornately built, and three stories tall with wood shingles. She assumed that was Queen Annette's residence.
            "I don't see a proper street inside the village," she muttered. Ozian villages tended to be carefully arranged and well-kept. The village below her appeared more like an open field with structures erected haphazardly. Most of the "buildings" were one room huts clustered together in two groups. She noted the straight path between the garrison gate and the village gate, with some of the larger, better built structures placed randomly along its length. One of them was a stable with two corrals. Dorothy patted the horse's neck. "Well, at least they have a place for you to stay."
            Saddle-weary and hungry, Dorothy really hoped one of the larger buildings was an inn. She still hadn't figured out how to pay for a room. A few ideas on how a pretty young woman could "pay" crossed her mind, some of which kind of frightened and scared her.
            "Main thing is stay out of trouble," she said. 
            She rode down to the village, only to be challenged at the gate. The soldiers guarding the gate were armed and armored like the soldiers guarding the tunnel, but the gate guards also wore white surcoats trimmed in green over their armor. The Ozian five-point bright green star was centered on their chests.
            "Halt. Declare yourself," a burly officer with the biggest, bushiest mustache she'd ever seen said.
            The young beauty noticed him looking at her legs, and then linger on her silver stilettos. She wondered if he'd ever seen a pair of high heels. Of course, Oz was full of different groups and races with odd, and sometimes bizarre, fashion tastes.
            "I am Dorothy," she said, and immediately realized she'd made a mistake. It didn't go well last time she gave her name. So she quickly moved to distract him. "Who are you?"
            She immediately pretended to wipe something off her thigh, and then leaned way over to brush at her calf. Instead of distracting with her legs, as intended, his eyes zeroed in on her deep cleavage as gravity helped display her natural assets much more enticingly.
            "I… Um… I ask the questions here, young lady."
            She sat up straight and adjusted her sports bra. "Is your identity a secret, sir?"
            He didn't answer right away. "Of course not."
            "Are you ashamed of who you are, sir?"
            "Definitely not! I am Sameron, Second Son of Lord Arbordu, sixty-seventh Baron of Arbordu," he declared proudly. "At the moment, I serve his Royal Majesty, Scarecrow, the Wizard of Oz as a Lieutenant in the Royal Horse."
            "Royal Horse? Does that mean cavalry?"
            "Of course."
            "Then why don't you just…"
            "I don't have all day, young lady. What do you want?" He gave her a stern look and huffed.
            "You stopped me, sir," Dorothy said. "I'm just a lone traveler seeking refuge for the night. May I enter your fine village?"
            "Of course. Just go," he said, waving her through the gate.
            Dorothy thanked him sweetly and rode through the gate. Once inside, she dismounted and led the horse straight toward the stable. The citizenry hurried about from shop to shop to finish before nightfall. She assumed the shops all closed once night descended upon the land. It didn't take long before she could pick out the different groups. The Ozian soldiers and their family members all wore green. The locals wore blue, while a few more regal looking men and women were decked out in various shades of purple.
            An elderly man sat by the stable door sucking on a piece of straw. Dorothy guessed he was in his eighties. He's my age, or a little younger. He wore a long-sleeved shirt and overalls, each a different shade of blue. He looked her form over with appreciation as only an old man can. She shook her head, thinking old men got away with way too much, yet he looked adorable at the same time. How could she get mad at him? After all, it's been at least forty years since a man looked at her like that.
            "Good day, sir," she said. "What are your stabling fees?"
            "Five pennies," he said. "It'll be fifteen if you want your beast fed."
            Dorothy frowned. By twenty-first century standards that was absurdly cheap, but she didn't have a single Ozian green penny to her name. Worse, she didn't have a guaranteed way to earn fifteen cents in the next hour or two. After that, the stable owner would probably go home and her mount would go hungry for the night.
            "How much will you give me for the horse and his tack?"
            That surprised the old man. He jumped to his feet, expression turning all business as he examined the horse and gear. 
            "The beast looks healthy enough, despite being ridden hard all day," he said, giving her a disapproving look. "But the saddle is old and worn. I'll give you twelve pounds for the horse, and three for the tack."
            She considered haggling, but since she had no idea what a fair price was for a horse, she just sighed and accepted. He paid her with fifteen one pound notes. An Ozian pound note was roughly the size of an American dollar, but a much brighter green, with some red and blue stamps. It had a portrait of King Scarecrow on the front, with a picture of Emerald City on the back. Each pound note represented one physical pound of pennies, which was one hundred pennies. The Ozian green penny was a little smaller than pennies back in Kansas.
            Dorothy headed up the center of the village. Some of the shops started closing at that time. The sun was down, and they were in that twilight before full dark. She found the inn halfway to the garrison. The Blue Glade Inn was a two-story half-timbered and U-shaped structure. It had a thatched roof and a deep, covered porch across the front. The windows glowed invitingly with candlelight.
            "Greetings, young lady," a rotund innkeeper called.
            He looked her over. She noted a flash of disapproval, but his smile returned. Other patrons in the common room looked at her with a lot more interest. Strangers were always reason to stare, but she was pretty scantily clad by their standards, too. Add the odd looking weapons all over her, and she had to be quite an unusual sight indeed.
            "Greetings, sir," she said. "I would like room and board for the night."
            "Wonderful, and be welcome," he said. He asked for five pennies, and she handed him a pound note. "Have a seat, and I'll be right back with your change and dinner."
            "Do you have a coin purse for the change?" she asked. "I'm afraid I lost mine."
            It cost her three pennies, but the innkeeper sold her a leather purse, which she filled with pennies, and a cloth sack to hold the rest, which she placed in her pack. No one carried a pound of pennies around. The dinner was even better. The inn served a hearty shepherd's stew that night, washed down with a mug of beer. And then she had another mug, and two more after that. So Dorothy felt pretty good when she looked around the common room. She noticed quite a few single men keeping an alert eye on her.
            "I got a bad feeling that I'm going to do something bad tonight," she whispered, and then smiled wickedly.
            That's when a soldier entered. He didn't wear any armor, but did carry a sword. His tunic and trousers were Royal Green. Pausing in the door, he looked around. Dorothy's breath caught and she sat straight up. That got his full attention.
            The soldier's eyes went straight to her bare legs, and then her chest. She smiled and shook her head. Men. Though, he was a fine example of manhood. Tall, dark, handsome, and interested. Her kind of man. Even better, he kind of looked like her late husband in his prime.
            It's been so long, she thought, feeling a little something stirring down there.
            "What's your name, Miss Silver Shoes," the soldier asked.
            Even his voice was deep and sexy. Up closer, she could see he had a five day growth of whiskers, giving him that rough around the edges look that she loved so much. Her eyes were drawn to his broad, thick shoulders, making Dorothy bite her lip and rub her thighs together.
            "Everyone calls me Silver," she purred. "What's your name, big boy?"
            "I'm Sergeant Fredder, Silver," he said, sitting on the bench beside her. "When did you arrive?"
            "Today."
            "How long are you staying in Jol?"
            That question made her all tingly. She scooted a little closer, while holding his eyes. And their gaze sizzled. She hadn't felt a connection like that in decades. Dorothy couldn't even remember the last time a man made her feel that way. It was a little embarrassing, yet she adored feeling that giddy and out of control.
            "I had planned to leave first thing in the morning, but I've started to reconsider."
            Several other patrons, mostly women, gave her a sharp look. She felt a little heat in her face, knowing she was acting scandalously bold. But she was an octogenarian in a twenty-year-old body again. What did they expect? Besides, she'd never had a one night stand in her life.
            It's about time, Dorothy thought. At eighty-seven,
I'm way overdue.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 6
 
            The round stone chamber glowed with luminous purple, pink, and blue tendrils, as well as sparks of magic. Glinda knelt beside a blood red glowing pentacle, chanting and swaying as she cast her spells. Magical winds lifted locks of her long silky hair, making it dance around her. Her thin, translucent white silk robes also floated around her sweaty, gleaming body.
            Glinda groaned wantonly. It felt amazing to have that much power pulsing through her body. The spells it took to follow every ley line vibrated within her core, stimulating her in ways she'd learned to love over the centuries. Of course, since her subjugation by Scarecrow, which stripped away all of her inhibitions, she'd learned to enjoy baser sensations a lot more.
            She reached the end of the last ley line. "Nothing."
            Glinda relaxed with a sigh. The magic faded, as did the bright colored lights. Within seconds the chamber cooled, the night breezed cold on her sweaty flesh. She licked her lips, swallowed hard, and took a deep breath. Then she lifted an open palm to her lips.
            "To my master," she whispered, and a pink bubble appeared to rest lightly in her hand. "Scarecrow, I have searched all of the ley lines and didn't find her. The Silver Shoes are definitely hiding her from us. But it is not all bad news, my lord. I have determined Dorothy is north of us. I will send out bulletins to all of our garrisons and local leaders to keep an eye out for her." 
            The Witch blew the bubble off her hand, and it drifted on the breeze a second, before zipping out an open window. Scarecrow would receive her message within a few minutes. Nothing would stop the enchanted bubble from delivering her message. It could even pass through stone walls.
            "Bulletin to all posts, civil and military," she whispered, and another bubble appeared. "Be on the lookout for a dangerous criminal. Dorothy Gale. She is a dark-haired human woman, very dangerous. The only distinctive thing about her will be silver shoes. Look for anyone wearing silver shoes. Remove the shoes from her feet first thing. Alert me the moment you have her in custody."
            When Glinda blew the bubble off her palm, it exploded into hundreds of bubbles. They bobbed around the chamber a moment, and then began streaming out through all open windows. She smiled. Dorothy couldn't escape her magic. Within the hour every soldier and civilian official would be looking for her.
            A green bubble came in through the window a few moments later. It burst when she turned to regard it, and Scarecrow's voice came out.
            "Very good. Attend me once you send out the bulletin. I'm in the throne room."
            His command caused heat to flush through her. The Wizard's dark magic was impossible to resist. A soft cry escaped her lips, as the Witch's head rolled back and her back bowed. Her delicate hands curled into fists as she struggled to regain her composure. That simple command set her insides on fire, melting her sex and making her eager to please.
            Glinda loved-hated her master so much.
            "He is so powerful," she whispered.
            Memories of that night, sixty-five years back, came unbidden. Scarecrow, the reigning Wizard of Oz, had summoned her from her palace in the Quadling Country. She answered his summons without a second thought, what with him being a good and just ruler, and a close friend. He frequently called on her for advice, so she had no reason to worry.
            But she should have been very afraid.
            Upon her arrival, she offered her hand to be kissed. He always seemed to enjoy that courtesy as much as she did, only Scarecrow jerked her up against him, yanked her head back by her hair to expose her throat, and sank long, sharp fangs into her neck. His dark magic flowed into her, corrupted her body and soul. Before she knew it, Glinda was kneeling before her old friend and begging to serve him.
            Scarecrow had subjugated her. He owned her body and soul.
            For sixty-five long years she'd served Scarecrow obediently, with her magic by day and her body by night. She was forced to give her hand maidens, the hundred most beautiful young women in the land, to his ministers, generals, and other officers as slaves.
            One day he will pay dearly for what he did to me and mine, she thought, baby blues narrowing. But for now, I am his to command.
            Glinda picked up her ivory wand. She drew a rune in the air, and then tapped the top of her head. The wispy white silk vanished, replaced by an even sexier wisp of silk. The bustier was black lace, with garters dropping down to hold up black silk hose. A pair of shiny black stiletto pumps covered her feet. A couple more snaps of the fingers, and sparkling diamonds and rubies appeared at ears, throat, and wrists.
            Walking over to the stairs, she stepped onto a small rug. With another twirl of the wand, the rug lifted off the floor and started flying down the stairs. Glinda barely paid attention. The flying carpet knew where to go. She passed the time checking her hair, makeup, and nails. So she barely noticed the opulent décor when she flew out of the stairwell and headed to the other side of the palace.
            Courtiers and government officials bowed at her approach, and stayed down until after she was well past. Even though she was Scarecrow's absolute slave, the Witch was still the second most powerful person in the Empire. If anything happened to the Wizard of Oz, Glinda the Witch would succeed him.
            All the more reason to get my hands on Dorothy's shoes.
            She wouldn't make the same mistakes as Elka, long dead Wicked Witch of the West. Even though Dorothy accidently killed Elka with water, the farmgirl had a knack for doing just the right thing to get herself out of a bind. Water wasn't a danger to Glinda, or any other witch, but had been the one true danger to Elka.
            Of course, Elka had tried to take the Silver Shoes from Dorothy and failed. Their magic was too powerful, and automatically defended her from magic. Okay, the shoe's magical defense was far from perfect, but no magic-user could remove the shoes against her will.
            "If our minions cannot separate her from the shoes," Glinda muttered as she rounded a corner and the doors into the throne room appeared. There was some doubt that anyone could remove the Silver Shoes, the exception being the wearer. "Then I'll have to kill her. The shoes aren't loyal to the dead."
            The throne room doors swung open at her approach. The flying carpet came to a stop just outside the doors. She stepped off and struck a sassy strut inside. King Scarecrow sat upon his ornate gold and emerald throne, atop a dais five steps above the floor. He was surrounded by a dozen beautiful women, all naked save for stilettos and jewelry. A few were still huffing and puffing from their efforts to please him.
            A path opened as she approached the dais. Scarecrow liked an audience when he used and debased the captured wives and daughters of his enemies. He especially liked everyone to watch him bang the crap out of the most power Witch in all of Oz, the former Good Witch of the South, Glinda.
            The strawberry blonde Witch stopped just short of the dais, dropped to her knees, spread her knees wide, and bowed her head submissively. The courtiers and ministers stirred, sounding their approval. Despite the humiliation that boiled just below the surface, she felt her insides turn into a hot mess. Her sex clenched tight, and started to ache.
            "You called, master?"
            "I did," he said. "Witch. Would you be so kind as to show us all your amazing tongue magic, applied to my dick?"
            He, of course, had to pick the most submissive, most humiliating act. Even so, something stirred within. Over the decades she'd developed a sick love of being humiliated like that. She could see the desire in the eyes of the audience. They all wanted her so badly it hurt, and she always did her best to put on an arousing performance to give them all blue balls.
            "It will be my pleasure, master," she purred, mouth beginning to water as she started crawling up the steps.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 7
 
            "Shhhh." Dorothy giggled, leading the soldier up the stairs. "Don't make a scene, Fredder."
            Technically, the Ozian soldier had already made a scene down in the common room. In front of God and the world, he stood up in the middle of the room, kissed her long and passionately, and then led Dorothy to the stairs by the hand. Every single person in the common room watched them. It was so humiliating, and so exciting at the same time.
            "I've never been this bad before," she said. "I've always been a good girl."
            "You're not just good, Silver," he said. Fredder pulled her back into his strong arms. "You're the best."
            He claimed her lips again, pushed her back against the wall, and opened her mouth with his. Their tongues danced, and their hands roamed. One of his hands slipped under her shorts for a big handful of bare butt cheek, but she barely noticed since the other hand was fondling a tit.
            Dorothy could feel her wits slipping away, even as the heat inside grew and grew. Her sex throbbed, so hungry for satisfaction. She writhed against the wall as his lips explored her lips, neck, and shoulders. The hand down her shorts slipped over into her butt crack, his fingertips sliding across her anus and sending a sexy jolt up into her body.
            "Oh baby," she gasped out. "You're making me crazy."
            Fredder untied her shirt, and then pushed her sports bra up above her breasts. He smothered her boobs with kisses, his whiskers scraping painfully across the silky smooth skin.
            "Oh God yes," she cried softly when he pinched and rolled a hard, erect nipple.
            She tried to remember the last time she had sex. Had it been thirty, forty years? Maybe longer?
            One of the Uzis banged against the wall.
            "Oh," she cried, a fear of one of her weapons firing unexpectedly, rattling the young beauty. "Oh my, here we are making a scene again. Hurry, my room's not far."
            "What are these…things?"
            "Good luck charms," she said. "They are big mojo, baby. They protect innocent young things like me from big brutes like you, so you can't take unfair advantage of my pure innocence."
            "They don't work very well, do they?"
            "Not at the moment."
            Dorothy giggled, gave him a quick peck on the cheek, and ducked out of his grasp. Taking him by the hand, she backed up the stairs. They were almost to the top anyway, so she quickly got him into her room. She immediately divested herself of both Uzis and pistols.
            Fredder grabbed her before she could strip. He'd already taken off his tunic. His chest was smooth and muscular, and so hot to the touch. She offered her lips, and he eagerly accepted her generous offer.
            Moaning and groaning, they kissed, nibbled, and snuggled as each fumbled with the other's clothes. Dorothy managed to get him stripped down to just his boots, while she was still wearing her shorts and stilettos.
            "Hey now, the nothing but shoes look only works for girls," she teased, pushing him back upon the bed. Dorothy quickly yanked off his dirty boots. "Better."
            She gave him a little wiggle and giggle dance, before slowly peeling off her short-shorts. She left the shoes on after he gave them a sexy look that made his cock stand at attention. So she made him scoot up into the middle of the bed, before she sensually crawled up over him.
            "Mmmm," she moaned, kissing, licking, and nibbling her way slowly up his powerful legs. Fredder squirmed and gasped, watching her intently. "You are such a magnificent man."
            "Not as magnificent as your feminine charms," he replied. His eyes widened when she reached his crotch and wrapped a delicate hand around his rock hard shaft. "God, woman, you are so sexy."
            "Oh, baby, baby," she purred, and then kissed the head of his dick. She caught and held his eyes. "I'm going to make you scream my name."
            Dorothy rolled her hot, wet tongue around and around his sensitive penis tip, and even teased the piss hole with the tip of her tongue. She loved the way he gasped and cried out, while jerking and jumping. Such a sensitive man.
            Her late husband had been just as sensitive, and loved being tormented like that. So she gave Fredder the best head ever, before opening wide and going down on him. Dorothy fondled his big, hairy balls while bobbing up and down his shaft, sucking and working her tongue the whole time. Fredder gasped and squirmed, burying his fingers deep in her long brown hair.
            When she felt his cock swell, Dorothy knew he was about to blow. So she tried to pull off. Fredder wasn't having it, and palmed the back of her head and forced her all the way back down. Before she knew it, the young beauty's lips were wrapped around the base of his cock, eyes wide in surprise.
            "Ahhh," Fredder cried, releasing a mouthful and then some of hot seed. "Swallow it, Silver. Every drop."
            Dorothy swallowed.
            After he released her head, Dorothy sat back on his legs and gave him a disapproving look. It was hard to be mad at the man. He looked so damned happy and satisfied. Even her dramatic sigh failed to diminish his joy.
            "You're a pig," she said.
            "So I've been told," Fredder said, winking at her. "Over and over and over again."
            She wrapped a hand around his cock, and started stroking. "How much time do I have to enjoy myself?"
            "I can stay hard all night long for you, baby," he said.
            "Good answer."
            The beautiful brunette began kissing and nibbling her way up his body, hands touching him, marveling at this rock hard body. He was such a powerful man. She'd never slept with anyone that muscular and physically powerful. It was more of a thrill than she ever dreamed it would be. 
            "Where are you from, Fredder?" Dorothy asked. "Winkie Country?"
            "No. I'm Ozian as pure as we come."
            "So you're from Emerald City?"
            "Well, actually I'm from a small village near the border with Quadling Country, but it has always been firmly under the control of Emerald City," he said. "But then, King Scarecrow rules every land now. The Ozian Empire is great and power, like the Wizard himself."
            "Wow, that's impressive," she said, now snuggled up to kiss and nibble his neck. His bold hands were roaming her body, making her skin tingle and other things, too. Then both hands grabbed her butt and squeezed firmly. "Oh yes." One hand slipped down between her wide-spread legs, and started stroking her slick folds. "Oooooh."
            Dorothy struggled. His pussy strokes quickly evolved into firm circles around her increasingly sensitive, throbbing pussy. The smirk on his face said he knew exactly what he was doing to her body, mind, and emotions. But she had a task to perform first.
            "I'm… I'm…a visitor…oooh…to your nation," she gasped out. "I've heard…heard so much about Oz and your…ooooh, yes…your great and powerful Wizard. Is it true he is really just a real scarecrow?"
            "Yes," Fredder said. He rolled Dorothy over onto her back, and lay beside her as he continued to masturbate her from a better angle. At the same time, he kissed and sucked on her erect nipples. "But he found magic, and has since made himself mostly human."
            "Mostly?"
            Fredder shrugged. "That's what I heard. I don't know exactly what it means."
            A finger slipped between her folds, plunging in deep inside the gasping beauty. She cried out, back bowing. A second finger joined the first, both pumping in and out while his thumb pressed against her clit and rubbed even harder.
            Dorothy looked incredulously at him. No one's ever done that. Her entire body trembled as he pushed her closer and closer to nirvana.
            "Do you serve one of his great generals, Lion or Tin Woodman?"
            "Wow. I haven't heard those names since history class back in my school days," Fredder replied. "Lion broke with the King first, taking up with the slut Witch of the North, Locasta, and carving out his own little kingdom. I don't know what happened to Tin Woodman, but his Iron Brigade of tin men still serves the Wizard loyally."
            Dorothy wanted to know more, but his hand was driving her mad. Her vagina clamped down around his fingers, and she felt that rush to climax begin. Her back bowed, head rocking back and forth, Dorothy screamed as her body exploded with the most insane pleasure imaginable. Fredder laughed and held her down as she bucked and writhed.
            "Oooh, baby, that was the best," she whispered breathlessly.
            Dorothy was too exhausted to object when the soldier rolled atop her, forcing her legs wider. Still huffing and puffing, belly quivering with the aftershocks of orgasm, she watched her lover guide his erection straight into her throbbing pussy.
            "That's not going to fit," she whispered.
            Her vagina remained clamped down tight after her orgasm. It would take a while for it to relax. Fredder didn't seem interested in waiting. She watched his helmet-shaped penis head push into and vanish inside her, and then he thrust hard and deep.
            "Uggh!" she cried.
            "Did that hurt?"
            "Yes," she groaned. He was huge, and stretched her out beyond anything she'd ever known. "Don't stop."
            "I thought you said it hurt?"
            "It hurts good," Dorothy said. Her arms and legs wrapped around him, and she dragged her nails across his back to make his back bow. "Keep going. Fuck me, baby."
            "Yes. You're a wild one, Silver," he said and began thrusting.
            Fredder was good. He was more than good. That soldier used his cock to perfection, thrusting its full length and breadth into her, not just small fast thrusts. It wasn't long before he had her grunting and crying out with every long, deep thrust.
            The soldier held her down on the bed as he took his pleasure of her tight young body. Dorothy was delirious with pleasure. In all of her life, it had rarely been more than a snuggle, a suck, and the Deed. And then it was over. Oh, on their anniversary or his birthday, she'd do all kinds of kinky things like lick him all over, or they would do it doggie-style or something. She had performed most sex acts, but not more than two in a night.
            "Oh Fredder!" she cried when that rush to climax hit her again. "Oh baby. Oh Fredder! Fredder!"
            He suddenly thrust all of the way in and held it. She felt warmth rushing into her, knowing he was filling her with his seed. That pushed her over the top, and pure pleasure erupted deep within. Dorothy bucked and writhed, crying out, "FREDDER!"
            "Ha," he said, looking so self-satisfied. "I made you scream my name."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 8
 
            Bluish-gray bubbles began returning. King Scarecrow's show of power was long over, and he was discussing the next campaign against Lion's army. That army of fierce shifters had proven too much for the Ozian Royal Army so far, since each shifter had proven equal to three Ozian soldiers. 
            "It is always the same problem, your Majesty," Glinda said, weary of the endless planning. "The Royal Army has the manpower to overwhelm Lion's host, but to assemble such an army will require stripping all of our garrisons down to skeleton detachments. So you risk small local rebellions, if not civil war."
            Scarecrow gave her a hostile look. "Yes, I know."
            "So it's simple," she said. "Decide if you are willing to take that risk just to crush Lion and bring his lands under your thumb. If not, then forget about him. Lion's tiny kingdom is no threat to the Ozian Empire." She gave the generals a cool look. "The real threat is from the Four Witches. If you show the tiniest sign of weakness, they will all pounce."
            Technically, the Cardinal Witches of North, South, East, and West were sworn subjects of King Scarecrow. Glinda headed the Witches' Council that all witches in the lands had to obey. Only Glinda, Wanda, Diana, Jezebelle, and Olivia were on the Council that met four times a year in the Royal Palace. One of the Witches was always on duty with the Royal Army in the field during war. None of them enjoyed that duty, especially the two Good Witches.
            The Witches also ruled over their countries as Scarecrow's viceroys. They held Court, backed up the local garrisons with their magic, and generally kept the peace any way they saw fit. And it was an uneasy peace at best, since neither side could completely conquer the other. It was only the alliance between the Wizard and Glinda that gave him the upper-hand, and allowed Scarecrow to rule all of the lands of Oz.
            Scarecrow couldn't subjugate the other Witches like he did Glinda, because another Witch would rise up and usurp her just like Diana overthrew Glinda. The Land and Magic demanded Balance. Still, Scarecrow plotted to subjugate Wanda and Olivia, the two most powerful, in the hopes Witches of lesser power would rise in their places.
            Glinda did not think it would end well.
            She glanced up at all of the bubbles floating near the ceiling. They carried the responses to her bulletins. None of them pulsed with urgency, so were negative replies. Glinda considered them more of an annoyance than anything, especially since she'd rather be up in her conjuring chamber looking for Dorothy.
            "The Witches are all cowed, sorceress," General Tok said in a superior tone. He was a big sourpuss of a man, more lean than muscular. He rose to the top with his keen mind, not from any brawn in battle. The noble Winkie always rubbed her the wrong way. "The Royal Army is now the great power in the land."
            "Don't underestimate the Witches," she replied. "Or it will be your undoing, sir."
            He just harrumphed.
            That condescending, dismissive reply hit the once Good Witch like a rock to the head. Her jaw dropped, before snapping shut under blazing blue eyes. She was still naked, and knew that diminished her "presence," so Glinda lifted her wand and gave it a twirl. A bright white halo appeared above her head, and slowly descended to bathe her in blinding whiteness. When the light and halo faded away, the Witch was dressed in a splendid white gown, accessorized with pastel purple, blue, and pink. The faceted gemstones all over her body seemed to sparkle with extra intensity.
            The generals all looked suitably impressed by her melodramatic display.
            Scarecrow watched them with undisguised wicked glee. She didn't understand why he loved turmoil and infighting so much. It had to be the vile magic that corrupted his heart and mind. His magic power was also his curse. If she could just figure out the source of his magic…
            Glinda locked eyes with General Tok. She held his gaze as she slowly descended from the dais. He was a good head and a half taller, but he seemed like such a tiny man to her. There was a certain visceral pleasure at seeing him swallow hard.
            "I can kill your soul," Glinda said quite softly. "And feed it to demons."
            He stepped back, face pale. She smiled cruelly.
            "I can kill your entire army with a wave of the hand," she continued. "The only reason another Witch hasn't destroyed you with magic is due to Our protection. Without the Wizard and me to back your pathetic little men up the Witches would have obliterated you all seventy years ago."
            "I beg your pardon, Great One," General Tok said. "I misspoke. No insult was intended."
            "I doubt that," she said. "But you are still useful, so I'll allow you to live a little longer. Pray you don't fail King Scarecrow again, General. Pray hard."
            Five more little bluish-gray bubbles came into the throne room through the walls. One of them was pulsing rapidly. Her breath caught. 
            Lifting her hand, she called, "To me."
            That message bubble flew to her extended, open palm in a flash. Glinda gave it a little poke, bursting the bubble with a long fingernail and releasing the message.
            "Great One, greetings. I am Captain Quence of Fort Jol, in Oogaboo. A young woman matching that description entered the village this evening. We didn't get her name, but she is staying the night in the local inn. What are your orders?"
            Glinda looked at Scarecrow. He grinned.
            "Go get her," King Scarecrow commanded. He ran his tongue over inch-long fangs. "Bring Dorothy to me. I will bind her to my will, and then use her to further my power."
            Not if I get those shoes off her feet, Glinda thought. But aloud, "Yes, master. I will leave now."
            Glinda spun around and strode across the vast throne room. Her heels clacked loudly on the dark green marble as courtiers scrambled to get out of her way. She muttered spells as she walked, calling up a more suitable flying carpet. It flew up to the soaring double doors just as she arrived.
            The flying carpet settled on the floor, and she stepped to the middle of it. The carpet was one of the larger, long distance flying carpets. It was mostly white, with lots of lovely pastel pinks and purples. It was her favorite carpet, so she knelt in the middle of it and looked around with pleasure.
            "Take me to Fort Jol in Oogaboo," she commanded. Her baby blues narrowed. "I can't wait to get reacquainted with Dorothy Gale of Kansas."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 9
 
            Dorothy's eyes popped open. She listened intently. Was there some kind of threat? She had a terrible feeling of impending doom. And then she realized what woke her up.
            Did my shoes vibrate?
            Which brought up the fact she fell asleep before she removed her shoes, and her feet were not happy. They needed some relief. But first, her bladder needed attention even more.
            She'd curled up on her side after sex, with Sergeant Fredder spooning her. The air outside their covers was cold, so she hesitated leaving that wonderful place. Dorothy seriously considered going back to sleep and worrying about her aching bladder later.
            Her shoes vibrated again. 
            What the hell?
            The young brunette lifted her head and looked around the room. No threat to be seen or heard. The inn gave an occasional creak or groan, as older wooden buildings were wont to do. With crazy shoes hurting her feet and a demanding bladder, Dorothy eased out from her perfect little place.
            I forgot how cold it can get in the mountains at night, she thought.
            Dorothy looked under the bed. Nothing there. So she looked all around and found the chamber pot under the open window. Fredder must've moved it over when he got up to use it earlier. Thank goodness, too, since the smell coming out of it was horrendous. She held her breath as much as possible as she squatted over it.
            As soon as she finished, Dorothy picked up the pot and leaned out the window, slowly pouring its contents out on the already muddy ground below. Movement caught her eyes. The garrison gate swung open and a stream of dark shapes flooded out. They were moving up the street with some urgency.
            She paused in the window, head cocked, and watched for a minute. They were halfway to the inn when she noticed most of them had drawn their swords and they weren't headed for the palisades, but toward the inn. Her breath caught.
            "Are they coming for...," she muttered, cut off when her shoes vibrated again. "…Me?"
            Her first instinct was to wake Fredder. Then she remembered he was one of them. So with heart pounding in her ears, she found her clothes scattered on the floor and dressed. A boom at the front door reverberated through the inn just as she tied the shirt closed.
            "What the hell was that?" Fredder asked, sitting up and looking around. He spotted Dorothy fully dressed. "Are you leaving? This is your room, and the village gate won't let anyone out until morning."
            Dorothy froze in the middle of buckling her pistol belt. What could she tell him? Should she say anything? Then countless heavy footsteps on the stairs reached her. Really, it sounded more like rolling thunder come up for her.
            "I have to go!"
            She quickly strapped the katana diagonally across her back, with the two Uzi shoulder straps crisscrossed over her shoulders. And that's when someone kicked the door open. 
            "Halt in the name of the King!"
            "Bye-bye, Fredder!" Dorothy cried. "It's been fun."
            Her fingers found the Uzi triggers, and she pulled both three times for quick five-round bursts. Ratta-tat-tat-tat! Ratta-tat-tat-tat! Men screamed and shouted, but mostly they ducked and scattered. More came. A lot more. Ratta-tat-tat-tat! Ratta-tat-tat-tat! There was no way she'd get out that door, so she looked out the window. The street was empty.
            Dorothy quickly tossed her pack out the window, before she straddled the window sill and double-checked her landing spot. She turned back to the room to fire off suppressive fire, aiming above their heads this time. Ratta-tat-tat-tat! Ratta-tat-tat-tat! And then she jumped. Rolling upon impact, she was quickly back on her feet, snatching up her pack, and running for dear life.
            Soldiers flooded out of the inn after her. She released the Uzis to flop and bang against her as she ran. It proved remarkably difficult to run while carrying an unwieldy pack, which seemed unreasonably heavy at the moment. She pulled a pistol as she ran, because they didn't waste as much ammo.
            She ducked behind another large structure, used the wall to steady her aim, and took five shots into the center of the dark mass of soldiers chasing her. Five men fell with cries of surprise and agony. The others scattered, but continued toward her. Holstering the pistol and shouldering the knapsack, she looked around and spotted a ladder up to the catwalk atop the wooden palisades.
            Heading for the ladder, Dorothy ran for all she was worth. Soldiers swarmed through the village. There was a cluster of round, dome-shaped huts between her and the village defensive walls. The soldiers' families lived in most of them, along with the other people who tended to follow armies. Faster soldiers quickly got between her and the ladder.
            Dorothy veered to the left, racing between the huts. A soldier charged her to the right, and without thinking she pulled the katana and engaged. He was big and strong, but had never fought anyone trained in Kendo. Despite her having not practiced in decades, her body remembered enough. She parried his straight sword, ducked and spun to the right, and brought her blade down to split his head in two.
            "Oh my god, what have I done?"
            Shooting men at a distance had bothered her, but nothing like killing a man with her hands. It was up close and very personal, and even in the dark she could see copious amounts of blood. Her stomach surged and rolled, and then dinner came up. She puked three times, but then heard more soldiers running toward her.
            "I'm so sorry!" she cried, and took off running, sword in hand. Shouting, "Leave me alone! I don't want to hurt anyone!"
            Suddenly, a big dark shape was before her. She spotted his long blade, thrusting straight at her heart. Dorothy parried it aside, spun and slammed a foot into his belly. As he bent over in pain, she brought her knee up into his face. That stunned him, so she finished him off by bringing her sword's pommel down on his head.
            Dorothy reached the ladder, but noticed two soldiers up on the catwalk, one to either side. They were running toward her. She sheathed her sword and scrambled up. Pulling a pistol and aiming for the shoulder, she shot one soldier, and then the other. 
            "Sorry!"
            Vaulting over the wall, she screamed as she realized too late that the palisades were pretty high. They might only be ten feet tall, but she fell into the dry moat. She hit the ground and rolled to the bottom. Dorothy lay there a moment, body aching. There was a lot of angry shouting on the other side of the wall. Soon dark heads began to appear above her. They crowded atop the palisades to look for her, and quickly spotted her.
            "Get bows and spears!" someone command. "Quickly, before she escapes!"
            "That's my cue," she muttered. "I should've thought all of this out better."
            Dorothy rolled to her feet, struggled up out of the moat, and then headed for the woods. She felt much better about her chances once the dark shadows of the forest enveloped her. Still, she didn't slow or falter. The young woman moved as quickly as she could. Before she knew it, Dorothy reached the road following the river.
            She turned and ran downstream.
            Just as she slowed from exhaustion, Dorothy heard a familiar sound. A frightening sound. Horses.
            "Dammit all," she said, stopping to huff and puff, hands on knees. "I'm not made for this desperate lifestyle."
            Hurrying back into the woods, she stopped and dropped to a knee just inside the treeline. The night shadows would hide her and give her a chance to study her pursuit as they passed by. And they didn't make her wait long.
            "That's odd," she whispered. 
            There were five horsemen, and one man running before them on foot. It only took her a second to realize he was a tracker. So she lifted an Uzi, took careful aim, and tracked him in her sights as he came down the road. Her finger tightened on the trigger when he stopped at the same spot that she stopped to rest.
            The tracker pointed at the ground, then pointed all around, and finally followed her footsteps up into the trees. She grimaced, but couldn't pull the trigger.
            "I will kill you all with thunder and lightning!" Dorothy shouted, leapt out of the woods, and opened fire. She aimed above their heads, and thankfully that proved enough. The horses reared up, screaming in fear. All five riders were tossed, and their mounts turned to run back to the garrison. Dorothy leapt forward and grabbed the reins of a big gray.
            Dorothy easily mounted the horse, who was still gripped in panic. She expertly calmed him, while keeping an eye on the soldiers. Once her new mount was still, she leaned over and pointed an Uzi at the wide-eyed soldiers.
            "Tell your commander that I am a powerful witch," she snarled as menacingly as possible. "And I will eat the souls of any soldiers I catch pursuing me. GO!"
            She fired two rounds, and they took off running.
            Her horse began bucking again, so she took control. Reining him around, she kicked him into a full run. Dorothy ran that horse to exhaustion, and then dismounted and walked him until he was rested. All the while, she kept a close eye behind them. Ozians as a whole were afraid of witches, but soldiers were anything but common. They might still pursue her.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 10
 
            Utter chaos reigned in the garrison below. Glinda rested atop her flying carpet. It was a grueling three hour flight up from Emerald City. Flying carpets weren't created to go faster than fifty miles per hour, but Glinda and the greater Witches could push the speed up pretty high. It took all she had, but the Witch made the fifteen hundred mile flight in record time. Unfortunately, it left her spent, trembling, and panting.
            Glinda watched the activity below while recovering. She didn't like anyone to see her as anything but the great and powerful Witch. Nothing could obviously strain, stress, or rattle her. Perception was everything, so she had to keep up appearances even when inconvenient.
            "Dorothy, you little minx," she whispered. "You've always had a talent for stirring things up." 
            Her body quickly cooled in the crisp mountain air. Channeling magic was a dangerous thing, and it could burn an unwary witch up. Glinda had seen the burnt out husks of witches who lost control of their magic. Towards the end of that flight, she'd worried that she'd pushed it too hard and wouldn't be able to clamp off the surging power when she arrived.
            "Time to claim my prize," she said, and willed the flying carpet down into the garrison.
            Men cried out and pointed as she descended. She adjusted her flight to land in the middle of the parade field, which was in the middle of the garrison. The headquarters building was the closest structure, and she noticed several men come out and stand at attention.
            The flying carpet stopped a few inches above the ground. Glinda looked around at all of the men standing at attention. Several had bloody bandages on arms or legs. Then one of them saluted her, telling the Witch he was the commander. She locked eyes with him, held them, and then gave a barely perceptible nod.
            "Captain Quence?"
            "Yes, Great One," he said. "We are honored by your visit."
            "Of course you are," she said, rising to her feet with sensual grace.
            Glinda stepped off the flying carpet and walked past him. She went straight into the headquarters. All Royal Army garrisons and structures were laid out the same. There was a small orderly room just inside the door, and a much larger staff room to the left. The garrison's commanding officers had offices to the right. Glinda turned and entered the staff briefing chamber.
            She paused just inside the door. A large table dominated in the middle, with a map of Oogaboo atop it. Numerous chairs lined all four walls. The Witch located the largest chair, pointed her wand at it, and gave it a twirl. The chair began to glow, so she made a jabbing motion to capture it, and then swept her hand toward the far wall. All of the chairs against that wall slid across the floor to crash into the side walls, while her chair moved to the center of the far wall.
            A suitable throne, she thought as she walked gracefully towards it. Considering the circumstances.
            The Witch stopped and stood before her chair while the garrison officers filed in behind her. Captain Quence stood front and center, awaiting her pleasure. All were fully armed and armored, but there was none of the confident arrogance she usually saw in military men. A few were filthy, and looked like they'd been in a losing fight.
            Well met, Dorothy, she thought.
            She graced them all with an approving smile, and sat. Glinda was hyperaware of their eyes watching her every move and gesture, whether she smiled or frowned. So she carefully adjusted her clothes to lie perfectly, crossed her long legs, and finally looked at Captain Quence. 
            "I assume you captured the criminal," she said. "Bring her to me."
            Glinda couldn't wait to see Dorothy's reaction to her. Did her old friend know anything about her situation? If so, would the Kansas girl be glad to see her, or afraid? Anticipation had Glinda's skin tingling.
            "Well, Great One," Captain Quence said, and then hesitated. He looked to the men on his left and right, before turning back to her. She could see fear in his eyes. "We haven't exactly taken her into custody yet."
            Her blood turned cold. The casual smile vanished from her face, and the Witch frowned. That was not the answer she expected.
            "Do tell?" she replied, studying the Army officer. "Are you having some difficulty placing an eighty-seven year old woman in custody? Is she really putting up that much of a fight?" 
            "Well… Eighty-seven?" Captain Quence said. He turned to a lieutenant to his left. "Sameron, didn't you said she was a young woman?"
            "Yes, sir. She looked late teens to early twenties to me," Lieutenant Sameron said, nodding vigorously. He turned to Glinda. "Great One, maybe she isn't the woman you are seeking. The woman I saw was a dark-haired beauty, though she was wearing silver shoes."
            "Come to me," Glinda commanded.
            She stood, and he dropped to one knee before her. The Witch leaned over his upturned face, and drew a rune upon his forehead with her wand, before she pressed her forehead to it. His memories flowed into her mind in a rush. Her spell specified the memories she wanted, so Glinda saw what he saw as Dorothy rode up to the village gate.
            "Oh my, she is quite a beauty," Glinda whispered.
            Long bare legs, busty, and gorgeous brown hair pulled back into long pigtails, tied off by long blue ribbons. Her face was stunning, and she had a sassy presence about her. The Witch could see the child she remembered in the adult before her mind's eyes. It was Dorothy Gale.
            After hearing their exchange, and seeing how Dorothy purposely confused him after giving her name, she released Lieutenant Sameron from the spell. He staggered back to his previous spot before her as she returned to her throne.
            "That was interesting," Glinda said. Then she leveled cool eyes on the commander. "Where is Dorothy at this moment?"
            "She escaped over the walls, Great One," he replied, face flushed. "In our defense, we weren't told she is a witch."
            "A witch? Why do you say she is a witch?"
            "Um, she said she was, Great One. And she used magical weapons on us," he said. "Fire and thunder, were her words, I'm told." He held out a hand. There was a small gray object in it. "Her weapons hit us with these odd lead arrowheads." 
            Glinda pointed her wand at it, and drew the appropriate rune. The bullet rose up and flew to her outstretched hand. She paused to examine it. The "arrowhead" was indeed lead, but shaped more like a thick mushroom.
            "Where did you get this?"
            "We dug it out of one of my men's legs," he said. "Most of the magic arrows passed all of the way through our flesh, but the few that remained look like that."
            "Interesting. I've never seen anything like it before," Glinda muttered. "But Dorothy's a witch?"
            The fact she escaped was disturbing enough, but she fought her way through some of the Empire's best troops. Dorothy wasn't a bumbling little girl anymore. 
            "Did anyone else engage with Dorothy?"
            "She sold her horse to the stable owner, rented a room at the inn," Captain Quence said. He gave her a weak smile and shrug. "And Sergeant Fredder bedded her."
            Glinda's breath caught. That was unexpected. Dorothy had changed a lot. The girl she remembered was quite moral, and even prudish by Ozian standards. Maybe her sassy demeanor with Lieutenant Sameron wasn't a front after all.
            "Bring them to me," she commanded. "I wish to interview everyone who spoke with Dorothy." 
            While they waited, Captain Quence detailed all he was doing to hunt Dorothy down and capture her. They knew she was on the trade road heading downriver, and there was another trade road bisecting it a day's ride away. The other road went down into Winkie Country and the Thursk Desert, so he didn't think she'd take that route.
            "This is Yader, the innkeeper, Great One," a Sergeant said as he led a rotund man into the briefing room. Yader looked mid-thirties, with a dark mass of curly hair. He hesitantly approached the Witch. "He rented Dorothy a room and served her food, so spoke to her as much as anyone."
            Yader stood before Glinda trembling in his nightshirt. She frowned at him. There was a time no man trembled before her, since she was renowned for her kindness and generosity. But thanks to Scarecrow, she was no longer the all-powerful Good Witch of the South. Now she was the Wizard of Oz's pet enforcer, the Imperial Witch.
            "Don't be afraid, good sir," Glinda said with her most soothing voice. "Neither I nor these soldiers will harm you. I just need to know if Dorothy said anything about where she's been, where's she's headed, or what she thought about the kingdom."
            "She didn't speak much to me," he said. "She asked for room and board, and complimented my shepherd's stew." He frowned. "Well, she did say my beer tasted watered down, but she said that to Sergeant Fredder. I overheard."
            He wasn't worth mindreading. His fear would make the spellcasting harder anyway, and she was still tired from the flight up. Soldiers led an elderly man into the room at that time, so she had someone else to interview. 
            Glinda gave Yader a penny. "Thank you. That is all."
            He bowed and thanked her profusely, all the while backing away quickly. Yader then turned and rushed out. The elderly man was brought forward to face her.
            "This is the stable owner, Great One," a soldier said. "His name is Old Vik."
            Old Vik squinted at her a long second. His eyes took her in rather boldly, but she just smiled. He was too cute for her to be angry. Besides, old men were given a pass on most things bordering on inappropriate.
            "Are you Glinda of the South?"
            "I am Glinda Upland."
            His smile was big and glorious. "I met you when I was just a wee lad of five. I thought you were the most beautiful creature in all creation, and I still do. You haven't aged a day, Great One."
            That last sentence was spoken with more than a little wistfulness. So she engaged him in polite conversation a moment, before asking about his dealings with Dorothy. That made him agitated.
            "They took my horse," he said, glancing angrily at Lieutenant Sameron. "He says the girl stole it, so I have to give it back. I paid fifteen pounds for that beast and his tack. I can't afford to lose that much money. How do I get my money back?"
            Glinda pulled a small red purse off her belt and opened it. Old Vik watched eagerly as she pulled out a roll of money. She peeled off three five pound notes, and then added a forth.
            "And a little something for your trouble, sir," she said, handing him the money. "My apologies if you were inconvenienced in any way." Glinda looked at the soldiers escorting the old man. "Take him home."
            "Sergeant Fredder is the last person we know about that spoke with the criminal," Captain Quence said, indicating a fidgeting soldier.
            "Come to me," Glinda said, rising from her chair. Sergeant Fredder took a knee before her. "I understand you not only spoke with Dorothy, but seduced her."
            "Well, Great One, she said her name was 'Silver' and she really seduced me," he said, giving her a weak smile.
            "Interesting," she said. The Witch drew a rune on his forehead. "Relax."
            Glinda pressed her forehead to his, and the memories rushed in. That first sight of Dorothy as he entered the inn, and the very interested look she gave him. The Witch felt his excitement as if it was her own, making her breath catch. Warmth flowed through her as his excitement built during their conversations, kissing, snuggling, and lots of drinking. She got the impression Dorothy was trying to get the soldier drunk. She was quite clever in the way she pumped him for information, while disguising it in a way to make him think it was all about him. 
            And then they started up to the room. It got intense halfway up the stairs, and she was sure Fredder was going to take Dorothy up against the wall, in the stairwell. But she beguiled him, and manipulated him to perfection, luring the Sergeant up to her room. And then it got crazy.
            It was as if both of them lost control of their libidos. Maybe Dorothy wasn't just using her feminine wiles on him. Maybe she really was as horny as the soldier. Before Glinda could steel her emotions for what was coming, those two were all over each other, touching, groping, sucking, nibbling. Glinda cried out softly when Dorothy went down on Fredder, feeling his pleasure in her own sex.
            When Sergeant Fredder's memory of mounting Dorothy, and coming deep inside her, hit Glinda, her body mirrored his and erupted with divine pleasure. She had to grab his shoulders to steady herself. Before she broke off their connection, she heard Dorothy continuing her careful prodding for information. So she stayed with it until Fredder fell asleep with her.
            "That was…" she whispered, sitting back on her throne a little breathless. "Interesting, and very informative. Thank you, Sergeant. You may leave."
            Glinda was grateful the spell was one way. Fredder had no idea what she was receiving, so hopefully didn't realize she'd climaxed every time he had in his memories. That was three times.
            "Captain Quence, I will take it from here," Glinda said, rising to her feet. "Carry on with your normal duties. Dorothy is now my problem."
            The Witch bit her lip, thinking about all of the things Dorothy did with, and to, Fredder. She had skills. Skills Glinda knew how to exploit to the max. 
            It's going to be such a joy, Glinda thought, eyes narrowing. Breaking you, Dorothy Gale.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 11
 
            Clouds moved across the moon, plunging the road into greater darkness. Dorothy reined in her horse, bringing him to a slow walk. It wasn't easy to see the road, and she wasn't sure horses saw any better than people. Even worse, the road was half-washed out in places, and otherwise pretty rough and rocky.
            "I'll be shit out of luck if you turn up lame," she muttered and patted his neck.
            As best she could tell, not having a watch or anything, she'd been on the run for three or four hours. It was still full dark, with no sign of sunrise approaching. It could be anywhere between midnight and four in the morning.
            She knew she was in Oogaboo, and it was a tiny kingdom in the far northwest of the lands of Oz. Emerald City was still a good distance away, but she wasn't sure exactly how far. She'd never thought much about actual distance during her previous visit. It didn't seem like that large of a place back then. Yet, she had a feeling of vastness. Those mountains alone seemed immense, and higher than any she'd seen before.
            Dorothy knew the river and road were going westward, but she wasn't sure if that was with a northern or southern tilt. She needed to go south, and then east. Emerald city was in the middle, with the four Countries surrounding it.
            "Okay, old boy, we're going to – "
            Whoosh!
            "What the hell?"
            Something swooped down upon her, and barely missed hitting her in the head. She looked around for a bird, or flying monkey. There was a sense of bigness about it, but it was too dark to find what attacked her.

            A dark shape caught her eye. It was flying over the river, swinging around back toward her. It only took a second to realize it was someone on a flying carpet. Before her mind could fully process that, the flying carpet was bearing down upon her. She had a glimpse of a woman's shadowy silhouette, long hair whipping behind her, and then the carpet smashed into her.
            "Bitch," Dorothy cried upon impact with the ground. "Oh, that hurt."
            Her mount went galloping down the road, leaving her far behind. She cursed under her breath as she struggled to her feet. It only took a moment to locate the flying carpet.
            "A Witch," she muttered. "Wicked Witch of the West, I guess. Though, this is the Good Witch of the North's Country. I think."
            Oogaboo was always disputed territory. North and West both claimed it, but the residents denied both. Dorothy wondered if there was still a dispute now that the Empire controlled the tiny kingdom.
            "That's got to be West," she said. "I can't imagine a Good Witch just attacking like that without so much as a who the hell are you?"
            The Witch turned toward her. Dorothy started to pull a pistol, but stopped and rethought her tactics. It would be hard to hit a target moving that fast, but the Uzis would put up enough hot lead to hit her once or twice. Maybe.
            "I have to stop that flying carpet," she said, and pulled the katana. Dorothy dropped into a defensive stance, sword held at the ready. "Come to momma."
            Dorothy braced herself to dart left or right, in case the Witch cast a spell. And that was assuming she could see the spell coming, or at least see her casting it. Unfortunately, the dark mountains in the background helped to hide the incoming Witch. It looked like she was coming in for another smash, too.
            "Perfect," Dorothy said, heart starting to race. The flying carpet raced up to her so fast it was hard to track before it was upon her. "Take THAT!"
            Dorothy swung the razor sharp katana up and forward, as she lunged forward and dropped to a knee. She felt the resistance as the blade sliced through the middle of it. And then it was past her in a flash, with a feminine squeal of surprise.
            She turned just in time to see the two pieces of the carpet fly off in different directions, spinning and swirling crazily, before they crashed into the ground a hundred feet apart. The Witch went screaming straight ahead and vanished into the woods.
            There was a pained grunt, and then silence.
            Should I go in and finish her off? Or run for it?
            Both options held peril. She didn't want to fight toe-to-toe with one of the Cardinal Witches. Of course, it could be a Lesser Witch. Still, she had no defense against magic. Discretion seemed a better option than valor. But if the Witch was still alive, then she would quickly be on the hunt again.
            Some of her Kendo training returned, making her think. Once I chose the Way of the Warrior, I am destined to live and die by the sword.
            That kind of frightened her. Yet, she'd lived a long, full life. That return to Oz was a bonus of sorts. A chance to right a wrong. A wrong placed squarely on her shoulders, despite her not having any idea what was happening in her absence.
            Anger returned, and her hands tightened on the hilt.
            "I better finish her off," she said, throat tight. "If I can."
            The prospect of killing anyone, even a Wicked Witch, set her heart to racing. She'd killed before her return to Oz, but as a child and hadn't entirely understood what it was all about. Besides, she didn't know water would melt the Witch. It seemed so unreal at the time, and everyone was so happy about it.
            "Maybe I can toss her into the river?"
            "That won't work with me, Dorothy." The voice came to her in an angry growl. It sounded vaguely familiar. "I suggest you kneel and submit, or this could be very, very ugly."
            Dorothy waited for the Witch to step out and reveal herself. Nothing. Uncertainty unsettled the farmgirl, so she quickly sheathed her sword and took up both Uzis.
            "Step out and let's discuss it."
            "Funny girl," her mysterious foe said. She didn't sound amused. "I've heard about your battle magic. Set your talismans aside, and then we can speak face-to-face."
            "Good idea. Break your wand in half and toss it out where I can see it, and then I'll set aside my weapons," she replied. "And even then you'll have access to powerful magic. Doesn't seem fair." 
            "Fair? Since when is life fair?" the Witch said. "I can see you, but you cannot see me. I have the advantage already."
            "Good point," Dorothy said. "Die!"
            She opened up with both Uzi submachine guns. The Witch cried out in pain, and fell silent. Didn't matter. Dorothy emptied her magazines, reloaded, and emptied them again. And then she took off running. A wounded Witch was no threat to her, and if she killed her… Well, she'd rather not see a dead body.
 
~**~~**~
 
            Glinda sucked in air furiously. She could feel herself fading away. The prospect of death chilled her to the bone. When the sound of Dorothy's death-dealing talisman ended, she held her breath and listened intently. Would the young woman come into the dark woods to find her, and end her once and for all? Could Dorothy kill her in cold blood like that?
            After only a moment, the Witch heard the sound of running feet. Dorothy had chosen to run away. Thank goodness. Where's my wand?
            She was sprawled out on her back in the thick leaves. Glinda struggled over onto her belly and looked around. Her ivory wand glowed softly about a dozen feet away. She swallowed hard, sucked in a deep breath, and began crawling. The lead arrowheads in her body hurt so badly, yet she couldn't stop. To give up was to die. It wouldn't take much longer to bleed out. Coldness was already starting to creep in. Only her magically fortified body kept her alive so far.
            The closer she got, the harder it became to continue. All she wanted was to get her hands on that wand. She didn't have enough strength of body to channel magic without its help. So slowly she crawled, inch by inch, until her cold fingers finally wrapped around its warm shaft.
            "Yes," she whispered, and rolled over onto her back. Slowly drawing the needed runes in the air, she made sure it was perfect, and magic erupted deep within. Heat flushed through her body, making her cry out and her back bow dramatically. Then she cast the spell again, and again. Dorothy's killer lead was slowly pushed out of her chest and belly, and the many wounds on her arms and legs healed without so much as a scar.
            "That was close. Too close," she gasped out, feeling even more spent than after the flight up from the capital. "I'll have to be more careful next time Dorothy and I tangle."
            It wouldn't be that night, or even the next couple of days. Glinda needed more time to fully recover. She sent tendrils of magic out to look for a good place to hole up while she recovered her strength. Then she looked to the south, steel creeping into her eyes.
            "You will be mine, Dorothy," she whispered. "My wrath will be terrible."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 12
 
            The unguarded gate was flung wide. She reined in and warily looked the wooden palisades over. No guards there, either. Her eyes were drawn back to the gate when a long mule caravan began filing out. The mules' cargos were hidden in large wicker panniers.
            Each mule was led by a man wearing yellow travel robes, their faces covered against the fierce sun and dust. Dorothy also wore one of the yellow Winkie robes, which covered her from head to ankles. It had a veil, too, that protected her nose and mouth from the road dust. The only sign a woman rode the horse was her shiny silver stilettos.
            Even though she'd spent the last three weeks on a dirt trade road, the amount of dirt and dust she faced day in and day out was insane. Most of Winkie Country was semi-arid at best, and there was nothing flat about it. She'd purchased the travel robes at the first trading post she visited, and it was her best buy by far.
            They seriously need to pave their roads.
            Dorothy paused to admire the first paved road she'd seen since her return. It was on the other side of the trading post and was one of the yellow brick paved roads. All yellow brick roads led to Emerald City. She felt a little thrill at finally finding a definite path straight to the capital, and her destiny. The only problem was it ran directly up into the towering mountains to the east.
            She reined the horse over to the side to let the caravan pass when it turned away from the road leading up into the mountains, and headed for the northern part of Winkie Country behind her. Soon a small group of wealthy men rode out with them, all wearing the red of Quadling Country.
            Nudging the horse forward, she watched the caravan warily as she made for the gate and her first real meal in a week. Her stomach grumbled with thoughts of food. But mostly, Dorothy wanted a bath – with soap and hot water like God intended.
            "I'd kiss a flying monkey for a bath," she muttered.
            The caravan had a dozen mounted guards, who also wore red. She felt safe next to a trading post, but she'd learned the roads of Oz were anything but safe. Even "honest" traders would grab a lone rider, especially a woman, and sell her as a slave far, far away. And then there were all of the brigands roaming the land.
            Dorothy reached the gate just as the last mule exited. The trading post was laid out like most, with the main building in the middle, while all of the stables, corrals, farrier's shop, etc lined the defensive walls. In case of attack, the guards would stand on the roofs to fight. She dismounted and led her mount to the water trough in front of the stable. She tied him up there to get his fill.
            "Take care of my baby for me," Dorothy said to the preteen stableboy. She tossed him some green pennies. She winked. "There's a little extra there for you, because I know you'll take extra good care of him for me."
            "Yes, ma'am!"
            After removing her saddle bags, with her Uzis hidden inside, the young woman shouldered her pack and headed to the three-story central structure. It was a half-timbered building with wood shingles and painted about three different shades of yellow. There was a wide porch all of the way around the combination trading post and inn. About a dozen rough looking men lounged there, all watching her intently.
            She ignored the men as best she could, and entered the common room. It took up a third of the ground floor, with the rest being the actual store where she could buy or trade for just about anything she needed. I'll need to get some more tins of trail rations before I head out.
            "Greetings, traveler," a large middle-aged man called. He wore a dirty yellow tunic and trousers. Like the majority of the common people she met, he was barefooted and bearded. "I am your host, Xand. How may we serve you today?"
            "Room, board, and a hot bath," she said. Dorothy dropped her stuff on the floor and pulled off the travel robes. He looked a little surprised at her 21st century American girl outfit. She noticed his eyes found the purse tied next to her pistol belt's buckle. "Not necessarily in that order. I'm called… Silver."
            She hated not being able to use her real name. At two other previous trading posts, she'd casually mentioned names like "Dorothy" and "Tin Woodman" in conversations, and it always got a very negative response. People didn't even like to talk about her and her old friends.
            "I'll get you a plate and start heating up some bath water," Xand said. "Sit anywhere."
            He vanished through a side door. The kitchens were all outdoors at the trading posts. In fact, that was pretty common with homes, too. When she'd asked why, Dorothy was told it was too hot to cook indoors. And it might burn the house down. Yeah, they all cooked on open fires.
            There were only a few others in the common room. It was actually a little hot and stuffy inside, so she assumed the other guests were out on the porch. Everyone watched her remove the katana sword and lay it upon her table. Strangely, no one even glanced at the pistol on her right hip. If they only knew.
            Then she noticed it. A huge map on the floor. She walked over and got herself oriented to read the legend. It looked oddly familiar, but she couldn't quite place it. But a lot of places she'd been and enjoyed were indicated on it.
            "Awesome! A map of Oz," she cried. She could only recall looking at a map of Oz once, and it didn't look anything like that. Same basic shape, but the indicated distances were astronomical compared to the earlier map she saw as a child. "This can't be right."
            She walked across the map painted on the floor, to the northwest corner. There was Oogaboo, though they spelled it Ugabu. It was tiny, and not much bigger than a city on the map. So she moved south and east, until she found the yellow star indicating her present location. Then she moved over to the middle of the map to find a green star labeled as Emerald City.
            "So in three weeks I've traveled about half the way to Emerald City," she said, frowning. "I don't recall Oz being this large seventy odd years ago."
            The owner returned with her plate. She waved him over.
            "Sir, is this a true and accurate map of the lands of Oz?"
            "It is indeed, miss," Xand said. "I have a witch come and update it once a year."
            "But it's so big," Dorothy said. "I've seen maps of Oz, and they show a land many, many times smaller." She pointed at the legend. "According to that, Oz is three thousand miles across."
            "Yes, it is. And, it was," he said, not looking pleased. He sighed. "It is the Wizard of Oz's doing."
            "Aye," another guest said. He sounded disgusted. "He's always tinkering with everything."
            The stranger was white as porcelain, yet just as human as her. He was tall and slim under his red travel robes. He grimaced under her scrutiny.
            "Yes, I am one of the Changed Ones," he snapped. "I used to be a magical being and made of beautiful fine china. Thanks to the Wizard's foul spell, my people are all base humans now."
            "Oh my! The Wizard of Oz did that to you?" she asked. "Why?"
            He shrugged. Xand answered. "Yes. Rumor is King Scarecrow was actually trying to make himself completely human, but lost control of his spell. Almost every non-human race was turned to human. Some were altered in strange ways, like the shifters."
            "Shifters? You mean werewolves?" Dorothy asked.
            "Wolves, bears, lions, you name it," Xand said. "The Wizard's great general, Lion, gathered all of the shifters up and created an unstoppable army. Then when he split from the Wizard, he took his shifters and created his own kingdom over in Munchkin Country. Calls himself the Warlord nowadays."
            "What about the Tin Woodsman?"
            "Nick Chopper? He created and led the infamous Iron Brigade, which is now the King's bodyguards," Xand said. "He vanished right after Lion went off on his own. Some say he is undercover and the Wizard's spymaster. Others say King Scarecrow had him dismembered and his body parts spread all over the land to ensure he never rises again."
            "The only good thing King Scarecrow ever did, if you ask me," the former china man said. "He was a bloody and heartless general. Completely without mercy or compassion."
            The "heartless" comment surprised Dorothy. All the Tin Woodman ever wanted was a heart.
            Dorothy thanked them for their help. It was hard hearing all of those terrible things about her friends. Something had to have happened to turn them all wicked. She suspected magic was involved, and probably a Wicked Witch behind it, too.
            She double-checked the map to ensure the yellow brick road running next to the trading post indeed went straight to Emerald City. It did, but also passed through a place called Kiamo Ko, with the label "Seat of Power of Wicked Witch of the West." Yeah, that wasn't a welcome revelation. The previous Witch's castle was indicated further north, so at least it wouldn't be the same place. She didn't have good memories of her time there.
            As she returned to her table and meal, Dorothy finally figured out what was bothering her about the map. It was an almost perfect representation of the United States of America. The size was right, and the shape was almost perfect. There was Florida and Texas jutting down below. So that meant Emerald City was in… Kansas.
            She stood there and gawked for a long moment. No one in Oz knew anything about America. She'd mentioned she was from America a few times during her trip down from Oogaboo and got no reaction at all. Any reference to Kansas immediately caused drama as the Ozians ranted about Dorothy of Kansas ruining their lives.
            Her meal was delicious. She'd always loved mutton, though her late husband and children all hated it. The veggies with it were undercooked, but she'd noticed that was common in Oz. It did make for crispier veggies, and she was starting to enjoy them more and more.
            By the time she finished eating, and hauled all of her stuff up to her room, Dorothy's bath was ready. That proved to be a luxury second to none for the road-weary young woman. She soaked all of her aches and pains out, and didn't get out until the water became uncomfortably cool. Xand even had her dirty clothes washed while she bathed.
            Finally, bathed and wearing clean clothes, Dorothy was able to relax and enjoy a few beers. She was the only woman staying at the trading post, not counting Xand's wife. She didn't pay for a single beer, and the men were all eager to tell her anything she asked.
            "Tell me about the road up through the mountains, and to Emerald City," she asked. "Anything I should be wary of? Avoid?"
            "Yes," a Munchkin merchant said. "Stay as far away from Wanda as possible."
            "Wanda?"
            "Wanda is the Wicked Witch of the West," he said. "She's as wicked as she is beautiful. And she has a very unnatural taste for pretty young women."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 13
 
            The mighty Winkie Mountains soared above and to the west. Their peaks stood forever snow-capped, jagged, and forbidding. There were many passes through the mountains, most quite treacherous. Glinda only cared about one.
            "Dorothy will cross over on the yellow brick road," the Witch said.
            She stood with a dozen Sa'Kor officers. They were the leaders of her Sa'Kor's military branch. Scarecrow limited her to five thousand Sa'Kor soldiers, but they were still a force to be reckoned with. All were tall, powerful, and quite beautiful warrior women. Most were dark-haired, dark-eyed, but there were a few blondes in that group of senior officers.
            They stood around a table with a mock-up of the pass atop it.
            "You will go in wearing civilian garb, from all four Countries," Glinda said. The Sa'Kor officers before her were all in their standard uniform: steel cuirass molded into the shape of their busty torsos, black leather pants, knee-high boots, and steel bracers. All carried straight swords on their hips. All Sa'Kor soldiers wore their hair in three braids: a pair of smaller ones framing their faces, and a thick braid down their backs. "Lose, or at least hide, your braids. That's a dead giveaway."
            They stirred uneasily. Their warrior braids were sacred in their Warrior Cult.
            "Stand at ease," General Alizan said. The tall brunette looked the other Sa'Kors over with cool green eyes. "We have wigs to hide our braids, as well as travel robes in red, yellow, purple, and blue."
            "No green?" Glinda said, smirking.
            "Never," Alizan said, scowling. And then more conciliatorily, "Green robes always attract too much attention in the Countries."
            Sa'Kor soldiers normally wore red robes or capes. The crests atop officers' helmets were also bright red. All that had to be hidden from Wanda's spies. If the Wicked Witch of the West discovered Glinda's private army in her Country, she'd go crazy. Her Sa'Kors might be amazing warriors, but they were grossly outnumbered by Winkie soldiers.
            As Witch of the West, Wanda was officially Scarecrow's viceroy in Winkie Country. Wanda pledged fealty to King Scarecrow, an oath enforced by powerful magic. She could rebel, but it wouldn't be easy to shrug off that mantel of obedience. Glinda was held by a much more powerful enchantment. Yet, the strawberry blonde Quadling was still Wanda's superior in that she was First Witch on the Witch's Council.
            "Start deploying your troops this afternoon, Alizan," Glinda said. "They are to be sent in a few at a time. Have them get to their assigned positions as quickly as possible. Dorothy Gale cannot be allowed to get past us. I want her delivered to me alive."
            Glinda estimated Dorothy had to be close, if not already in the pass. It was the easiest, most direct path to Emerald City, and if the Kansas farmgirl asked any Winkie how to cross the mountains, they would direct her to the yellow brick road.
            "Keep an eye out for Winkie soldiers," she continued. "I don't think Wanda suspects anything, but she's a crafty bitch. Left to her own devices, she'd divine your presence quickly." The Witch grimaced. "So I'll be paying her a visit. To distract her. Send me a secure bubble as soon as you capture Dorothy. And don't wait for my response. Take her to my castle immediately."
            "Don't forget," Alizan said. "Her shoes are talismans, and she has magical weapons as well. Strip her naked immediately."
            "Starting with her silver shoes," Glinda added.
            "Bind her hand and foot. Blindfold her. Gag her," Alizan said. "And if you cannot get the shoes off her feet, which is a distinct possibility, then keep her feet far apart in a spreader bar."
            "I hear she's quite attractive," one of the captains said. Pasetta was a pretty blonde with a black leather patch over her missing left eye. "Are there any restrictions or conditions we need to know concerning Dorothy's…um…treatment while en route to the castle?"
            Glinda rolled her eyes. "I don't care if she warms your bed, Captain. Just don't kill her. I'll be very, very angry if she dies."
            If Dorothy was to die, it would be by Glinda's hand. The little bitch almost killed her with her weird lead arrowheads. The Witch wanted to ring the secret of her magic weapons out of Dorothy, and then decide her fate. Technically, she'd give her to Scarecrow, which meant Dorothy would end up in his growing harem. Of course, if there was a way to defy her master and keep the young woman for herself…
            "You have your orders," Glinda said, stepping away. "Take command of your army, General Alizan, and find Dorothy Gale!"
            Glinda strode out of the bright red pavilion. She paused to look around at all of her Sa'Kor soldiers and smiled. It was good to have her own army. Then she stepped atop the five by eight flying carpet. The carpet was lying on the ground like any mundane rug. It was multicolored, intricately woven, but the primary color was green. Scarecrow provided it after Dorothy destroyed her flying carpet.
            The week it took Scarecrow to deliver it to her in Oogaboo still grated on her. It was a sign of his displeasure. King Scarecrow didn't suffer ineffective minions. There was a good possibility he would strip her of all magic and toss her in an army brothel if she failed to capture Dorothy. He had threatened that very same punishment more than once, and she was afraid he warmed more and more to the idea every time he voiced it. 
            She pointed her wand at the carpet, drawing a tiny rune in a flash. It lifted a foot off the ground and hovered, waiting for directions. Everyone was staring at her, and she did appreciate an audience. A tiny smile tugged at the corners of her lips as she considered how to amaze them, and then lifted the wand above her head, and gave it a precise movement.
            A bright white halo appeared, and as it slowly dropped to the carpet, with her inside, it changed her outfit. Glinda was wearing a pink and white gown, which transformed before their eyes into a white bustier and skin-tight pink leather pants. White stiletto-heeled thigh boots protected her legs, and a pink leather bolero jacket finished off her new outfit.
            "Take me to Kiamo Ko," Glinda said, and the flying carpet took off due west.
            She followed the yellow brick road, flying just fifty feet above it. The Witch kept an eye on the road and slowed to investigate any young woman she spotted. The Sa'Kors were camped in the foothills, so it took the better part of an hour to reach the actual mountains. At that point, Glinda ordered the carpet higher, and took a straight as an arrow approach.
            The yellow brick road twisted and turned below her, following the easiest flow of the terrain up the pass. She spotted villages and farmsteads below. A few stone towers and castles littered the peaks and crags, most of which were ruins. Glinda did notice an especially large castle that she'd personally destroyed was being rebuilt. Scarecrow and his generals would want to know about that. Wanda could build all of the forts and castles she wanted, as long as she paid for them out of her Winkie Country treasury, but it was customary to alert the King of any military construction.
            Glinda rose up above that range of mountains, and remained high as she flew over and between snow-capped peaks. There were many large and small mountain valleys below, with Kiamo Ko in the middle of the largest valley. It was the largest city in Winkie Country, and third largest in the Empire. Wanda had worked hard to build it up and turn it into a center of trade.
            She didn't like Wanda. Not at all. The Wicked Witch of the West was quite young at ninety-three. Her magic power was still growing, and she was already able to challenge Glinda. She worried that Wanda could be more powerful than Scarecrow in thirty or forty years. And the raven-maned, green-eyed beauty made no secret of her desire to put Glinda under her thumb. 
            The Witch felt a little something-something stir deep within, and her sex tingled. Wanda always looked at her with mischievous, lusty eyes. The Wicked Witch preferred women to men, though she wasn't above an occasional tumble with a hearty young man. She'd even had the audacity to try to seduce Glinda while she was still the Good Witch of the South.
            During the last war, Glinda did battle with Wanda and defeated her easily. But at the time, Wanda was only the fourth most powerful Witch. Now she was second. Scarecrow's spies at Kiamo Ko said she practiced battle magic almost daily.
            "We really need to keep a closer eye on her," Glinda muttered as she passed into the valley and looked down upon the great city.
            Where Emerald City was bright green, Kiamo Ko was every shade of yellow and gold. It sparkled like a golden diamond in the bright sun. Wanda's palace was in the center, sitting upon a wedged-shaped hill, right on the edge of the high cliff. It was second only to the King's palace in Emerald City in size and majesty.
            A bubble appeared in her hand. "Announce me."
            The bubble streaked away like lightning. Witches didn't appreciate surprises, especially when it involved another Witch. While Wanda might not want Glinda in her palace, and suspect she was there to spy for Scarecrow, she had no choice but to welcome her and provide hospitality. 
            Or risk war with Scarecrow and Glinda.
            Kiamo Ko covered more acreage than Emerald City, though the population was only about two-thirds the capital. Emerald City also had more soaring towers, palaces, and government buildings. It was just grander by far. Still, Wanda's seat of power was impressive considering what she started with.
            Wanda might be Wicked, with a penchant for wearing black and purple, but she liked pretty things. That including buildings in her city. Glinda swooped down lower over the city, admiring the parks surrounding small lakes. There were lots of flowering trees, most with yellow flowers.
            "Funny," Glinda said, grinning. Wanda was born a Gillikin, so all that yellow had to grate on her. Indeed, she'd never seen Wanda wear anything at all yellow. Black and purple were her colors. "I should've brought her some yellow roses."
            A yellow-hued bubble flew up and burst, emitting Wanda's sexy growl. "Welcome, O Great One. Attend me."
            Glinda ground her teeth. While in Kiamo Ko, and Wanda's guest, Glinda would be subject to her rules and whim. She didn't like to defer to inferiors, but appearances had to be maintained.
            She changed course now that she had permission to enter the Amber Palace. She'd visited before, so knew exactly where to go. Glinda guided her flying carpet around to the cliff side of the palace, and headed for the topmost balcony. It was the single largest balcony, and was just outside of the throne room.
            The carpet came to a gentle landing in the middle of that balcony. Eleven heavily armed soldiers snapped to attention. They wore the forest gold surcoat over polished steel armor of Wanda's palace guard. A captain saluted her.
            "Be welcome, Great One," he said. "Our mistress awaits you on the Amber Throne. Please pay proper respect to her magnificence."
            The Witch paused, looking at the dark doorway. Only a single door was open. She didn't see anyone else, so at least Wanda wasn’t holding court. The Wicked Witch would be inspired to be quite wicked if there were courtiers around.
            "Lead the way, Captain," she said.
            The soldiers were lined up in V-shape to funnel her through the door. Their commander saluted again, spun on a heel, and marched out sharply. Glinda followed more leisurely, shaking her head at military customs and courtesies. Why did they have to salute so much?
            The stone floor was a pale yellow, while the long narrow carpet was brightest yellow between the balcony and the Amber Throne. Wanda really stood out in her mostly black leather outfit, legs crossed and fingers tapping on her folded arms.
            Glinda stopped a few feet shy of the dais, which was three steps above the rest of the room. Only the King of Oz could have a dais more than three steps high. Though, Glinda noticed Wanda had placed a dais, upon a dais. The dais was quite spacious, but with her throne atop another much smaller dais. So the Wicked Witch of the West was six steps above Glinda. She frowned as Wanda wagged her brows.
            "Lucky you," Wanda said. "You get to tell your lord and master that I'm being naughty, but I assure you there is no law forbidding what I've done."
            "But there soon will be," Glinda said. "You're looking especially good, Wanda. Have you lost weight?" 
            "Gained seven pounds," she said. "All in my boobs. Yeah, I'm pleased."
            Wanda stood and moved closer. Glinda admired her shape. It seemed the raven-maned beauty was bustier, shapelier, and prettier every time she met her. Her hips were to die for, and that black leather outfit accentuated every curve of her spectacular body.
            The Wicked Witch wore the tall, pointed hat of a Cardinal Witch. It was a hat Glinda was denied after being subjugated by Scarecrow. Wanda chose a black hat with a very wide brim. The trunk of her body was sheathed in a single piece of shiny leather that barely covered her breasts, and left her well-rounded hips and legs exposed. Really, it was a leather teddy with a nether closure. Dark purple gloves sheathed her hands and arms up past her elbows, and sassy black thigh boots covered her legs up past mid-thigh. A black silk cloak with a purple lining finished out her outfit.
            "It looks good on you," Glinda said. "You should gain a lot more weight."
            "I'm almost finished, my dear," Wanda said. She looked Glinda over with relish. "I'm not quite as pretty as you, but I'm working on it." The Wicked Witch held Glinda's eyes for an intense moment. "Soon. I'll be prettier, and more powerful." Her bright green eyes narrowed. "Why are you here? I can only hope it is to submit to me, as we both know you eventually will have to do. But you're much too proud for that."
            Wanda turned in a stiletto heel, and strutted back toward her throne.
            "I'm on an official visit and King Scarecrow's emissary," Glinda lied. "A royal inspection, if you will."
            The Wicked Witch slanted a hostile look back at her, before she reached her throne and sat. She sensually crossed her legs and arranged her cloak. Finally, she looked coolly at Glinda.
            "So be it, but at my pleasure," she said. "Captain Nazar. Escort our guest to the Rose Suite. I'll see you at dinner, Glinda. Dress…inappropriately."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 14
 
            Dorothy reined in her mount. Her eyes immediately scanned the early morning sky. No broom or carpet flying witches to be seen. She let her eyes drop to the tall, gleaming city to her immediate left and north.
            "Wow. Kiamo Ko is as big and spectacular as Emerald City was in its heyday," she whispered. The central palace complex didn't look as tall as that in Emerald City, but in Kiamo Ko it was perched atop a very tall and steep hill, making it look much taller. Her baby blues narrowed on the palace. "Stay home, Wanda. Nothing to see out here."
            She felt warmth coming from her magical shoes. Dorothy wasn't a hundred percent sure, but she thought the shoes' magic might help her go unnoticed if she asked correctly. Success had been hit and miss. She was still working on the exact wording to gain the maximum benefit.
            The first time she said anything like that was the morning after she fought off the Witch up in Oogaboo. Of course, she didn't know if she killed the Witch or the shoes were hiding her. Either way, she'd seen neither hide nor hair of a Witch in over five weeks of travel.
            "Are you even alive?" she muttered.
            Dorothy was pretty sure it was the Wicked Witch of the West that attacked her. From what little she'd learned of the current four Cardinal Witches, she knew that Wanda was the most sneaky and most likely to ambush an enemy rather than fight face-to-face. The two Good Witches would try to negotiate an agreement first. Jezebelle was more likely to strike from afar, while Glinda liked to seduce her enemies, and then strike very close and personal.
            I need a 'get out of my way' spell, she thought. So I can get out of here faster.
            Fifteen wagons blocked the road before her. They were all large, elaborately built and painted wagons, pulled by teams of oxen. Needless to say, they moved slowly. Some of the families that lived in them were actually walking and playing beside the road, and having no problem keeping up. Since there was traffic going the other way, and the area immediately next to the road was impassable, Dorothy was forced to amble along behind them.
            Her mind named them gypsies. The men looked big and dangerous, while the women were shapely and beautiful. Most of them had hair colors that ranged from cobalt to bright pink. Since even the youngest babies had such hair, Dorothy assumed it was natural. It wouldn't be the strangest thing she'd seen in Oz. But they dressed like stereotypical movie gypsies, and seemed just as passionate, so that's how she thought of them.
            "So frustrating," he grumbled, glancing nervously at Kiamo Ko again. "I should've left earlier."
            The Wicked Witch's seat of power was in the middle of a valley, which was itself in the middle of the Winkie Mountains. It was a big valley, too. It took a full two days to ride across it, with the city straddling the Rocky River dead center. Every available acre was used as farm and pasture land to feed that huge city.
            The yellow brick road went through the middle of the city, so Dorothy took a side road around Kiamo Ko. The last place she wanted to be was within the Wicked Witch's seat of power. So she spent the night at an inn. Being so worried about Witches, she slept in her shoes and they vibrated warnings twice.
            The next morning, Dorothy was able to leave before the gypsies, who camped beside the road. She let the horse stretch his legs and set his own pace. It was a pleasantly quick pace, too, which made her wonder if he could sense her stress and desire to put distance between them and Kiamo Ko.
            The dirt track that passed for a road in Oz intersected with the yellow brick road just after midday. Her pace quickened even more at that time. The yellow brick roads weren't any wider than the dirt roads, but wagons and carts moved quicker and that sped up everyone.
            "Awesome," Dorothy said upon spotting an inn. It was late in the day, with the sun just over the western horizon. Night came early and fast in the mountains. "I'm worn out."
            After her initial gypsy delay the previous day, she'd pushed hard to reach the other side of the valley. That inn was her goal, and she smiled big and bright when she spotted it. A hot bath and good food awaited her, but not until after her horse was taken care of properly.
            As she approached, Dorothy noticed a number of young women gathered on the side of the road. They wore travel robes of red, purple, or yellow, which were girded with sword belts. Though they all looked young and pretty, there was a toughness to them that screamed warrior. She assumed they were caravan guards of some sort, though warrior women in Oz weren't that rare.
            Several of them looked at her rather intently, and her shoes vibrated.
            They're nothing but trouble, she thought, not needing the shoes to tell her that. I wonder if they are brigands?
            She'd been warned repeatedly about brigands, but hadn't seen any sign of them yet. That might've just changed. And then they all mounted up and returned to the road, following after her. A chill slithered up Dorothy's spine, so she stealthily loosened the holstered pistol.
            I should've worn the two holster belt, she thought.
            The inn was one of the larger ones. A ten foot tall palisade surrounded its yard, enclosing three corrals, a barn, two stables, a farrier's shop, and the main building. The inn itself was three floors tall, half-timbered, and thatch-roofed. Its yellow paint was faded and cracked, and the unpainted barn and stables were gray and sun-bleached. Each corral held a different domestic animal: Horses, oxen, and mules. The few donkeys she spotted were in with the mules.
            Dorothy headed straight to a stable, but not expecting a stall to be open. Her mount would probably spend the night in the corral, which was cheaper. One of the tough looking women following her passed by closely as she tied her horse next to the water trough. Her eyes were drawn to the blonde's black eye-patch. 
            "Hello, what's your name, beautiful?" the blonde asked.
            She looked tall and athletic under a red travel robe, open to reveal her wearing a leather halter top and matching pants. Her abs looked amazing, but the sword sheathed on her hip was worrisome. Yet it was the way the stranger looked her over like she was the sweetest piece of candy that bothered Dorothy the most.
            "Silver," she said, warily watching the warrior woman. "And you are?"
            "Pasetta," she said. The warrior looked at Dorothy's feet. "Love the stilettos, though they aren't very practical on the road."
            "They have their benefits," Dorothy replied.
            Pasetta's eyes lifted to the katana's long hilt jutting over Dorothy's shoulder. "That's an interesting looking blade you have. Mind if I look at it?"
            "Look all you want, but I'm not going to give it to you."
            "Nice. You have a little attitude," the blonde said, eye narrowing. "I bet you're good in bed." 
            "Actually, I'm amazing," Dorothy said. "Not that you'll ever know firsthand."
            Pasetta's companions began moving closer, encircling Dorothy. Two more small groups of women joined them. The young farmgirl looked around, feeling adrenaline starting to flow and fire up her muscles. Her hands felt terribly empty, and she silently cursed herself for wrapping the Uzis in blankets and stuffing them in her saddlebags to keep them clean.
            Hopefully the shock and awe of my pistol will be enough, she thought.
            If it was just her and Pasetta fighting, she'd stick with just the sword. She was confident they didn't have a defense for her style of sword fighting; whereas, she had sparred with the katana against a European straight sword a few times.
            "Challenge accepted," Pasetta said with a cruel smile. She slowly pulled her sword. "Shall we dance first?"
            Dorothy's confidence wavered. Pasetta looked too confident, and none of her friends looked concerned. Some of the other women were grinning wickedly. They all thought the fight was as good as over. That pissed Dorothy off, so she drew the katana with a flourish.
            "I'm road weary and all out of patience, warrior. I don't want to fight you," Dorothy said. "Leave me alone."
            "Fine. Give me those pretty shoes and we'll leave you alone," Pasetta said.
            "Over my dead body."
            "If you insist." 
            High heels were difficult to make at their level of technology, so rare in Oz outside the ruling classes. Her Silver Stilettos were worth a small fortune even if not enchanted. So it could be the women warriors were brigands, and were just robbing her. But there was something in Pasetta's eyes that said it was more than that. Dorothy was afraid the women figured out the shoes were a powerful talisman.
            The other warriors pulled their swords. All of the other guests in the yard took off running for safety. Dorothy was left alone in the middle of twenty armed, hostile women.
            "Give us the shoes, Dorothy," Pasetta said, smirking when she gasped. "Yes, we know who and what you are, bitch. If you submit to us, give us the shoes, we might let you go unharmed after we have a little fun."
            "Aww, you lie so pretty," Dorothy said.
            Her heart began to hammer. It was the perfect time to test out a fighting tactic that occurred to her on the road. Failure meant capture, or death. But she was outnumbered and doomed as it stood. The pistol might frighten the warriors, but she only had enough bullets in the magazine to kill half of them. And she knew she'd miss at least half the time.
            Pasetta was the closest foe to her, at about ten feet. The others were slowly closing on her. Dorothy focused on that spot just behind the one-eyed blonde, while covertly clicking her heels three times.
            "What?" Pasetta cried when Dorothy vanished.
            She reappeared almost instantly behind the blonde. Dorothy was facing away from Pasetta, so spun around as she switched the sword to her left hand, and then brought the edge of her sword against the warrior woman's neck.
            "Don't move," Dorothy barked. Everyone froze. She smiled and kissed Pasetta's ear. "How romantic is this? In fact, tell your little friends to leave out the gate. Every single one of them."
            Dorothy pulled her pistol.
            "You might kill me, but my women will take you down," Pasetta said.
            "But you'll be dead."
            "Live by the sword," the blonde said, shrugging. "Die by the sword."
            "Speaking of swords, drop yours," Dorothy commanded.
            "Make me."
            The others started creeping towards them. It was time for a little demonstration. She pressed the pistol to Pasetta's forearm, right between the two bones, and pulled the trigger.
            Pap!
            The warrior screamed, her hand opened, and the sword fell to the ground. The other warriors jumped back wide-eyed. One of them to Dorothy's right started to pull a throwing dagger. She swung the pistol around and shot her in the thigh.
            Pap! 
            "Everyone, drop your weapons are the next one dies," she shouted. "Pasetta first."
            "No!" Pasetta cried, and drove an elbow into Dorothy's ribs.
            Before the pain even registered, the Sa'Kor flipped Dorothy over onto the ground. In a flash she twisted the sword from her grasp, and then the pistol. Before she understood what happened, the young brunette was staring up at the pistol, with her own sword at her throat.
            "Submit or die, Dorothy!"
            "I… I submit. Don't shoot."
            Hostile hands grabbed both arms, her legs, and even her hair. Pasetta's knee came up and slammed into her jaw, and the lights went out.
            Dorothy was only out a few seconds. The women were laying her on the ground, face up. Her shirt and sports bra were already gone, tossed aside. Someone tried to pull off her right shoe, which was met with a flash and snap. Pasetta cursed furiously for a moment.
            "Glinda warned us the shoes were enchanted, and we might not be able to remove them," Pasetta said. "Finish stripping her, and then put the spreader bar on her."
            "Why a spreader bar?" another asked.
            "We have to keep the shoes apart to stop her magic."
            "Yes! Just before she vanished and reappeared behind you, I saw her pull her feet together and tap the heels together."
            "Magic is too weird for words," yet another said. "Give me a sword and shield any day."
            "Get the horses. Throw Dorothy over her saddle," Pasetta commanded. "Bind her wrists, and then run the rope under the horse and to the spreader bar. That'll keep her secure enough."
            The Kansas farmgirl did her best, and it took ten of them to finishing stripping her. It took the Sa'Kor twice as long to get her ankles locked at the opposite ends of a wooden spreader bar. Dorothy had never felt so helpless and vulnerable, or humiliated.
            She continued to kick and buck, and did everything possible to stop them, but the warriors quickly and efficiently tossed her face down over her saddle, and then bound her in place with a rope. She realized real fast that it was not going to be a pleasant way to travel.
            Her clothes were left in the dirt.
            One of the women started leading her horse to the gate. She spotted Pasetta kneeling over a glowing bowl. A small black bubble rose up out of the bowl.
            A man stepped out of the inn and shouted. "Slavers! We've alerted the Witch's soldiers. I suggest you leave the girl behind and run as fast as you can."
            That encouraged Dorothy, but none of her captors seemed the least bit concerned. The leader shook her head woefully, and turned back to her enchanted bowl and the bubble.
            "To Glinda Upland," Pasetta said. "Success!"
            The bubble flew away, heading straight as an arrow toward Kiamo Ko. That surprised Dorothy. Shouldn't it be heading east, toward Emerald City? And then she realized what that meant.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 15
 
            Laughter and the clinking of dinnerware filled the opulent chamber. The fine china was purest white, with a gold rim and a delicate yellow flower design in the middle. The crystal glasses were also rimmed in gold, and the tableware was pure gold. The silk tablecloth was the same shade of amber as the silk covered walls, and the hardwood floors were a rich golden brown.
            After a week trapped inside the Amber Palace, Glinda was quite sick of yellow.
            Wanda knew she was up to something, so didn't give her a moment alone. If the Witch of the West wasn't by her side, one of the Winkie Guard officers was enthusiastically engaging her in conversation. They wouldn't give her any chance to think, much less plot her escape.
            Custom said Wanda was Mistress of the House, so her guests couldn't leave without permission. Even King Scarecrow obeyed the Rules of Hospitality. Though, in reality, Glinda could walk or fly out anytime she desired. The ramifications would be severe, though, since everyone would consider her without honor. Even if she gained the Silver Shoes, the blow to her social status among the Witches and ruling elite might make it a mute point. Of course, she could rule out of raw power and fear, but what a miserable land it would become.
            Wanda sat at the middle of the High Table. Glinda, though an honored guest, was seated at the Low Table. It was quite an insult, but Wanda justified it by seating the newest arrivals at the High Table. The beautiful Witch suspected her nemesis invited them just so she could insult her.
            While all of the Winkie nobles at the High and Low Tables were splendidly attired in all shades of yellow and gold, Wanda wore a deep purple gown, black cape, and her pointed Witch hat. She was the only one of the Cardinal Witches to constantly wear the symbol of their status.
            Glinda wore a white gown, with ruby jewelry. She might not be a Good Witch any longer, but she still loved light, soft colors. And, being a Quadling, she had an affinity for all things red.
            "More red wine for the King's Witch," Wanda called.
            She rolled her eyes. There were three full glasses of red wine before her already. She knew better than to get drunk around Wanda. That Wicked Witch would take full advantage of her in a flash.
            The beating of wings made everyone look up and around. Glinda thought a flying monkey had invaded the dining hall, but the truth proved even more startling.
            Wanda cried out angrily before Glinda looked up and spotted the object of her host's ire. A beautiful platinum blonde in a blue gown and a spectacular pair of wings circled high above. The new arrival seemed quite pleased with the commotion her sudden appearance caused.
            "Jezebelle," Glinda muttered. "Great. That's exactly what I need. Two Wicked Witches watching my every move."
            "How dare you violate the sanctity of my sanctuary without permission!" Wanda shouted.
            "Oh, hush. You aren't any fun, Wanda," the Wicked Witch of the East said with a giggle. "Since when do I need permission to come play with you? And you haven't even complimented me on my beautiful wings."
            "Yes, yes, you ate the golden pear and now have wings," Wanda said. "Anyone who eats the pear gets them, Jezebelle. I'll be impressed when you conjure up a pair of permanent wings."
            Jezebelle came to a landing in the middle of the chamber, facing the High Table, the Low Tables to either side. She struck a sassy pose, clearly enjoying being the center of attention.
            "You flew all the way from Sapphire City?" Wanda asked. "Just to show me your wings?"
            "Well, it wasn't the only reason I came," Jezebelle purred, giving her a lusty look.
            Glinda raised an eyebrow. Scarecrow needed to know that the two Wickeds were intimate. That changed things. 
            Wanda sighed, shaking her head. "I really don't have time for this."
            The platinum blonde Witch looked surprised. And then her eyes landed on Glinda. The Imperial Witch held Jezebelle's gaze for several intense seconds, before ending their connection with a wag of the brows. Jezebelle staggered back a step, before giving Wanda a suspicious look.
            "Plotting something wicked, are we?" the blonde said. She scowled. "Hello, Glinda formerly of the South. I should've known you’d be here. Neither you nor your overstuffed master are any fun." 
            "One should be careful about what one says about the Wizard of Oz," Glinda said with a little steel. "I might have to visit you next."
            Jezebelle gave her a dismissive sniff, but Glinda knew she frightened the other Witch. Poor Jezebelle was just fifth in actual magical power, behind Glinda, Wanda, Olivia, and Locasta. Even Diana was growing in power faster than the Witch of the East, so in a few decades she might be sixth.
            A soldier hurried up to Wanda and whispered in her ear. The raven-haired beauty looked surprised, and then scowled. At that moment, a movement caught Glinda's attention. A tiny black bubble had come through an open window and was flying toward her. She covertly used her wand to slow it down, and try to hide its presence.
            Dropping her left arm straight down, she opened her hand and waited for the gentle touch of the enchanted bubble. Then she pretended to sweep her long tresses out of her face, bringing the bubble up to her ear.
            It burst, with Pasetta's voice saying, "Success!"
            A hot thrill rushed through the beautiful Witch. Her breath caught and she bit her lip. Wanda was still speaking with the soldier. Glinda had a bad feeling Dorothy was behind whatever they were discussing. With Wanda distracted, the time was perfect.
            "I grow weary, sister," Glinda called out as she stood. "Permission to leave?"
            Technically, she should request permission to "retire." Permission to leave meant depart the premises. Wanda shot her an annoyed look and waved her hand.
            "Permission granted." 
            Glinda bowed as she backed away from the table. After three steps, she spun and strode out of the banquet hall. She had to hurry before Wanda realized her mistake.
            With her wand, she quickly changed into a more appropriate outfit: blood red corset, black leather pants, and black thigh boots. A sword appeared on her left hip, with a long dagger on the right. Her long silky tresses were pulled into a ponytail high on the back of her head.
            "Girded for battle, and ready to claim my prize," Glinda muttered as she entered her chambers. A flying carpet lay unfurled on the floor before an open window. She stepped atop it, and activated the spell with a brief twirl of the wand. "Take me to Captain Pasetta. Dorothy is mine."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 16
 
            Some yellow bubbles flew all around them as the Sa'Kors rode hard up the road. Dorothy wasn't sure how she felt about them, since the bubbles hinted at the Wicked Witch's involvement, but they frightened Glinda's soldiers.
            "You're going to kill me like this!" Dorothy screamed.
            Riding face down, draped over the saddle, and tied in place was even worse than she initially thought. It was brutal. Their frantic pace made it even worse.
            "I should've gagged you," Pasetta said. And then louder, "Look for a trail leading off the road. Those bubbles are alerting troops ahead of us, so we'll never make it out of Winkie Country on the Yellow Brick Road."
            Dorothy's horse started slowing, limping. Oh my god, those bitches hurt my horse! He's gone lame.
            "Captain Pasetta! Dorothy's mount is hurt," the soldier holding the lead called. "We have to stop."
            In the short time she'd been their prisoner, Dorothy had learned a lot about them by just listening to their conversations. They were a cavalry platoon of Glinda's infamous Sa'Kor Guard. Pasetta was their troop commander. And Glinda was trying to capture her to give to King Scarecrow, but mostly to steal her powerful Silver Stilettos for herself.
            Dorothy's mount just stopped mid-road, dragging her handler out of her saddle. The others reined in and started to mill about, swords out and looking back warily. She could hear the Winkie cavalry coming, but none of them knew how many Winkies they would face. Then Captain Pasetta spurred over to her.
            "Cut her off the beast and tie her behind my saddle," Pasetta command.
            The Sa'Kor commander jumped down and personally cut the rope that went from Dorothy's wrists, under the horse, and to the spreader bar strapped to her ankles. The farmgirl slid off on the other side just as a single Winkie soldier rode around the bend below them.
            He stood up in the saddle, looked straight at Dorothy, and turned to shout, "We caught up with the slavers!"
            "Dammit, they really think we're slavers," Pasetta muttered. "They'll try to catch us twice as hard now."
            "Captain, maybe if we waited and explained she was a criminal wanted by King Scarecrow – " a soldier started to say, but was cut off by Pasetta.
            "No! Even if they believed us, they'd take Dorothy to their Witch," Pasetta said. "And Wanda would get the Silver Shoes instead of Glinda." She looked down at Dorothy, then at her shoes, "We'll let you go if you give us the shoes."
            Dorothy had a flash of hope. They really only cared about the damned shoes. But if the shoes were so important, so powerful that Glinda would risk everything to possess them, then she couldn't surrender them without a fight. Besides, everyone in Oz hated her so much it would be a death sentence to give up her Silver Stilettos.
            "No," Dorothy said. "If Glinda wants them, then she'll have to take them off my feet herself."
            The Sa'Kor commander growled and pulled Dorothy's sheathed katana out from under her sword belt. She took a step toward the bound and helpless farmgirl, one hand gripping the sheath and the other on the hilt like she was about to draw it. Dorothy had a bad feeling that killing her would release the shoes from her feet. If Pasetta was willing to kill her, then Glinda wanted the shoes more than her. But the sound of a lot more approaching riders stopped the cavalry officer.
            "It's a full platoon of dragoons!" one of the others shouted.
            A "dragoon" in Ozian military terms was a very heavily armed and armored cavalryman. In comparison, the Sa'Kors that captured Dorothy were light cavalry. Really, horse archers. And they deployed their primary weapons right away, sending a steady streams of arrows at the approaching dragoons.
            Pasetta cursed a blue streak as she dropped the katana to jump back into the saddle. The Winkie were too close for her to use her bow, so she pulled her sword and charged them. Half of the other Sa'Kors followed their commander into the fight.
            Dorothy saw her chance. She looked around and located the largest, sharpest rock around. She scooted over on her butt, because the way she was bound wouldn't allow any other method. When she reached the rock, Dorothy began rubbing the bindings between her wrists across the sharpest edge. The young woman watched the shadowy shapes fighting all around her.
            At first it was hard to distinguish the Winkie from the Sa'Kor warriors. After a few minutes, she realized the Winkie dragoons were larger men, upon even larger war horses. The women warriors held their own for a few minutes, but the Winkie quickly got the upper-hand and started pushing them back. 
            "Come on, rock," Dorothy muttered, rubbing her bindings even more frantically. She'd much rather be dragged before Glinda than any Wicked Witch, especially West. A Sa'Kor's death scream rattled her, but then the woman's horse trotted over next to her lame mount. "There's my way out of here."
            The tough leather bindings around her wrists suddenly snapped, and loosened. She cried out with joy, still struggling to unravel the many windings.
            I'll grab my saddlebags, with my Uzis, and get the hell out of Dodge, she thought, looking from the lame horse to the dead Sa'Kor's mount. And ride like the wind.
            Something, or someone, whooshed past just a dozen feet overhead. Dorothy looked up and around. Cold dread washed through her.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 17
 
            Wanda strode into the guest suite given to Glinda. The only people inside were the evening chamber maid and four palace guards. The chamber maid was the one who discovered the Witch had left the palace.
            "Do we know when she esca… When she left?"
            "It had to be immediately after your gave her permission, Great One," one of the guards said. "The chamber maid arrived to see if the Imperial Witch needed anything just a few minutes later."
            She gave the guard a sharp look. He was one of the men on duty inside the banquet hall. As she recalled, he was assigned to Glinda, so would've followed her back to her chambers.
            Until that moment, she hadn't thought about Glinda's exact words. He was right, though. Glinda used her distraction to trick her into giving permission to leave the palace. That Witch made her crazy.
            "I couldn't find her, Great One," the maid said, interrupting her reverie. She was a gray-haired middle-aged woman, and a long time servant in the palace. "I then noticed the flying carpet was missing as well, so notified the guards."
            The Wicked Witch of the West walked around the chamber, her gnarly black-wood wand a blur as she tried to divine what exactly happened at the moment of Glinda's departure. Something had to change to make the Witch leave like that. No message bubbles passed through the suite's windows, but her enchantments on them told her exactly which window Glinda flew out of and when.
            "You'll not escape me so easily next time, sister," she muttered.
            Captain Nazar rushed in. "Great One! This was just delivered from the inn where the slavers stole a young woman."
            Wanda waved him away, no longer interested in the fate of some girl foolish enough to travel alone. But a blue checkered pattern caught her eye. She'd never seen anything like it before, at least not used in clothing. It tickled a distant memory that she couldn't quite place, but knew it was important.
            "What do you have there?"
            "Odd looking clothes, mostly," Captain Nazar said, poking around in the wooden box. He dumped the contents on the floor. "Shirt, and what looks like undergarments… And this belt with a heavy steel object."
            The Witch bent over to study the small pile of oddities. The "undergarments" looked a little heavy and sturdy to be such, but who wore such a strange outfit? No one in Winkie Country, that was for sure. The blue and white checkered shirt kept pulling her eyes back.
            "Gingham," Wanda said at length. "It was said that Dorothy of Kansas wore gingham, but I've never seen it before." Her eyes locked on the steel object sheathed on the wide belt. "Is that a weapon of some kind, Captain?"
            "If it is, then it's magical," he said. "There's no sharp edges. I guess you could bludgeon someone with it, since it is quite solid and heavy."
            "Give it to me."
            Captain Nazar struggled to pull it out of its leather encasing. There was a small strap holding it in place, which he finally figured out and broke it apart with a click. Wanda found that quite interesting, being sort of like a button, just more clever. He immediate handed her the object.
            "It is heavy. Not as heavy as a sword, but I'd think it too unwieldy to be a weapon," she said. It was oddly shaped, with a crescent-shaped thing inside a steel circle. One extension had a wood piece on each side. The other extension ended with a hole in the middle, about the diameter of a child's pinky finger.
            "The wooden part reminds me of the handgrip on a Quadling crossbow," Captain Nazar said. "That would make the piece in the steel loop the trigger."
            "Oh," Wanda replied. She wrapped her hand around the "handgrip" and found her index finger naturally went to the "trigger." "Like this?"
            Pap!
            The thing violently jumped out of her hand. She yelped and leapt back. The object bounced on the marble floor, but remained silent. Then she looked up at Captain Nazar. He had an incredulous look on his face.
            "What's wrong?" Wanda asked.
            He opened his mouth, and blood came out. He looked down at his armored chest, fingering a small hole. She looked at the hole, then at the blood, and finally at the object. Nazar dropped to his knees, and then toppled over.
            "He's dead," the maid said. "It’s a dark talisman, O Great One. A thunder stick."
            Wanda gave her a sharp look. "Well, it didn't exactly thunder. And it's definitely not a stick." She picked it up again, took it carefully in hand, and pointed it at a closed window. Tightening her grip, she pulled the trigger again.
            Pap!
            "Oh! I'll never get used to that," the Witch said. And then she looked at the window. There was a hole about the same size as that in Nazar's armor, with cracks radiating out from it. "It is a weapon. This is some powerful magic."
            The Wicked Witch carefully placed the object on a small table. She drew numerous runes above it with her wand, trying to find all of its secrets. Unfortunately, iron and steel were the hardest metals to enchant, or pull information from. So she turned her attention to the wooden handgrip panels.
            "Let us see who was last to touch it," she whispered, as she drew the appropriate series of runes above it. Her wand was a blur as she cast her magic. Soon a small disturbance began to swirl above the object. That coalesced into the image of a beautiful young brunette, who was wearing the blue gingham shirt. Her spell named the woman, even though Wanda had never seen her. "Dorothy Gale Davis. THE Dorothy?"
            Another rune named the object. It was called a "pistol." She still couldn't figure out what kind of magic powered it.
            "What kind of magic did you bring back with you, Dorothy? And why?"
            She quickly drew another rune, and the image stretched out to a full-body view. Bright, silver stilettos adorned Dorothy's feet. Wanda smiled and a warm tingle flowed through her body and soul.
            "The legendary Silver Shoes. No wonder Glinda came for a visit, and then left so suddenly tonight."
            That meant Glinda was on her way to capture Dorothy and claim the Silver Shoes. Dread filled Wanda for a second, and then she strode purposely toward the door.
            "Great One!" a soldier called. "What about Captain Nazar?"
            She paused in the door, glancing back at her loyal palace guard commander. "Give him a hero's burial." She caught the maid's eyes. "And clean this mess up before you retire for the night."
            Wanda turned and headed for her chambers. Time was running out. She had to ride her broom into battle with Glinda if she was going to claim the ultimate prize.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 18
 
            Banking hard to the right, Glinda turned to view the night-shrouded battlefield. She'd found Dorothy on her initial pass. The returned heroine lay stretched out on the ground, bound hand and foot, so she was certain her ultimate goal would be achieved. The problem was her Sa'Kors were outnumbered and being overwhelmed.
            Part of the Sa'Kor Guard's mythos was never losing a fight. She'd always used them sparingly and to great effect in battle, though their primary function was as her personal bodyguard. So Glinda couldn't allow Wanda's flunkies to defeated and capture Captain Pasetta and her troops.
            She willed her carpet around to the dragoons' flank, and charged in at them shoulder height. A quick twirl of her wand created a powerful magical shield before the flying carpet, which she used to smash into the heavily armored soldiers. They cried out as they tumbled from their mounts, and her Sa'Kor Guard shouted their joy.
            "Glinda! Glinda! Glinda!"
            The Witch conjured up a lightning bolt. It thundered into the middle of the massed dragoons. Ka-boom! They began to scatter, so she sent another down. Ka-boom!
            Spotting a riderless horse, she flew over and jumped down into the saddle. Reining him around, she cast another spell upon her wand, and it transformed into a great shining sword.
            "To me! To me!" Glinda shouted, rallying her troops.
            The dragoons allowed the Sa'Kors to disengage. Both sides withdrew a short ways to rally and reform their lines. Glinda's archers put away their bows and pulled their swords as they took their places in the formation. There were sixteen Sa'Kor warriors, with another four on the ground unmoving. She only saw two dead dragoons.
            "Captain Pasetta, we will ride to victory!" 
            "Victory!" they shouted, and spurred their mounts at the dragoons.
            Glinda's glowing sword brightened until the men opposing them had to avert their eyes. Still, the dragoons spurred their mounts into a counter-charge. They met with a thunderclap of steel on steel. Horses screamed. Men and women shouted angrily. The Witch's unholy blade sliced men and horses in half. It cut through fine steel blades like soft melons.
            At the point of her formation, Glinda cut the Winkie dragoons in two. Some of the men turned to run, while others stood their ground and sought to sell their lives dearly. As soon as she indentified the commanding officer, the Witch pointed her sword at him and sent a white-hot bolt from the sword straight through his chest. It blasted a big hole through him, burning away his heart, and continuing on to kill two other soldiers behind him.
            "Not in my Country, Glinda," Wanda shouted, just before her broom slammed into the Glinda.
            The two Witches went tumbling to the ground as the Sa'Kor troops and Winkie dragoons fought. Glinda managed to kick the other Witch away, and then rolled to her feet. For a second they froze, glaring daggers at each other. Wanda struck first, tying a binding spell. Glinda's wand was a blur as she countered, and sent a lightning bolt back at the Wicked Witch.
            The bolt grazed Wanda's right arm, making her arm convulse. Her wand fell from numb fingers. Glinda stood straighter, gloating over her most deadly rival.
            "Well met, Wanda, but once again you lose."
            "No, once again you overestimate your own glory," Wanda sneered, and pointed something black and unwieldy looking.
            Pap! With a flash of fire. 
            Something hit Glinda in the shoulder, spinning her around and sending her wand flying away. It only took a second to realize Wanda had a weapon like Dorothy's. The pain was excruciating, but she was confident she could heal herself easily enough. At least it was just the one wound this time.
            She noticed Wanda stalking towards her, but she'd lost her wand, too. She looked around frantically. The Wicked Witch barked a laugh, and then stomped down. Glinda's heart sank when she heard the snap. Her broken wand was revealed when Wanda pulled away her foot.
            "Oops. So sorry, sister," Wanda purred. She pointed the strange weapon at Glinda. "I love this thing."
            Pap!
            Glinda grunted and fell straight back.
            "That felt so good," Wanda said. She walked up to the other Witch, now sprawled out and writhing in agony on the ground. Dropping to one knee, she placed a hand on Glinda's chest and gaining her attention. "Don't worry, sister. I'm not going to let you die. Not yet." She looked her long time nemesis over with relish. "I'm going to enjoy interrogating you, and I think you'll enjoy it too."
            "You're going to pay dearly for this outrage," Glinda said through clenched teeth.
            "You are sadly mistaken, my pet," Wanda purred. She stroked Glinda's thigh. "You will pay first, and then Scarecrow." She crawled atop Glinda, and grinned with wicked glee. "But first you and I will discover once and for all if a Witch can be broken and tamed."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 19
 
            Dorothy jumped at the sharp sound of gunshots. Someone had and was using her lost pistol. How many rounds were left in the nine-round magazine? She was still using the original magazine, so it wasn't full, but she couldn't concentrate well enough to remember how many times she'd fired it. If she'd ever fired it. Mostly, she'd used the Uzis.
            With her wrists free, she quickly unbuckled the straps holding the spreader bar to her ankles. It was quite a relief to finally get rid of that damn thing, but now she had another problem: naked and unarmed.
            Well, not completely defenseless. Captain Pasetta left Dorothy's katana behind on the ground. She ran over and picked that up, quietly drawing the blade. That made her feel a little better.
            She peered into the chaos of battle, and noticed the Winkie soldiers were definitely winning. More than half of the Sa'Kors were dead or captured. The Sa'Kor's riderless horses were running away in every direction. More worrisome, she couldn't find the Witch in the melee going on.
            "They'll be finished in a few minutes, and then will come looking for me," she muttered, cutting a glance at her now lame mount. There was a single Sa'Kor horse remaining in the area, but he'd moved further up the road. "First my saddlebags, then that other horse."
            Her saddlebags held her trail rations, firearms, and ammo.
            Keeping low, Dorothy slowly worked her way over to the horse. She pulled the saddlebags down. I forgot how heavy they are with the guns.
            Dorothy knelt, using the horse as cover. Her first priority was to get one of the Uzis out. Fortunately, she'd put them on top. Her double holster belt, with the two HK 9mms, was on bottom. After pulling out the first Uzi, she started to stuff the blanket she'd wrapped it in back into the saddlebag, but noticed her knapsack. Clothes! So she took another moment to pull out a sports bra and shorts. Once clothed, she dug out the other Uzi. Finally, she stuffed extra magazines in her back pockets.
            "Excellent!" an unfamiliar female voice shouted. "You've done well, men. You will all be rewarded for this night's work."
            Throwing the saddlebags over a shoulder, with the shoulder straps of the Uzis crisscrossing her chest, Dorothy started backing slowly toward the lone horse on the road. Most of the men were still mounted, though some were dismounted to bind prisoners.
            "Find the Sa'Kor's prisoner and bring her to me," the woman continued.
            Most of the men still ahorse started towards Dorothy. Panic consumed her. There was no way she'd reach the horse without being seen now. To prove her point, one of the soldiers pointed at her and shouted.
            "The prisoner is getting away!"
            "I want her," the woman shouted angrily. "Dead or alive!"
            "Screw that," Dorothy said.
            She took both Uzis in hand, and shot from the hip. Ratta-tat-tat-tat! Ratta-tat-tat-tat!
            The night filled with the screams of dying men and horses. The horror of what she'd just done overwhelmed her for a second, before blind panic consumed her. Dorothy lowered her aim, and fired into the dark mass of enemy. They were all against her, male and female. Winkie or Sa'Kor, they would do bad things to her if captured.
            Ratta-tat-tat-tat!
            No one was left mounted after that last short burst. So she turned and took off running up the yellow brick road. Only there was no longer a horse waiting. She'd frightened it off.
            "Dammit. Dammit," she cried as she ran.
            Dorothy veered off the road, and headed up into the mountains. The saddlebags and pack were still heavy with ammo and the HK 9mms, but also had all of her trail rations, blankets, and even a mess kit.
            I'll have to go back to just the knapsack, she thought. Unless I luck out and find a horse.
            "Over there," someone shouted.
            She popped off a few more five round bursts, and had to load new magazines. The empty magazines went back into her pockets to be reloaded later. Some arrows landed around her, bouncing off rocks. Dorothy ducked and ran faster, but always uphill. Soon she found a trail and followed it.
            It didn't take long before Dorothy knew she had to ditch the saddlebags. They were too heavy and bulky. So she found a high place with a good view of the trail below, and started sorting. First thing, she ensured all spare ammo was in the knapsack. There wasn't nearly as much as she would like. On top of that went her spare clothes and all of the jerky she'd bought at the last trading post. And really, that was all there was room for.
            Dorothy buckled the double-holster on, tying the holsters down around her thighs so the pistols didn't flop around when she ran. After ensuring both pistols had full magazines, she ate a jerky and considered her best path forward.
            "Soldiers will be coming after me shortly," she said, looking all around. She was near the peak of a low mountain. Dorothy could see for miles and miles, and not a single light to be seen. "Are these mountains devoid of people, or do they all go to sleep at sundown?"
            It was probably the latter. She'd encountered quite a few local people so far, though she'd seen almost no homes, farms, or villages along the yellow brick road through the Winkie Mountains. What she had seen was numerous small roads leading off the main road.
            Movement below caught her attention. Dorothy watched the spot, holding her breath and listening as well. There it was again, accompanied with a clang of metal. She quickly discerned it was a line of men coming up the same trail.
            "Here they come," she muttered, grimacing. "Idiots. They are bunched so close together I can kill most of them with just a few short bursts."
            Though they served a Wicked Witch, Dorothy didn't think the soldiers were actually wicked or evil. They were soldiers doing their job. Of course, they chose to serve a Wicked Witch, and what good man would do that?
            Despite everything, Dorothy couldn't say they deserved to die. She didn't want to kill anyone. Well, she fully intended to kill King Scarecrow, but he was definitely evil. If anyone in Oz deserved to die, it was Scarecrow. She still wasn't sure about Lion, Tin Woodman, and she wasn't too keen on Glinda at the moment.
            Something dark swooped down from the moonless sky. Dorothy ducked and looked around wide-eyed.
            "Witch!"
            A peel of laughter drifted back to her. Her eyes narrowed. The late Wicked Witch of the West laughed like that. She saw no reason the latest Wicked Witch shouldn't as well. It took a second, but she found the Witch flying in a big loop back toward her. She was wearing one of those big, black pointed hats. Dorothy had only seen one other Witch wear one of them, but she'd learned that all Cardinal Witches had such hats, and they were their symbol of power. Kind of like a king's crown. Only Cardinal Witches were allowed to wear them per Ozian Sumptuary Laws and Customs.
            "I fail to see the humor, Witch," Dorothy snarled.
            A shout below drew her eyes to the approaching soldiers. They were running towards her now. And then the Witch completed her turn, and headed straight at her position.
            "I am so screwed," she muttered. Looking off in the distance, she could just make out the yellow brick road heading to the east and Emerald City. Her breath caught. "Emerald City."
            Dorothy grimaced, fearing she'd never make it there. As the Wicked Witch and soldiers neared, she shuffled sideways behind a boulder, and her feet clacked together loudly in the dim starlight. Shoes. Enchanted shoes. She remembered her test earlier in the fight against Pasetta. She just had to envision herself behind the other woman, she clicked her heels.
            And she'd been magically transported to the spot.
            A smile spread across her face. "I've been such a fool and wasted so much time."
            She clicked her heels together. The Witch on the broom started throwing lightning bolts at her.
            "Emerald City," Dorothy said louder, and clicked her heels again.
            Warmth started to flow into her feet, and the shoes vibrated in warning.
            "I want to go to Emerald City," she said, and clicked her shoes together a third time.
            Everything blurred, and Dorothy teetered atop her sky high heels. The Witch and soldiers threatening her were nowhere to be seen. Indeed, she stood upon a plain of gentle hills. She turned around, scanning the horizon. And saw it.
            "Emerald City!"
            Dorothy found herself standing on the yellow brick road with her destination just within view. The city glowed green in the night. But even in the dark, she could see it was a full day's walk away, and weariness washed through her.
            "I may die tomorrow, but at least I'll right one wrong."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 20
 
            Dorothy woke up at a strange sound. She sat up, which caused others to gasp. She was not alone. Several people stared at her from the Yellow Brick Road, just twenty feet away.
            First thing, she checked to ensure her weapons were still secured to her person. She slept fully armed, using the knapsack as a pillow. There was no blanket to cover her.
            "Who are you?" a tall, slim man in brilliant scarlet, with red hair and an incredibly long handlebar mustache asked. There were a dozen others with him, evenly divided between men and women. They were leading donkeys loaded with cargo. "Are you hurt or in any kind of distress, young lady?"
            She stood up and dusted herself off while studying the situation. None of the strangers looked like soldiers. She didn't see any weapons. Emerald City was tiny on the horizon and the sky was empty of flying Witches.
            The strangers watched silently, with quizzical looks on their faces.
            "Are you Olivia, the Good Witch of the North?" a young woman asked.
            The woman looked to be in her late teens, with long fire red hair and big blue eyes. The man and the woman were obviously related. Dorothy guessed father and daughter.
            "Cynna, why did you ask her that?" the man said. 
            The young woman looked uncertain for a second. She looked back and forth between Dorothy and the man, and finally she looked Dorothy up and down more closely. Her eyes lingered on the pistols and Uzis, though she showed no alarm looking upon such dangerous weapons. And she didn't look the least bit intimidated by the weapons, either.
            "She appeared magically, sir, and she has brown hair and blue eyes. She's rather scantily clad, like a Witch. All of that together made me think she is Olivia," she said. The girl wore a scarlet gown, with a plunging neckline and a slit up her left leg. Dorothy graced her with an oh really look. Scantily clad indeed! "And Olivia is known to carry powerful talismans."
            Everyone looked at the Uzis hanging from Dorothy's shoulders. The rejuvenated woman felt a little foolish, but didn't understand why. It had to be a good sign that they didn't see the guns as threats.
            "Hmm, quite observant, and quick-witted," he said. His gaze dwelled deep in Dorothy's cleavage for an uncomfortably long moment. "Well done, Cynna." 
            "Thank you, sir," she said, performing a little curtsy.
            He turned to Dorothy, "I am Umar. Are you Olivia?"
            "Um," Dorothy said, looking back and forth between them. "Who I am is unimportant. I am neither Olivia, nor a Witch, Good, Wicked, or otherwise, but tell me, good citizens…," she glanced at Emerald City, perched atop a hill on the horizon. It didn't look anything like what she remembered. Not as tall or impressive as before, but it had been many decades since her last visit. Her own world was unrecognizable as well. "Is the Wizard King of Oz currently in Emerald City?"
            Everyone gawked at her. Umar appeared surprised, and Cynna had a confused look on her lovely face.
            "Interesting," Umar said, twisting one end of his long mustache. "People either refer to him as King Scarecrow or the Wizard of Oz. I've never heard anyone call him the Wizard King, but I like it!"
            "Thank you," Dorothy said. She quirked a brow. "And?"
            "The Wizard of Oz rarely leaves the city," Cynna said. "Why do you ask?"
            Dorothy smiled at them and lifted her two Uzis. "Oh, I'm off to off the wizard."
            She resisted the urge to squeeze off a few rounds. It might startle them, and why show off like that? It was unseemly.
            "Off to off?" Umar said, frowning. "What an odd turn of phrase. What does it mean?"
            "Father, I think she means to kill him," Cynna said, baby blue eyes huge. "Good luck."
            "Sorry," Dorothy said, disappointed her morbid joke flopped. "I'm off to kill the wizard."
            "Well, good luck, young lady. You're going to need it," Umar said, turning back to his donkey as the others began moving again. "We're leaving that godforsaken city and moving to the North Country. The Good Witch of the North, Olivia, will protect us."
            "I hear the Gillikin Country is beautiful," Cynna said. "And I do quite like purple."
            Umar gave his daughter a disapproving look. "Hmmmm."
            Dorothy looked them over. Cynna was correct, everyone up in Gillikin Country tended to wear shades of purple. Considering how father and daughter were all decked out in shades of red, she would think they'd be more comfortable in the South, in Quadling Country. But then Glinda was from the South. And from what little she'd heard about the Cardinal Witches, Diana of the South was the weakest magically.
            As much as Dorothy wanted to get started toward Emerald City, and her fateful reunion with Scarecrow, she had to know. She bit her lip, afraid of what she'd find out for sure. The rumors she'd heard were disturbing, and they did appear to be true if that was indeed Glinda back in the mountains.
            "What…I mean, what about Glinda of the South?"
            "Glinda! That…that…ugh," Umar said, getting all red. "She is worse than a fool! My grandpappy warned her, oh, some sixty or seventy years ago."
            "Warned her?" 
            Dorothy wondered if Umar was more important than appearance suggested. Maybe that was how his grandpappy knew Glinda well enough to advise her.
            "To stay away from the Wizard of Oz," he said. "She'd come to Emerald City at the Wizard's summons. Grandpappy didn't believe she knew that the Wizard had taught himself magic, or found a talisman of some sort. Something insidious, no doubt. Anyway, she treated it all too casually, not believing her friend could have turned wicked. But Scarecrow was beyond wicked, he was evil and in cohorts with his wicked lieutenants, Tin Woodman and Lion."
            "Oh my, what happened?"
            Dorothy had an idea, since Glinda had turned to evil herself. Apparently. Hopefully Glinda, Tin Woodman, and Lion were bespelled, so she could save them.
            "Well, I don't know the details. No one does, save the participants," Umar said. "Ultimately, though, Glinda was captured. Once under Scarecrow's thumb, she was quickly subverted, her soul and mind corrupted in the worse way. Shortly afterwards, Scarecrow officially declared himself the King of Oz, as well as Wizard."
            "When a Good Witch goes bad, she goes really, really bad," Cynna said. "Glinda is now the wickedest of the wicked, though is not technically a Wicked Witch, since she is in reality the Wizard of Oz's bound servant. Some think she's still a Cardinal Witch and refer to her as the Imperial Witch or King's Witch. Very tragic, really."
            "Corrupted? Servant?" Dorothy said. "You mean like magically bound to obey Scarecrow?"
            Umar shrugged. "Don't know if it is a magical compulsion, or her mind was corrupted," he said. "Within days word reached the streets that Glinda served Scarecrow, with both her magic and her body. Soon, she appeared among the people, and did wicked things to any young, pretty man or woman she took a shining to. The depths of her depravity and debauchery are things to fear and dread." He looked Dorothy over. "You are just her type, so I'd strive to avoid her at all costs."
            Dorothy's eye widened. What happened to all of the Witches of Oz? I was warned the exact same way about the Wicked Witch of the West.
            Dorothy felt fear grip her insides, while a hot tingle and warm wetness spread between her legs. What did sweet, innocent Ozians think were the depths of depravity? She'd surfed the internet, so knew what the depths of depravity were in her world.
            "Glinda is quite insatiable," Cynna said. "She took my older sister, Dairia, and then used magic to force her to lactate for her amusement and insatiable appetites. Glinda then sold Dairia to a pimp as a 'human cow' when she was through with her."
            "Oh my," Dorothy said, breathless and mind reeling. "I don't want to believe it, but you're not the first to speak thus about the former Good Witch of the South."
            "She's still the most powerful Witch, so no one can stop her," Cynna replied, giving her an exasperated look. "Glinda is Scarecrow's minion now. The Wizard of Oz is the most powerful of them all."
            "Couldn't the Good Witches work together to fight Scarecrow and Glinda?" Dorothy asked. "Surely even the Wicked Witches would help them to be rid of the Wizard of Oz."
            "No. Witches are solitary creatures," Umar said. He scowled and looked northward. "They don't work well together." 
            "I'm afraid all of the lands of Oz were turned upside down by Dorothy," Cynna said with a sigh. "I'll never understand why she came here and destroyed us. What did she gain by it?"
            Once again it came back to rest on her shoulders. Dorothy simmered, thinking how Scarecrow and her other friends sullied her reputation in Oz. It seemed everyone blamed her. She didn't like to take blame for her own mistakes, much less be blamed for what others did.
            "Thank you," Dorothy said, sucking in a deep, steadying breath. "You've been more than generous and helpful."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 21
 
            Dorothy became more cautious as she neared the great gate into the city. Emerald City had changed more than she initially realized. The Emerald City that Dorothy remembered so fondly was highest in the center, and all of the other towers became shorter and shorter as they spread out and approached the walls surrounding the city. It looked like a great crystal mountain. 
            Now, the city covered a larger area. She could see two distinct walls, one inside the other. The inner walls were the city walls she remembered. The outer walls stood even taller and more intimidating. Like before, every structure she could see looked like green crystal. The buildings between the outer and inner walls were all short, with few taller than the outer walls. Within the inner walls, many of the towers she fondly remembered still stood, but most were gone. The palace in the middle remained the tallest of the tall, probably around ten stories high. It kind of reminded her of a fairy tale castle, but all a crystal green.
            "Looks like someone knocked out half the city's teeth," she said. "Kind of ragged."
            She paused atop the last low hill before reaching the gates. It appeared they'd shut the gates for the day, but it was still early afternoon. Yet, the end of the line of people leaving the city was just reaching that same hilltop.
            "Excuse me, sir," she asked the last man. He was definitely a Gillikin, wearing a purple jumpsuit of sorts, with a lavender jacket. His top hat was stripped in purple and lavender. "Have they already closed the gates for the day?"
            "Yes," he said, giving her scantily clad body a disapproving look.
            He barely gave the weapons she wore a second look. His eyes came to rest on her boobs. She sighed, remembering how in her youth men rarely looked her in the eyes. After losing her youth and beauty so many decades back, it was kind of exciting to have men show interest in her again. Or was it just every man's inbred lust for tits?
            "Do you think the guards will let me inside?"
            "No," he said. "It's that time of month."
            "I beg your pardon!"
            He looked confused a second, and then shook his head vigorously.
            "Oh no, I didn't mean that time of the month, young lady," he said, turning bright red. "Though, in way it's similar. They always lock the gates when King Scarecrow holds court in public. He only does it once a month."
            "Why is that?"
            "It's the only time the common citizen can petition for him to rule on their grievances against each other," the Gillikin said. "So the City Guard locks down the city until it is over."
            "When will the gates open and allow people into the city?" she asked. "I'm quite desperate to get inside."
            He looked her over again, frowned, but his gaze stopped to linger on her boobs. "Do you have money?"
            "A little," she said. She's spent most of it on food and lodgings during her long trek across Winkie Country. Horses were expensive to stable and feed. "A few pennies."
            That would only last her a day or two on the road. She suspected the city was even more expensive, which meant she had to strike as quickly as possible. And she couldn't think of a better time than while Scarecrow was out in public.
            Dorothy never contemplated how she'd get to Scarecrow inside the heavily guarded palace. It could very well be another month, at the next public Court, before she could get close enough to strike. Even with automatic weapons, she'd need to be as close as possible. Uzis were not long range weapons.
            "A few pennies won't last you long," he said. Glancing back at the gate, he seemed lost in thought a long moment. "The City Guardsmen aren't well paid, so are easy to bride. A few pennies won't be enough, though. Do you know anyone important within the city to assist you?"
            "I'm not from Oz, kind sir," she said, giving him her best big-eyed, innocent little girl look. "Two witches in my land of…um…Humbug got into a magical fight. I got hit by a stray bolt out of the blue. And found myself at the end of this yellow brick road. The kind citizens of the village said the Wizard of Oz was the only one who could send me home."
            His jaw dropped. Dorothy feared she'd made another, more serious faux pas. Was it too much like her original story? His reply sent her heart to racing.
            "That is almost the same story as Dorothy of Kansas," he said. The man scowled at her. "Dorothy went to see the wonderful wizard we had back then, and then used her evil magic to force him to leave. The world hasn't been the same since." Then he paused, looking off into space. "But if history repeats itself…"
            "I don't understand, kind sir," she replied, playing coy. "I've never heard of this Dorothy you speak of. I just want to go home."
            He looked her over more closely, a bulge rising between his legs. Dorothy found herself obsessing over that bulge. Indeed, she'd let more than a few fellow travelers seduce her when staying at inns. Did her transformation into a young woman also turn her into a raging nympho? Or was it a sudden surge of youthful hormones into a body long missing them? Though, she had justified her "easy virtues" on a need to conserve her money, and the men paid for the rooms when she gave herself to them.
            "Tell me true, young lady, are you a witch?"
            "Of course not. Why do people keep asking me that?" she replied. "Are witches so common in Oz?" 
            "Not at all," he said. His eyes ran up and down her body a few times, lingering on her long legs and plump boobs. Then he stared at her lips when he continued. "Most nice girls don't dress so enticingly. Bad girls and bawdy women like to show off their bodies like that, and witches. Witches are the worst about dressing provocatively." He leaned in close, wagging his bushy brows. "The wickeder the witch, the wickeder her outfit."
            She leaned back, away from his leering face. "Oh. That's unfortunate."
            He continued to stare hungrily at her lips. Dorothy's throat tightened. She accidently licked her lips, which made him groan low in his throat. Her belly got a little tingly hot.
            "D-Do I have any chance at all of gaining entry today, sir?"
            The Gillikin reached out and stroked her cheek with the back of his fingers. His eyes dropped into her cleavage for a second, before returning to her lips. She was starting to wonder what it would be like to kiss him. Would he be so bold as to try?
            "The City Guardsmen are fierce, but easily manipulated by pretty young women like you," he said rather breathlessly. His hot breath brushed across her lips. "I dare say, you could wrap them around your little finger."
            Fond memories of those long gone days when a smile and giggle would make men do anything for her returned to her mind. Lord, how she missed those idyllic days.
            "You mean, they will let me in if I smile pretty and ask nicely?"
            He barked a laugh, and stood straight. "No, I mean if you kneel and suck enthusiastically."
            "Oh my! That's so…inappropriate."
            His words sent a surge of arousal through her. Her head went to very bad places, and she felt her sex get hot and slick. Her mouth watered, forcing her to swallow over and over. She almost licked her lips again, but he was watching her intently.
            His gaze returned to her tits. After a second, she felt how her nipples were tingling, and growing taut. Glancing down, she noticed they were hard, erect, and perfectly defined through the tight sports bra. Dorothy cursed the loss of the gingham shirt.
            "Oh, come on, miss," he said, leering. "I see how you're dressed. I've seen hookers dressed less sexually."
            "This is how proper young women dress in my wor… My country of Humbug," Dorothy said. "In fact, I'm quite well-covered where I come from. One might even call me frumpy."
            It occurred to her that in the circles her granddaughter ran in that was true. But, shorts and a midriff top were accepted casual wear in America for young women. Even in Kansas.
            "Really?" he said, taken aback. The Gillikin leaned in, lust filling his violet eyes. "How do I get to this Humbug Country?"
            "Um, that's why I'm seeking the Wizard of Oz," she said. "To find out, or maybe he'll just send me."
            "Shame. I'd so love to visit your country if you're an example of virginal."
            Dorothy stared at him a second, wondering if she wanted him to make a pass at her or not. He was an odd looking fellow by her Midwestern sensibilities, but not unattractive. For some reason her libido was getting excited.
            "Well, sir," she said, throat tight. She rubbed her lips together, before popping them. The young beauty glanced toward the city gate. "I'm sure a hardy young man like yourself would be quite…um…welcome in Humbug Country. And I'd love to discuss the matter more, but I really need to get into the city before dark. King Scarecrow is my only hope. Bye-bye."
            She quickly turned on a heel and strode away. Her silver stilettos clattered and clacked on the yellow bricks, while she held her breath and listened intently for pursuit. Dorothy was afraid to look back at him. He might see the desire and need in her eyes, and then it would all over. Well, she could go to Emerald City in the morning when the gates were open...
            "No. If I fail to strike today, I may never get another chance," she whispered. Word of her return would surely reach Emerald City and King Scarecrow within the next few days. In fact, she worried he was already looking out for her. "Keep walking."
            Unwanted thoughts of being with the Gillikin man filled her fertile mind. Her boobs, belly, and sex tingled. Once again, she felt her sex getting amazingly slick and ready.
            I really have to get a handle on my raging hormones, she thought. Biting her lip, she cast a quick look back at the Gillikin man. I pray it's just hormones.
            Whatever magic changed her back into a young woman might have super-charged her libido. She didn't recall ever having such a powerful, all consuming sex drive. Okay, she went a little boy crazy in her late teens.
            And then Dorothy remembered the Gillikin's leering suggestion of how best to manipulate the City Guardsmen at the closed gate. Was he serious? And could she trade sex for what she wanted? That was against all of her core values, though recent times had eroded those values terribly.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 22
 
            As she approached the tall, thick gates into the city, Dorothy studied the guards on duty. She counted a dozen men in elaborate silver and green uniforms. They wore silvery cuirasses over their green shirts, with green trousers and black boots. They all had silver helmets that made her think of the German spiked helmet, called a Picklehaube. Sabers hung from their belts and all but one guard had a twelve-foot spear. The one guard without a spear had fancier armor, so she assumed he was the officer.
            "Declare yourself, young woman!"
            "I am Dorothy," she said. Dorothy realized her mistake even before she finished saying her name. So she quickly added, "Of Humbug Country."
            She gave them her biggest, brightest smile. Instead of falling madly in love with her, they all gasped and pointed their spears at her. 
            "Not that Dorothy," she said. "Lordie, everyone in Oz is so scared of that other Dorothy."
            "How do we know you are not the same Dorothy?" the officer said.
            "Oh, good question," she said.
            The officer looked her over. His alert eyes lingered on her Uzi submachine guns and pistols. At most he looked suspicious. No one in Oz had yet figured out they were weapons before it was too late. She wondered how long that would last. Even in a primitive land like Oz bad news travelled fast. 
            "When was the evil Dorothy last here? Did you ever meet or see her?" she asked.
            Did time move at the same speed as in her world? Didn't the Quadling man mention it'd been sixty or seventy years since Glinda's subjugation? It'd been seventy-two years since she last visited Oz in Kansas time.
            "Oh, no, she was here in my grandfather's day," he said. "But he described her as a pretty, dark-haired little girl. Just like you."
            "Oh! You think I'm pretty?"
            He paused, staring at her. Was that the first hint of lust in his eyes? Back in Kansas, it never took much coaxing to rile up a man. The slightest flirt from a pretty girl and a man's libido went into overdrive.
            "I said Dorothy of Kansas was pretty," he replied. When she dropped her eyes, feigning hurt feelings, he added. "Though, I do think you are beautiful."
            She instantly acted interested again. Dorothy bit her lip and pretended to be too shy to make eye contact. He puffed up. The other guards lifted their spears, no longer threatening her. Indeed, they all looked amused and interested.
            "Really? Thank you," she replied. "You are quite handsome, too. So big and tall and all military fierce and strong."
            Dorothy let her eyes project her lust. Oddly enough, she didn't really have to act that much. Since returning to Oz all rejuvenated, her libido has been on a hair trigger. It didn't help that he was just her type. 
            Sex in her new, young body had proven surprisingly thrilling and pleasurable. Just thinking about it made her heart race and she struggled to breath. The City Guard officer must've mistaken her reaction as attraction to him. He pressed up close, stroking and combing his fingers through her long hair. When he licked his lips, Dorothy mirrored him.
            "I…um…I am…" Dorothy stammered. She didn't have to feign discombobulation. He was messing up her mind. The rejuvenated beauty breathed in his scent, and couldn't contain the low groan. "Is there…some…somewhere private we can go to…um…discuss this?"
            The other guards snickered and nodded knowingly. They had looks of wicked glee in their eyes. It did not help her emotional situation at all.
            "Yes. Yes. Of course," he said breathlessly. Turning, "Open the gate!"
            She thought he screwed up and just let her in. No dirty deed required. Then he grabbed her upper arm and fast walked the girl from Kansas through the gate.
            "A prisoner, Captain Viggo?" a guard inside asked.
            "Not exactly," he said, acting defensive and gruff. "I find her suspicious, so I will search and interrogate her. Alone. Just me."
            "Huh?" she said, eyes huge.
            She had made it inside the gate. The guards were all armed the same as those outside. Her 21st Century American weaponry would make short work of them. But was it justifiable? Or would she be murdering innocent men? After all, her life was not threatened.
            Oh Lord, my fight or flight instinct just got turned into fight or fuck.
            "Ah yes," the other guard said, nodding with a knowing look. He gave Dorothy an appreciative look. "Take your time, sir." 
            "What does he mean by…?" Dorothy started to ask, but Captain Viggo hurried her to a nearby door and into the small room. She spotted a small wooden table pushed up against one wall, another larger table in the middle of the small room, and two straight back chairs. He immediately removed one of her Uzis. "Hey, give that back."
            "What is it?" he asked. "It's quite heavier than it looks. Is it solid iron?"
            "Kind of. It's a Humbug good luck charm," she said, indicating it, the other Uzi, and her pistols. "They are my lucky charms."
            She smiled, but of course he didn’t get the joke.
            "They're not very attractive," he said, looking down the barrel and his thumb dangerously close to the trigger.
            His dangerous actions made her fidget and fret. The other guards would blame her if he accidently killed himself. Yet, any warning to be careful might betray the fact it was a dangerous weapon.
            "They're quite the rage back in Humbug Country."
            "Mmm, odd custom," he said, placing it on the small side table. "Divest yourself of all charms and clothing."
            Dorothy gawked at him. "Wow. You don't waste time with niceties, do you?"
            "I am required by Royal Degree to search any suspicious characters," he said.
            She gawked up at him. Was he serious? The bulge between his legs said he had other intentions. Dorothy lost her breath for a moment. Finally, she slowly removed the other Uzi, and placed it on the table. Then Dorothy removed her pistol belt.
            "I'm divested my lucky charms, Captain," she whispered, throat too tight for anything else.
            "I wouldn't go that far," Captain Viggo replied, voice lower by several octaves. He lifted her chin, and kissed her softly. Then he kissed her again, thrusting his tongue into her mouth. "Mmm. No contraband hidden in there."
            "Are you sure?" she said, giving him a sultry look. "Maybe you should check again."
            Viggo wrapped her up in his big, strong arms and squeezed so wonderfully tight. His lips claimed hers in a passionate kiss. Dorothy tried to be strong. She desperately wanted to retain full control of her mental and emotional faculties. But that kiss!
            "Mmmmm," they both groaned.
            His hands became bolder and started to explore her body. They continued to kiss, while he pulled off her sports bra. Once she was topless, Dorothy knew it was a done deal. She didn't have many lovers in her life, but every single time she lost her top she ended up with the guy between her legs. Of course, those were during her boy crazy days.
            "Oooooh, yes," she whispered when he took her boobs in both hands, squeezed them firmly, and strummed her nipples with his thumbs. "Just like that."
            The sexiest sensations rippled through her body. She got hotter and hotter, sweat prickling her skin. The hottest, wettest spot was between her legs. It was such a relief when he finally removed her shorts. The cool air felt amazing on her slick folds.
            Viggo released her lips to kiss and nibble a line down her neck and across her shoulders. Dorothy gasped and groaned sensuously, her body trembling. She tried to control herself, but began to grind her sex against his thigh. Then he kissed and nibbled down to her boobs.
            "Yes," she whispered, voice dropping an octave.
            Dorothy's head lolled around when he buried his face in her hot, sweaty cleavage. Her breath caught when he nipped a sensitive, erect nipple with his sharp teeth. The pleasure of pain was so exquisite, and something she couldn't really explore as a good, upstanding Kansas woman. With Viggo she felt free to explore anything.
            I've done worse, she thought. I'm starting to love life again.
            Viggo rubbed his face all over her tits. He sucked and licked her nipples, and he even fondled her butt at times. Basically, he drove her crazy. Her body sang like never before. Finally, he stepped back suddenly, leaving her high and dry, head spinning.
            "What? What's wrong?" Dorothy gasped. 
            "I have to get out of my uniform and armor!" he cried, looking frantic.
            While Viggo removed the cuirass and his shirt, Dorothy wagged her brows and dropped to her knees. She unfastened his trousers, pulled them down to his boot tops, and then wrapped her hand around his erection.
            "Oh my, Captain. You're so big," she purred. Dorothy gave it a naughty little lick, and then twirled her tongue around the bulbous head. After getting his full length and girth shiny with her spittle, she kissed the head and looked up. "You, sir, are hung to shame a stallion."
            Captain Viggo puffed up. His cock swelled within her firm grip, too. Dorothy stroked him a few times, and then went down on the City Guard officer.
            "Mmmmm," she moaned, knowing the sweet vibrations of that sound would feel amazing to her lover.
            Dorothy worked her tongue and lips, bobbing her head up and down his shaft. She pulled off and ran her tongue up and down and all around his shaft, before licking and sucking on his big, hairy balls.
            "I've never felt so free to do anything like this before," she whispered.
            Going down on him again, she worked hard to get him off. She wanted him to come in her mouth so badly it made her pussy ache and throb. Dorothy moaned and groaned, and soon Viggo was moaning and groaning even louder.
            "Ah!" he cried. 
            Hot cum flooded her mouth. Dorothy's whole body shook and tingled. She hesitated, both thrilled and disgusted by what she was about to do. And then…she swallowed.
            "Mmmm," she moaned, and then swirled her tongue around his dick again. "Oh, baby. That was so wonderfully nasty."
            Viggo stared incredulously down at her for a moment. Then he lifted Dorothy up to her feet, before pushing her back atop the table. Before she realized what he intended, the City Guard officer grabbed her ankles, spread her legs wide, and thrust into her exposed pussy.
            "Uggh!" Dorothy cried.
            That penetration felt amazing. His big cock stretched her out to the edge of pain. She felt her vagina clamp down on him, stopping his thrust. Viggo pulled back until the tip was nestled in her folds, before thrusting back in twice as deep.
            "Uggh!"
            "Like that, do you?"
            "Oooh, yes. Yes," she gasped out.
            He thrust into her like a madman. No one ever fucked her so long and hard. Dorothy gasped and cried out. Her head rocked back and forth atop the table, while her legs wrapped around him. She bucked and writhed, clutching at his forearms while he fondled her jostling tits.
            "Oh my God!" she cried when that rush to climax began. "Oh. My. GAWD!"
            Her body erupted with perfect bliss. Pure euphoria washed through her overheated, oversexed body. She felt that orgasm in her fingers and toes. Halfway through her throbbing climax, Viggo went over the top and filled her womb with his seed.
            They both sighed gustily, and relaxed completely. Dorothy lay atop that table, the hot, sweaty captain atop her, and basked in the glory of the afterglow.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 23
 
            "Whew!" Dorothy still felt all hot and sweaty. Captain Viggo had his way with her five times. A new personal record for her. "Such a virile man."
            Captain Viggo declared her contraband free and welcome in the city after their torrid little tryst. The inner guards grinned, nodded, and gave her lusty, knowing looks. It was all so scarily thrilling. She'd forgotten how much raw sexual power a young woman had over men. And men had over women.
            Or is it just me?
            Her Silver Stilettos clattered merrily as she strolled through the outer city. It had wider avenues and more open space than she recalled in the Emerald City of her youth. Almost every man gave her hungry looks. That didn't happen last time, either. Of course, she was much younger on her previous trip. Now she was a grown woman in her sexual prime.
            "Excuse me, ma'am," Dorothy called to a graceful looking older woman in all green.
            The green gown, hat, shoes, and parasol declared Emerald City was her ancestral home. She had green eyes and curly brown hair. Her jewelry was all emeralds set in silver.
            "Yes?" she said, looking down her nose at Dorothy.
            "Forgive me, but I haven't been to the city before," Dorothy said. "I've seen paintings of it, but they looked much different. Has something terrible befallen the city?"
            Okay, she knew war had devastated the Old City. But Dorothy wanted to know about all of the new construction and new outer walls. It looked much like a Midwestern city outside the inner walls, except everything was green.
            "Do I look like a History Scholar, miss?"
            "I don't know. What does a History Scholar look like?" she asked. And then she continued, "But you look quite intelligent and educated, as well as beautiful and fashionable."
            The woman instantly warmed to her. Flattery had gotten her more over the years than anything else.
            "So kind of you to notice," she said. After a glance around, "You probably saw a painting of the pre-war city. I've only seen paintings of it, myself. The wars all happened during my parents’ time. But sixty or seventy years ago, King Scarecrow went to war with the Witches of North, South, East, and West. He won a lot of territory, but the tide of war turned and they counter-attacked the city. It went back and forth like that for a dozen years. Half of the Old City was devastated before King Scarecrow won a major victory up north, and then a truce was worked out."
            "Has the truce held?"
            "More or less," she said. "All four Witches pledged fealty to King and Empire, though all sides are constantly probing the others for any weakness to exploit."
            "All sides?"
            "Yes, the Wicked Witches, the Good Witches, and the Wizard make it a three-sided standoff," she said. The lady grimaced, sighed, and shook her head woefully. "Anyway, the displaced residents were forced to rebuild their homes outside the original walls. They thought it temporary, but King Scarecrow refused to let anyone rebuild inside the city proper. Instead, he built another circle of walls to protect what we now refer as the New City."
            "Wow," Dorothy said. "That's fascinating. Why didn't King Scarecrow allow his people to rebuild in the Old City?"
            "Oddly enough, most of the structures destroyed in the war were the homes and businesses of his rivals," she said.
            "I understand. Thank you, ma'am."
            The gates into the Old City were open and unguarded. Dorothy passed through to find the streets much more crowded. Everyone was moving in the same direction. She continued on with the flow since they were heading toward the palace.
            Dorothy expected to see signs of war and devastation. Instead of rubble piled up in vacant lots, she found beautiful parks surrounding statues of Scarecrow, Tin Woodman, Lion, and even Glinda. The statues and parks all commemorated some great battle they won.
            She stopped before a tall bronze statue of Glinda and Lion standing triumphant over a kneeling, bound, and gagged woman. The plague at the base proclaimed her victory over Locasta, Good Witch of the North. Locasta wore only a pair of ragged thigh boots, and was otherwise nude. Almost as shocking was the ball-gag.
            "Oh my, do they have access to the internet?" Dorothy whispered. She remembered the spreader bar the Sa'Kor troops put on her. "They didn't have anything like that last time I was here."
            That statue didn't depict Glinda or Lion as she remembered them, either. And their depictions were even more shocking than Locasta's. Glinda looked like a bad girl. That's the only way to describe her. One breast was exposed by her torn clothing, which was scandalously revealing to begin with. Her hair was longer, wind-tousled, and there was a sultry sneer on her lovely face.
            As for Lion, Dorothy didn't recognize him at all. Last time she was in Oz, he was a lion. A talking lion, but still physically exactly like a lion back in her world. In the statue, he was half-man and half-lion, but really more man. His manly body was tall, robust, built like a Mr. Universe bodybuilder. Only the head and face looked like a fierce, man-eating lion. That image of him frightened her in a very inappropriate way. Yeah, he was depicted completely nude and hung like a horse.
            "This is not the Oz I remember. Something has changed it fundamentally," she whispered.
            Dorothy continued on toward the palace until she came across another park and statue dedicated to Tin Woodman. He was still recognizable as her old friend, but he looked bigger, stronger, and with a cruel leer on his face.
            Finally, she came across a statue of King Scarecrow. He looked bigger and scarier, too. His raggedly old clothes were replaced with stately robes, but the statue stood with one foot upon the head of a beautiful young woman. One hand held a leash attached to a collar around her neck. She was naked, bound, and gagged like Locasta. The plaque said, "I take the women of my vanquished enemies as my slaves."
            "Wow. Just wow."
            The street became increasingly crowded the closer she got to the palace. Finally, the street opened up on a vast plaza. It was the same plaza that the Wonderful Wizard left her behind in his big balloon. The same plaza that Glinda finally revealed the true power of the Silver Shoes. Dorothy always wondered why Glinda never revealed that the shoes had that power right away.
            The people in the plaza wore all of the colors of the rainbow. Mostly green, but the four colors of Oz's four great Countries were generously represented, too. And other colors were on parade, too.
            Dorothy noticed sweeping murals of King Scarecrow's Great Wars on the walls surrounding the plaza, depicting him and his Heroes Lion, Tin Woodman, and Glinda laying waste to other lands and slaying their enemies. Dorothy shook her head and wondered what went so terribly wrong. Why had her friends turned evil? What took them from the Heroes that Vanquished the Last Wicked to ruthless conquerors? 
            And why are there even more Wicked Witches now?
            The crowd suddenly roared with cheers and jeers. Dorothy looked to the platform. Apparently, King Scarecrow had passed judgment on some poor soul who was being dragged away in chains. The best she could understand, all of his wealth was ordered seized and divided between the man suing him and King Scarecrow.
            "So this is his justice," Dorothy muttered, eyes narrowing. "No wonder everyone hates me. I helped them become heroes, so that they could conquer and subjugate everyone." She took a deep breath, letting it out slowly as her blood boiled. "His reign of terror ends now."
            To see King Scarecrow better, she found a cart and climbed onto it. And there he was. Her old friend and new enemy. Scarecrow. Two women knelt to either side of his throne, both naked and held in place by leashes and collars around their necks. Slaves? The wives or daughters of his vanquished enemies?
            Dorothy took an Uzi in hand, wondering if she was close enough to guarantee killing him. Probably not. Uzis weren't the most accurate weapons, so she'd more likely kill those two poor slave girls.
            "I need to get closer."
            None of the other so-called Heroes stood on the platform with him. The new Wizard of Oz sat upon a huge throne carved out of a single giant emerald, which sat upon a sturdy looking platform about head height to the audience. Her world had nothing like that. Did they create that emerald with magic?
            Scarecrow in real life looked much as she remembered, but wearing finer clothes. He was dressed in a shiny green robe, which was open to reveal white clothes underneath. A gold, diamond, and emerald crown perched atop his head and around the same hat she remembered him wearing. Was the hat part of his head? He was surrounded by what she guessed was his bodyguards.
            "Sweet Jesus, what are those brutes?" she muttered.
            They looked like big, brutal, living suits of armor. They didn't even have faces, just dark slits where eyes and mouth should be. One and all looked cruel and vicious, armed with swords and spears. Their glowing red eyes glared down at the citizens of Oz as if they were one and all enemies.
            "Excuse me, sir, but could you answer a question from a foreigner?" Dorothy pleaded with the closest man. He was admiring her long legs and sweet round butt, which was all but hanging out of her shorts above him. "Who are the scary armored men up there with King Scarecrow?"
            The Ozian glanced at the platform, before his eyes returned to her legs. He licked his lips. 
            "That's the Iron Brigade," the man said. "They are King Scarecrow's personal bodyguards."
            "Oh? So they guard the king and his palace?" she said. "Not the City Guard?"
            "Yes and no," he said. "The Palace Guard defends the palace, while the City Guard defends the city gates and patrols the city, but the Iron Brigade protects the Wizard of Oz." One hand rose up and reached halfway to her right leg, before he came to his senses and pulled it back. "The…um…Iron Brigade is a very blood-thirsty, ruthless bunch. Don't mess with them. They will gleefully chop you into little pieces."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 24
 
            The crowd bumped and jostled Dorothy as she snaked her way toward King Scarecrow. What was the hold he had over them? Some in the audience looked on the verge of frenzy. Others looked stunned. A few even looked on with masks of fear and dread. Mostly, though, they seemed to practically worship their King Scarecrow.
            "I haven't seen anything like this since World War II," she muttered. "Has Scarecrow created a cult of personality like Hitler?"
            Dorothy noticed the people supporting Scarecrow the fiercest were green-clad Ozians. That made sense, since he restored their power over all the lands lost when the last true king died.
            That thought reminded her. Someone mentioned that he married Princess Ozma. And it was an unwilling marriage at that. The fact Ozma didn't sit next to him spoke volumes to Dorothy.
            Dropping her hands to the Uzis, she took them off safety.
            I'm ready to rock and roll, baby, Dorothy thought. A thrill rippled through her, making her shudder. She licked dry lips, heart racing. She kind of felt like an assassin, or worse, a cold blooded murderer. But Scarecrow doesn't have blood.
            Or did he? She'd heard he was using magic to make himself completely human, but failed. She got the impression he was partly, maybe even mostly, human now. If so, then her guns definitely would kill him. Bullets would pass harmlessly through a straw-stuffed scarecrow.
            It isn't like I'm killing a real person. 
            Scarecrow was a creature of magic. Indeed, many of the people she knew in Oz of old couldn't exist without magic animating them. But did that mean they weren't people? Or were some kind of puppets? Did they truly have life? Did they have souls?
            Ozian physics didn't play by the same rules as they did back in Kansas. Dorothy came from a world of technology and science, whereas Oz was based on magic. For all she knew, everything was a figment of her imagination and she was really passed out in the attic, slowly freezing to death.
            Does any of it matter?
            The crowd roared again. She looked to find a small family being dragged away in chains – husband, wife, and two small children. Dorothy stared at them in horror. Scarecrow punished children for the crimes of their parents? And those two parents didn't look like criminals.
            Her blood began to boil. He looked so pleased with himself, so smug and full of himself. Scarecrow had definitely changed. He was as wicked as they came. Her old friend had become pure evil. 
            Scarecrow had to die, and she was the only one who could or would do it.
            The young beauty stopped being so nice and started pushing people out of the way. She only had eyes for Scarecrow. Everyone else kind of faded away. She watched as he continued to pass judgment on citizens, never listening to evidence for and against, but just making snap decisions. And the sentence was always the same. Sold into slavery, and frequently the whole family enslaved, and their estate divided between King Scarecrow and the accuser.
            Since when is slavery legal in Oz? she thought. Oh, Scarecrow, how could you!
            "It doesn't pay to be rich anymore," a Munchkin muttered to another as she passed by. "The king's agents will accuse you of a crime so he can take it all away from you."
            Now it made sense. Scarecrow and his wicked cronies were lining their pockets by making false accusations against the rich and probably his rivals and enemies. It just made her feel so sad that a friend of hers would commit such atrocities.
            She finally reached the edge of the platform. It stood a good foot above her head. Dorothy couldn't see King Scarecrow that close up. So she moved back into the crowd and toward the lower deck where the men and women petitioning the king stood. It was empty by the time she reached it.
            Dorothy boldly stepped up upon that deck so that everyone in the audience could see her. No one seemed to sense anything was amiss. She just looked like another petitioner.
            But things were very amiss.
            "Scarecrow!" Dorothy shouted.
            He looked startled. It'd probably been years, if not decades, since anyone addressed him so familiarly. His eyes narrowed, and searched her out. Their eyes locked, and pure animosity passed between them. Until he started and leaned back, eyes huge.
            "Dorothy?" he cried. "Dorothy Gale of Kansas? You've come back!"
            The crowd gasped.
            King Scarecrow stood up and walked to the edge of the platform. He looked so pleased. Was that lust in his face as he looked her over again?
            Dorothy noticed that up close his burlap face looked fiercer, even wicked. Red orbs burned deep in the recesses of his cut-out eyes, and his mouth was full of pointed teeth and fangs. His clothes were nicer, but the hat remained the same as she remembered. He still looked mostly the same, though his shoulders were broader, thicker, more powerful looking than she remembered. 
            The Wizard of Oz was dressed in green robes of state, and carried a blood-red wand. After a second, she realized it was a foot long ruby or garnet. 
            "Look at you. All grown up into a beautiful woman," he said. "I never expected to see you again."
            She quirked a brow, "And I you. But here I am. Back from Kansas, and returned to Oz with a vengeance."
            He tilted his head, a quizzical look on his face. She smiled, so pleased he hadn't figured it out yet. But Dorothy was pretty sure she saw a hint of unease. He didn't know what to think, or how to deal with her. Maybe he even believed all of the hype about her, though she suspected he was responsible for spreading the rumors that sullied her good name. Why should he take all of the blame when he could lay a big part of it on her?
            "Look! Dorothy of Kansas has returned in our greatest hour of need!" King Scarecrow declared. 
            The crowd cheered, but not with any enthusiasm. It was a very wary, uneasy sounding cheering. The cheers quickly faded into hushed whispers. But Scarecrow, at least, looked quite pleased. Dorothy waited warily, not sure what game he was playing.
            "Tell us, Dorothy, why have you returned to us?" King Scarecrow asked, lifting his arms for quiet.
            Thank you, she thought.
            Dorothy kept the smile on her face, while she steeled herself for the fight to come. A fight she could very easily be killed in. She wasn't sure her weapons would kill any of the Iron Brigade. Would her bullets even penetrate their steel bodies?
            The crowd grew quiet. Dorothy stepped forward, her Silver Stilettos echoing through the plaza. She had a moment to think, Amazing acoustics. Her hands rested atop the two Uzi submachine guns like they were purses hung on her shoulders. Nothing threatening. Yet, the Iron Brigade moved closer to their king. One and all of the silvery, brutal looking soldiers glared murderously down at her.
            Hot and cold washed through her as she neared the King. She couldn't miss at point blank range with automatic weapons. The Wicked Wizard of Oz will be dead before his tin soldiers can reach me.
            "Why have I returned?" she asked quite loudly for all to hear. Her hands wrapped around the Uzis handgrips, fingers poised above the triggers. "Why, to KILL the Wicked Wizard of Oz!"
            Both Uzis rose up and thrust forward. The young beauty took aim as Scarecrow leaned back, an incredulous look on his face. And then she pulled the triggers.
            Ratta-tat-tat-tat! Ratta-tat-tat-tat!
            The Wizard of Oz jumped around as bullet after bullet ripped through his body. It almost looked like he was dancing. Dorothy saw holes appear in his head, torso, and limbs. He fell straight back, straw and dust flying, as soon as her weapons ran out of ammo.
            Ejecting the empty magazines, she had two more ready in her pockets. Slamming them in, she racked the charging handles and then opened up on the charging Iron Brigade.
            Ratta-tat-tat-tat! Ratta-tat-tat-tat!
            Her bullets ripped into their metal bodies. Blood was all over the place. Iron Brigade soldiers were dropping like flies, with the rest slipping and falling in all of that blood on the floor. Dorothy emptied four more magazines before the unthinkable happened.
            Scarecrow rose up from the dead.
            "What the fuck?" she cried, eyes huge.
            "You can't kill me, Dorothy of Kansas!" King Scarecrow screamed with a magically enhanced voice. "Seize her! Give me the evil one, Dorothy Gale of Kansas!"
            Men started to come up after her on the lower deck. Dorothy spun around, pointing her weapons at them. All immediately shrank back, holding up their hands in submissive, warding gestures. So she turned back to Scarecrow and lit him up again.
            King Scarecrow didn't fall back a single step this time. He leaned into her hail of bullets.
            "Holy shit!" she cried. "I'm such a fool! Fire is what kills scarecrows!"
            "Fool! I would've made you my Queen!" he cried, eyes blazing bright red. "Now I'll make you grovel, beg, and crawl before me. I'll make you my slave and personal plaything!"
            A vision filled her mind of him towering above her, while she was on her knees. Naked and pleading for…sex? Dorothy shook her head, desperate to be rid of those depraved thoughts.
            Is it just me? she thought. Or is the entire Land of Oz cursed and making everyone oversexed?
            "If you want my sweet round butt in your bed, you're going to have to defeat me!"
            Dorothy charged the platform, guns blazing. She jumped up onto the higher platform and rolled through Scarecrow's legs. He went down again, as she rolled under him.
            Scarecrow's hands tried to grab Dorothy. She squeaked and squealed when he grabbed her left ankle. She kicked free, and slapped an Uzi across his face. Then an Iron Brigade soldier grabbed her, lifted her high, and slammed her to the platform.
            Her Uzis went in different direction, and the air exploded out of her lungs. She sucked in air desperately, head filled with visions of being paraded around naked on a leash and collar. Of being on all fours while Scarecrow sated his lusts upon her helpless body. Of kneeling before the, evil wizard and sucking him off.
            "I hate my dirty brain," she gasped out. Noticing Iron Brigade soldiers about to pick up her Uzis, Dorothy pulled both pistols. "Don't touch my shit!"
            She opened up on them. That was when she realized shooting the Tin Men soldiers actually killed them. They bled like real people. And they were going down and not getting back up like Scarecrow. 
            "Scarecrow, I'm going to BURN you to the ground!"
            Dorothy holstered her pistols and raced for the first Uzi. She snatched it up on the run, and turned sharply to go after the other. Bad move. She'd forgotten she was wearing five inch stilettos. Dorothy went down hard, but she rolled right back to her feet and took off running.
            "Ouch, that hurt," she muttered through clenched teeth. She opened fire on the remaining members of the Iron Brigade. "Die!"
            Silvery steel soldiers converged on her. Dorothy was impressed that they didn't run. Such bravery! But they closed too fast for her to shoot them all.
            "Ugh!" she grunted when one slammed a spear down across her shoulders. The pain was exquisite. She dropped to a knee in pain, but spun on it, and brought her Uzi to bear. "I said DIE!"
            Ratta-tat-tat-tat! Ratta-tat-tat-tat!
            Another Iron Man grabbed her hair, yanking the young beauty to her feet. Then he slammed a fist into her back over her kidney.
            "Ugh!"
            "Hold her!" Scarecrow command. "Dorothy is mine!"
            Suddenly, she was surrounded. They wrestled the Uzi from her grip. Fists struck her from all sides.
            "Ugh! Ugh!" she cried, the pain consuming her. "Ugh!"
            Blackness crept in from all sides. They punched her in the belly, the back, and the head. One of them even used her tits like speed bags for a moment.
            "Stop," Scarecrow said.
            Dorothy barely hung onto consciousness. One of the Iron Brigade held her up with his arms hooked through hers. She hung limply, legs unable to support her. Her head hung forward, bloody drool dripping out of slack lips. Scarecrow stepped up close, yanked her head up by her hair, and forced her to look up at his triumphant face.
            "Welcome home, Dorothy. I'm going to enjoy owning you, body and soul."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 25
 
            Scarecrow stood before her. Dorothy could see a dozen bullet entry and exit points on his arms, legs, head. Yet, he still lived, while she never felt so battered and achy.
            "This sucks greasy balls," Dorothy rasped out.
            Scarecrow stroked her lips with his blood-red wand. "You will. The Iron Brigade has very greasy balls."
            She looked around at the closest Iron Brigade soldiers. None of them looked the least bit horny. They just looked angry and vengeful.
            "Uh-oh."
            "Uh-oh indeed," King Scarecrow said. "Strip her. I sentence Dorothy the Assassin to a public caning, and then she will be cast into ignoble slavery!"
            The crowd cheered. She looked out over them, at all of the viciously jubilant faces. She tried to free them, yet they relished her defeat. Their fevered eyes showed that they looked forward to watching her punishment. 
            Her Uzi submachine guns lay on the floor not too far apart. Even better, they'd failed to completely disarm her. She still had both pistols and the katana. While the sword was probably useless against men constructed of iron, firearms did kill them. The sword might actually be more effective against Scarecrow.
            "You won't get away with this, Scarecrow!"
            "Funny. That's what Glinda said as I sank my fangs into her throat, and she has served me eagerly and quite wickedly for a long time," he said, moving closer as his right hand began to glow black.
            Dorothy did a double-take. How did something glow black? Yet, there it was before her eyes. Her throat tightened. Her heart hammered. No visions this time, just stark fear and dread. Then the unthinkable happened.
            Her arms were released and the soldiers moved back one step. She had no doubt her old friend planned to do something truly evil to her with his magic.
            "Hope you don't mind if I ruin your little celebration, old friend," Dorothy said through clenched teeth, eyes narrowing. He paused, just before his eyes fell to her pistols. "Oopsy."
            Pulling a pistol with her left hand, Dorothy drew the sword with the other. That razor sharp blade sliced off the Wicked Wizard of Oz's glowing hand. Scarecrow held it up and gawked at the straw-stuffed stump.
            "I'm going to shred you!" 
            Before she could put an end to King Scarecrow once and for all, the Iron Brigade closed with her. Dorothy was forced to defend herself with gunfire and swinging sword. As expected, the sword proved ineffective against the Iron Men. She sheathed it and snatched up an Uzi.
            That turned the tide. The Iron Brigade started to fall back. She thought the victory was hers when she regained the second Uzi, but more Iron Brigade soldiers came charging onto the stage. About thirty more.
            "Dammit. I'm out of here," she cried, firing until both machine guns' charging handle locked back, empty.
            She was out of magazines for the Uzis in her pockets. There was more ammo in her knapsack, so she slung them over her shoulders, pulled both pistols, and jumped back onto the lower deck. The crowd gasped and cringed back. Brandishing her weapons, she charged into the crowd. It opened up like Moses parting the Red Sea.
            "I'm not through with you, Scarecrow!"
            Dorothy was forced to change directions a dozen times while plowing through the crowd. So when she finally broke into the open, she wasn't sure where she was. The city was no longer familiar to her. And then suddenly there were the inner walls and an open gate.
            "Run for your lives!" she cried, running as fast as she could while so burdened with heavy weapons. "It's Dorothy of Kansas come back to destroy us all!"
            The City Guard passing through the gate blanched and looked past her with worry. She grinned and ran unopposed through the gate. And then she found herself in unfamiliar streets. Narrow, dark streets full of trash and homeless looking men.
            "The ghetto?" she whispered, slowing to a fast walk.
            People stopped paying attention to her when she stopped running. So she slowed to a normal pace, while trying to act normal. It wasn't easy to pull off while huffing and puffing.
            "Nick's Naughty Nymphs?" she muttered, stopping to read the sign over an open door. The structure stood five floors tall. Bright green tiles sheathed it like every other building, with lots of open windows above. Oz still didn't have air conditioning. "I really miss AC."
            It wasn't that hot. Maybe 80 degrees Fahrenheit. Not hot for a Kansas summer, but it was the dead of winter back home. At least she was dressed for hot weather.
            Dorothy started to turn away and continue on when a disturbance erupted behind her. It only took her a second to spy the pointy, silvery heads of the Iron Brigade forcing their way through the streets.
            "Yikes!"
            She rushed through the nearest door, and found herself inside a very gaudily decorated room. Everywhere she looked there were scantily clad to completely nude young women. All very beautiful women. Well-dressed men from every Country in Oz were scattered among the giggling and wiggling women.
            "A cathouse?" 
            And there he was. Holding court. Nick Chopper. Her old friend, more commonly known as Tin Woodman. He was staring incredulously at her, with a topless woman on each knee. And then Dorothy noticed the massive meaty rod rising up from between his legs.
            Her jaw dropped.
            Nick stood seven feet tall, with shiny steel "skin" like the Iron Brigade soldiers. His head was pentagon shaped, coming to a point at the top, with a reinforced chin. His body looked massively built, with broad thick shoulders and thick arms. The trunk of his body was made of articulated plates so he could bend and twist. His face was gray flesh, with steel gray eyes, and looked human. 
            He looked like a bigger, meaner version of the Iron Brigade soldiers.
            "Welcome to Nick's Naughty Nymphs brothel, old friend."
            His voice was deep and commanding, and called to something base and primal. She couldn't breathe for a long moment. Then realization struck.
            "A brothel? You own a brothel?" she said, looking around again with big eyes. "You're a pimp?"
            "I know. I'm thrilled for me, too," he said. "So much more fun than chopping wood."
            Men and women angrily shouted and screamed out in the street. Dorothy remembered her situation, so eased the door closed and backed away from it. The big pimp stood and walked over to a green velvet draped window.
            "Mmm, looks like someone's been naughty," he said. Turning to the room, his eyes narrowing, "If asked, no one's seen anything or anyone. We've just been enjoying a good time with some beautiful women." 
            The men and women all nodded. In truth, her sudden entrance barely got anyone's attention. They all had much naughtier thoughts on their dirty minds.
            Tin Woodman seized her arm and quickly moved Dorothy deeper into the brothel.
            "You do know how to stir up trouble, Dorothy."
            "I tried to kill Scarecrow."
            "Well now, that's interesting. And not in a good way."
            "Are you going to give me to them, Tin Woodman?"
            "Hell no. I'm going to hide you in a room. My personal bedroom, I might add," he said, wagging his brows. "And no one calls me 'Tin Woodman' anymore. I'm Nick Chopper. Call me Nick."
            They passed through an ornate silver door, beautifully worked with an orgy scene. She shook her head. Apparently, the once virtuous Nick Chopper had turned into a dirty old man and reveled in his debauchery.
            "This is where you live?"
            "Beautiful, isn’t it?" he said. "I designed it myself."
            Unlike the mostly green in the main parlor, his small apartment was garishly appointed in all silver and white, with just a few bright red decorations scattered about. She thought the sitting room was bad, but his bedroom proved worse. All she could do was gawk with her mouth open.
            "I never…"
            "As you've so famously said, there's no place like home," he replied, glowing with pride.
            Someone started pounding on the front door. "Open up in the name of King Scarecrow!"
            "What are we going to do?" she asked.
            "You have to blend in so they don't recognize you," he said. "Strip out of those clothes."
            Dorothy objected, but he explained her outfit was too distinctive. The Iron Brigade soldiers would be looking for a dark-haired woman in those clothes. She couldn't argue that point, so started stripping. She set her weapons on a table, then pulled off her top as she heard someone open the front door and soldiers stomped inside. Their steel feet thundered on the hardwood floors. 
            After wiggling out of her short-shorts, and dropping them atop of the pile of her weapons and clothes, Dorothy looked expectantly to Nick.
            "What do you have for me to wear?"
            "Nothing," he said, picked up everything she owned save the silver stilettos on her feet, and dumped it all into a large trunk. He snapped a padlock on it, before throwing a white cloth with red decorations over it. "Put your hair up in pigtails."
            "But..."
            She wanted to explain that she'd had them up in pigtails most of the time since returning. But she realized the Iron Brigade had never seen her in pigtails, so maybe not such a bad idea.
            "Quickly!"
            She did as ordered. Moving to a small mirror on the wall, she tired her long brown hair up in bouncy pigtails above her ears with long pink ribbons. She'd always had them toward the back of her head growing up. For some reason, she wanted the sexier pigtails. Again, she worried the entire world of Oz was cursed to make everyone think about sex and things sexy.
            "If asked, your name is Uma," he said. Nick tapped her chin, and she obediently lifted it high. He quickly locked a shiny silver collar around her neck. Hot and cold flowed from it and into her body. Her libido became super-charged. For a second, her mind felt muted like it was wrapped in cotton. "It's a popular name for prostitutes and strippers in Emerald City."
            Her eyes dropped to his still erect cock. She licked dry lips, while an unstoppable urge to wrap her hand around his shaft consumed her. Dorothy's sex got hot and slick, and began to throb with achy need. Even her mouth watered as she thought about going down on him, longing to taste his seed.
            Did Nick have seed? Could he procreate? She remembered Nick Chopper was once a normal man. Emperor of the Munchkins, in fact. The Wicked Witch of the East enchanted him, or his ax, or something. It was so hard to think with that enchanted collar around her throat, but the Wicked Witch used magic to make him keep chopping off his own body parts, and then she replaced them with tin substitutes. The Witch then took over Munchkin Country, leaving him out in the woods as the Tin Woodsman.
            "What have you done to me?" she whispered breathlessly.
            She fought the urge to touch herself. Her body needed so badly. Just a little rub on her special spot. Wouldn't take long to…
            "No!" she said, jerking her hand back.
            "Shhh," he said. His left hand rose up to fondle her, while the right palmed the back of her head. Dorothy felt a thrill as she offered her lips. And he kissed her, long and hard. "Let's make this look real now."
            Her old friend fast-walked Dorothy to the bed. He forced her to lie in the middle, and then he climbed on top of her as soldiers pounded on his door. Dorothy spread her legs wide without prompting and bit her lip as she watched that cock move closer and closer, and finally press against her tingling folds. The apartment door opened a second later and Iron Brigade soldiers poured in. 
            Nick thrust into Dorothy.
            "Uggh!"
            Dorothy forgot all about King Scarecrow and his brutal Iron Brigade. Nick's cock was the longest, thickest, hardest she'd ever known. Half of his length was inside her with that first thrust, and yet she felt completely filled up. He stretched her out beyond the point of pain. And then he pulled all the way out, just to plow back into her even deeper.
            "Uggh!"
            "Who's your pimp?" he demanded.
            Dorothy gawked up incredulously. His eyes captured hers, refusing to release them. Her body trembled, so hot and needy. He seized her wrists, pressing them into the mattress above her head. She felt so vulnerable, helpless, so weak and sexy.
            Nick continued to thrust into her hard and fast. She felt every long inch of him sliding in and out of her body. So long and thick. Her vagina clamped down around him, but that didn't slow him down or impede him in any way. He was too big and powerful. He was her pimp.
            "Y-You… Uggh… You're my pimp," she gasped out, body singing.
            "General Chopper?" one Iron Brigade soldier called, sounding very respectful. "Sir, have you seen Dorothy of Kansas?"
            The steel-sheathed pimp stopped thrusting. His cock rested balls deep inside Dorothy, who continued to buck and writhe under him. Even just impaled on his rod was beyond anything she ever experienced. He slanted a quizzical look back at the soldiers.
            "Dorothy has returned? As in Dorothy Gale of Kansas? Are you serious?"
            "Yes, sir. She just tried to assassinate King Scarecrow."
            "Really? That doesn't sound like her," he said. "Still, I'd appreciate it if you brought her by here for me to see. If you catch her."
            "We'll catch her, sir."
            "You don't know Dorothy of Kansas like I do," he said. "She's got a knack for getting into, and then out of sticky situations." He grinned down at her, thrust three more times, and then turned back to the waiting soldiers. "Carry on! I have work to do putting this uppity girl back in her proper place."
            The Iron Brigade soldiers glanced at Dorothy. For a second she thought they recognized her. But they just saluted and marched out. She stared at the open door long after they had gone.
            "You did it," she whispered.
            "I'm good," he said, and started thrusting again.
            She couldn't believe how wonderful it felt. She moaned and groaned, bucking and writhing under him. Soon her hips began thrusting up, desperate to get him deeper and deeper inside her. Nothing mattered but increasing her pleasure.
            "Ooooooh," she groaned. "Please. I can't… Uggh! I can't take much more."
            "I know. After I’m finished taming and claiming you, I'll have the supreme honor of having Dorothy of Kansas working in my brothel. Just don't forget your new name is Uma."
            Dorothy's eyes rolled up, and her back bowed high. Her insides were a hot mess. That monster cock continued to thrust into her like a machine. Tireless. Ruthless. Insatiable. She kicked and squirmed, bucked and writhed. Her pimp was driving her crazy.
            "Yes," she gasped out. "Oh yes. Yes."
            "When you come, the collar's magic will seal your fate, Dorothy," Nick growled, plowing into her like a madman. They were about to peak at the same time. "I own you!"
            "Yes!" she cried, and her body erupted with insane waves of euphoria. Hot and cold flowed through her overheated, oversexed body. Dorothy felt the last vestiges of her resistance crumble away. "I am yours!"
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 26
 
            "I can't believe that goodie-two-shoe bitch tried to kill me. ME!"
            King Scarecrow stomped up onto the dais and stopped before the Emerald Throne, back in his throne room deep inside the safety of the palace. A dozen Iron Brigade and Palace Guard officers awaited his orders.
            He scowled at them. How did Dorothy escape with so many of the Empire's finest soldiers against her? Then he noticed one of the guard officers look him up and down, and realized he was still a torn up, disheveled mess.
            All of his wounds, which he didn't feel at all, just reminded him of his many failed attempts to make himself fully human. The body moved and performed to perfection, but was still animated cloth covered straw.
            The Wizard lifted his foot-long blood-red ruby wand to draw a rune in the air, before tapping himself in the forehead. There was a soft pop, a red flash, and he was back looking pristine. He noticed the stress among his officers faded away.
            "Captain Chroman, notify me the instant she's captured," King Scarecrow said, eyes blazing red fire. The steel-plated Iron Brigade officer snapped to attention. "I want her dragged before me in chains. Right here in front of everyone. I want my victory over Dorothy of Kansas to be well-witnessed!" 
            The Iron Brigade officers all radiated pleasure from their featureless metal faces. Like himself, Nick's creations were one of the few sentient races to resist the spell that transformed all of the others into humans, though they did have flesh and blood bodies within their iron shells. He felt a special bond with them, and them to him. Nick was not happy when he lost the ultimate loyalty of his Iron Brigade. 
            "The entire Empire will dance in the streets when they hear you defeated and destroyed Dorothy, your Majesty," Captain Chroman said. "The people will proclaim you a hero."
            "Well, I am the Champion of the People," King Scarecrow said, with a smirk and shrug. "I will be in my conjuring room looking for her, too."
            He dismissed the Iron Brigade and Palace Guard officers and took a secret passage behind his throne, behind the bright emerald green tapestries. The way was dark and dirty, twisting and turning through the very walls of the palace. The passages were originally for staff to move about the palace without being seen. He claimed them as his own as soon as he learned of their existence. Magic erased everyone's memory of them.
            While Glinda claimed the highest chamber in the highest tower as her conjuring room, Scarecrow didn't like anything so obvious. His conjuring room was in the palace basement, and in the second level below ground. He found the chamber comfortingly dark and cool, circular in shape, and domed. Originally, it was a wine cellar.
            Blood red symbols and runes on the walls and ceiling began to glow and writhe when the Wizard entered. He went to kneel before a glowing red pentacle permanently etched into the stone floor. He worked his wand, feeling the magic flowing through it and him. He did a methodical search of the city for Dorothy, but found nothing.
            "Those damned Silver Shoes are hiding her," he grumbled.
            Glinda warned him about them. Since Dorothy possessed the powerful talisman, he hadn't worried. For one, she took them to another realm of existence. Two, she was basically a very nice girl, so wouldn't use them for evil. Three, the shoes were bound to her and none of his enemies could take them away from her. 
            "Only she's not so nice anymore," he said. "I should've known life would've changed her. It changes us all. Now she's become a problem."
            Where was Glinda? It was her job to hunt down and capture the little bitch. So far, the usually reliable Witch was thwarted by Dorothy and her Silver Shoes. Last he heard, Glinda was waiting in ambush of Dorothy in Kiamo Ko.
            "I bet Wanda interfered," he muttered, scowling towards the west.
            He opened a hand, palm up. A green bubble appeared. "To Glinda."
            With his wand, Scarecrow gave the bubble more urgency, more speed. It would find Glinda super fast and deliver his message. Even if she happened to be in the farthest corner of the Empire, it would take less than an hour to reach her. Urgent message bubbles were a lot harder to intercept, too. But before he could give it a message to deliver, another bubble passed through the thick stone walls and entered his conjuring room. Only Glinda and a Cardinal Witch had the power to penetrate his wards like that.
            A scowl spread across his face when he noticed the message bubble was yellow.
            "Wanda," he snarled. Holding out his other hand, he received the message. It burst with Wanda's voice, "Mirror me."
            He sent his message bubble across the room to await his pleasure. Turning to a full-length mirror against the wall, King Scarecrow tapped it three times with his wand, saying, "Wanda of the West" before each tap. The mirror reflected swirling mists for a few seconds, before the image of the Wicked Witch of the West appeared.
            "Hello, King Scarecrow," Wanda purred, looking so self-satisfied.
            His eyes widened. He'd never seen her naked before. All Wanda wore were black thigh boots and black over-the-elbow gloves. And her Witch's Hat. What he found more astonishing was Glinda, bent over a thick wooden bar, naked body shiny with sweat, while huffing and puffing furiously. Glinda looked beside herself in outrage and humiliation. He'd never seen her face so red.
            "Kinky," Scarecrow said, very careful not to show any concern.
            Wanda had Glinda bound hand and foot. Besides being bent over that bar naked, her ankles were chained to the floor. The former Good Witch's wrists were each bound to the opposite arm's elbows, which looked quite uncomfortable. And then Wanda finished off her bondage scene with a silver collar and chain, keeping Glinda bent over and helpless by chaining her throat to the floor as well.
            Glinda's spectacular body was crisscrossed with angry red welts, which explained the riding crop in Wanda's hand. If he had a heart, it would be thundering. To all appearances, it looked like Wanda was announcing her declaration of civil war.
            I'm not ready for this, he thought. What did you do, Glinda?
            Wanda had been spoiling for a fight for the last two decades. She was constantly trying to get Jezebelle, and even the two Good Witches, to join her in a war against him. So far everyone had been too afraid of him and Glinda together. Take Glinda out of the picture, and the other Cardinal Witches might very well join Wanda in revolt.
            "Glinda had a little accident," Wanda said. She extended her left hand. He saw four small white pieces of ivory. Her wand was destroyed? "How embarrassing is that, right? Poor thing has been inconsolable, but I've done my best."
            "Are you all right, Glinda?" he asked.
            "I've been better," she gasped out. 
            Wanda whirled on Glinda, and the riding crop came down across the Witch's firm round buttocks. Thwack! Thwack! Scarecrow watched her fleshy rump jiggle as two new welts rose up.
            "I did not give you permission to speak," Wanda snarled. Thwack! Across her lower back. Thwack! Across her shoulders. "Don't speak without permission."
            Glinda looked incredulous, but kept her mouth shut. Scarecrow could only image the rage built up inside that proud Witch. She was going to explode the second she got free.
            "If you know what's good for you," Scarecrow said in a measured tone. "You'll release her immediately."
            "Oh, I know what's good for me," Wanda said, smirking. She pulled Glinda's head up by her tousled hair. The former Good Witch grimaced. "And Glinda is very good. But you'd know that better than any of us, wouldn't you?"
            The Wicked Witch handed the riding crop to someone he couldn't see past the edge of the mirror. That person handed Wanda a long, curved knife. She continued to hold Glinda's head up by her hair as she placed the knife's razor edge to the Witch's throat.
            "She is bound with talismans stripping her of magic, so poor little Glinda will die if I cut her pretty little throat," Wanda said. Her eyes narrowed at Scarecrow. "And I'll happily kill her if you don't agree to my demands."
            King Scarecrow suppressed a cringe. He knew she'd want something. Glinda was too important to him to lose, but there were limits to what he'd do to save her. Did Wanda understand that? 
            "Your demands?"
            She smiled and relaxed, but kept the knife to Glinda's throat.
            "You have to grant me certain concessions if you want your pet Witch back," Wanda said. "First and foremost, from this moment on my word is law in the West. You will remove all Royal garrisons by the end of the month, and you will name me First Witch."
            Those were not insignificant concessions. She wanted full autonomy. If he granted it, then the other Witches would start scheming to gain autonomy, too. Without the Royal Army inside Winkie Country, he had no effective means to enforce his authority. It was Wanda's first step toward shrugging off the Royal yoke. Yet, losing Glinda would still be a more devastating blow to his power.
            With Glinda, as First Witch of the powerful Witch's Council, he was as powerful as any three Cardinal Witches. But Wanda wanted to rule the Empire's magic users as First Witch, which would make her second only to him in raw magical power. Just being First Witch increased that Witch's magic power.
            I'm still more powerful than any Cardinal Witch, and with Glinda at my side I'll be more powerful than Wanda as First Witch, he thought. I'll have to find a way to take Wanda out, and fast.
            Also, Wanda would automatically become First Witch upon Glinda's death, being the next most powerful. He could then name another as First Witch and usurp her, but who? All of the Cardinal Witches despised him.
            "Oh, one other thing," Wanda said, her lips spreading in a wicked smile. "You will give me Glinda as a personal servant whenever the Witch's Council is in session."
            Glinda's eyes widened and she shook her head vigorously. Scarecrow was inclined to agree with Glinda, thinking that was too much. Wanda would parade the beautiful Witch around on a leash, do wicked sexy things to her at night, and otherwise exploit her power over Glinda to the maximum humiliating effect.
            "Since she has failed me so miserably," Scarecrow said, locking eyes with Glinda. "I agree to all of your terms. Release her."
            Glinda bucked and screamed, but didn't say anything. Wanda quickly had the riding crop back in hand, eager to punish the proud beauty. She calmed down to just seethe after a moment.
            "Well, as you can see she's too dangerous to just release," Wanda said. She ran a bold hand over her captive's rump, giving it a firm squeeze. Lust spread across Wanda's lovely face. "I'll personally return her to Emerald City, and then give her to you at Court. Make sure everyone who is anyone is there to see."
            "Very good. I'll expect you tomorrow."
            "First, I want you to formally declare me First Witch right now."
            He didn't want to. That was giving her too much power before he had Glinda back. Yet, it would strip Glinda immediately of some power. The Witch would feel it, too. As soon as he did it, Wanda would be more powerful than Glinda for the first time. It would profoundly change their relationship. 
            "I hereby declare you, Wanda, the Wicked Witch of the West, the Witch's Council's First Witch. You are now first and most powerful among the Empire's Witches."
            Both Witches gasped, backs bowing, as a transfer of magical power passed between them. Glinda went limp a second later, while Wanda laughed in joy. As the images of Wanda and Glinda faded, Scarecrow knew that Wanda was going to spend the night exacting her pound of flesh, probably in a very sexy manner.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 27
 
            Dorothy lay sprawled atop the bed, body quivering in the afterglow. Nick stood next to a stand with a water bowl and pitcher, cleaning up after their tryst. Pure bliss filled her mind and body as she gazed upon him.
            "You've rested enough," he said, walking over.
            She nodded, remembering he forced her to proclaim him was her pimp. That meant she agreed to work for him, sell her body for him. That confused her sluggish mind. Prostitution seemed like a simple enterprise, until one was faced with it.
            "I don't know what to do."
            Nick grinned down at her. "So tempting."
            Her friend pulled Dorothy across the bed to sit on the edge. He looked her sweaty-shiny nudity over again, sighed, and removed the collar. It was like a veil was lifted and everything came into focus.
            "What just happened?"
            "You came running into my fine establishment begging me to help hide you from the king's men," he said. "Being a white knight in shiny…um…armor, I jumped into action and saved the fair damsel from capture, torture, and certain death. But really, I'm not looking for too much praise and adulation."
            "No. You put a magic collar on me and told me I was a white slave." She gave him a fierce look. "Your hooker."
            "White slave? Are there other color slaves?" he asked. "And what's the difference between them, other than color I assume." 
            Her jaw dropped. "White slave just means a sex slave, a woman forced into prostitution."
            "Then why not just say sex slave?"
            "One does not discuss sex in public."
            "You come from a very strange country, Dorothy," Nick said. "And yes, I did collar and enchant you. It is what the Iron Brigade soldiers expected to see. As for why I said those things… I'm a pimp. That just comes out naturally."
            "Then you really are going to…"
            "No! Never," he said. "You're my friend." He paused to regard her a second. "Unless you want to…"
            "No!"
            She crossed her legs, and then crossed her arms under her naked boobs. Oddly, she felt no need to cover herself. Probably because she just finished doing it with him. Though, she really thought there was some kind of carnal curse upon the land.
            "I'll need my clothes and other stuff back," she said. "And an explanation."
            "Explanation?"
            "Why did you, Lion, and Scarecrow conquer and subjugate all of the lands and blame ME?"
            He cringed. "Oh. That."
            He walked over to a different trunk and pulled out a slinky looking piece of pink silk. Her eyes widened when she realized it was a halter dress. The fabric was so thin she could almost see through it.
            "You'll have to wear this while hiding out here," he said. "Every girl in my house sells her body, so a fully dressed woman would stand out."
            "I'm not going to prostitute myself," she said.
            "I know. I don't expect you to," he said. Her old friend grinned and winked, "But if you get the urge at any time…"
            "You are such a pig," she said, shaking her head woefully. She stood without another thought, and pulled the wisp of a dress over her head. If she thought about it too long, she'd never be able to wear that flimsy thing. It tied behind her neck, leaving her back bare to her buttocks. "Do I look slutty enough to hide here?"
            "Perfect," her pimp said.
            The dress clung to her curves like a second skin, so tight and clingy. Her hard, erect nipples poked sexily at the fabric, leaving nothing to the imagination. She knew the guys were going to love that. The dress's neckline was so low her nipples were almost exposed, and the hemline was so high it barely covered her nether regions and butt.
            "This is worse than naked," she said.
            Nick retrieved all of her clothes, weapons, and knapsack. He did pause to look over one of the Uzi submachine guns, but didn't appear to understand it was a dangerous weapon. With all of her worldly possessions bundled together, he went to the door and waved for her to follow. 
            "I understand your discomfort, but this is a brothel and my clientele expects scantily clad beauties. Come with me," Nick commanded. He led her out of his apartment and up some narrow, very steep stairs. Dorothy struggled to climb the stairs in her sky high heels. She worried going back down would be even harder. Fortunately, he only took her up two floors. "This is your room. You will live here as long as you stay with us."
            He dumped all of her stuff in a corner. There wasn't a closet or wardrobe. She suspected each girl only had one outfit. But she had bigger problems than a hooker's wardrobe.
            "Eww. The bed has a valley in the middle," she said. Her mind filled with images of countless men and women doing the dirty deed there. The air smelled of stale sex and alcohol. "If ever a bed had bugs, it's that bed."
            "No. I have a hedge witch come in once a month to maintain the vermin wards," he said.
            That didn't soothe her worries at all. That bed looked dirty and sleazy. Her only other option was to take her chances in the mean streets of Emerald City. And she stood out like a sore thumb.
            "Beggars can't be choosers," she muttered. Still, the thought of sleeping in that bed gave her the heebie-jeebies. "It'll do. Thanks, Tin Woodman."
            "Nick," he said.
            She nodded as she looked around her new room. He was obviously trying to escape his past, why did he have to do that by running a brothel? Dorothy stopped next to the door, and pointed at a slot in the wall. He grinned.
            "My girls put all money in there before the man can change his mind."
            "How quaint." She sat on the bed. "No more stalling, Nick. Tell me what happened after I went back to Kansas. Why did you, Lion, and Scarecrow turn evil and conquer Oz? And why did you blame me?"
            "Yeah. Well, it's complicated," he said, looking embarrassed. "The people were lost after the Wizard of Oz left. Glinda and Locasta tried to help and guide them, but then Jezebelle rose up in the East. A month later, Wanda hit the Winkie Country like a monster storm. A committee asked us to rule until they could figure it all out. We accepted."
            "So you gathered armies and marched on the Munchkins? Vanquished the Winkies? Conquered the Quadlings?"
            "No. Not at first," he said. "We did fight the Wicked Witches in a few pitched battles, some we even won," he said. "After I created the Iron Brigade our fortunes turned. We beat back the Wicked Witches' armies, and an uneasy peace settled on the land. Then Scarecrow suddenly had magic. I don't know how or where he got it, but he declared himself the new Wizard of Oz and the people rejoiced."
            He paused to pace a moment. Dorothy could see that something troubled him.
            "Didn't you see he was evil and had to be stopped?" 
            "No. His magic proved so powerful even the Cardinal Witches were afraid of him, but he didn't try to conquer everyone. He cured the sick. Freed the enslaved. The evil came slowly. First, Glinda suddenly gave up her position as Witch of the South to become his personal Witch. We all knew she was the epitome of Goodness and Grace. So when Scarecrow married Princess Ozma, proclaimed himself King of Oz, and immediately sent his armies into the West against Wanda, who were we to argue?"
            "Just following orders, right?" she said, giving him a disapproving look.
            He shrugged. "Maybe we were lazy, or didn't want to see the truth. And, well, all the glory was quite heady. Anyway, after conquering both East and West, Scarecrow sent Glinda and Lion against Locasta in the North. Lion balked, but marched out anyway. I was sent to the South. Diana agreed to pledge fealty to King Scarecrow rather than let her people suffered the wrath of war. Lion defeated and captured Locasta, but refused to return to Emerald City. Instead, he moved his army of shifters into the Black Forest and declared himself king of the land."
            "Interesting," she replied. "The timeline is confusing. I've heard a few slightly different versions, and there seems to be some confusion on whether King Scarecrow or the Wizard of Oz came first, and when and how Glinda came to serve Scarecrow."
            He shrugged that off. "That is how I saw it happen. Granted, I was off in the field fighting during most of the Court Intrigues, but Glinda's subjugation by Scarecrow and his rise to Kingship did happened about the same time. He was Wizard of Oz for a few years before, though, and that made him the defacto ruler of Oz. There should be no argument there." He gave her a challenging look. "So, what brings you back after so long? And how did you stay young? You're a hundred percent human, so should be ancient by now."
            "Two words. Magic shoes," she said, lifting her right foot and grabbing the long stiletto heel. "They are just as magical as they look."
            "They seem to have transformed into a new style." He looked her up and down. "And maybe transformed you, too."
            "I know. It's a problem I'm working on. But, back to the shoes, silver hiking boots would've served me much better, but they are what they are," she said. "As for age, before I returned I was one foot in the grave. In fact, I overheard my children and grandchildren discussing putting me in a nursing home for my final days. I didn't want to go, so was trying to escape. The Silver Shoes were my only hope."
            "Ungrateful children," Nick grumbled. "That's disgusting and dishonorable."
            "I agree, but more and more it is the way of my world," she said. "Be thankful you don't have nursing homes."
            Dorothy walked over to the small window. The aforementioned heels seemed to clack even louder on the bare hardwood. The sexy sound caused a visceral reaction within, which never happened back in Kansas. She wondered if that was due to just getting the bejesus banged out of her. Nick was watching her intently, so she looked out on Emerald City while she collected her thoughts.
            "I had such wonderful memories of Oz," she whispered. She could see the palace soaring above everything else. It looked exactly as she remembered, so regal and inspiring. "I don't know what I expected, but I wanted to come back. And come back I did. The shoes' magic worked just like before, and three clicks later I was in Oz. And I had this amazing and much younger body, too."
            "Did you ask the shoes to make you young again?"
            "No. I would've returned decades ago if I even suspected that was possible," she said with a laugh. Then her mood darkened, eyes narrowing. "To my surprise, I wasn't welcomed with open arms. As soon as the villagers realized exactly who I was…"
            "They tried to kill you," he finished. Dorothy nodded. "Yeah, we might still be heroes here in Emerald City, mostly. It's another matter out in the four Countries."
            "So I've learned. I had to use an alias all the way from Oogaboo, which is a god-awful long way now. Has your world grown?"
            He nodded. "Yes. Another one of Scarecrows spells that went awry. We suffered terrible earthquakes as the land stretched out, rivers became longer, wider, deeper, and mountains rose even higher. It took Scarecrow and Glinda four decades to figure out how to stop the rapid growth. The land has been stable for the last twenty-three years."
            "His magic is that powerful?"
            "Glinda called it god-like at one point," he said. "But he doesn't have the control the Cardinal Witches possess. Glinda has been working with him to gain more and more control, which has made him more and more dangerous and eager to expand this control."
            Dorothy turned to stare out the window. Nick was starting to frighten her. Maybe Scarecrow couldn't be killed. He survived an unsurvivable attack for any mortal being. The beautiful, glorious Emerald Palace now mocked her.
            "I won't stay long, my friend," she said very softly. "Just long enough to slay the Wicked Wizard of Oz."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 28
 
            The wind thundered in her ears at that speed. Wanda had to use a spell to keep the wind from burning her skin. The magic flowing through her body and down into the black and purple flying carpet was exhausting. The flight from Kiamo Ko to Emerald City only took a few hours at that speed.
            "Ynnrr gnnna paa, innh," Glinda said around her gag.
            The former Good Witch of the South was naked, bound, and gagged at Wanda's feet. She writhed and bucked, but couldn't escape her tight bindings. Ball-gags didn't so much stop a prisoner from speaking as to belittle and humiliate them, so Wanda forced in the largest rubber ball that would fit between her teeth. The poor thing couldn't form a coherent word. She knew it had to hurt terribly. And it made the proud Witch drool like a mountain spring.
            "What's that? I can't understand a thing you are saying," Wanda said. "You must learn to enunciate, Glinda. Can you say enunciate?"
            Glinda stopped struggling to glare daggers at her. The poor thing just panted furiously through her pretty little nose. Her perfect milky complexion was flushed bright red all the way to her very erect nipples.
            "Are you begging for another torrid tryst?" Wanda asked, eyes filled with mischievous glee. Then she indicated the city before them. "But we don't have time, my pet. Emerald City is only minutes away, and your King and Master is waiting impatiently for his little playmate's return."
            Wanda expected more dread at that prospect. Glinda didn't seem to care. Maybe Scarecrow wasn't such a dreadful master after all. Or the once Good Witch truly was Wicked, and loved bottoming to her master. She'd found Glinda responded the best to the most depraved, kinkiest sex. 
            It would be so easy to break and tame her, Wanda thought. I wouldn't even need to use magic. Her inner slave girl is begging to be freed.
            A faint green bubble materialized over the city. Mere mortals couldn't see it. It was pure magic. A shield that only repulsed magic and magic users. It would take all four Cardinal Witches working together to break through, and that would take some time as well. That shield saved Scarecrow and Glinda many times.
            Lifting her wand, she drew the appropriate rune to request entry. A green tentacle stretched out from the shield to touch her forehead, and then Glinda's. Once identified, it led them to a small opening. Even then Scarecrow forced her to duck when passing through.
            Scarecrow's such a juvenile ass.
            Once within the city's arcane defenses, the Wicked Witch banked hard right, and headed for the palace. The Emerald Palace was twice the size of her Amber Palace. She slowed her approach to study all of the wards that sheathed it. Scarecrow and Glinda obviously worked together, intertwining their wards to make the shield exponentially more powerful.
            "That's some beautiful work you and the Wizard did, Glinda," she said. "If you ever become bored serving Scarecrow, I'll be willing to take you in as a junior partner. Imagine the sweet love and magic we would do."
            The bound and gagged Witch responded with a very unladylike snort.
            Just to ensure gossipy tongues wagged, Wanda chose an especially explicit outfit that day. Everyone already knew of her love of dominating sexy young women. So the Wicked Witch wore a lacy black teddy, with a groin deep slit in front loosely held closed with purple lacing. It was strapless, with no back. Indeed, there was only a little strip of cloth covering her butt crack. The only thing holding it perfectly molded to her body was magic. She accessorized with black leather thigh high boots and matching over the elbow gloves. No jewelry, but her Cardinal Witch's hat rested comfortably on her head.
            Approaching the palace, she dropped lower until she skimmed just over the heads of the pedestrians. A few taller men lost their hats. Palace Guards hurried to open the huge double doors. It gave her such a thrill.
            The palace doors barely swung open in time. She didn't slow down in the least. And once inside the palace, she dropped the flying carpet down to waist high. Splendidly dressed men and women scrambled to get out of her way. Many chose to just fall to the floor. No one wanted to suffer the Wicked Witch's wrath.
            Wanda slowed her flight to a crawl, giving everyone a good long look at Glinda. The vanquished Witch seethed, hands clenched, lying there on her side and facing forward. Some of the Courtiers looked shocked and scandalized. Many couldn't keep the smirks and smiles off their faces. 
            "They don't look as happy to see you as I thought," Wanda taunted. "You've been a good girl here in Emerald City, right?"
            She knew Glinda was anything but good since Scarecrow subjugated her. Whatever dark magic consumed his heart, tainted hers as well. Even if freed of the Wizard's power, she could never be a Good Witch again. Glinda was changed forever, and Wanda hoped she agonized over that fact, too, but she doubted it.
            "And here we are," Wanda whispered seconds before passing into the throne room.
            King Scarecrow sat impatiently upon the Emerald Throne. A dozen Iron Brigade soldiers flanked him at each side. Some Lesser Witches were arrayed before him in a semi-circle, and they all looked terribly frightened. She had more magical power in her pinky than they had combined, but if it made Scarecrow feel more secure, who was she to complain?
            "Hello, brother," Wanda called. Though the Cardinal Witches all called each other "sister," she was the only one to ever refer to him as "brother." And the only reason she did was his dislike of it. "Have you lost weight? You look marvelous."
            "Skip the small talk, Witch," he said, eyes narrowing. "Give Glinda to me."
            "Aww, that's so cute. You miss your little stray kitten," she purred. With a thrust of one foot, she sent Glinda tumbling off the front of the carpet. The Witch landed on the hard marble floor with a pained grunt. "I found her lost up in the Winkie Mountains. Poor thing broke her little wand." Wanda tossed the pieces of it at Scarecrow's feet. "I did my best to comfort her."
            The latter statement was met with amused snorts. Glinda stiffened, but said nothing. Of course, there was a big purple ball gag strapped down and clamped between her teeth. The outfit Glinda had been wearing at the time of her capture was back in the Amber Palace, displayed as a battle trophy.
            "If ever you tire of your little pet, I'll take her off your hands, King Scarecrow," Wanda said as she hopped off the flying carpet. She used her wand to transform it into a broom, and then straddled it. She rose up a few feet, stopped and looked down at Glinda. Then she grinned at the Wizard. "Just so you know, I found Glinda responds exceptionally well to very strict discipline. The harder I was on her, the more enthusiastically she tried to please me. Enjoy."
            Gasps filled the throne room, even as Glinda screamed her fury around the ball gag. Wanda laughed with wicked glee as she streaked around the room five times, before whipping out through the door.
 
~**~**~
 
            Glinda screamed and bucked, totally consumed by her humiliation and fury. All she could think about was her hands around Wanda's throat. She wanted to watch the life fade from her mocking eyes. Her struggles ended when warmth surrounded her, and then lifted the Witch off the cold floor.
            She twisted around to see Scarecrow beckoning to her, his wand pointing at her. His magic floated her over and placed her at his feet. King Scarecrow did not remove her bindings right away. Glinda tensed, knowing she'd displeased him and would be punished.
            Haven't I suffered enough?
            "Glinda has been vanquished. Wanda is now First Witch of the Witch's Council," King Scarecrow announced. "Glinda has been reduced to the First Witch's servant when Council is meeting."
            He scowled down at her. His eyes blazed red hot. Wanda humiliated him, too, but she'd be the one to suffer the brunt of it. Both privately and publically.
            They will all pay dearly. First Wanda, then Scarecrow, she thought. But I will have my vengeance.
            Scarecrow reclaimed her full attention by collecting all of the pieces of her shattered wand. The pieces flew into his outstretched hand. Glinda watched as he slowly put it back together. The breaks remained visible as tiny black lines in the ivory.
            "You're wand is restored," he declared. He waved her wand, and the binding vanished. She quickly removed the ball gag, glaring at him for that oversight. "Just as you are restored to your exalted position of Imperial Witch at my side."
            The Wizard of Oz handed Glinda her restored wand. She accepted it gratefully and gracefully rose to her feet. With a tap on the head, her body was once again clothed.
            "Send me against Wanda," Glinda asked through clenched teeth. "She only defeated me because I was distracted fighting others. Face-to-face, she cannot withstand my wrath."
            "We will deal with the Wicked Witch of the West in due time," Scarecrow said. "But first I want you to find Dorothy. She tried to kill me yesterday. I want her. Dead or alive."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 29
 
            "Time flies when you're having fun," Dorothy said, and sighed.
            She was in the main parlor of Nick's Naughty Nymphs with forty-seven other scantily clad girls, and five patrons checking them out. To avoid questions about why she was there, but not selling her body, Nick made Dorothy the bartender. She still wore the same skimpy outfit, though her collar was not enchanted, so the men could only drool over her.
            King Scarecrow was holding his third public Court since she tried to kill him. The Winter Solstice and the Ozian new year were just weeks away. It'd already snowed a few times. 
            Since her attack on the Wizard of Oz, the attendance rose dramatically at that monthly event. Were people going to the public Court in hopes of seeing Dorothy make another assassination attempt? She didn't really care, other than the fact business dried up dramatically while he held Court.
            Dorothy enjoyed her job, and the playful, sexy banter she had with the working girls and patrons. Bartending was the only paying job, not counting farming, she'd ever had. It occupied her time, but didn't satisfy her needs. And that was a problem. She didn't know if Oz was cursed, or if her body was naturally that eager to play, but sometimes she envied those other girls and all the fun they had with the men. Maybe it was the environment, or the glamorization of Nick's girls day in and day out, but it was getting harder to stay behind the bar.
            Just one night, to see what it is like, she thought, biting her lip as she looked at an especially fine young man talking up Palima. The blonde, blue-eyed Winkie girl was Nick's top performer. Dorothy wondered if she could lure as many men into her bed in a day and night as the blonde. I'd like to try with him.
            Strangely enough, Nick was the one keeping her from trying. He said if she really wanted to prostitute herself, he'd let her. But, it was an addictive lifestyle that would suck the life out of her just as fast as being addicted to drugs. Nick's argument had worked for three months, but the allure of easy money and good times was getting harder to ignore.
            Only Nick gets all of the money and those girls are enchanted into being so eager to jump into bed with anyone and everyone, she thought with a frown. The enchanted collars made the other girls super horny and eager to please each and every man. Magic made them all Nick's defacto slaves. And she knew that if she started selling her body, she'd become his slave as well. I have to get away from here while I still can.
            She glanced at the window. The bustling street looked enticing, despite the cold grayness, but held unseen danger. Bad men were looking for her. King Scarecrow had placed a substantial bounty on her head. Dead or alive.
            A Gillikin man, looking to be in his mid-fifties, caught her attention. She covertly watched him walking down the line of women sitting at the bar. Every girl tried to catch his eyes. They crossed their legs the other way, bit their lips, licked their lips, but he seemed bored, detached. None of brothel's most beautiful girls piqued his interest. 
            When he reached the newest girl, Kali, she leaned forward, catching his gaze with sultry green eyes, and whispered, "I'll give you extra for free."
            He paused and looked the gorgeous redhead over more closely. Dorothy thought Kali was the most beautiful woman in the brothel. Her sheer dress did absolutely nothing to hide the spectacular body underneath. His eyes lingered on her breasts, before dropping to her lap. She spread her legs to reveal she was now completely shaven down there.
            "I'm Kali," she said breathlessly. "And I can make your loins sing. Let me prove it to you."
            "Hmmm," he said, stroking his long goatee. "Perhaps."
            And to Kali's shock, he moved on.
            Kali glanced at Genna to her right. The blonde shrugged. It was Genna's twelfth year in that brothel. Nick bought the former noblewoman after she petitioned King Scarecrow and he rejected her petition, seized her estate, and sentenced her to slavery. 
            "You'd think after a month working here that nothing would surprise me," Kali whispered.
            "Don't worry, after five or so years very little will surprise you," Genna said. "You want to make out? Guys like it when girls kiss and fondle each other."
            "I'll try anything a couple dozen times," Kali said, and giggled.
            Dorothy rolled her eyes. Whenever business became slow, Nick's girls turned to each other and made out. She didn't know if they actually enjoyed it, or were just trying to get men excited enough to choose them. And it usually worked.
            As the beautiful redhead offered her lips to the blonde, Dorothy noticed every one of the men perked up. She shook her head. 
            Everyone wants a free show.
            The tips of their hot, wet tongues touched first. Dorothy's breath caught. Something about other girls kissing excited her, even though she didn't consider herself bisexual, much less lesbian. There was just something so sensual about a lipstick kiss.
            "Mmmm," they moaned as their lips melted together.
            Kali rolled one of Genna's nipples between two fingers, while the blonde palmed a tit and strummed the nipple with her thumb. The most amazing sensations rippled through Dorothy's body as she breathlessly watched their little sex game.
            Their kiss deepened, and true passion ignited. Dorothy averted her eyes. It was easier to watch the foot traffic through the window than to witness a sex show so close and personal. When the soft sounds of their arousal increased, she had to fantasize about her torrid nights in Nick's bed. He might've given her a room, but she'd spent every single night in his bed.
            A Palace Guard in full uniform entered the brothel. Dorothy stepped back blinking at him. Every girl in the parlor gawked. None of the Palace Guard or Iron Brigade soldiers ever came to the brothel during a public Court. Even if they were off-duty, they didn't need to visit a brothel because every month after the spectacle of the Court, King Scarecrow threw what was known as the Emerald Orgy. Each month a different brothel provided all of its hookers to the orgy, free of charge, so that Scarecrow's guards and bureaucrats could indulge themselves in beautiful women. 
            "Where is the proprietor of this establishment?" the Palace Guard demanded.
            "Right here," the pimp said as he strode in like the King of the World. "I'm Nick Chopper, owner of Nick's Naughty Nymphs."
            "Sir, King Scarecrow summons you and your women to the palace," the Palace Guard said officiously.
            "Oh? What about Madam Munchfrau? This is her month," Nick demanded. "My turn is next month." 
            "One of Madam Munchfrau's girls has come down with the bloody flux," he replied, receiving a gasp from the room.
            Dorothy gasped as well. It hadn't happened to her brothel. Yet. But she'd heard of it. In Oz the bloody flux was a venereal disease that could spread quickly through a brothel. It was easily treated, but would shut down a brothel for a week. Both men and women suffered equally, and it was highly contagious. So if one girl had it today, most would have it tomorrow.
            "Ah. I see. We've been moved up a month," Nick said. He sighed gustily, before cutting a sharp look at the assembled hookers. "All right, ladies, we have to hurry!"
            He sent girls upstairs to rouse all of the women off that day. There weren't that many. He had a total of seventy-six women working in his brothel, spread over three parlors. Dorothy worked the main parlor bar, which to her chagrin was for common men off the street. The other two parlors were for the city's elite.
            As the girls gathered, Nick was up and down the stairs, back to his office to get the proper paperwork signed by the Palace Guard. He asked Dorothy to assemble all of the women in the main parlor and make sure their faces and hair were done.
            Dorothy kept looking at the door. So tempting. They were going inside the Emerald Palace. King Scarecrow would be there, and maybe with his guard down. Would all of his bodyguards be indulging in the beautiful women brought in for their pleasure? Would that be the one time every month that his personal protection was reduced?
            "This might be my chance," she muttered.
            Her insides were in turmoil. First off, if she joined the hookers and participated in the orgy, then she'd be in the lion's den without any weapons. Hell, she'd be without clothes. Strangers would pass her around like a cheap whore. Could she get banged that much and still have the physical wherewithal, much less the mental and emotional grit, to hunt down and assassinate Scarecrow?
            I don't need guns to kill him, she thought. I need fire. Fire burns straw, as well as flesh. Fire will kill Scarecrow.
            She thought about asking Nick what he thought. He would object, and send her to her room. Dorothy moved back behind the bar, pretending to continue her regular duties. Nick returned with the Palace Guard and they inspected the girls. The Guard officer was pleased.
            Once all of the working girls were assembled, they were led out into the street in a long line. Nick and the Palace Guard took the lead, with all of the girls following obediently. Dorothy slipped into the line about two thirds of the way down.
            Genna gave her a curious look, but shrugged it off. Adrenaline flowed, and Dorothy's excitement grew. She wasn't sure if the prospect of endless sex or that of finally killing the Wicked Wizard of Oz excited her more. Or terrified her more.
            "What's going to happen?" she asked Genna, who was walking in front of her. "I've never been to an orgy before." 
            "It's a lot like a busy night for us," Genna said. "Only there will be about five times more men than women. Believe me, we're all going to be fucked ten times over. It'll be tough, but a lot of fun, too."
            "Do we ask for money?"
            "No! Our service tonight is part of Nick's taxes," she said. "But it's only once a year."
            Fear and excitement warred within her. Of course the fear of discovery weighed heavily upon her. Scarecrow could definitely pick her out of a crowd, but she wasn't sure about the Palace Guard and Iron Brigade soldiers. 
            None of the Iron Brigade soldiers wore clothes, so she wasn't sure if they even had dicks.
            The excitement was the chance to do something different. This would be her first orgy, though she had a feeling it wasn't going to be a normal orgy. In her mind, a normal orgy was about a dozen men and women in a pile on the floor wiggling and writhing against each other, everyone touching and fucking everyone else. She had a hard time picturing what seventy-six women would do with hundreds of men. No visions jelled in her head.
            The streets were virtually empty as they wended their way through Emerald City's poorest neighborhoods. The palace wasn't that far from the brothel by American standards, but they had to circumvent the public Court and enter one of the palace's back entries. The Palace Guards on duty at that door looked excited to see them.
            "Oh, this one has a sweet ass," a Palace Guard said, giving Genna's shapely butt a playful swat.
            Another grabbed Dorothy's left tit, giving it a firm squeeze. "This girl has great tits."
            The door guards continued to touch, swat, pinch, and otherwise fondle hookers as they filed past them. Dorothy shook her head. Maybe she didn't have anything to worry about. She had a feeling few, if any, would be looking at her face that evening.
            The door opened into a long, very dark corridor. The only sound was the clatter of hundreds of stilettos on hard, cold tile. Panic welled up within as it grew darker and darker.
            Dead girl walking, she thought.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 30
 
            A door opened up ahead. Light flooded into that long, narrow hallway. Dorothy breathed a sigh of relief when she finally stepped out into a vast, well-lit chamber.
            "I forgot how beautiful the palace is," she whispered as she looked all around in wonder.
            It'd been a lifetime since she last walked the hallowed halls of the Emerald Palace. They passed through fabulously decorated and furnished chambers, down wide corridors, up spectacular stairs, and never entered a room she remembered from way back then. Of course, she only visited the areas generally open to the public back in those bygone days.
            Everything was, of course, different shades of green. Emerald green was the predominant color. She thought the palace might be the most over the top green interior of any building or home in the city. Indeed, the only other colors she saw were silver and gold. Lots of gold gilding.
            "And here we are," Genna said as they passed through huge double doors. "The Great Hall of the Valiant."
            "The what?"
            The chamber was huge. It could easily hold hundreds of people. Indeed, there were already hundreds of mostly green clad men there. The men looked the hookers over with lusty eyes. Dorothy got all tingly inside and out. Her loins felt slick and especially ready to play.
            "Is this a throne room or something?" she asked.
            She spotted a raised dais across the room. Upon it stood three thrones, with the middle one twice the size of the other two. She wondered if once upon a time Scarecrow, Tin Woodman, and Lion sat upon those thrones.
            "No, but the King, Queen, and Imperial Witch sit up there when they attend the orgy."
            "So, King Scarecrow will be here tonight?" Dorothy asked, hoping her fear was evident in her voice. "Will he participate in the orgy?"
            Genna gave the dais a bored look. "Probably. Though, he mostly just watches. If he sees a girl that piques his interest she'll be taken up to give him pleasure. Usually oral."
            "Have you ever been summoned up there?"
            "No."
            Dorothy decided her primary mission was to stay as far from the dais as possible. Also, she was determined to keep her back to the dais as much as possible. There was no reason to tempt fate. 
            She looked at all of the eager-eyed men arrayed before them. I really should've had a plan before coming over here.
            She covertly looked around for exits and places to hide. Somehow, she had to escape that room and get into the rest of the palace. It was unlikely she'd have a chance to kill Scarecrow during the orgy. But she could ambush him afterwards.
            So, I have to get away from the orgy, find a torch or some form of fire, and wait to jump Scarecrow, she thought. Easy-peasy. Not. But it's the best I can hope for.
            "When does the orgy start?" Dorothy asked as she looked upward at all of the amazing crystal chandeliers. None of them had candles or light bulbs. The light was provided by the very crystals. Oz still didn't have electricity, so magic lit their lives.
            "As soon as we arrive," Genna said. "Try to pace yourself as much as the men will allow. Be safe and I'll see you tomorrow."
            An elderly bureaucrat with an impressive handlebar mustache took Genna by the hand and led her into the crowd. Dorothy stopped in her tracks and gawked at the line of women before her slowly dissolving into the crowd. Their brief, translucent dresses were coming off left and right. She spotted Eva already on her knees and giving head to a trio of men. Alma was giggling and rubbing herself against a man in a Palace Guard parade uniform. And Nick was standing with his back to a wall while he surveyed the chamber.
            "What's your name?" a Quadling man asked. He looked to be in his late thirties or early forties. Dorothy assumed he was a bureaucrat. "I am Jax of His Royal Majesties Treasury."
            He lifted her chin with two fingers, moving her face back and forth as he examined her intently. His eyes lingered on her glossy lips. For a second, Dorothy couldn't think or breathe. 
            "I am Uma, of Nick's brothel," she said when his hands cupped her breasts through the thin cloth. His thumbs quickly strummed her nipples to rock hardness. "I mean… I'm… I'm one of Nick's Naughty Nymphs."
            One hand slipped around her neck, deep in her soft hair, and pulled the bow knot loose. She felt her dress loosen immediately, but it was so tightly molded to her body it didn't fall away. For that Dorothy was grateful, but it didn't deter Jax. 
            "I know the place well," he said. "How long have you been working there? I don't recall seeing you before." He leaned in close, holding her eyes, and gave her a light kiss. "I bet you're the naughtiest of the nymphs."
            He spoke politely enough, but Jax was slowly stripping her wisp of a dress off her body as if it was perfectly okay in polite society. Dorothy fought the urge to object. It wasn't her dress, after all. But looking around she saw countless men just ripping the dress off a girl. Maybe it was a thing for Ozian men or something.
            "I just started," she lied as he kissed a line down her neck and across her shoulder. Her insides were a tingling white hot mess. Worse, her pussy was throbbing with achy need. "I work in the main parlor, and I'm sure a big, important man like you patronizes one of the VIP parlors."
            Dorothy looked around. More than two thirds of the girls were already on their knees or back, giving the most intimate of pleasures to men. Some were getting it from two men at once.
            "True. Maybe you'll be deemed worthy of a more refined clientele someday," he replied, eyes locked on her tits. Both hands came up to fondle her firm, young breasts. "You have the best tits."
            Jax smothered her boobs with kisses, before motorboating her tits. Dorothy wondered what the Ozians called it, since they didn't know what a motor was, much less a motor boat.
            Suddenly, Jax palmed the back of Dorothy's head and pulled her into a deep kiss. She felt a pang of panic. Hookers didn't usually kiss. It wasn't forbidden, but she'd learned it was a much more personal, much more emotional thing than just fucking. The no kissing rule was really to protect the girls' hearts. But when a man pays for a girl, sometimes he takes more than she wants to give. Jax wanted a kiss and he got it.
            "Mmm. You're good," he said.
            Jax took her by the hand and led Dorothy to a chair pushed up against the wall. He dropped his pants to reveal his erection. Her breath caught, heart racing. She almost asked for money.
            "Time for a little ride, Uma," he said.
            The bureaucrat sat. Her vagina felt like a burning knot, preparing itself for his invasion. Dorothy was never a prude in bed with her husband, but her true sexual education began in Nick's bed. Every night he taught her a new sex act, a new position, or the joys of a new sex toy. Everything the pimp taught her paraded past her mind's eye, while Jax sucked on her tits and his bold hands explored every inch of her body.
            Realization struck her. Nick's been training me, preparing me for today. I wonder if he plans to keep me forever as one of his hooker girls?
            The way she was wiggling and giggling, the soft sounds of pleasure bubbling out of her lips, were all things Nick taught her to do. They were the things he forced her to do every night by his masterful manipulation of her body, mind, and emotions. Nick was such a pimp, he might not even realize what he was doing to her.
            Tonight is my only chance, she thought. Jax slipped two fingers through her slick folds, plunging deep into her body. Her back bowed, head lolling around. It just felt… Right. If I fail, then I'll spend the rest of my life as Nick's girl.
            "Let me take care of you, baby," Dorothy purred, pulling off his fingers.
            Dorothy pushed his knees wide and knelt. Wrapping a hand around his cock, she gazed sultrily into his eyes and stroked him to rock hardness. Then she went down on him. Jax gasped and wiggled in the chair. She hummed and sucked, bobbing her head up and down really fast. She took care of Jax just the way Nick taught her.
            "Just like that, Uma. Oh yes. Just like that."
            "Hmmm," Dorothy hummed, working her tongue as she went down all of the way. With her lips wrapped tightly around the base of his cock, she sucked, hummed, and worked her tongue with all she had. And was promptly rewarded with a mouthful of hot cum. "Mmmmm."
            Her head came up and turned to the dais when a fanfare of trumpets sounded. King Scarecrow entered from a side door and walked across the dais. He was attended by Queen Ozma and Glinda. Dorothy gawked at her old friend. She knew Glinda served Scarecrow, but didn't want to believe it. And the former Good Witch of the South was a transformed woman.
            Glinda's strawberry blonde mane was big and long, falling down to the small of her back. Her body was spectacular. The tiniest, slinkiest pink and white, off-the-shoulder silk gown barely covered her. Dorothy thought of it as a gown only because it was floor-length. It was cut out on both sides above her well-rounded hips, and then was slit halfway up to her armpits. The slits on the sides were held together with crisscrossing white laces that exposed a lot of skin. The neckline plunged to below her belly button, also with crisscrossing white laces that just emphasized her near nudity. And when Glinda swirled around, Dorothy noticed it had virtually no back, and exposed a lot of butt cleavage.
            "Holy Moses," Dorothy whispered.
            Jax followed her gaze and nodded. "Yes, Glinda is the most beautiful creature in all of Oz. And the most dangerous."
            "So I've heard," she said. "I remember…um… Remember stories my grandpappy told of Glinda long ago. She was beautiful, but much more demure, virtuous, and…chaste."
            "Well, that was a long time ago!" Jax laughed. He fished an emerald out of his coat pocket and held it to the bulbous head of his flaccid penis. Dorothy's eyes widened when the gemstone began to glow, and then his cock shimmered in her vision. "There. Fully restored." He wagged his bushy brows at her. "Mount up, Uma."
            "Hey now. That's cheating," she said. Looking around, a sense of dread started to grow. "Um, does anyone else here have one of those magical gems?"
            "Of course. Everyone is given one for tonight," Jax said. "Glinda created them for us so we can enjoy you young beauties over and over and over again."
            "Uh-oh," she said. "It's going to be a long night."
            More Iron Brigade and Palace Guard soldiers began coming in through side doors. Dorothy estimated there were five men to every hooker at the moment. That many was brutal enough, but if every one of them could come as many times as they wanted, it might as well be a hundred to one. 
            Jax pulled her into his lap when she hesitated. He claimed her lips in a crazy kiss that melted her resolve and made her forget all of her troubles. At least for a moment. When he lifted her up, Dorothy obediently guided his erection to her tingling folds. She got him nestled in nicely, before he released her weight.
            "Uggh," she grunted.
            His cock felt a lot thicker, and longer, inside her. He wasn't anywhere close to Nick's length and girth, but Jax stretched her little hole out nicely. The bureaucrat started her moving up and down, utilizing the full length of him each time. Soon Dorothy took over, bouncing faster and faster upon his cock.
            "You're the best, baby," she gasped out.
            Dorothy moaned and groaned as she bounced up and down his member. He played with her jostling tits, kissing, fondling, licking, and rubbing his face all over her perfect pair. She responded profoundly and the sexiest sensations flowed through her overheated body.
            "Ooooh, yes. Yes. Yes," she gasped. Her head lolled around as the most amazing sensations rippled through her body. Dorothy clenched her vagina as tight as she could around Jax's cock, thrusting her hips, sliding up and down… "God yes. Yes!"
            Jax sucked on one nipple, while he rolled the other between two fingers. Pleasure and pain were just too much. Dorothy felt her body go over the top, and then erupt with powerful waves of pleasure. Jax peaked at the same time, and flooded his womb with his potent seed.
            "Oh baby, that's how you do it," she whispered breathlessly. "Oh yes. Do it again."
            She really did want him to do her like that again, but it wasn't the main reason she encouraged him. The girls were all paired off, and most of the men and women moved away from her. There were very few men between her and the door. Maybe if Jax kept her occupied a little longer, her path out of there would be open.
            I'll just tell them I'm going to the little girls' room, she thought with a grin. No one will suspect a thing.
            Once out of the Great Hall of the Valiant, she could sneak around until she found the exit next to the thrones, and then go find a source of fire. Scarecrow would go up in smoke, even if it killed her. His reign of terror had to end. 
            Jax wrapped her up in his arms, claiming her lips in a deep, passionate kiss. Dorothy's head spun. All thought vanished. Her passion reigned supreme as she kissed back, rubbing her naked body against him. She whimpered softly when his cock deflated inside her.
            "Just give me a second," Jax said, pulling out the enchanted emerald again. "Then we can – "
            "Hey, Jax!" a Munchkin to his right said.
            Dorothy and Jax looked down at the small man. The Munchkin was completely naked. She did a double-take. His cock was huge, and way out of proportion to his skinny little body. Were all Munchkins hung like horses? Despite being fully erect and ready, the little guy looked angrily at Jax.
            "You had your fun with the girl," another Munchkin shouted from behind Dorothy.
            She glanced at the open door. Only three others stood between her and it. Her escape was almost assured, but…
            "Give her to us!" yet another Munchkin said to Jax's left.
            They were surrounded by three angry, naked Munchkin men. Dorothy looked from one to the other to the other. Then the one behind her grabbed Dorothy's hair and yanked her off Jax's lap. 
            She landed on her firm round ass. "Hey!"
            The three Munchkins quickly surrounded her. One was a skinny blonde, another a chubby redhead, and the last a bald man. He was the first completely bald man she'd seen in Oz, much less among the Munchkins.
            "I'm Bint," the blonde with the leash said.
            "I bet you are," she said.
            "I'm Pooj," the bald Munchkin said, his chest puffing up.
            "No comment."
            "I'm Ojo," the redhead said.
            "Pleased to meet you all, I'm sure," Dorothy said. "So, what do you guys want to do?"
            They grinned evilly at her.
            Then Bint forced Dorothy to all fours, and then pushed her head to the floor with his foot. Dorothy hadn't felt that demeaned and disrespected in months. But that little bastard really ticked her off and made her feel pathetic.
            "She's ours," Pooj said. "You got a problem with that, mister?"
            "I do, but I know the rules. Uma is yours."
            "Do I have a say in this?" she asked.
            "No!" all three said. "You are our bought and paid for fuck toy, woman. Shut up and do what we say."
            She so wanted to correct them. They weren't paying for a damned thing. Her service there was part of Nick's taxes and civic duty.
            "Oookay," she said, face heating up. Pooj shoved his whole hand up her pussy. "Uggh! Mercy, masters!"
            "No mercy for a cheap whore," Ojo said.
            Pooj's fist thrust into her over and over and over. That little bastard fist-fucked the shit out of Dorothy.
            "This…ugh…is getting…ooh…out of…aaiiee…control," she gasped out. Then the Munchkin buried his face in her ass crack, and started licking her anus. "Hello!"
            His hot, wet tongue slowly loosened her ass up, and then pushed in. At the same time, Pooj's fist pounded her pussy. It was the most intense experience of her life. The only thing keeping her head on the floor was Bint's foot.
            "Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!" she cried in sync with his fist.
            Her body trembled, feeling so hot and sweaty. She kicked her feet, making the toes of her Silver Stilettos go tap-tap-tap. Dorothy's hands clawed at the smooth tile. And that fist continued thrusting into her.
            That glorious rush to climax consumed her. Dorothy forgot all else. Achieving orgasm was all she wanted. Her body pulsed and trembled as she built up closer and closer. And then she sighed gustily when Pooj pushed her over the top.
            "Yes! Fuck me!" Dorothy screamed. "Fuck me!"
            "Woooo hoooo!" Ojo cried. "Three on one time!"
            "Huh?"
            The foot came off. Dorothy rose up on her knees, sitting back on her legs. She huffed and puffed, fanning her face with a hand. Bint snapped a leash on her collar.
            "Heel, slave," he barked, eyes fierce.
            The Munchkin turned and walked away. Dorothy was forced to crawl behind him, heeling like a dog. Her face heated up, but she obeyed. Obedience was her lot in life now. 
            "Where are you taking me?"
            "To a table next to the dais," Bint said. "We want our King and benefactor to see how much we appreciate his monthly gift."
            "And King Scarecrow is always amused by our wicked antics," Ojo said. "Prepare yourself, Uma. You are about to put on a sex show for King Scarecrow!"
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 31
 
            Dorothy reared up on her knees, coming to a stop. Bint yanked the leash and tried to force her back to all fours. Fear pulsed hot and cold through her mind and body, through her very soul. To put up a fight would draw unwanted attention to her, but what they wanted was beyond the pale.
            "Please no," she cried. "I'll do anything but that. Please don't make me put on a sex show for him."
            She was face-to-face with them while on her knees. The three of little guys scowled at her, and Bint's face was bright red. Dorothy was sure she could handle them in a fight, as long as no one else entered the fray.
            "Don't like King Scarecrow, do you?" Pooj said.
            Pausing, as if to consider her answer, she covertly looked for the nearest exit. The Munchkin would definitely give chase if she made a run for it, but would anyone else? There were no obvious guards, though a lot of the Palace Guard and Iron Brigade soldiers were in attendance.
            "No, I don't. He's the reason I'm a sex slave now," she said.
            Pooj, at least, paused to consider that. She had hope they'd relent for a second. Ojo ended any hope of that.
            "Keep crawling, woman," Ojo commanded, and swatted her rump Thwack! "Move!"
            That stinger made her freeze. Bint yanked the leash again, and Dorothy found herself on all fours. Pooj pushed her rump with a foot, and she started crawling. The Munchkins calmed down once she became obedient again. Dorothy trembled and panted, doom and despair claiming her heart.
            "Please, master, don't make me do this. I'll be so good to you all," she begged. "Let's stay here in the back and go crazy on each other. I can make your bodies sing."
            "I'm going to make you sing," Pooj said.
            He forced two fingers up her pussy as she crawled.
            "Oooooo!"
            "Ha! Told you," he said.
            Dorothy had to crawl all the way to the front of the Great Hall. Scarecrow and Glinda had their heads together in an animated discussion. Ozma looked dazed as she stared off into space. The young beauty wondered what evil spell controlled Ozma.
            "Your Majesty!" all three Munchkin's called in unison. "We thank you for the gift we are about to receive!" 
            The King and Imperial Witch cut eyes at them for half a second, before returning to their private conversation. Dorothy breathed a sigh of relief. She prayed the Munchkins took that brush off to heart and decided against putting on a sex show.
            "Let us begin," Oja said. "I get her mouth!"
            "What? You're still going to triple-team me?" she asked. "But King Scarecrow doesn't care. He's not even looking."
            "He will," Pooj said. "He always does. I want her tight little ass."
            "Dibs on her pussy," Bint said. He scowled at his comrades. "Why do I always have to fuck the whores' pussy after Pooj fists it? Next time I get either the mouth or ass first thing."
            Bint dropped to the floor and sprawled out comfortably. Ojo took the leash from him and guided Dorothy over the Munchkin bureaucrat. The skinny blonde started by rubbing his face all over her dangling tits, fondling her, and tormenting her nipples. His erection rose up quickly. And the young beauty from Kansas had to impale herself upon his shaft.
            "Ooooh, that feels so good," she sighed. "Too good for my own good."
            Munchkins might be small, but they weren't small in the right ways. He stretched her little hole out quite sweetly. She thrust her hips, forcing him deeper and deeper. Once Bint was balls deep in her pussy, Dorothy began riding him with relish.
            Ojo moved up to her left and pulled her head over with the leash. He kept the leash tight, mildly choking her, and slowly slid his cock into her mouth. Dorothy opened wide, let him in as deep as she could handle, and then began sucking.
            "Mmmmmgh," she moaned. 
            That's when she felt Pooj's little hands on her hips. He rubbed his cock up and down her butt crack. Her anus tightened. When he couldn't force his way past her defenses, the bald Munchkin wiggled a finger deep into her ass. Dorothy moaned and groaned, wiggling her butt, but she couldn't stop him. Soon he had two, then three fingers inside her. Once he had four fingers pumping her anus, she gave up and relaxed. A moment later Pooj thrust deep into her butt. 
            "Uggggh," she grunted.
            Dorothy moaned and groaned, wiggled and writhed. The three Munchkins thrust into every orifice of her body like there was no tomorrow. Soon they were squeaking and gasping, fucking her harder and harder as their pleasure peaked. She did everything in her power to get them off as fast as possible. Sucking, squeezing her vagina and ass, Dorothy prayed for three quick ejaculations. Prayed for quick release from their power so she could escape Scarecrow's wrath.
            The faint sound of stilettos coming towards them caught her attention. She couldn't see who was approaching, what with her face buried in Ojo's chubby little belly most of the time. Then she spotted a swish of pink silk, and a strappy white stiletto. Whoever it was began to slowly circle them. She eventually stopped behind Ojo.
            "Boo," Glinda said, peeking around the side of Ojo's thrusting hips. She had the most wicked look of evil glee Dorothy could imagine. "I think I found my newest plaything. Welcome back to Oz, Dorothy of Kansas."
            "Dorothy?" Ojo cried, and shot a massive load of cum into her mouth.
            "Swallow!" Glinda demanded.
            Dorothy gulped it all down, and the three following loads, too.
            "Oh my god!" Pooj cried. "I'm sodomizing Dorothy of Kansas! Wooo hooo!"
            Bint cried out with joy, too, and then groaned as he filled her vagina with his seed. Glinda bit her lip she was so happy with how everything turned out. Then Pooj's hands tightened on the helpless beauty's hips, and he started thrusting into her like a madman.
            "Aaaaaah," he sighed. "Bam. Nailed her."
            "Mmm. Yes, you did," Glinda purred. She caressed Dorothy's cheek, which was still hollowed out while continuing to suck on Ojo's cock. "I'm going to have so much fun with you. You, not so much." 
            The King's personal Witch grabbed the back of Ojo's neck and flung him aside. Pooj squeaked and took off running. Glinda laughed cruelly, chanted a short spell, and flung it at the retreating Munchkin with her wand. Pooj squealed even louder as he transformed into a piglet.
            Dorothy's jaw dropped. She felt so sorry for the Munchkin, despite how crudely he treated her. Glinda was truly evil if she treated loyal bureaucrats like that. Then the Witch picked up Dorothy's leash and gave it a little tug.
            "I've dreamed of this moment," Glinda purred. "Kiss and lick my feet, Dorothy."
            Dorothy swallowed the lump in her throat, gave a brief nod, and crawled off of Bint. The skinny blonde Munchkin wisely rolled to all fours and crawled into the nearby crowd. She forgot about him as she looked her old friend up and down with rising dread.
            Glinda was even sexier up close. She smelled divine, despite being so evil. Her silk gown was thinner, more clingy than Dorothy realized at first. The fabric didn't so much hide Glinda's amazing body as emphasis it. Her nipples were perfectly defined through the silk. 
            "I'm in so much trouble," she muttered.
            "Yes," Glinda said. "Yes you are. Start kissing."
            The Witch's white wand drew a series of runes, so fast Dorothy couldn't tell what it was doing. The runes glowed in the air, and finally Glinda tapped the metal collar around Dorothy's throat. Magic came alive, filling the collar before flowing into Dorothy.
            Glinda's magic completely messed up Dorothy's head. She didn't know up from down for a long moment, and then the collar forced her to obey. Dorothy groaned long and low, but lowered her face to Glinda's foot. She gave the toe of the Witch's shoe a tentative kiss. Then a deeper kiss. Glancing up, she bit her lip. Glinda grinned and raised an eyebrow. Dorothy took that as, Don't stop.
            Dorothy smothered Glinda's foot with kisses, and then started licking. She licked every square inch of that sexy, strappy stiletto. Once she was satisfied, Glinda pulled that foot back and moved the other forward. Dorothy repeated her groveling, pathetic display.
            "Are you finished yet, Glinda?" King Scarecrow asked impatiently. "I have a score to settle with Miss Gale."
            "Oopsy," Glinda said. She caught and held Dorothy's frightened eyes. "You made a serious mistake by attacking the Wizard of Oz, my dear."
            "Please protect me, Glinda," Dorothy begged. "I'll do anything you ask."
            "Give me your pretty Silver Stilettos," Glinda demanded, eyes narrowing. "I want them."
            "Glinda! Bring her to me," Scarecrow commanded. "Now!"
            The Imperial Witch stiffened. Dorothy saw Glinda fighting the compulsion. She understood the battle the Witch was having within. She fought her damned collar's magic, but lost. Glinda also lost.
            "Yes, master," she whispered through clenched teeth. An odd, calculating look filled Glinda's eyes. It was not a comforting sight. "I am yours to command, King Scarecrow."
            Glinda reached down and tapped the silver collar with her wand. It fell away to clatter on the floor. Dorothy glanced to her left, toward Nick. He scowled at Glinda, but said nothing. She expected him to be worried, since he had been harboring a wanted woman. The pimp looked anything but worried.
            With the removal of the enchanted collar, Dorothy felt in full control of her faculties. Her first instinct was to attack Glinda, but the Witch was watching her with a bemused look. Dorothy was confident Glinda expected an attack and was more than ready to slap her down in the most brutal manner imaginable. But what did Glinda expect her to do now that the collar was removed? 
            "On your feet, Dorothy," Glinda said, only looking a little disappointed.
            "You know this is only a minor setback," Dorothy whispered as she rose. Her eyes narrowed, holding the Witch's gaze. "Catching me is easy. Holding me is impossible."
            "I know, but you've never been captured by me," Glinda said. "Now move it. Present yourself to the Wizard of Oz, King Scarecrow."
            Dorothy licked her lips, hands curling into fists. She hesitated only a second, before turning towards the steps up onto the dais. Every eye was on her and the Witch as Dorothy of Kansas slowly walked towards what she assumed was her doom. If Scarecrow didn't kill her outright, then he'd probably place some insidious enchantment upon her like he did to Glinda.
            I don't want to be Scarecrow's enchanted slave minion, she thought as she ascended the stairs. She took a deep, steadying breath after turning towards the waiting wizard. Glinda was hanging back. A tiny smile played at the corners of her lips when Dorothy realized Glinda wanted her to kill Scarecrow. Or at least try. You're playing a dangerous game, Glinda.
            Glinda would likely be freed of Scarecrow’s magic the instant he died. But that wouldn't save Dorothy. If the Iron Brigade bodyguards didn't kill her, then Glinda probably would to hide her part in the king's assassination.
            I'm willing to be her instrument of Scarecrow's death.
            Dorothy covertly looked around. Fire was the surest way to kill a scarecrow. He would probably go up in flames in a flash, but where could she find a source of fire?
            "Magic," Glinda whispered, after following her eyes upward. Then louder, "Dorothy of Kansas, kneel before your lord and master, King Scarecrow! The Glorious Wizard of Oz!"
            With no other choice, Dorothy obeyed. She dropped to her knees before her mortal enemy. Scarecrow looked down upon her with cruel, hate filled eyes. Eyes that burned with red fire.
            He looked up and out upon his assembled bureaucrats and minions. King Scarecrow lifted his arms in triumph.
            "Behold! Dorothy is captured and now Our obedient slave!"
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 32
 
            The crowd erupted in enthusiastic cheers.
            Dorothy was frantic. Her world was crashing down around her. What would they do to her? A terrifying sense of doom descended upon the young woman. She knelt submissively before her enemies, unarmed and helpless to defend herself.
            "Swear your life and obedience to King Scarecrow," Glinda demanded.
            The Imperial Witch came up onto the dais to stand beside Dorothy.
            "Never," Dorothy replied. "I will never willingly serve evil. You are a Wicked Wizard, Scarecrow!"
            The crowd gasped. Scarecrow's eyes narrowed. Dorothy tensed, expecting to be blasted into a million bloody pieces. But then Glinda smiled. It wasn't a kind smile, but a wickedly seductive one.
            Dorothy gawked up at the Witch. Why did Glinda suddenly look so damned sexy and desirable? Was she using some kind of vile love spell on her? The helpless captive couldn't look away as the Witch paced around her, one delicate hand extended and almost touching her.
            Visions of being with Glinda filled Dorothy's mind. She'd heard so many things about Glinda's wicked ways with the men and women she took as her playthings. Glinda's heels clicked softly, filling Dorothy's head with their song. Soon, that was all she heard. Her mind felt like it was wrapped in cotton. So hard to think rationally.
            "Dorothy is all grown up now. So young, beautiful, and sexy," Glinda purred.
            Those words were like physical things, and they reverberated through Dorothy's mind and body. Soon she felt hot, inside and out. Her belly quivered, all fluttery inside. When the Witch's warm, soft hand finally caressed her cheek, the beautiful brunette gasped and then sighed. The naughty visions in her head became very explicit, very raunchy sexy.
            Glinda knelt before Dorothy. She bit her full, glossy red lip. Dorothy gazed at those lips. They looked so warm and enticing. So kissable. She wanted a taste so badly it hurt. Her body started moving, swaying, hips giving a hint of thrusting. She'd never felt so hot, slick, and achy between her legs before. 
            Dorothy's hands rose up to cup Glinda's large, firm tits. She fondled Glinda's boobs, before moving her thumbs over her erect, pointy nipples. The Witch gasped, her gorgeous face filling with pleasure, eyes burning with desire. She strummed the Witch's erect, rubbery nipples through the thin fabric.
            Glinda sucked in a sharp breath. "Oh yes."
            Glinda's head rolled back and lolled around. Her back bowed and she thrust her chest towards Dorothy. Her hands moved to Dorothy's naked breasts and lovingly caressed them.
            Dorothy struggled to breathe. Her heart raced at a mile a minute. The poor thing's pussy never felt that needy before. She never wanted another woman like that in her life. She didn't know what kind of spell Glinda cast, but she liked it. She liked it a lot!
            "Oh Glinda," Dorothy whispered. Her hands slipped away from the Witch's breasts, moving around back to pull her closer. Dorothy lifted her chin, offered her lips. "Please, Glinda."
            "Mmmm," they both moaned as their lips melted together. 
            Glinda wrapped Dorothy up in her arms. Their breasts squished together. The Kansas beauty became acutely aware of Glinda's much shapelier, glorious body pressed so sexily to hers. Dorothy's hands began to roam her dramatic curves. She combed her fingers through Glinda's magnificent mane, marveling at how silky it felt. Did Glinda use magic to enhance her body and beauty?
            Their kiss deepened as passion flared even more intensely. Soon she couldn't get enough of Glinda's lips and body. They writhed, pressing their bodies so tightly together. Then Dorothy's hand slipped under Glinda's gown, between her legs.
            The Witch was running commando.
            Dorothy stroked a smooth, hairless pussy. Glinda was just as slippery wet as Dorothy felt. She rubbed firm, fast circles around Glinda's quivering folds. Faster and faster, getting more and more excited as the Witch began to peak.
            Glinda groaned wantonly into Dorothy's mouth, while their tongues danced and explored. And then Glinda's hand slipped between Dorothy's legs and began rubbing.
            "Mmmmggh," they groaned in unison.
            Nasty, sexy images filled Dorothy's mind. She'd witnessed quite a few girl-on-girl sex acts while in the brothel. Hell, quite a few sex shows were performed with both men and women, sometimes at the same time. Dorothy was pretty sure she'd seen everything two women could do with each other. Yet, nothing felt as right as making out with Glinda.
            "You're so beautiful," Dorothy whispered breathlessly.
            She began pulling the laces loose that held Glinda’s barely there gown together. The young beauty could feel the tension in the air as she slowly stripped the gorgeous Imperial Witch. Yet, it wasn't coming off. Was magic holding it to her body? Then Glinda caught Dorothy's eyes, held her gaze, before she smiled. The Witch lifted one hand and snapped her fingers. Shimmering pink silk instantly flowed straight down and revealed Glinda's naked body.
            The crowd gasped. 
            Dorothy smothered her perfect breasts with kisses, hands all over them. It was the first time she understood why men so loved tits. She rubbed her face all over them, while kissing, licking, and sucking. Her fingers pinched and rolled firm nipples, making Glinda gasp and groan and wiggle sexily.
            Everything the Witch did drove Dorothy crazier. As every second ticked by, Dorothy's passion, desire, and pure animal need grew more and more intense.
            Kissing her way down across Glinda's toned belly, she pushed the Witch onto her back. Glinda's long, shapely legs spread wide. Her sex glimmered wetly in the bright light. Dorothy's breath caught when she watched the Witch's bubblegum pink folds blossom open for her.
            "Yes," Dorothy whispered.
            She buried her face between Glinda's legs. Her tongue lapped hungrily at the Witch's pussy. They both moaned and groaned as Dorothy ate Glinda out with gusto. The brunette never hungered for another person so much as then.
            Dorothy sucked and nibbled on Glinda's folds, explored her pussy with her fingers and tongue, and soon turned her full attention to the clit peeking out from under its hood.
            "Yes!" Glinda cried out, back bowing, and thighs locking around Dorothy's head. "Oh yes!"
            The Kansas girl sucked and nibbled, working that sensitive nub with all she had. Glinda writhed and bucked, pulled on her hair and ground herself into Dorothy's mouth. All Dorothy wanted was to make Glinda come. And come harder than she'd ever come before.
            "Yes! Yes! Yes!" Glinda screamed.
            The Wicked Imperial Witch bowed up dramatically and froze. Hot girl cum sprayed in Dorothy's face. Just drenched the beautiful brunette. Dorothy eagerly lapped it all up, unable to sate her hunger for the Witch's cum.
            "That was amazing, Dorothy," King Scarecrow said, his voice low and husky. "Now it's time to serve your lord and master just as well."
            Glinda reluctantly released Dorothy's head, slowly spreading her thighs wide. Huffing and puffing, Dorothy sat back on her legs and looked straight at the Wizard of Oz's crotch. There was a very big bulge there. Who knew scarecrows even had cocks. She wondered if he created it with his magic, or if Glinda gave it to him. She was a randy little Imperial Witch, after all.
            Dorothy licked her lips, tasting Glinda again. She sucked in a deep breath, slowed her breathing, and then nodded. Mouth watering, eyes locked on his bulge, the horny beauty slowly crawled to him. She rose up on her knees, glanced up into his lusty burlap face, and then turned her full attention to his crotch.
            "Oh my. Why am I so hot and bothered?" she whispered. "I can't control myself."
            It had to be magic, but Glinda removed the pimp's collar that she'd enchanted. Or was the spell actually cast on her, not the collar? Either way, now she felt consumed with animal hunger. She couldn't get enough.
            "I give you my word, Scarecrow," Dorothy rasped out as she dug his erection out of his pants. "You'll pay dearly for what you've done to Oz, to my reputation in Oz, and to my body today."
            His cock was long and thick, sticky and fleshy. Nothing about it said scarecrow. It was a real cock. She stroked the hot, smooth skin. Dorothy kissed the bulbous head, before giving it a big lick. Finally, she swirled her tongue around the end before she went down on him.
            "Dorothy of Kansas sucks her King and Master's cock!" Scarecrow cried to the crowd. "Her punishment for all the evil she did to Oz has begun. Dorothy is sentenced to slavery! I claim her as a battle trophy! She will serve your king as a groveling, begging fuck toy!"
            His every word struck her hard and deep. Hot tears rolled down her cheeks, but Dorothy continued sucking him off. Her head bobbed, tongue and lips working his member over the best she knew how. As much as she hated it, she couldn't get enough of him. He tasted divine. Her thoughts turned to him above her, thrusting deep into her body over and over and over.
            Glinda crawled up behind her pressed up tightly. The Witch began rubbing Dorothy's achy, throbbing pussy. Rubbing it faster and faster. Her efforts sent the most wonderful sensations rippling through Dorothy's overheated body. Soon the Kansas girl was gasping, moaning, groaning, and writhing.
            King Scarecrow groaned long and low. He was close. Any second now he could come, and fill her mouth with his seed. The thought both disgusted her and excited her.
            "You'll get yours, too, Glinda," she gasped out, before returning to sucking cock.
            "Oh?" 
            The Witch thrust two fingers deep into Dorothy's pussy. Her other hand rubbed Dorothy's clit, while she finger fucked the enslaved beauty. Dorothy felt her body change, and that heady rush to climax began. Her body trembled in anticipation.
            "Y-Yes. Yes," Dorothy cried.
            King Scarecrow grunted, and came all over Dorothy's face. She kept stroking his cock, as he came in her face again and again. Glinda intensified her efforts, and pushed Dorothy over the top.
            "Oooooooh," Dorothy sighed, body erupting with euphoric pleasure. Even as her body was consumed with wave upon wave of the most intense orgasmic pleasure ever, she slanted a look back at Glinda's joy-filled face. "You'll pay dearly for casting this spell on me and making me humiliate myself before everyone."
            "What spell is that?"
            "The love spell, or sex spell," Dorothy whispered, her body starting to go into that beloved afterglow. "Whatever magic you used to make me so horny I couldn't stop myself from having sex with you both up here."
            Glinda laughed. It truly was the most magical, most wonderful sound Dorothy had ever heard. How could someone so wicked sound so wonderful?
            "You are such a pretty little fool, Dorothy," Glinda said. "I didn't cast any spell on you. In fact, I removed the enchanted collar that would've forced you to obey and fuck us merrily." She caught and held Dorothy's incredulous eyes. "It was all you, Dorothy. You wanted it."
            The crowd laughed. Glinda and King Scarecrow laughed. Dorothy knelt there, face dripping with cum, body quivering with the afterglow. Was it true? Was she really just a horny, sex-obsessed little slut?
            "You bastards," she whispered.
            That just made them laugh harder. Anger erupted deep inside. Dorothy scowled up at them. Anger turned into rage. Rage became action.
            "I'll kill you!" 
            Dorothy was on her feet in a flash. She was in a blind rage. Glinda jumped back with a cry of surprise. Scarecrow hesitated just a second, before he attacked with a right cross aimed at her face. Dorothy blocked that punch.
            King Scarecrow tried to back away. His Iron Brigade bodyguards came rushing towards them. She felt desperation, afraid he'd escape her vengeance.
            Dorothy threw a wild swing at him. He tried to twist away, but she connected with his chest. To both of their surprise, her fist slipped between the buttons of his shirt, ripping through the fine linen beneath, and plowed deep into his straw-stuffed chest. She was about to pull it back when it hit something hard.
            "What is this?" Dorothy asked. She wrapped her hand around it. Whatever it was, it radiated intense cold. Magic? She yanked it out of his chest. "Got it."
            It was a heart-shaped piece of black crystal. The crystal heart pulsed with black light, making her arm tingle up past the elbow.
            "Give me back my heart!" Scarecrow demanded, sounding frightened and desperate. "It's mine!"
            Dorothy felt its magic flowing into her. Washing through her body, mind, and soul. Power. Raw power. And then arcane knowledge flooded her mind. Magic! She had stolen Scarecrow’s source of magic. But at the same time, she felt an alien, seething evil flow into her as well.
            Clutching the black heart, Dorothy thrust it high in the air and shouted, "I am the most powerful wizard in the world!"
            "Stop her!" Glinda cried. "Kill her!"
            Dorothy lowered malevolent eyes upon the charging Iron Brigade soldiers. A great sword of pure black energy slid out of the end of her hand. One sweep, and the Iron Brigade was no more, all cut in half. Dead.
            "I will not allow you – " Glinda screamed, both hands and her eyes glowing fiery red.
            Dorothy pointed the black heart at the Witch, and commanded, "Begone!"
            In a flash, almost too fast to see, Glinda flew backwards and up, smashed through a window near the high ceiling, and vanished. Dorothy knew she was long gone, and wouldn't be coming back soon. While Scarecrow lay sprawled on the dais, shaking and mumbling incoherently. 
            The crowd was stunned to silence. Everyone gawked up at her, mouths open. They were all part of King Scarecrow's wicked Court. His bureaucrats. She hated each and every single one of them with all of her heart and soul!
            "You must all die! And then I'll be Queen of Oz!"
            The crowd gasped. A woman let out a little sob of terror. And something snapped deep within. Utter revulsion filled Dorothy. Disgust and horror of herself. What was she becoming?
            "The crystal heart," she muttered. Suddenly, it started pulsing, sending its evil influence into her. "It's trying…to…control…me."
            In a fit of fear and rage, Dorothy threw the black crystal to the floor with all of her magically enhanced might. It shattered into hundreds of pieces, and she felt a poof of magic reverberate through her mind and body. And then it was silent. Dead.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 33
 
            "Savor your victory, Dorothy," Glinda growled. "Soon, I'll have my vengeance. And then you will grovel at my feet, begging me to spare your pathetic life."
            The former Imperial Witch, now an outcast Witch, stood deep within her stronghold. Her conjuring room was perfectly round, with a vaulted ceiling above. A giant pentacle glowed bluish-pink in the middle of the floor. A pulsing sphere of pure energy floated above the mystic symbol. Within the sphere was a scene taking place at that very moment back inside the Emerald Palace, in Emerald City. Queen Ozma was placing the crown of Oz on Dorothy's head, proclaiming her Empress Dorothy of Oz. The people were cheering, so damned jubilant.
            "I'll punish you all when I take the throne for myself," Glinda said.
            Watching them enraged her. It was just the latest insult. First, Scarecrow enslaved her and made her his bitch witch, and then Diana usurped her in the South, taking over the rule of Quadling Country. Oh, she had plans for Diana. That bitch Witch was going to be punished as terribly as Dorothy. And finally, Dorothy cast her out like a piece of trash.
            With Scarecrow's fall from power, Glinda lost everything but her stronghold. That castle was too well protected by her Sa'Kor warriors and magic for any power in Oz to take. She was confident Empress Dorothy's advisors would convince her to stay well clear of Glinda's castle.
            "At least I'm free of Scarecrow's influence," she muttered.
            His evil magic made her eagerly serve his every whim. She didn't understand why Dorothy foolishly destroyed the powerful talisman. That fool threw away ninety percent of her power. Yet, the Land gave the ruler of Oz enormous magical power and influence, all magnified by her enchanted Silver Shoes. Even Wanda would probably bend knee to her.
            Dorothy didn't know it yet, but she was now the most powerful Witch in Oz. The true Imperial Witch.
            Hopefully, at least the Wicked Witches would shrug off the Emerald Throne's yokes. It would be war, but Glinda couldn't fight a unified Empire. The more chaos the better for her plans and ambitions. 
            "I have to find a way to separate Dorothy from her Silver Shoes," Glinda said, stepping closer to the glowing sphere. Her long, delicate wand danced in the air a second, and then the scene zoomed in on Dorothy, before zooming in tightly on her Silver Stilettos. "The most powerful talisman in all of Oz." Glinda's bright blue eyes narrowed. "And they will be mine!"
 
THE END
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