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War of the Witches
Return to Oz With a Vengeance #3

            Is this the day? Dorothy wondered, glancing up to Heaven. She’d miraculously reached the Upland Castle’s entry chamber. The door stood open just twenty feet away, and beyond it… Freedom. Maybe today.
            Tears welled up. She’d dreamed of this moment every night for six long weeks of slavery. Her mind filled with unwanted memories of sexual degradations and humiliations. Dorothy could almost feel the sharp sting of Glinda’s riding crop across her hot flesh. The taste of the Witch’s boot leather still tainted her tongue. The days were bad enough, but the evenings were nonstop bondage and debauchery.
            Dorothy lifted a trembling hand, slowly clenching it into a hard fist. 
            I will have my vengeance, Glinda!
            All she had to do was get out that door.
            Footsteps! Dorothy’s breath caught. The footsteps came closer and closer.
            Slipping off her heels, she ran as quietly as she could toward the dark maw of a tower stairwell. She glanced longingly at the open door to the outside before slipping into the dark coolness.
            Gnawing the inside of her cheek, Dorothy listened to the footsteps out in the castle’s entrance chamber. They came closer and closer, until she heard the light clank of arms and armor. Sa’Kor guards, just as she feared. 
            Dorothy held her breath, and pressed flat against the wall just inside the stairwell entry.    Please, Lord, not now. I’ve come so close!

            She shuddered at the thought of what Glinda would order once those guards hauled her back to her mistress, hands bound behind her as they had constantly been before she had finally submitted. She doubted they would allow her to keep the skimpy clothing that Glinda allowed her: the green bra, whose half-moon cups barely contained her boobs, or the panties that were little more than a lacy G-string.
            The footsteps and jangle of armor grew closer and closer. Her heart hammered, making it harder to hear their approach.
            They must’ve seen me, she thought, as she shifted one shoe to her other hand. The sexy stiletto pumps were the only “weapons” she possessed. Dorothy didn’t expect to win a fight against a pair of armed and armored Sa’Kor warriors, but she would show them her mettle. I’m not going down without a fight.

            A vision of the last time she’d been caught came unbidden. The guards stripped and bound her, paraded her through the castle, and finally threw her at Glinda’s feet. And then…
            No, she wouldn't think of that, wouldn't think of what the Witch had ordered the last time she had been caught trying to escape, the reason that that last time had been the last time. Her face flushed with remembered pain and humiliation, and she gripped the pumps more tightly.
            The stairwell door darkened as the bodies of the approaching Sa'Kor neared it, and Dorothy took a deep breath, preparing to launch herself at them in the futile effort to escape her fate.
            The warrior women walked on by without even stopping to look inside, and Dorothy let her breath out slowly. She moved out of the stairwell cautiously as their footsteps slowly faded into the distance. The open door attracted her gaze once again. Perhaps today, and an end to Slave Dorothy?
            In the distance, soft, laughing voices filled the air, reminding her of where her mistress expected her to be, and how little time remained. Glaring in the direction that the Sa'Kor had taken, she shook her head. Rolling her eyes, she thought, Why do I always pick the wrong times?
            By the time they discovered the fact of her escape, she needed to have covered as much distance from the castle as she could. Each second counted, and those guards had killed too many of them.
            She licked her lips. She couldn't wait any longer for the guards to get beyond earshot. She had only minutes, and only a few of those. Being Glinda Upland's slave didn't allow her time alone. All of her explorations of Upland Castle had taken place during stolen moments when circumstances left her alone for more than five minutes. Very rare moments.
            Still, after six weeks as the perverted witch's captive and plaything, Dorothy knew her way around the opulent palace-like castle quite well. One just had to be a little daring – and willing to suffer the consequences if discovered where she shouldn't be. She flushed again, remembering the last time that had happened. She vowed it wouldn't happen again.
            Dorothy slipped out as soon as the entrance chamber grew silent. The stairwell was in the far corner, just outside the foyer. Everything was polished white marble and gold fixtures. Golden sconces held teardrop-shaped clear crystals that glowed as bright as a hundred watt bulb. And the broad, tall door stood wide open to the inner bailey. 
            Maybe today.
            Worrying her lip, Dorothy slipped out into the open and crept toward the door. Less than half an hour earlier, she’d passed into the castle through that door with Glinda. It was the only door that she’d ever successfully passed through in and out. And no one stood between her and it. Her breathing, despite her best efforts, quickened.
            Oh yes. Maybe today.
            Easing up, staying pressed against the wall, Dorothy listened to all of the activity inside and out. Daily castle life went on, unconcerned and unaffected by her enslavement. She heard women laughing, shouting, arguing. A dog growled, and a moment later an orange tabby strutted in the door like he owned the place. The cat gave her a superior glance and continued on his way.
            Moving up closer to the door, just a short dash away, Dorothy smiled when she spotted the five flying carpets waiting just outside the door. The witches on guard used them if the castle was attacked. The magic would allow anyone to take them. She could unroll one, place the others on it and make her escape, foiling immediate pursuit.
            Today!
            Dorothy inched closer and closer, all senses on alert. The dry air carried few scents inside, but she heard people moving about inside and out. No one sounded like they were approaching, so she continued up to the door, now breathing harshly, but silently through her mouth.
            Eyes wide with excitement, holding her breath, she reached out tentatively.
            Here goes nothing.
            She felt a slight resistance a few inches in from the open door, which stiffened quickly. As soon as her fingertips touched the plane of the door a jolt of pain shot up her arm. 
            “Aaiiee! Dammit,” she whispered, yanking her hand back and shaking it. 
            Shouts from inside echoed through the castle. 
            Not today.
            Tears forming at the corners of her eyes, the slave took off running away as fast as she could. Her bare feet carried her almost soundlessly into a luxurious corridor, past the stairwell, and to a secret passage she’d learned of from attending her mistress. Dorothy slipped inside as running boot-steps came dangerously close.
            Not waiting to ensure she went unseen, Dorothy rushed into and through the dark, narrow secret passage and then up a tight circular staircase. Time had run out.
            A silver tray with three glasses of wine waited on the floor at the top of those stairs, just where she had left it. No one had missed her – she hoped. Oh, how she hoped. If someone had, and if that someone had reported it to Glinda... She shuddered at the thought. No, not again! And, of course, that would limit her ability to get away again; they would watch her all the more closely, making useless her feigned subservience of the last several weeks. 
            She slipped her heels back on, and then picked up the tray, taking care to not let her breasts fall out of their barely confining garment. Taking a deep breath, she slipped out of the secret passage and walked carefully forward, the heels clicking on the marble floor. 
            Moments later, Dorothy rounded a corner and spotted the two Sa’Kor guarding the door. The wickedest witch of all, Glinda, waited within that room. Dorothy knew she had taken too long, which might subject her to punishment. Her face flushed again, but she controlled her shudder.
            The two female guards turned cold, calculating eyes on her. The palace guards trusted no one, not even a scantily clad slavegirl.
            The guards’ eyes locked on her chest right away. Dorothy felt worse than naked in the skimpy little outfit Glinda dressed her in that morning. The bra’s half-moon cups barely contained her boobs like bowls of gelatin, threatening to spill their quivering contents at any moment. The guards ran their eyes up and down her, relaxing just a little, perhaps hoping that Glinda would see the sport in turning the slave over to them for a night or two – it had happened before.
            Stopping before them, she said, “My mistress’ wine.”
            They might have chuckled, but there was nothing funny about the efficient way that they checked the tray for weapons, ensured she wasn't holding anything dangerous under the tray, and combed fingers through her long brown hair to ensure that no weapons hid there. Then, after a fond pat on her rear promising more as soon as might be, the door opened for her, and Dorothy stepped through.
            Three sets of eyes turned toward her. Glinda sat in an elaborately carved wooden chair, with her two chief lieutenants flanking her. 
            To Glinda's right sat Uma, Glinda's Chief-of-Staff, a gorgeous, black-haired woman dressed in maroon silk. The desert beauty commanded attention for more than just her position. Dorothy knew her as a powerful Lesser Witch, one who had used magic on the poor slave on more than one occasion, to the pleasure of both, and the humiliation of one. 
            To Glinda's left sat Isobel, also a powerful Lesser Witch. The platinum blonde, now wearing sky blue, served as Glinda's aide-de-camp and commander of the palace guard. She, too, had partaken of the poor slave – and Dorothy didn't look forward to their next encounter at all.
            Glinda’s baby blues bore into her, scanning her face, body, demeanor. Always assessing her. Always looking for ways to keep her physically and emotionally subjugated. For six long weeks, the very wicked Witch had done a splendid job of it. 
            One day…but not today.
            Dorothy carefully kept any and all defiance out of her eyes, off her face, and projected nothing but a tamed, obedient slavegirl. After a moment, Glinda’s eyes turned away, a satisfied expression on her too-beautiful face. Dorothy breathed a silent sigh of relief. No one had reported her missing, and she had not presented anything that would encourage Glinda to think up something special for her. The ordinary humiliations and degradations would suffice.
            The strawberry blonde Witch then studied the three full-length enchanted mirrors arrayed before her. Wanda, Jezebelle, and Scarecrow stared back with unhappy faces.
            “Your wine, Mistress,” Dorothy said with the soft, breathy voice Glinda liked.
            “Why did you remove her collar?” Wanda asked from the middle mirror. The raven-maned beauty scowled at Dorothy. “Did you enchant her shoes so she can't run away?”
            Dorothy glanced at the raven-haired Wicked Witch of the West. Wanda sat on her field throne as well, wearing all black: double-slitted “battledress,” thigh boots, and pointed Cardinal Witch’s hat. A single yellow band around that hat showed her only nod to her position as ruler of the Winkies. 
            “That would be so funny if you did,” Jezebelle said. The platinum blonde Wicked Witch of the East grinned. She wore a two-piece outfit with long slitted skirt and thigh boots, all in sky blue and white. “And ironic.”
            Dorothy’s baby blue eyes dropped to Glinda’s feet. The legendary Silver Shoes she once wore, allowing her to move about Oz at will, now adorned the powerful Witch's delicate feet. The Witch proved she had a lot more control over the Silver Shoes than Dorothy ever did. Instead of stiletto pumps, Glinda had transformed them into stiletto-heeled thigh boots. They retained their mirror-like silver. The slave girl thought they looked odd with the Witch's pink and white, double-slit battledress.
            “I don’t like how submissive and passive she becomes under the collar’s magic,” Glinda said. “She’s much more responsive, to abuse and stimulation, when free of magical domination.” She looked Dorothy over again and smiled evilly. “And owning her is so much more satisfying when she truly feels her new lot in life.”
            Dorothy flushed, and Glinda laughed. "You do feel it, don't you?"
            "Yes, Mistress," she replied.
            Now Wanda laughed. "That's nice color in her cheeks." Then she looked down, "But not so much in her lower cheeks. They're quite pale."
            "Oh, I redden those on a regular basis, don't I, Slave?"
            "Yes, Mistress," Dorothy whispered, face getting hotter.
            "Puts the color in your face to shame, doesn't it?"
            "Yes, Mistress," Dorothy repeated to Wanda and Jezebelle's laughter. She licked at her lips, drawing Wanda's speculative glance.
            "If your hand ever gets tired," Wanda said, "I know how to redden those cheeks. Just send her to me."
            Dorothy's eyes returned to Glinda at that moment, and she saw the Witch's face harden for just a moment, and wondered why. But then the strawberry blonde smiled a fake smile. "I don't think that'll be necessary."
            Dorothy lifted the tray a tiny bit higher, attracting Glinda's attention. She nodded, and her slave offered her mistress and lieutenants the wine, then quickly scuttled to the corner, where she dropped to her knees, waiting for any summons that might come her way.
            “As I was saying, Locasta is weakening,” Scarecrow said. “I can feel it in how she responds just a little slower to attacks.”
            Dorothy’s eyes narrowed at Scarecrow’s image in the enchanted mirror. She still found it disconcerting how he looked so much like her old friend, yet was the very essence of insanity and evil. 
            “I hate it when you’re right,” Wanda said.
            That pulled her attention back to that Wicked Witches. Dorothy watched and listened to their war council. As a mere slave, a nobody, the Wickeds and Scarecrow spoke freely in front of her. So she knew almost everything that happened in the war, and all of the tactics and strategies they planned to subjugate Emerald City, and the two Good Witches.
            “Yes, you were right, Glinda,” Scarecrow said. “Launching random mundane and magical attacks, day and night, has begun to wear them down.”
            “Exactly, no one in Emerald City is getting any rest,” Glinda said. “Especially Locasta. Even witches need sleep to regenerate.”
            Dorothy’s stomach clenched. It just got worse and worse.
            “Yes, but alternating Jezebelle and me like this ties us to the siege,” Wanda said. “Olivia and Diana are still out there plotting their next attacks. I don’t think they’ll allow us to take Emerald City without a fight.”
            That thought buoyed Dorothy, raising hopes. If Olivia and Diane could – 
            “I’m counting on it,” Glinda said. “My strategy is lulling them into a false sense of security. Fear not, Wanda, all three of us will soon be unleashed on the Good Witches.”
            And Dorothy’s hopes burned away.
            “Three quarters of the remaining Imperial Army is inside the city,” Scarecrow said. “Even so, I will obliterate them with our combined armies once you Witches batter down the city’s magical shield.”
            Dorothy gnawed on her lip. Scarecrow looked too confident. But that confidence might be well placed. According to Glinda, he was the greatest general in Oz. Nick Chopper and Lion were close, but they learned from Scarecrow. And, as the former king and commander-in-chief, he knew the Imperial Army’s strengths and weaknesses better than anyone.
            Glinda nodded, before whispering to Isobel. The beautiful aide-de-camp scribbled something on a piece of paper. But she paused when Wanda’s chief-of-staff came into view to whisper something to the Wicked Witch. 
            Wanda’s beautiful face lit up. 
            “We got her!”
            “Got who?” Glinda asked.
            “Olivia,” Wanda cried. 
            Dorothy’s breath caught. The Good Witch of the North was the most powerful Witch fighting for Oz. Losing her would be the beginning of the end for the forces of Good. 
            “My spies have finally found her bolt hole.”
            “Excellent,” Glinda said, standing. Wanda, Jezebelle, and Scarecrow stood as well. “Jezebelle and I will come over, and the three of us will – ”
            “No! This is personal,” Wanda snapped, green eyes narrowing. “Olivia is mine. I promise you, the Good Witch of the North will be ours to command by sunrise tomorrow.” 
            Dorothy’s jaw dropped, and tears came to the corners of her eyes. Oh no!
            A mind-numbing sense of being trapped, helpless, vulnerable washed over the former Kansas farm girl, turned Empress of Oz, and now just a pathetic slavegirl. The world spun, leaving her dizzy and sick. What could she do? How could she warn her friends?
            The soft clatter of stilettos on cold marble brought her swirling mind to a stop. She focused on the three sets of boots coming towards her. Locking on the silver boots, she followed them up to Glinda’s amused blue eyes.
            The former Good Witch gone bad stopped, smirked, and tilted her head. “Having a bad day, Dorothy?”
            “Everyday, Mistress,” Dorothy whispered, throat tight and heart thundering in her ears.
            “Good,” Glinda said, and turned toward the door. “Attend me, slave. We'll do something about those pale cheeks, now that Wanda has brought them to my attention. You took your sweet time bringing my wine.”
            Dorothy gave a single, subservient nod, and rose to her feet. She glanced at the now empty mirrors, knowing that Wanda was already moving to capture and subjugate Olivia. And there wasn’t a single thing she could do to stop it. She couldn’t help her friend – or even herself.










Chapter 2

            The night air felt cold against Wanda’s skin. The black leather-clad Witch came from the far north of Gillikin Country, before the Land elevated her up as Wicked Witch of the West, so she rather preferred the cold. Bright green eyes looked up and around. Cloudless sky, full of bright stars. The moon had set a little earlier, so the night lay as dark as she could hope.
            She brought her broom to a stop, hovering just five feet above the dew-silvered grass. Wood smoke filled the air, coming from the small encampment upwind. The less pleasant stench of horse manure tainted the air, as well.
            Won’t Olivia be surprised, she thought, a smirk spreading her full red lips. Tonight, I’ll finally put that stuck-up beauty in her place, at my booted feet.
            Wanda looked around. Her soldiers moved slowly, stealthily into their pre-battle positions. She deployed a full battalion, six line companies, against Olivia’s guard force of just two companies, infantry and cavalry. Olivia was overnighting at her host’s headquarters.
            She’ll be entertaining me in my dungeon come this time tomorrow night.
            Those erotic thoughts sent her mind to wandering back to when Glinda fell into her hands, and not all that long ago. Oh, the wicked sexy things she did to that haughty beauty! The things she forced Glinda to do to her! And the former Good Witch proved very responsive to tight discipline and swift punishment. She didn’t expect any less from the dark, exotic Good Witch of the North.
            Left hand tightening around her wand, a foot-long length of gnarly black wood, Wanda’s right hand dropped to her right hip. A heavy, unwieldy weapon of blackened steel rested within a leather scabbard, or a holster as it was more properly called. Dorothy referred to it as a pistol. Otherworld magic. Very deadly magic, too.
            As far as Wanda knew, only Glinda had devised a spell, a shield, to fend off bullets. But of all the Witches, only Glinda had ever been shot. And more than once. 
            I will shoot Olivia out of the sky tonight, she said. If I cannot capture her.
            Wanda lifted her right hand to her chin. A yellow bubble appeared. She whispered to it.
            “Commanders. At my signal… Advance to contact. Destroy the enemy. Capture the site.”
            She blew it off her palm, and the bubble split into seven, one for the battalion commander, and one for each of the company commanders. The message bubbles vanished into the darkness, heading quickly toward their targets. So Wanda licked her lips, transferred her wand to her right hand, and willed her broom forward. 
            She lifted up above the underbrush, slipping between the trees effortlessly. A moment later she spotted the dark Gillikin camp. The starlight reflected off purple tents, which otherwise blended in well with the nightshadows. Green eyes narrowed, as she looked for the camp’s defensive perimeter.
            The Gillikins did an amazing job of camouflaging. She barely made out the defensive ditch, with a woven branch fence behind it. Soldiers draped in dark purple cloaks patrolled inside the fence.
            Wicked glee filled her heart as Wanda accelerated toward the camp, her needed spell filling her head. Her sharp eyes picked out the spots she needed to hit to allow her waiting companies to break through more easily. And then she cast her spell, twirling her wand in a barely perceptible, very precise movement to channel power from the closest Ley Line, fueling her spell, and sending a powerful lightning bolt down to obliterate a small section of fence and ditch.
            Ka-Boom!
            Flying around the Gillikin Host’s headquarters camp, Wanda threw down six thunderous lightning bolts as she followed the perimeter defenses, and breached them. Lesser Witches came stumbling out to throw fireballs at her by the time she made a full circuit, and then Olivia rose up from the middle of camp on a small flying carpet.
            “Hello, sister,” Olivia sneered. “You do enjoy a dramatic entrance.”
            “I do,” Wanda said, and threw a lightning bolt at her former childhood friend. “But I’ll enjoy watching you grovel at my feet even more!”
            Olivia deflected the bolt casually with a flick of her ivory wand. Wanda paused just long enough to enjoy the sight of the other Cardinal Witch. She’d truly caught Olivia in bed. And not alone, either. Olivia came out to play completely naked, with a sweat shiny body. She looked a little flushed, too. 
            “Oh my, sister, did I interrupt something?” Wanda taunted as her troops came screaming out of the night-shrouded forest. They rushed through the breaches she created, and the din of battle filled the night. “You look especially sloppy between your – ”
            Ka-Boom!
            Olivia’s purple lightning bolt almost caught Wanda with her guard down. And then the Gillikin Lesser Witches attacked from the ground.
            Wanda laughed. “I guess I struck bone with that comment. Or was it boner?”
            Rumor was the Good Witch enjoyed a vigorous relationship with her handsome young commanding general, Marshall Robs Coronet.
            “You are a sick little pervert,” Olivia said. 
            Olivia turned her gaze downward, and quickly threw down some lightning bolts into Wanda’s soldiers. Her Lesser Witches were mostly attacking the enemy troops, as well. So Wanda flew straight at the exotic Witch, throwing a combination of fireballs and lightning bolts. Olivia fended off her magical attack while zigzagging her flying carpet all around. The two Cardinal Witches quickly devolved into circling above the battle on the ground, trading shots at each other. 
            Wanda only attacked with bolts and fireballs for a few minutes, getting Olivia into a defensive rhythm. Giving her a false sense of security. And then she covertly cast another spell below Olivia, creating a ball of faintly glowing yellow energy. 
            “I’m going to make you beg for my touch, Olivia,” Wanda sneered, gaining the dark beauty’s full, hostile attention. “You’re going to crawl, beg, and grovel before me, and I am going to… Take you!”
            Tentacles erupted from the ball of yellow energy. Five tentacles seized the flying carpet, yanking it down. Olivia lost her footing, a startled look on her face. Three tentacles then wrapped around the Witch, one around her left leg, one around her waist, and the last around her right arm. That last tentacle pulled her wand hand down, so the Witch couldn’t attack Wanda or defend herself against an attack from above.
            “Help!” Olivia cried.
            Wanda hit her with a paralyzing spell, which sucked the other Witch’s breath away. Olivia stopped struggling, and just stared off into space. Wanda’s heart swelled with victory. 
            “To the victor,” Wanda sneered. “Go the spoils.”
            A twirl of her wand pulled one of the tentacles struggling with the flying carpet up to Olivia, and right up between her legs.
            “No!” Olivia cried. The beautiful witch’s jaw dropped as that ghostly tentacle tired to violate her. “You are such a sick woman.”
            That spiteful act broke Olivia out of her stupor. The Good Witch just managed to tap the offending tentacle with her wand. Wanda cursed as the tentacle shriveled up and vanished, and then Olivia dispatched the tentacle holding her arm before it dissipated away.
            “You depraved bitch,” Olivia snarled. “You redefine wicked.”
            “Thank you,” she said, and flew straight at Olivia.
            The Good Witch seemed to be confused, but at the last second Olivia cast a spell that washed the tentacle spell instantly away. She dropped straight down to the flying carpet, making Wanda pass overhead. And then she hit the Wicked Witch’s broom with a purple fireball, and instantly killed the magic.
            Wanda fell from the sky, buffering her landing with a quick levitation spell. Turning to cast a defensive spell, she discovered Olivia wasn’t coming after her. Instead, the Good Witch was spinning faster and faster in midair, about five feet above the hovering carpet. And then she unleashed Hellfire.
            Whoosh!
            Intense fire washed over Wanda’s battalion. Most of them were still outside the perimeter, slowed at the six bottleneck gaps. Olivia’s Hellfire flowed over the men outside the perimeter. Wanda cried out as she lost two-thirds of her men in that spell.
            Pulling her pistol, Wanda took aim at the floating Witch, and pulled the trigger. Twice.
            Pap!
            Two things happened at once. Olivia cried out and fell flat on her back atop the flying carpet. And the piece of the pistol that always snapped back when she fired remained back. It didn’t return to its normal position, and the pistol wouldn’t shoot anymore.
            “It’s broken?” Wanda whispered, staring incredulously at the now useless piece of steel in her hand. Her heart dropped into her belly. “What is wrong with it?”
            Looking up again, Wanda found Olivia was nowhere to be seen. Did she fly away? Was she dead? And then her troops began flooding back out of the camp. Full retreat. Wanda realized that Olivia’s Lesser Witches were decimating her remaining soldiers.
            “Where’s Olivia?” she said, dropping into a defensive stance and looking all around. “She could be anywhere.”
            Wanda ground her teeth. Nothing to do now but retreat with her men. Once again, Olivia’s luck held out. The Good Witch escaped her fate again. But not for too much longer. Wanda silently cursed her old friend. 
            “You will be mine, Olivia. This I vow!”










Chapter 3

            Dorothy’s eyes popped open. Darkness greeted her. It felt very late, or very early. Sleep didn’t immediately pull her back down, so she became aware of her surroundings. First and foremost, she was lying belly down atop a very fit woman. Her head was pillowed by firm, young breasts, her legs straddling another thigh. The other woman’s skin was silky soft and smooth, but hot. She felt the slick sweat between their naked bodies.
            Sucking in a deeper breath as the possibility of more sleep escaped her; Dorothy caught the scent of cinnamon. The other woman stirred, releasing a soft moan.
            Uma, Dorothy thought. Then she remembered. Glinda gave me to her for the night.
            Of all the women Glinda shared her slavegirl’s body with, Uma was Dorothy’s favorite. The desert beauty was the only Sa’Kor that didn’t practice some degree of sadomasochism during private sessions. Uma wasn’t the least bit submissive in bed either, at least not with Dorothy, but she was pure sensual pleasure.
            Uma’s hand stroked Dorothy’s hair, a smile stretching her full, sensual lips. Dorothy watched her lover’s face, looking for any sign she was awake and wanted something. But Uma’s breathing didn’t change, and she remained sound asleep. Dorothy kissed her left breast, while a hand stroked Uma’s sweetly rounded hip. The raven-haired beauty remained asleep.
            Feeling the urge of the newly awakened, Dorothy slowly pulled away from Uma and slipped out of bed. The chief-of-staff rated a suite, so had a small attached room with a chamber pot. After relieving herself, the slave used her fingers to get her tousled brown hair in some semblance of order, and divided it into pigtails. Because Glinda liked her in pigtails.
            Going over to an open window, she paused to enjoy the cool night breeze on her hot, sweaty skin. The region was experiencing a brutal heat wave, where it was even hot at night. 
            It’s nights like this I really miss air conditioning.
            Uma’s windows opened out to the east. Dorothy noticed the faintest hint of light on the horizon. Dawn was coming. The smell of baking bread drifted on the wind, making her mouth water.
            Time to start her long workday. But early morning was her favorite time of day. It got intense once Glinda woke. Her mistress enjoyed many “training” sessions a day with her. Dorothy called it what is was, BDSM sex. Lots of bondage, groveling, boot-licking.
            Just thinking about it made her body quiver and tingle. Butterflies erupted in her belly, and her sex felt hotter, wetter, kind of achy.
            What has happened to Oz? Was it Scarecrow’s magic that turned all of the people into sex-obsessed kinksters? she wondered, and not for the first time. Everyone used to be so sweet and innocent.
            Of course, Dorothy really only dealt with the men and women of power. The common people probably had concerns other than who they submitted to, and who submitted to them. The pecking order was all-important to the upper classes.
            I better get going.
            Her clothes were easy to locate. The bra and G-string lay on the floor between the door and bed. Her heels were harder to find, lost somewhere in the bed. But she found them, and without waking Uma. Dorothy was out the door, dressing in the hallway within seconds.
            Dorothy hesitated, gnawing on her lip as she looked back and forth. She neither saw nor heard any roving patrols. It was coming up on the changing of the guard, too, so they should be drifting down to the ground floor.
            This is the perfect time to check, she thought. If I hurry.
            Her heels were loud in the empty palace, so she pulled them off and carried them in one hand. Within moments, she reached an ornate, white marble stairwell. It curled upward into a tall tower. The slavegirl hurried up on whispering bare feet.
            The spiral stairwell filled Maiden Tower all the way up to the crowning chamber. In truth, it was a simple lookout tower, too small for even a conjuring room. Glinda did love a sky high chamber to practice her magic. A bronze onion dome covered the chamber, with tall, lancet windows all the way around the room. None of them had glass, so the breeze felt amazing up there.
            Dorothy approached the side overlooking the moat and village beyond. She noticed a few lights down in the village. It was slowly coming alive. The moat, deep and wide, encircled the castle-palace. It’d have to be deep to survive a jump from seventy feet up.
            Her eyes found what she wanted in Upland village. An inn stood on the northern edge, with a stable and large fenced yard. Horses. Freedom. But then her eyes rose up to study the night-shrouded landscape. Harsh, semi-desert surrounded Glinda’s legendary base of power, formerly the capital of the South, Quadling Country.
            Reaching out tentatively, she felt resistance building. It began to sting as her hand closed on the plane of the window. Grimacing, teeth clamped tight, Dorothy tried to force her hand all the way through the window. 
            Dammit. Not even up here.
            Her hand never reached the window’s plane. It became too hard to push through the magic, and the pain intensified exponentially in her hand and from her collar the closer she got to it. She had to stand there and suck in deep breaths after giving up. The effort always left her whole body tired.
            Turning to head back down, her eyes fell upon something across the chamber. Something about three feet long and rolled up. A carpet? A flying carpet?
            Dorothy hurried over and rolled it out. It proved to be a rather threadbare and frayed thing, but brightly colored. As soon as she stepped onto the carpet a feeling of connection came to her. 
            It is a flying carpet! Left behind, and probably forgotten, she thought. Dorothy glanced at the magically blocked windows. And useless to me.
            She rolled it back up, pushing it back into place against the wall. Looking through the window above it, she watched the activity down in the castle ward. If she could just find a way to access one of the wards, unaccompanied, at a time of night of her choosing…
            I wouldn’t need a horse, wouldn’t have to worry about feeding and watering a horse if I could escape on a flying carpet.
            Some flying carpets flew hundreds of miles per hour. Maybe they all did, but she didn’t know. Did anyone know? Ozians didn’t think in terms of miles per hour. Places were three day’s walk, or one day’s ride. 
            A bell tolled, echoing through the night air. Dorothy counted the bells.
            “It’s time!” She took off down the stairs. “I have to get Glinda’s tea!”
            Dorothy ran all the way down the stairs, and then to the back of the castle. She stopped outside the kitchen to slip her heels back on, before entering. The kitchen staff barely gave her a glance. One of the cook’s apprentices pointed at the teapot with her chin.
            Hurrying over, she checked to ensure the silver tray had everything she’d need. Picking it up, she hurried toward Glinda’s suite on the second floor, what Ozians called the first floor. More and more people filled the corridors as she passed through the castle.
            The guards outside Glinda’s suite quickly searched her, without the usual molestation. The door opened, and Dorothy hurried inside. Per her training, she stopped three steps in, dropped to her knees, and placed the tray on the floor before her. Then she pressed her forehead to the cold marble floor.
            “Mistress, I am yours to command,” she intoned.
            “Good…for…you,” Glinda gasped out. “Ooooooh.”
            Dorothy dared to look up. Lion lay spread-eagle in the middle of Glinda’s bed, bound hand and foot in place. Glinda straddled him, bouncing up and down his long, thick erection. The Witch had a beatific look, hands in her bouncing hair. And then Dorothy’s eyes dropped to the floor.
            Her breath caught.
            Casually discarded, lay a pair of bright silver thigh boots. Could they be the enchanted thigh boots, the legendary Silver Shoes? Glinda did remove them to sleep, but she usually locked them in a wardrobe. Though, on rare occasion, after especially vigorous sex, she’d just pull them off and toss them on the floor.
            So close…
            Glinda cut a covert glance at her. Dorothy’s blood ran cold. Was it a test? A trap? She started to tremble, wanting them so badly. 
            “What stays your hand, Dorothy?” Glinda whispered breathlessly. “Here I am so wonderfully impaled, exhausted, at my weakest point. Surely you can dart in and snatch the Silver Shoes up before I could get out of bed. But can you get them on your feet fast enough?”
            That wasn’t the first time Glinda had taunted her so. Which meant Glinda had time to think about it. She had a plan: Glinda expected her to pull the boots on and use them to teleport away. No. The actual boot was a weapon! All she had to do was race in, snatch up one of the boots, and then swing it like a baseball bat into Glinda’s face. She might actually knock the Witch out cold. If nothing else, she’d buy enough time to actually put the boots on and click her heels three times.
            Did she dare execute it? 
            Where’s her wand?
            Dorothy looked around the chamber. There! The ivory wand lay on the nightstand, a good ten feet away from Glinda. 
            She didn’t hesitate any more. Dorothy took off like a pouncing lioness. Her eyes locked on the Silver Shoes, but she saw Glinda out the corner of her eyes. The Witch flung out a hand toward the wand, making it fly to her in a flash. Just a foot away from the silvery boots, Dorothy reached out for one of them…
            Glinda whispered something, and the boots vanished. 
            “No!”
            “Sorry, Dorothy,” Glinda said, grinning at her. The silver thigh boots sheathed Glinda’s legs. “But that was an escape attempt. You have to be punished now. Kneel!”
            Glinda’s command carried Power. The collar’s magic flowed through her body, all cold and tingly. Dorothy’s mind might rail against the magic, but her body obeyed without pause. Obedience seized Dorothy. She snapped to attention, and then dropped to her knees.
            The strawberry blonde Witch finished with Lion, before she slowly extracted herself. Then panting lightly, an amused expression on her face, Glinda slowly paced around the kneeling slave several times. Finally, she stopped in front of Dorothy and scooted her right foot forward.
            “Lick boot.”
            That command broke Dorothy out of the magic hold. She looked up with worried eyes, licked her lips, and nodded. Dropping to all fours, she crawled up over that foot, lowered her face, and gave the boot a lick from pointy toe to Glinda’s knee. 
            “Concentrate just on the foot and heel.”
            “Yes, Mistress.”
            Dorothy knew too well what Glinda wanted, what she expected, and what she had better get from her. The brunette kissed, nuzzled, and licked Glinda’s silvery foot from toe to heel, and then spent a few minutes kissing and licking her tall stiletto heel.
            While she licked boot, Glinda used her magic to release Lion. The enslaved Beastman rolled off the bed to kneel behind the Witch. Dorothy studied his face as she worked. No expression. Glinda still had to maintain the collar’s magic at its most powerful to keep him obedient. Not so with her.
            “Very good. Kneel, Dorothy,” Glinda said. “Lion, tie Dorothy’s wrists behind her back.”
            Lion used one of the ropes that had bound him to the bed. He pulled her arms back, crossed her wrists, and bound them tightly in place. Then Glinda had him lift Dorothy up, and place her in the middle of the bed. He then tied her ankles to the bed posts, before attaching a leash tightly between her collar and the headboard.
            Dorothy wasn’t going anywhere.
            The ominous clicking of heels drew her eyes over to Glinda. The Witch remained naked, save for the boots. And now, a strap-on dildo. Dorothy groaned, rolling her eyes. 
            And then she picked up a wicked black riding crop and a bright red ball gag.
            Fuck me! Dorothy silently screamed. Why do I always fall for her traps?
            “You’ve been a bad little slavegirl, Dorothy,” Glinda purred. Her baby blues narrowed, as she lifted the riding crop. “A very bad girl.”
            Thwack!
            That first strike hit her across both butt cheeks, low on her rump. 
            Thwack! Thwack!
            “Ugh,” she cried. “Mercy, Mistress!”
            “You’re so cute,” Glinda said as she eased up onto the bed beside her. “Open wide.”
            Dorothy’s breath whooshed out. She hated ball gags even more than the bondage, even more than the riding crops. Glinda pressed the red rubber ball to the slave’s lips. Relaxing her jaw, Dorothy didn’t fight it when her mistress forced the ball past her lips, between her teeth. The ball stretched her jaw to the max, and then Glinda buckled it into place.
            Glinda thrust the riding crop between Dorothy’s legs, and then began to thrust back and forth, all the while running the length of it against the slave’s sensitive clit. Dorothy’s eyes fluttered closed, as her back bowed, and a low groan bubbled up. 
            Glinda alternated between rubbing that crop back and forth, and rubbing circles around the clit with her fingertips. The Witch excelled at masturbation. She had Dorothy gasping within moments, before the slavegirl started bucking and jerking her head back and forth.
            Eyes popping open wide, Dorothy struggled to suppress the orgasm that threatened. She didn’t want to give Glinda the satisfaction, but then that unstoppable rush to climax started. Dorothy clamped down hard on the ball gag as a low groan escaped and her insides erupted with ultimate bliss. Glinda placed a splayed hand on Dorothy’s quivering belly and smirked.
            “You do enjoy slavishly submitting, don’t you, Dorothy?”
            A flash of anger made Dorothy shake her head.
            “No? You’re body says otherwise.”
            The Witch moved directly behind the slave. Dorothy’s breath caught when she felt the cold, rubber strap-on dildo press against her nether region. Glinda took it in hand, swirling it around the slave’s slick nether lips, before pushing past them right up to her entrance.
            Dorothy sucked in a long, slow breath.
            “Let’s get started on this morning's first lesson in utter submission,” Glinda said, and thrust half the length of that long thick shaft into Dorothy. “I suspect we’ll be here for a long time this morning.”










Chapter 4

            Pap. Pap. Pap-pap-pap!
            “Did I hit anything?” Glinda asked, lowering the pistol. “Go check the target, Dorothy.”
            “Yes, Mistress,” the beautiful slavegirl said.
            Glinda’s baby blues followed the shapely young thing as she headed downrange. Dorothy struggled to keep her stride graceful, while traversing rough ground in stiletto heels and a hobble chain. Binding Dorothy’s wrists behind her back didn’t help, either. The Witch felt a tingle, but she always did when watching her obedient slavegirl. 
            “She’s so pretty in pigtails and chains,” Glinda said. 
            And not much else. Glinda dressed Dorothy in emerald green thigh boots. Nothing else. Dorothy’s spectacular body was oiled to gleam sexily, and adored with gold jewelry and gold chains. There was even a thin gold chain between the slave’s pierced nipples. Her handcuffs and hobble chain were also solid gold.
            Her ladies-in-waiting all nodded as they studied the slave with interest. Neither Uma nor Isobel watched Dorothy. Their full attention remained on the Witch at all times. Glinda noticed Lion watched the naked slave with hungry eyes. 
            Dorothy stopped before the target, bending over at the waist to study the target. That gave everyone a clear look at her uncovered sex. Lion groaned very softly. The way Dorothy bowed her back, thrusting out her butt, showed she understood what was expected of her. 
            It only took Dorothy a few seconds, and then she turned to head back. Glinda’s eyes dropped to the slave’s very nice breasts, jostling so sweetly as she returned. Despite the hobble chain and manacles, Dorothy’s hips swayed in a way that called to her.
            “Forgive me, Mistress,” Dorothy said, eyes downcast. “But you still haven’t hit the target.”
            Glinda blinked at her, wondering if the slave would lie. Surely Dorothy wouldn’t be so bold. Her punishment would be lengthy and severe. On the other hand, Glinda was certain she’d finally managed to hit that round target just twenty paces downrange. 
            “I don’t understand why I can’t hit the target,” Glinda said. She frowned at the heavy black pistol in her hand. So heavy. So unwieldy. Not at all graceful like her wand. “It’s a brutish weapon. No wonder Wanda seems to have taken so well to it.”
            That got a few snickers from her ladies. 
            Glinda placed the pistol on the small table before her. One of the larger Earth weapons lay next to it. According to Dorothy it wasn’t a pistol, but an Uzi submachine gun. She’d only fired the Uzi once, and it so startled her that she wounded one of her ladies-in-waiting. 
            General Alizan and her senior officers had also fired the weapons, and fell in love with the Uzi submachine guns. Unfortunately, in their enthusiasm, they wasted almost all of the Uzi ammo.
            “Why is Wanda able to use her pistol so accurately?”
            Dorothy shrugged. “Some people take to guns naturally. Some people can’t hit the side of a barn if their life depended on it.”
            Glinda gave her a sharp look. Then movement behind and above her slave caught the Witch’s attention. A message bubble came flying up. A clear bubble. A message from her general in command of the siege of Emerald City. So she held out her hand, palm up, and the bubble settled down upon it.
            Glinda popped the bubble with a long fingernail. 
            “Greetings, O Great One,” Scarecrow’s voice said, with only a slight mocking tone. “I believe we are about to break through Emerald City’s defenses. I think all we need is a coordinated attack by all three of our Cardinal Witches, and the city will be ours.”
            Her breath caught, and a flush of excitement washing through her. That was the message Glinda wanted to hear. At long last, she would sit upon the Emerald Throne and rule all of the Lands of Oz. Even the Good Witches would sue for peace and bend knee to her.
            “Isobel, prepare my personal guard,” Glinda said. “Uma, we’re going to Emerald City. I want to leave within the hour, and all of my ladies will attend me to witness this historic event.”
            Uma bowed. “I’ll arrange everything.”
            Glinda grabbed one of Dorothy’s pigtails, “Come, Lion, we must hurry.”
            She led the slave and Lion over to her flying carpet. Dorothy dropped to her knees, with Lion almost straddling her, one hand on her head. 
            Glinda felt the connection establish, and then willed the carpet up into the air and back toward the massive castle-palace. Sa’Kor soldiers snapped to attention as their mistress approached, as did the gate guards. They flew swiftly through the gate, across the outer and inner wards, and up to her ancestral home.
            She opened the door with her wand, and zipped through the much cooler interior, up the wide stairs, and straight to her suite. The two guards on duty snapped to attention. She barely noticed the two blonde Sa’Kor. 
            After freshening up, Glinda ran a damp washcloth over Dorothy’s naked body.
            “Kneel,” she commanded. Dorothy dropped to her knees. “Chin.”
            Dorothy lifted her chin obediently. Glinda picked up a silvery steel collar. The enchanted collar would ensure Dorothy didn’t escape her while in the field. The slave understood what it meant, too. She could see it in Dorothy’s eyes. Resentment flashed, followed by resignation.
            “You’re so beautiful when you submit,” Glinda purred, and kissed her. 
            The kiss lingered, until Dorothy pushed into the kiss and she felt the slave’s passion ignite. Only then did she slip the cold steel collar around Dorothy’s neck, and snap it closed. The slave’s lips parted ever so slightly, as her breath caught, and her eyes glazed over. Glinda loved the way Dorothy reacted to the magic taking over her mind and body.
            Glinda quickly dressed Dorothy in a way everyone would recognize her. First, she made the slave pull on a pair of the snug, brown short-shorts that Dorothy had brought from Kansas, and paired it with a white sports bra. She finished Dorothy’s “Kansas farmgirl ensemble” with a pair of silver stiletto pumps she had made just for parading the once proud beauty around.
            A redheaded Sa’Kor arrived at that point, returning the weapons and ammo Glinda left behind on the archery range. The witch accepted them, slanting a smile at Dorothy. She wondered what her slave thought about being so close, but denied access to her cherished weapons. It had to be so frustrating.
            She placed the weapons and ammo in the wardrobe holding all of Dorothy’s possessions, locked it with a brass key, and then cast a spell on it. Dorothy continued to stare at the wardrobe, while rubbing her lips together. Glinda grinned.
            “Attend me, slaves.” 
            Glinda stepped back onto her “house carpet.” Dorothy knelt behind her, with Lion taking his previous position over her. 
            “Lion,” Glinda said, giving him a cool gaze. “Shift into your animal form, and sit quietly.”
            He stepped back, and quickly morphed into a lion. Glinda smiled, turned forward, and the carpet rose up a foot off the floor. She guided it out into the hallway, down the stairs, and out into the inner ward. Isobel and her personal guards had cleared the ward, while servants laid out the larger long distance flying carpets under Uma’s supervision. Their luggage would follow later. 
            A few of her ladies-in-waiting were already gathered. The usual suspects were once again the stragglers, but Glinda found herself lifting off and heading northeast sooner than anticipated. 
            Uma and Isobel joined Lion and Dorothy upon her carpet. Her ladies, all Lesser Witches, divided up ten to a carpet, as were her Sa’Kor guards. Counting other necessary staff, Glinda lifted off in a forty-one flying carpet formation. She flew point in that vast V-formation.
            The trip took most of the day, in part due to stopping for lunch. They arrived in the late afternoon. Glinda flew completely around Emerald City twice, showing off her trophies as well as studying the deployment of their troops. Her Sa’Kor army was the smallest host, but held a full third of the perimeter. Jezebelle had the largest army there, but as expected there was nothing coherent about how they were organized. Every knight, lord, and nobleman did what he wanted, where he wanted.
            Glinda shook her head. I need to have another talk with Jez.
            Wanda’s forces looked ready and in good order. Meanwhile, Scarecrow had moved his headquarters unit closer to the city, to a hilltop between the Winkie Host and her Sa’Kor. No Ozian Imperial soldiers were to be found outside the city walls, except the dead rotting in the sun.
            Scarecrow’s green and red stripped pavilion crowned the hilltop. Glinda frowned down at it. She’d ordered him twice to get rid of the Ozian green. Scarecrow remained defiant, so probably still harbored dreams of coming out on top and taking the Emerald Throne for himself. Yeah, that wasn’t going to happen. Scarecrow would never subjugate her again.
            “Uma.”
            “Yes, Mistress?”
            “Get General Scarecrow a pink and red striped pavilion. Half the size,” she said. “Burn that one.”
            “As you command, Mistress.”
            Trenches and defensive works surrounded the command and control hill. A troop of Sa’Kor cavalry waited behind the hill, while a battalion of mixed Winkie and Munchkin foot soldiers defended the perimeter. There wasn’t much room to land, so Glinda’s entourage landed one at a time, rolling up and stowing their flying carpets before the next one landed. Glinda landed first. Sa’Kor troopers rushed over to assist.
            “Scarecrow! Report,” she said, while turning to look the city over. “Even ravaged by war, Emerald City is the greatest, most beautiful city in all the Lands of Oz.”
            The city gleamed in every shade of green. The Emerald Palace stood arrogantly in the exact center of the city, towering over everything else. Light reflected off countless helmets and spearheads on the tall, massive defensive walls. Invisible to the naked eyes of regular people, powerful wards encircled the city like a bubble.
            “Pray tell, Scarecrow, what makes you think the city is about to fall?” she said. “Her wards look as strong as ever.”
            “I believe Locasta has begun to falter due to exhaustion. Her responses to attacks are slower and slower. She no longer counterattacks, so our Lesser Witches rule the skies,” he said. “I think if we divide up, and conduct coordinated mundane and magical attacks it will prove too much for the witch. She can only defend against one magical attack at a time, so I suggest you divide up the Cardinal and Lesser Witches to attack from east and west at the same time.”
            Glinda nodded. Only Locasta’s powerful defense kept them from breaching the wards, so if Scarecrow’s assessment of her physical and mental state was accurate, and she could only defend against one assault at a time. It might actually work. And despite no longer having magic, Scarecrow understood magic-users and what they could and couldn’t do quite well. She trusted his judgment.
            “Very good,” she said. “I’ll have Wanda and Jezebelle attack from the east, while I lead my Lesser Witches in the attack from the west. We’ll crush Locasta and the city between us.”
            “You’ll have us attack, sister?” Wanda said from above, coming down quickly upon her broom. The Witch landed, and slipped off the broom, before squaring off with Glinda. “We are all equal partners. You don’t command me.”
            Glinda looked her over with cool eyes. Wanda answered Scarecrow’s call in a black leather battledress, very similar to Glinda’s double-slit gown. She also wore black thigh boots and over-the-elbow gloves. Besides her wand, the Wicked Witch wore Dorothy’s old pistol belt, with the pistol in the holster.
            “Since you disdain having any Lesser Witches of your own, then you are not powerful enough to conduct a lone attack. Jezebelle is the weakest of us, but has a strong contingent of Lesser Witches. Therefore Jez needs help more than I do, especially with my Sa’Kor witches, so you best serve our cause by helping her. It doesn’t take a genius to figure that out, sister.”
            Wanda glared daggers at her, hands opening and closing. Glinda couldn’t help but glance at the pistol on her right hip. The Witch’s green eyes narrowed under her black hat, before she cut her eyes at Dorothy. 
            Lion covertly moved behind Wanda and dropped into a crouch. Ready to pounce.
            “You,” Wanda snapped at Dorothy. She pulled her pistol. Glinda lifted her wand, holding her breath. Wanda held up the pistol. “It’s broken. Fix it!”
            “I’m not a gunsmith, Mistress.”
            “You know about pistols,” Wanda said. She yanked the slider back, making it lock in place. “I was shooting at Olivia when it broke and stopped like this. I figured out how to release it forward, but now nothing happens when I pull the trigger.”
            Glinda bit her lip, struggling to hide the knowing smile. She’d had the exact same thing happen while practicing. Dorothy explained it meant she was out of ammo, or bullets. Simple fix, but poor Wanda didn’t have any training with the pistol.
            “She said she doesn’t know how to fix it,” Glinda said. 
            “Her eyes say otherwise,” Wanda said. “As soon as I explained the problem, I saw understanding spread across her face.” She locked eyes with Dorothy. “Fix it.”
            “No,” Glinda said. “You shot me. I’ll not give you the opportunity to do that again. Figure out the problem yourself.”
            “But – ”
            “I said no,” Glinda said, eyes flashing. “You don’t need that pistol today. Honestly, I think you are relying too much on it. That’s probably why you’ve failed to capture Olivia or Diana.” She looked at Dorothy. “I command you to not help her in any way with fixing her pistol. Do you understand?”
            “Yes, Mistress,” Dorothy said. “I am yours to command. I won’t help her.”
            “You’re pushing me too far, Glinda.”
            She held Wanda’s furious green eyes. The Wicked Witch truly was a woman who became more beautiful when angry. And seeing her so angry, so helpless, made Glinda's insides tingle.
            “After our assault and capture of Emerald City tonight, you and I will have a little talk. We’ll come to a binding agreement, and then I’ll let Dorothy tell you what the problem is with your pistol.”
            “You know what is wrong?”
            She hesitated, and then smiled with satisfaction. Wanda’s face dropped.
            “I do.”
            Wanda stared at her a long moment. Finally, she reluctantly nodded. Glinda smiled and returned her nod. It was always satisfying to make Wanda so angry she couldn’t speak.
            I have her exactly where I want her, she thought. And I’m going to make her pay dearly.
            Wanda didn’t have any spare bullets. Once Dorothy explained the problem, then the Wicked Witch would have to come begging Glinda for more ammo.
            Glinda thought about the Sa’Kor Wanda captured when they both fought over Dorothy. Scarecrow secured Glinda’s release after a very humiliating captivity, yet Wanda still refused to release any of her Sa’Kor prisoners. Now that she had something Wanda wanted, Glinda could secure their release.
            “Uma, have them prepare dinner for all of the Witches and Scarecrow. I’ll send word for Jezebelle to join us with her Lesser Witches, and I’ll summon my witches,” Glinda said. “We will discuss tactics over dinner, and in the dead of night, we’ll strike!”










Chapter 5

            The feast showed no sign of breaking up. The music played loud and merry, with half-drunk Munchkin and Winkie nobles and officers dancing with Glinda’s ladies-in-waiting, joking, and otherwise having a carefree evening. Dorothy marveled at how loud the open-air feast had become.
            Everyone was scattered around in a large circle, with a bonfire in the middle. The tables stood upon foot-high legs in the sandy soil, while the attendees all reclined rugs and pillows. The dancers circled the fire, while the musicians were opposite Glinda and behind everyone else.
            Dorothy knelt behind Glinda, to her left rear. Lion stood guard over the beautiful Witch, looking like a Greek god. Glinda had him wearing just a very brief brown leather loincloth to show off his amazing body. The enchanted steel collar around his neck gleamed in the dim firelight. He rarely even glanced at Dorothy. 
            Looking around, Dorothy wondered if Wanda and Jezebelle understood what Glinda was doing. Her ladies flirted, danced, and beguiled their officers and nobles. Dorothy watched those gorgeous young women kiss, nuzzle, and pour lots of wine down powerful men’s throats. The men acted even more outrageously, openly groping and fondling the women. And there were no protests. The ladies squealed and giggled, and encouraged the men to greater efforts. A few of the ladies-in-waiting straddled men, moving in a way that spoke of quite intimate hookups. And during it all, the ladies were filling the men’s heads with how wonderful Glinda was to one and all who supported her.
            Wanda sitting to Glinda’s immediate left, usually alert to Glinda’s little subterfuges, had drunk way too much. Dorothy expected her to pass out at any moment. Would Glinda take advantage of the Wicked Witch? Would Jezebelle defend Wanda, or join Glinda? Dorothy couldn’t figure out if Jezebelle was more loyal to Wanda or Glinda, when she had been Wanda’s most ardent supporter for so long.
            To Glinda’s right, the Wicked Witch of the East was canoodling with one of her most powerful nobles, Duke Anson of Black Moor. The middle-aged man had the Witch in his lap, her top on the floor, and his face deep in her cleavage. Jezebelle squealed with delight.
            Glinda watched it all with amused eyes. Dorothy wondered what wicked game her mistress was playing. If they failed to break Emerald City that night, would Glinda blame the other two Witches? Use their failure to gain more power and influence over them?
            Or are they all just so corrupt now that debauchery is a way of life?
            The wind direction changed yet again. Dorothy’s belly growled when the cool night breeze delivered the savory smell of roasting meat, fresh bread, and a dozen other dishes. Her mouth watered, while all around her men and women gorged themselves on food and wine. None of it for her, since slaves ate cold, bland porridge. 
            Glinda tapped her wine cup. Dorothy quickly rose to her feet, picked up a jug of wine, and hurried to refill her mistress’s cup. Glinda’s soft, cool hand stroked Dorothy’s inner thigh while she poured. The slave noticed Wanda turn hostile eyes on her. The Wicked Witch’s cup looked empty, but Glinda wouldn’t allow Dorothy to refill it.
            Wanda and Jezebelle had their own slave-servants waiting on them. A pair of black leather clad Sa’Kors waited on Scarecrow. She wondered if Glinda still denied the crazy scarecrow free access to women.
            Her mistress had given Dorothy to Scarecrow as reward a few times. One and all scary intense experiences. Scarecrow was insatiable for one thing, and truly could go all night. His lust was only exceeded by his cruelty.
            “I grow weary, slave,” Glinda said softly. The Witch’s other hand reach under Lion’s loincloth and began stroking him to hardness. Dorothy’s throat tightened as she stared. “Lion will take care of me tonight. I gave you to Scarecrow for the night. Once you prepare my bed, go wait for General Scarecrow in his bed. I expect you to make him very happy.”
            “Y-Yes, Mistress.”
            It’d been a long day for Dorothy, and she really wanted to go to bed and sleep. But Scarecrow was an animated being, and didn’t require sleep. So Dorothy didn’t expect to get any now.
            At least they’re all getting up long before dawn to attack the city.
            Dorothy’s belly twisted. The last thing she ever wanted to do was watch the fall of Emerald City, but her mistress wouldn’t allow her to sit it out either. 
            Wanda snorted contemptuously, got up, and stomped away. Dorothy wondered if she’d asked Glinda for her that night. Probably. Wanda loved to roughly use women as much as Scarecrow.
            Shaking her head, Dorothy hurried back to the command pavilion. Glinda and Scarecrow had their beds at opposite ends of it. Wanda and Jezebelle chose to sleep in their own pavilions before the attack. Dorothy wondered if Glinda gave her to Scarecrow so she could hear how long and hard Scarecrow enjoyed her slavegirl.
            Probably. The bitch.
            Dorothy passed by the Sa’Kors’ line of saddled horses. The cavalry kept some mounts ready to go at all times. The Sa’Kor also guarded the pavilion. The troopers on guard duty, in their tight black leather and black armor, looked her over with appreciation as she entered the vast tent.
            The pavilion’s interior proved dark, with only a single light crystal turned down low. She looked around at the chairs along the walls, and the tables scattered around. Bright, intricately designed carpets covered the floor. The largest, sturdiest table sat dead center, with a mock-up of the Emerald City battlegrounds atop it.
            Picking her way carefully, Dorothy headed toward Glinda’s curtained off bedroom. It wasn’t very large, with just enough room for a fur and blanket “bed” roughly the size of a queen-sized bed. The Witch’s luggage sat piled up on one side, unopened. Dorothy needed to find the chest with Glinda’s ultra soft bed sheets. 
            As soon as the bedroom flap closed behind her, a feminine hand seized her upper arm. Dorothy was yanked around to face Wanda. The Wicked Witch snarled at her, before thrusting her pistol in Dorothy’s face.
            “Fix it. I saw it in your face,” she said in hushed tones. “Fix it, or else.”
            Dorothy accepted the heavy pistol, enjoying the weight. If only… 
            She quick pulled the slider back, looking inside. No bullet. As expected. Dorothy then pulled out the empty magazine, glanced at it, and then thrust it back in. She wrapped her hand around the grip, finger hovering over the trigger, before her free hand came up to point at her collar.
            “I belong to Glinda Upland. Only she commands me,” Dorothy said, noticing Wanda’s face growing darker in the faint light. “It’s a simple fix, but I cannot help you until Glinda commands me otherwise. The collar ensures I obey my mistress.”
            Wanda lifted her wand, paused, and lowered her hand. “What if I remove the collar?”
            “Well, then I would not be under compulsion to obey,” Dorothy said. “But it wouldn’t be wise to disobey my mistress.”
            “Don’t worry about Glinda,” Wanda said, a nasty little smile spreading across her face. “But if you help me, then I’ll help you.”
            “In what way? Will you help me escape slavery?”
            “Sure,” she said. “Yes. Yes, I will. Fix it.”
            Dorothy saw the lie in the Wicked Witch’s eyes. The cold cruelty within. Yeah, Wanda would brag to Glinda about tricking Dorothy into fixing the pistol, but the joke would be on the Witch. Dorothy couldn’t do anything to resolve the issue. Wanda just needed ammo, and what little ammo remained belonged to Glinda, locked safely away in her bedroom suite.
            “I cannot agree to anything while the collar is around my neck, O Great One.”
            Wanda fixed that by tapping the collar with her wand. It popped open and fell to the floor. Dorothy felt a great weight lift. Her perspective changed a little as well. New possibilities opened up. But first she had to deal with Wanda.
            Turning the pistol away from Wanda, lifting it slightly as if to not threaten the Cardinal Witch, Dorothy pointed with her left hand toward the pile of baggage. 
            “What I need to fix the pistol is in a chest at the very bottom. Can your magic get it out?”
            Wanda nodded, and focused her full attention on the pile. Dorothy didn’t hesitate. She swung that pistol with all her strength. Cold, hard steel slapped the side of Wanda’s head. The beautiful Witch cried out, hat flying over to the bed as she dropped to her knees. Dorothy was stunned Wanda remained conscious.
            How hard to I have to hit a Cardinal Witch to knock her out?
            So she hit her again. And again. Dorothy pistol-whipped Wanda Darquehart unconscious. And then she panicked. 
            How the hell can I get out of here?
            A horse whinnied. That reminded her of the Sa’Kor guarding the pavilion. A plan started to form. 
            “Help me! There’s something wrong with Wicked Witch Wanda!”
            A blonde Sa’Kor thrust her head into the pavilion. Dorothy waved her over urgently.
            “Hurry. Please. Otherwise I’ll be in trouble,” she cried, acting as distressed as she could muster. All the while, she kept her gun hand hidden. “See? She fainted or something.”
            The Sa’Kor looked surprised, and rushed over to knee over Wanda. Dorothy smacked her once in the back of the head, and the young woman slumped unconscious atop the Witch. Dorothy held her breath, waiting to see if anyone else came inside. She relaxed after a moment.
            Dorothy didn’t have much time. She stripped the Sa’Kor, and then pulled her hot, sweaty leathers and armor on. It fit well enough, maybe just a little snug in some places. But it gave her a sword, belt knife, and coin purse was well. Using that knife, Dorothy opened a slit in the pavilion and slipped out into the darkness.
            With the helmet on her head to help hide her features, Dorothy marched up to the line of horses and picked one with a bow and spear. She packed her shorts, sports bra, and the now holstered pistol and belt into the saddlebags. No one objected when she swung up into the saddle and rode away into the dark, until she reached the perimeter defenses.
            “Halt!” a male soldier cried. “Declare yourself.”
            “I am Dor... Sergeant Dorian of the Sa’Kor,” she said, leaning over to glare down at him. “My mistress, Glinda Upland, has commanded me to hand deliver a message. So please step aside.”
            “Password?”
            Dorothy graced him with a superior sneer, for once grateful she attended every meeting, waiting on Glinda. No problem.
            “Dragonfire.”
            “You may pass, Sa’Kor.”
            Dorothy didn’t waste any time. She urged the horse faster along the moonlit trail. Enemy camps dotted the countryside. She weaved her way between them, desperate to get as much distance as possible between her and Glinda before the Witch figured out what happened.
            As soon as she cleared all the camps, she veered eastward. Her pursuit would assume she went due north and to Good Witch Olivia’s protection. Within the hour, she heard the distant alarm of bugles.
            “They know!”
            Dorothy struggled to keep the panic down. She lifted a hand, and a green bubble appeared. 
            “To Nick Chopper and the witch Locasta. This is Dorothy. I’ve escaped. I’m fleeing eastward upon a horse, and dressed like a Sa’Kor. Can either of you help me?”
            The bubble didn’t move. She tried to blow it away. It just remained her in palm, and vanished when she closed her hand. 
            “Dammit.”
            That meant both Nick and Locasta were using magic to hide their locations. Dorothy had to reestablish contact with the before she could start messaging them again. She was on her own until then. She patted the mare’s neck.
            “It’s just me and you, sweetheart. I pray you have a big heart, because it’s about to get ugly.” Dorothy looked back to the southwest, and the haze of light above the encampment. “God, give me the strength to die fighting if I cannot escape tonight.”










Chapter 6

            Dorothy stopped. Her mount immediately dropped her head and started munching on the grass. What passed as a road in Oz was little more than a trail through the woods, covered in weeds. Not a lot of traffic came down that road, but enough for a pair of villages to survive. 
            She studied the two villages, on opposite sides of a river. They were about the same size, with around three dozen small conical structures within log palisades. Oddly enough, both villages had an ancient oak almost dead center. Croplands stretched out to either side of both, along the river. She noticed her road intersected with another larger road that actually passed by the two villages.
            If Oz was roughly the United States in size and terrain, then she thought she should be getting close to the Muddy River, or what she’d call the Mississippi River back in America. Dorothy had no way of knowing how far she’d traveled in three days and nights, but it had to be somewhere between a hundred and two hundred miles. She pushed her horse and herself to the limit by alternating walking and riding.
            How far is the middle of Kansas from the Mississippi?
            The river didn’t look anywhere wide enough to be the Muddy River. A tributary, then. Still an obstacle, but thankfully she spotted a ferry pulled up on the opposite side. A thick rope was stretched across the river to keep the bargelike ferry from being washed away.
            Dorothy mounted up and rode down to the wider trade road. She turned toward the first village, and the ferry beyond. The men, women, and children working the fields all stopped to stare at her. Several children took off running to the first village. She smiled.
            Go ahead, little ones. Warn everyone a big, bad Sa’Kor is coming.
            She continued to wear the Sa’Kor uniform, though she’d shed the armor that first full day on the road. The black leather was more than hot enough. She had to fasten it back up while others were around. The Sa’Kor never opened their uniforms to cool down in front of others. They were too tough for that. Dorothy, not so much. Still, she wanted them to remain too afraid of her to ask questions.
            The village gate opened onto the trade road. Dorothy noticed the bargeman was already shoving his ferry off to cross the river and pick her up. It would take him a little while to cross, so she turned to the village.
            “Forgive me for being so bold, Lady Sa’Kor,” a middle-aged man said, bowing repeatedly as she approached the gate. “But we don’t allow horses and cattle inside the village proper.”
            Dorothy reined up. “My apologies. Tell me, how far is the closest town? Something big enough to have an inn.”
            “Not far, Lady Sa’Kor,” he said. The man pointed across the river. “Just follow the road. The town of Bolgar is half a day’s ride. If you leave now, you should reach it before the gates close for the night.”
            Dorothy looked eastward up the road. It meandered through the farms to the forest behind, atop the next line of hills. Half a day’s ride. It was late morning, so she had time to rest her mount and herself, and get them both fed.
            “Is there any shops within the village I could purchase some used clothes? Or at least something stronger than water to sake my thirst?”
            “Yes, Lady Sa’Kor. Mistress Analeese is our tailor, and she buys and sells clothes, too,” he said, still bowing. “And we have a tavern. Master Roy’s place is just a few houses down from the tailor, under the old oak.”
            “Can I get something to eat at the tavern?”
            “Yes, Lady Sa’Kor.”
            He looked around for help. Or was he trying to find a reason to leave. 
            “Is there someone who can tend my horse?” she asked. “She needs to be fed, watered, and rubbed down.”
            “I’ll see to it, Lady Sa’Kor,” he said.
            She tossed him a few Ozian green pennies. “I will pay for everything, of course.”
            That made him very happy. Dorothy knew all too often the rich and powerful didn’t pay, they just took. The Sa’Kor didn’t have a very good reputation in that regard.
            She left her horse with him, and headed into the village. It looked small and unimpressive, and there weren’t any streets. The waddle and daub homes all had thick thatch roofs, with cook fires out front. Multiple generations of mothers and children lingered out front of the homes, which lay scattered about haphazardly. Dorothy couldn’t make rhyme or reason out of their placement or orientation. 
            Finding the old oak and tavern proved easy. She only had to ask directions twice to find Mistress Analeese’s home and shop, which lay within sight of the tavern. Several young women sat around outside the hut, weaving, sewing, and otherwise doing the business of tailoring. All were supervised by an elderly woman with a cane.
            “Mistress Analeese?” Dorothy asked.
            The elderly woman barely kept the disdain off her face. She bowed, using both hands on the cane to push herself back upright.
            “How may I serve you, Lady Sa’Kor?”
            “I would like to buy some used clothes. A dress. Maybe even some trousers and shirt,” Dorothy said, watching her face closely. The village tailor perked up as soon as she said “buy.” Her eyes locked on Dorothy’s purse, hanging off her sword belt. “If you have trousers and shirt to fit me, that is.”
            “Not many shirts, but I have dresses, blouses, and trousers I think will fit you. We can take them in. How long will you be staying? Overnight?”
            “No. I have to reach Bolgar before the gates close for the night.”
            Analeese looked a little daunted, but turned toward the door into her home. “Come. Come. Let’s see if anything fits.”
            Dorothy spent a good hour or more with Mistress Analeese and her apprentices. In the end, she left with a pair of brown leather trousers that fit remarkably well, and a matching leather vest. She also got a red cotton shirt, almost faded to pink and patched in a few places. And finally, she finished her purchases with a common brown, ankle-length skirt and white blouse.
            I can vanish into the crowd in that dress, she thought.
            Female warriors in pants weren’t all that common, but there were enough of them that few would give her a second thought. Mistress Analeese rolled everything up into a bundle, tied off with twine. Dorothy wanted to leave the village looking exactly like she did when she arrived.
            She enjoyed a nice lunch of the tavern’s potage, basically a catch all soup that never stopped cooking. Roy even ensured she received a few substantial chunks of venison and pork. Some of the villagers gathered too, rather timidly at first. They became more comfortable when Dorothy spoke to them like an old friend.
            She learned that the villages barely understood that all the Lands of Oz were gripped in war. As far as they knew, Empress Dorothy reigned supreme on the throne, and all the Witches stayed safely at home, too. She decided it best not to bring them up to speed.
            After lunch, and after taking far longer than she intended, Dorothy headed out of the village to resume her trek. The middle-aged man and three other equally weathered men waited with her saddled horse. Dorothy quickly looked the beast over, finding they washed and groomed her quite well, and even cleaned out her hooves.
            She must’ve been well fed and watered, because she ignored the grass at her feet and the water trough, too. Dorothy asked, “How much?”
            She didn’t haggle. It was reasonable to assume they would not dare overcharge a Sa’Kor, so she doubled their quoted price and left them all quite happy. The bargeman didn’t look so happy when she walked her horse up and onto the ferry.
            Oops, I guess I did make him wait.
            Movement caught her eye as she reached for her purse. Three V-formations of flying carpets flew west to east, just above the horizon. Looking for her? Probably. Who else?










Chapter 7

            Dorothy stopped and changed as soon as she rode out of sight of the villages. She put on the brown leather pants, simple white blouse, and leather vest. Buying pre-made shoes that fit was almost impossible in Oz, so she continued to wear the Sa’Kor’s black calf boots.
            She tried to set a brisk pace, but her mount couldn’t maintain it and slowed down. Up until that point, she’d split the time riding and walking the horse evenly. Now she changed up to two-thirds walking, one third riding. While that helped the horse, it didn’t do her any good.
            Shortly thereafter, the sky began to fill with dark, ominous clouds. She felt rain in the air, so picked up her pace a little. Even so, Dorothy failed to reach the town of Bolgar before dark. 
            “Well, isn’t that special,” she said, frowning at the dark town walls and closed gate. 
            The sun had already set and a misty drizzle had begun falling. More than anything, she needed to get off her feet and rest. Her eyes locked on the largest structure outside the town gate. Too large to be a farmhouse. Hell, in the town it would be large enough to be a mansion. Or an inn. As she neared, she spotted a stable behind the inn, as well as corrals on three sides. 
            A long wagon train reached the inn just before her, coming down a different road. She counted ten well-armed men riding perimeter guard, and five well-dressed men leading the wagon train. Dorothy reined up at a six-road intersection to allow the end of the train to pass. Four of the six were wide, well-traveled trade roads. Her road looked like the least traveled. 
            One of the wagon train guards rode in front of her, looking her over with interest. He looked rough, in a sexy way: five day growth, dusty clothes, hungry look in his eyes. She sat a little straighter in the saddle and returned a challenging look. Was that a hint of a smile she saw? He passed without a word.
            Dorothy dismounted before following the wagon train behind the inn. It was a large place. The inn itself had a stone ground floor, with two half-timbered floors above, and a wood-shingle roof. Smoke rose out of three chimneys, filling the air with woodsmoke drenched in the heady aroma of roasting pork. Her stomach gurgled and growled.
            She led her horse around the trader’s wagon train as the town’s tax collector checked them out, noticing the wagons were full of food. Tarps were thrown back to reveal sacks of flour, turnips, and vegetables. 
            Dorothy found a stablehand, and arranged a stall inside the stable. Her mount, at least, wouldn’t be left out in the rain. After tending the horse, she watered and then fed her. With her mount clean and happily munching away in a stall, Dorothy finally could go inside.
            The inn’s common room proved to be a popular place with the locals. Two-thirds of the patrons appeared to be peasant farmers enjoying a mug with friends. Entire family’s came to enjoy the inn’s hospitality. The noise level was higher than Dorothy needed after her long day on the road.
            The staff moved with a sense of urgency, delivering food and drinks. The young men and women looked like siblings, all redheaded and freckled. An older redhead in a blue dress approached Dorothy.
            “Welcome to the Wayfare Inn, young lady. I am Mistress Helga. How may I serve you?”
            “I desperately need room, board, and a bath if you provide them. Not necessarily in that order.”
            “I’ll have your bath drawn while you eat,” she said. Helga indicated a long trestle table, one end of which was packed with locals, the other end empty. “Have a seat. Your food and a mug will be out shortly.”
            A pint-sized mug of beer arrived first. Although it tasted amazing after her long day, Dorothy spent a moment reminiscing about her favorite beer, an ice cold, carbonated Miller Lite. She wondered what she missed more about American beer: the ice coldness, the carbonation, or the greater potency. Though, some Ozian beers had quite high alcohol content.
            Dorothy was halfway through her second mug before her plate arrived. She smiled at the pile of roasted pork, looking so juicy and delicious. It smelled divine. It came with boiled lentils and cabbage. She dug in right away.
            “Could I get another mug, please?”
            The teen boy nodded, but stared at her a moment longer. She shook her head when he finally hurried away.
            Sorry, Charlie, but you are way too young for me, she thought. 
            Big, rough looking men with swords started filing in from the back door. She just glanced at them, before returning to her food. A moment later, they all crowded around her, to either side on her bench, and across the table. Dorothy looked up and around, still chewing on a piece of pork.
            “Wagon train boys,” she said.
            “And you’re the warrior wench from the road,” the man sitting to her left said. He scooted closer, pressing up against her. Leaning over, he whispered in her ear. “You’re very pretty.”
            Leaning back away from him, “Thank you. Have you ever heard of the concept of personal space?”
            The other men laughed. He nodded, dark eyes locked on her lips. Her eyes widened a bit, realizing the level of his interest.
            He wasn’t unattractive. Dorothy thought he looked rugged. His dark hair was parted down the middle, hanging down to his shoulders, which she thought a poor choice on his part. But the scars on his left cheek and forearms did draw her eyes, which lingered. Yeah, he’d led an interesting life and survived.
            “Is that pork?” he asked, eyes never leaving her lips. She nodded. “Looks delicious. Mind if I have a taste?”
            “Go ahead,” she said. “Knock yourself – ”
            He cut her off by palming the back of her head, and pulling her into a fierce kiss. By the time Dorothy’s chaotic mind figured out he was kissing her, his tongue forced its way into her mouth. To her surprise, a tiny moan bubbled up, before she turned her face and broke free.
            “What the hell?”
            “You said I could have a taste,” he said, smirking. “And you taste as good as you look. My name is Edvarsor, but you can call me Eddie.”
            Dorothy stared at him a moment, rubbing her tingling lips together. Part of her was pissed he just kissed her like that. Part of her wanted him to do it again.
            I’ve been Glinda’s sexual plaything far too long, she mused. 
            Over six weeks of slavery. One woman after another: Glinda, Wanda, Jezebelle, Uma, Isobel, General Alizan, and too many others to recall, much less name. The only “male” Glinda gave her to had been Scarecrow, and a night with him was a trial by fire. It would feel so wonderful to have a night with a real man. Especially a man who appreciated what he was receiving. 
            “You know, Eddie, if you weren’t so dirty, I might sleep with you,” she said, then shrugged. “But… Ewww.”
            The other men laughed again, throwing taunting jabs at their friend. Dorothy watched his face intently, wondering what he’d say and do next. How interested was he?
            “That’s cold.”
            She gave him a little brow wag. “Sorry, but a girl’s got to have standards.”
            Eddie looked her up and down, maybe lingering on her chest a little too long.
            “You’re just as dirty as me,” he said. “What did you say your name was?”
            “I didn’t,” she said. Dorothy took another bit of pork, chewed, and smiled. “But I’ve already ordered my bath drawn. I’ll be pristine, and you’ll still be a dirty boy.”
            He turned to face her more squarely, and she mirrored him, sitting taller and giving him a challenging look. Eddie paused to look her over yet again, a calculating look spreading across his face. 
            “Maybe this dirty boy will join you in the bath.”
            Oh, that sent a little tingle through her.
            “Maybe I’ll let you,” she said. Her baby blues flashed. “Maybe I won’t.”
            “So it’s going to be like that, is it?” he said, but looked pleased. Eddie leaned a little closer. “What’s your name, beautiful?”
            Dorothy closed the gap even more, bringing her lips within half an inch of his, while staring straight into his eyes. His breath smelled of pear, and caressed her lips. She tilted her head, a move he mirrored.
            “What will you do with it if I tell you my name?”
            “I would use it against you,” he said. “Nothing seduces a beautiful woman like the sound of her own name.”
            She laughed. “That’s outrageous.” Dorothy hesitated, biting her lip as she grinned at him. Did she dare? Her name always incited a reaction, and not always good for her. “Call me Davis.”
            Davis wasn’t a name in Oz that she knew of, so safe to use. And technically it was her married surname. His eyes glazed over a second, while he processed that information and decided if he liked it or not.
            “Nice name,” he finally said. “I expected something like ‘Stormy’ or ‘Hawk’ since warrior women like evocative names.”
            “So sad I disappointed you.” A wicked little smile spread across her face. His wary reaction gave her another tingle. “The question is… Will I allow you to disappoint me tonight?”
            She worried he’d cringe away, or otherwise lose interest. Instead, a mischievous look claimed his face. Eddie pressed closer. Their noses touched. His lips brushed across hers when he spoke.
            “Wrong question, Davis,” he practically growled, voice dropping an octave and awakening butterflies in her belly. “The question should be about how amazingly I will thrill you all night long.”
            Her brows shot up. “All night long?”
            “All. Night. Long,” he said, and gave her a little kiss. “If you can handle it, that is.”
            “Oh my god. A mere man is wondering if I can handle it?” she cried. “Have you had sex before? I mean, with a woman?”
            His friends howled. They threw taunts and jeers at him. Oh, they were rude to the core.
            “Miss?” a serving girl said, staring uncertainly at Dorothy. “Mother said your bath is ready. If you’ll follow me, please.”
            “Sorry, Eddie, we had such possibilities, but alas a bath sounds better than a night with your little dagger,” she said, giving him a peck on the cheek. “Maybe next time.”
            Dorothy grinned, feeling much better, as she followed the teen girl toward the back. Eddie’s friends were ribbing him in good-natured fun. She was pretty sure he was cursing his rotten luck on her slipping through his fingers.
            Ah, it’s good to be young again, with boys fawning over me, she thought. If only I wasn’t being hunted like an animal.
            Her thoughts returned to her problems. Dorothy desperately needed to find a way to contact Nick or Locasta. Even Olivia or Diana would help her. Rumors were that Nick’s army was hiding out in the area. But Gillikin Country wasn’t too far north. Once there, she could send world to Olivia. That would get her back into the war, and the Good Witch could get her into Emerald City. She needed to brief all the leaders of the Good side about what Glinda and the Wickeds planned.
            I’m far enough east, she thought. Tomorrow, I’ll turn north and head for Gillikin Country.
            Dorothy was led to a shed built-on off the back of the inn. It had just enough room for a single large copper tub. The room proved hot and muggy, with steam rising up out of the tub. A small table held liquid soap and oils. The floorboards had small gaps between them so the splashed water could drain out.
            “Thank you so much,” Dorothy said. “This is going to feel so good. Just what I needed.”
            Quickly stripping, Dorothy eased into the hot water. She sighed gustily. All that liquid heat soaked into her aching body. She felt her body relaxing.
            And then the door opened.
            Eddie walked in, looked at her wet, naked tits, and grinned. He closed the door and started unbuttoning his shirt. Dorothy stared up at him, mouth open. She started to object, but then noticed the bulge between his legs.
            Maybe I’ll wait a moment longer, she thought. After all, he’s seen me naked.
            His shirt came off quickly, and then he just pushed his trousers down to his boots. Eddie’s erection sprang up. Dorothy’s breath caught. She stared at his cock and balls, so long and thick. Licking her lips, she rolled up onto her knees for a better look.
            “Oh my,” she whispered. He was struggling to get his boots off, so she reached out and wrapped her fingers around his shaft. “Oh, so hot to the touch, yet silky smooth.”
            Eddie got a lot harder real fast. She felt him swell in her hand. But she regained control, released his member, and sat back in the tub. 
            “I never asked you to join me,” she purred.
            He gave her a smoldering look that curled her toes. Dorothy struggled to keep her face neutral and her breathing normal. He looked too sure of himself. She suddenly wanted to teach him a lesson in humility.
            Dorothy dropped her eyes when he moved over to stand over her, his cock and balls right there. After a long moment, Eddie dropped to one knee and grabbed her jaw. He held firmly, but she didn’t sense any threat or menace. Instead, he lifted her chin and claimed her lips. That kiss lasted forever.
            “You’re very beautiful, Davis,” he said, voice dripping with barely contained desire. He kissed her again. “I want you.”
            A thrill rippled up her spine, and her sex began to tingle. Dorothy offered her lips, and he accepted. She pushed her tongue into his mouth, and began to explore. Eddie released her jaw, and sent that hand down into the water to intimately explore her body.
            She thought he’d fondle her breast first, but no. Eddie’s hand went straight down between her legs. Her back bowed when callused fingertips stroked her nether lips. And then began to rub. Her breathing quickened. His fingers forced her sex open, and then plunged in deep.
            “Uggh. Ooooh, baby,” she gasped. “Be gentle.”
            “Invite me into the tub.” 
            She remained silent, eyes closed as she enjoyed his intimate efforts. But then his hand left her sex. 
            “No, no, go back. Don’t stop.”
            He didn’t. Eddie’s hand found her breasts. He kneaded her soft mounds, before starting to play with her sensitive nipples. Dorothy gasped and groaned when he pinched, pulled, and rolled her nipples. The wicked man drove her crazy, and then his hand went back down between her legs.
            “Ooooh, yes. Just like that,” she whispered, loving the way his fingertips circled her throbbing, achy sex. “That feels so good.”
            “Invite me to join you in the tub,” he said.
            “No,” she said, catching his eyes and holding them. “Earn it.”
            Eddie claimed her lips again. She felt that kiss in her bones. Dorothy palmed the back of his head, to keep him from escaping, while her other hand covered his hand playing with her pussy. Their kiss deepened, and then his fingertips shifted to just rub her clit. Rub it hard and fast. 
            “Oh. My. God,” she cried out, back bowing. Her hand grabbed his wrist and held on, but he only intensified his efforts. Dorothy stared up into victorious eyes. And then that rush to climax overwhelmed her. “Yes!”
            Pure pleasure erupted, and then pulsed through her core. The pleasure waves radiated out to her arms, legs, fingers, and toes. He rubbed all the way through her climax, and continued until she came a second time.
            Eddie shifted, grabbed the back of Dorothy’s neck, and forced her forward and onto all fours in the tub. She obeyed, panting furiously and her entire body tingled with the afterglow.
            “Ask me to join you in the tub.”
            “Eddie, I want you to join me.”
            “Beg.”
            She froze, jaw dropping. Beg? Was he serious? And then his free hand went up between her legs and started rubbing again. She felt his touch ripple through her overheated body, making her breath catch again.
            “Please, Eddie,” she gasped out. “Join me. Please, I beg you.”
            “If you insist,” Eddie said, sounding amused. He never let go of her neck, while stepping into the tub behind her. His lap pressed into her butt and thighs. She felt his erection slap down on her lower back. “Do you really think you can handle me, Davis?”
            “Yes,” she said. “I can. Or I’ll at least try.”
            Eddie laughed, took hold of his cock, and guided it to her sex. Dorothy held her breath, staring at the wall. Her skin goose-fleshed, and she felt all hot and tingly inside and out. Yeah, Glinda and her Witch Bitch friends never made her feel like that.
            “Ugggh,” she cried out when Eddie penetrated, thrusting half his length inside her.
            He released her neck to grab a fistful of wet brown hair. Eddie yanked her head back, and swatted her wet butt cheek. Thwack!
            And he started thrusting into her like a madman.
            Dorothy cried out, gasping and groaning. Water sloshed back and forth, splashing over the sides. A moment later, she began to push back into his thrusts, desperate to get him deeper and deeper. Soon, she started to buck, crying out.
            “Yes. Yes! YES!”
            Eddie thrust all the way in, completely sheathing himself, and released. She felt that profoundly, and her body reacted accordingly. Dorothy erupted into Nirvana. Her body throbbed with perfect pleasure as she milked him of every drop.
            “The water’s getting cold,” Dorothy said once she regained her breath, and wits. “If you buy a jug of wine, I have a room upstairs.” She kissed him. “We should finish this in bed.”










Chapter 8

            The sound of men outside her door woke Dorothy. Were they looking for her? Were they Glinda’s men? Or worse, Wanda’s soldiers? She glanced at the open window. Her room was on the second floor, so only a short drop to the ground.
            “Eddie?” a man called at the door.
            “Huh? What?” Eddie said, sitting up and looking confused.
            “Get up. We’re leaving.”
            “I’m up,” he called, rubbing at his face. Then he looked at Dorothy. “Oh damn. I have to go. Our buyer needs those provisions as quickly as possible.”
            “Who is that?”
            She didn’t really care. In fact, she was glad to be rid of him so quickly and easily. She didn’t need a man holding her back.
            “General Nick…omar,” he said, averting his gaze. “Nickomar.”
            Dorothy couldn’t breathe for a moment. Could it be Nick Chopper? Her Nick? She knew all of the Empire’s generals, and could name most of the enemy generals. She couldn’t recall any General Nickomar.
            “Which side is he on?”
            “Which side are you on?”
            Dorothy laughed. “Good question, because I did a few very wicked things with you last night, but it was all good.” She wagged her brows and his face lit up. “I’m on my side right now. Just trying to survive in this crazy world.”
            “We’re all former Imperial soldiers, so loyal to the Emerald Throne, and Empress Dorothy,” he said. “Right now, we support her troops by selling them food and other supplies.”
            Eddie got up and started dressing in the dark room. Dorothy hurried over to the lamp and turned it up. He paused to stare at her naked body.
            “I thought you were in a hurry?” she teased.
            Dorothy grinned when he reluctantly returned to dressing. The smile was automatic, learned at a young age to mask her thoughts and inner turmoil. Could she join the trader’s team and guard the wagons of provisions until they reached their destination? Did she dare even ask after questioning Eddie about it? Personally, she’d find that very suspicious.
            Best to give them a head start, and follow from a distance.
            Dorothy helped Eddie dress, giving him a kiss before he left. That done, she quickly dressed as well. It was starting to get light out, so the town gates would open soon. She needed a few supplies from the market before she headed out, and she didn’t want to give the traders too great of a lead.
            The trader had his men fed and out preparing to leave before Dorothy made it downstairs. She didn’t eat alone. Other travelers were eating breakfast before leaving.
            “How much longer before the town gate opens?”
            The serving girl looked out the window. “Not much longer. They’ll open her up as soon as the guards can easily see faces.”
            Breakfast was sausage, cheese, and bread. Dorothy ate her fill, and then headed for the stable. Stepping out into the hustle and bustle of the stable yard, she noticed the rain had stopped and left the air ripe with ozone. The lush green of the surround forest smelled amazing.
            She found one of the teen stablehands, this time a young woman, who didn’t seem inclined to help her. So Dorothy gave her a penny to get her horse ready for the road. The girl’s face brightened as she clutched the coin.
            “I just have to pick up a few things in town, and then I’ll be back,” Dorothy said. “Leave my horse out front.”
            She took the unstrung bow with her. There was only one bowstring in the saddlebags, so she’d need to buy more. Also, she needed arrows. 
            She found the town gate open. The guards stopped and questioned her, before she paid a small fee and was allowed to enter. The market spread out across the town square, the merchants in small tents and makeshift booths. Some were as simple as spreading their wares out on blankets on the ground.
            Dorothy purchased three more bowstrings from one merchant, and two quivers of twenty arrows each from another. She felt the press of time, but started looking for trail provisions. The Ozian had pretty good corned beef in tins, plus trail biscuits.
            Stopping to look around, she spotted an imposing man in plate armor. He was on his horse, slowly plowing through the crowd. His entourage, what the Ozians called a “lance” surrounded him, some ahorse, others afoot. They all wore blue and white vertically striped surcoats.
            “Who is that?” she muttered.
            Odd, how he seemed to be looking at her as he approached.
            “Baron Pietor,” an elderly woman said as she passed by. She glowered at the baron a second. “Our military governor. Wicked Witch Jezebelle’s man.”
            Dorothy stared at Baron Pietor a long moment. It never occurred to her that Bolgar might be conquered territory. That meant she hadn’t passed into Munchkin Country yet, and that was good. But she was still in enemy held territory.
            Suddenly, a young man in his late teens blocked her way. He wore the baron’s blue and white stripes. Dorothy stopped and they looked each other over. The young man wore a quilted blue gambeson under his surcoat, with a sword and dagger on his hips.
            “It is her, my lord! Empress Dorothy herself,” the teen called. He started pulling his sword. “I saw her just last year at the coronation ceremony.”
            Swinging her unstrung bow with all her might, Dorothy caught the teen across the bridge of the nose. Blood exploded out, and he stumbled backwards. She followed up with a kick to the belly, and then Dorothy took off running.
            Baron Pietor spurred his massive warhorse after Dorothy, followed by his men-at-arms ahorse, with the men afoot bringing up the rear. The market, already pretty loud, erupted with angry shouts and screaming. Dorothy cut through and between stalls to get away, but the Munchkin noble warriors smashed through like they were nothing.
            I have to get out of this open area!
            Dorothy made for the closest street off the town square. Horsemen in blue and white cut her off, forcing her to veer to the right. Spotting an alley, she sprinted towards it. Baron Pietor bore down on her from behind, while other men-at-arms covered her flanks to bottle her up.
            “Made it!” she cried, ducking into the alley. The baron’s lance shattered on the wall above her head. Her pursuers shouted angrily, while the baron’s foot soldiers came after her in the alley. “Shit, shit, shit!”
            Running for all she was worth down that alley, Dorothy thanked God she was small enough to run headlong like that. The much larger, heavily armored men had to move a lot slower, and turn to the side to pass through. But she heard horses on the street before she reached the other end of the alley.
            “Trapped!”
            She had an arming sword, but wasn’t that good with it. She actually had training and experience with her katana that Glinda still possessed. But she could use a bow, so Dorothy quickly strung it. She nocked an arrow, and moved up to the end of the alley. Baron Pietor and his men were riding around, all in a frantic rush. Yeah, she made an impression. The baron probably thought he was about to be handsomely rewarded for capturing her.
            “Nope,” she muttered, and stepped out. A man-at-arms charged her atop his horse, mace in hand. So she drew back and released. “Yes!”
            She hit him in the unprotected neck. He rode past her, clutching at the arrow bisecting his neck front to back. Dorothy knew that wasn’t necessarily a mortal wound. It all depended on if she hit anything important.
            The sound of footsteps and scraping armor grew louder in the alley behind her. Dorothy nocked another arrow, and shot at the baron. The arrow ricocheted off his helmet. So she shot again, and again. One arrow stuck in his armored chest, but only arrowhead deep. She doubted it even pierced the skin underneath. She did put another man-at-arms down with an arrow to the armpit.
            “Screw you all!” she cried, and took off across the street, heading for the opposite alley. 
            A mounted squire blocked her way, stopping his horse across the alley. She started to put an arrow in his mount’s hindquarters, but Baron Pietor came barreling down upon her. Dorothy swung the bow around, drew, and released. The arrow ricocheted off his sword arm, and went right through an eyehole.
            Dorothy was as surprised as everyone else. The baron’s arms flew wide as he swayed in the saddle of the charging horse. She stepped aside, and the warhorse ran past her. While his men-at-arms gawked, distracted, Dorothy ducked under the horse blocking her passage and disappeared down the dark alley.
            She ran for all she was worth, still pursued by the foot soldiers. The next street she stepped out onto was the one around the town’s perimeter. The town walls loomed before her. She turned toward the gate and trotted until the gate came into view. Only then did she slow to a more normal walk.
            Everyone at the gate could hear something was going down deeper in town. Dorothy noticed a guard look at her curiously.
            “What’s all that?” she asked. “Is it a local holiday celebration?”
            He shrugged. “Not sure what’s going on.”
            She shook her head and headed out the gate. Her horse was tied to the hitching post out front. Seeing the mare filled her with relief. And then shouts filled the air before she made it halfway to the inn. 
            “Stop, woman!” a man shouted.
            Dorothy took off running. She noticed the stablehand waiting, so tossed her a couple pennies. Mounting up, Dorothy paused to decide which way to go. Her eyes went straight to the trade road Eddie and the traders went up. They were probably heading for General Nick Chopper’s army. But she couldn’t lead her pursuers to them. This was enemy territory, after all. So she took off riding down the next road over.
            About an hour down the road, Dorothy passed a mule train heading toward Bolgar. As soon as she was out of sight of them, she stopped, dismounted, and led her horse into the forest. It didn’t take long to find a trail heading in the right direction. It took her half the day to reach the next trade road over. She studied the road, noticing tracks going both directions. That included wagon tracks.
            “I wish I could do more than just look at tracks,” she said.
            Mounting up, she headed up the road as fast as the horse could handle. Since she’d mostly walked her mount that day, she was pretty rested. So Dorothy caught up with Eddie’s wagon train about an hour before dark.
            Four armed men blocked the road. One of them was Eddie, another the trader.
            “Davis?” Eddie said. “What are you doing following us?”
            “I’m not following you,” she said. “I’m running away from someone else.”
            That got all of their attention. The trader gave her a wary look.
            “Explain,” the trader said.
            She heard the menace in his voice. The other two guards had their hands on their hilts. Only Eddie didn’t look threatening.
            “I was in the town market buying supplies, when I might’ve had a little trouble with a big dumbass Munchkin nobleman. Apparently, he’s the Lord Governor or some shit like that. Anyway, he got an arrow in the eye, and people seem to want to blame me. Go figure.”
            Four jaws dropped. She wasn’t sure who was more shocked, Eddie or the trader.
            “You killed Jezebelle’s military governor?”
            “Well, if some guy named Baron Pietor is this military governor, there’s a possibility I might’ve done something to put some hurt on him. Kill is such a strong word. And, honestly, he was still alive the last time I saw him.”
            The four men looked back and forth between each other, and then they all turned to regard Dorothy with odd expressions. She squirmed a little under their scrutiny.
            “I am Mikal. A trader of commodities,” Eddie’s boss said. “What is it you wish from us?”
            Dorothy smiled. “Do you need another guard?”










Chapter 9

            Glinda walked around the hot, muggy market. Two Sa’Kor witches accompanied her, a redhead and a blonde. The Lord Mayor and his staff followed her, all offering information they thought she’d be interested in about everything she so much as glanced at. While all around them the locals and traders conducted boisterous business, their haggling getting quite animated at times. 
            Wanda flew low over the town square, pulling Glinda’s eyes up. Even the Lord Mayor and his staff grew quiet in the wake of her brief passing. No one wanted to deal with the furious raven-maned Wicked Witch. 
            “It’s been four days since the woman slew Baron Pietor, Lord Mayor,” Glinda said. The normally imposingly large Lord Mayor seemed to shrink within himself a little more. “She hasn’t been seen since, so I think it’s obvious she’s made it out of town unnoticed.”
            “I assure you, O Great One, we have guarded the gate and walls diligently,” Lord Mayor Valter said. He managed to pull himself together, towering over the three women. “No one slipped through our fingers. We checked, double-checked, and even triple-checked every dark-haired woman coming and going.”
            The two Sa’Kor witches looked exasperated. Glinda carefully kept her face neutral.
            “I’m sure you have.”
            Glinda frowned as she looked around. It was all so frustrating. The three Witches descended upon Bolgar as soon as Jezebelle received word of the “incident” through her convoluted chain of command. By that time four days had passed, seven days since Dorothy’s escape.
            She looked up, Thanks to Wanda’s stupidity.
            The Witch shook her head, still trying to fathom how Wanda could be tricked by a mere slave like that. The Wicked Witch’s obsession with the pistol bordered on insanity. Indeed, Glinda worried there was some kind of curse on what Dorothy referred to generically as “guns.” Even Dorothy said some people went crazy with a gun in hand. The former farmgirl thought people raised with guns handled their power better than those who acquired them later in life.
            Glinda wasn’t so sure. Dorothy tended to be very quick on the trigger, and she admittedly was raised in a “gun culture.” But after seeing Wanda’s reaction to having such power Glinda decided to stow her captured guns away and not touch them anymore. Just in case. 
            A flutter of wings brought everyone’s eyes up. Wicked Witch Jezebelle came down before Glinda, her vast white wings forcing people to scurry away. The platinum blonde in all blue did not look happy.
            “It is a mess, sister,” Jezebelle said. “Baron Pietor’s lance dissolved upon his death, everyone going their own way. No one knows where the squire that claimed to recognize Dorothy went, or how he recognized her.” She shrugged. “I’m not convinced it was Dorothy.”
            “Neither am I,” Glinda said. “And calling it a mess is an understatement, sister.”
            The Lord Mayor and his staff stared at them with worried eyes. It didn’t help their nerves when the two Sa’Kor witches moved to place themselves between their mistress and them.
            “I’ve spoken to three men who swore the woman that killed Baron Pietor was a master archer,” Jezebelle said. “She killed him by expertly putting an arrow through the eyehole of his helmet.” She shrugged. “I saw the body. There’s an arrow in his left eye.”
            “I’ve never heard of Dorothy using a bow even once,” Glinda said. She sighed gustily. “I swear, that woman is driving me mad with her unique gift for disrupting everything.”
            Word of Dorothy’s escaped spread quickly. Since Glinda placed a spell on Dorothy to keep the Good Witches from locating her with magic, the captured empress effectively vanished to all witches. To make matters worse, both Good and Wicked used magic to hide the location and movement of their troops, so the whole countryside was a blur to magic. 
            Now reports of Dorothy sightings were coming in from all directions. Other rumors said she’d joined up with Olivia or Diana. Some rumors even had her escaping into Emerald City. Her escape and the resultant rumors had dampened the moral of the Wickeds’ host, and lifted those of the Good Witches. Even Locasta gave every indication that she was reinvigorated by Dorothy’s escape.
            “We will continue to look for her,” Lord Mayor Valter said. “As always, we are your dutiful and loyal servants, O Great Ones.”
            Glinda gave Jezebelle an Oh please look. Scarecrow appointed the tall, rotund minor nobleman as Lord Mayor of Bolgar ten years back. Then Valter turned into Dorothy’s “dutiful and loyal servant” when she took power. And now the self-serving sycophant wanted to serve the Wickeds. 
            “You do that, Lord Mayor,” Glinda said. She turned to the Wicked Witch. “Let’s go find Wanda, Jez. We’ve wasted too much time looking for Dorothy.”
            Finding and pinning Wanda down would be a problem. The Wicked Witch of the West was a woman possessed. She did not want to catch Dorothy for the same reason as Glinda or Jezebelle. 
            If I could just direct all of her fury and energy toward Emerald City, Glinda thought. But Dorothy better pray that Wanda never gets her hands on her.

            The distinctive sight of tight black leather drew her eyes. Glinda noticed another of her Sa’Kors pushing through the crowd, moving with a sense of urgency. Jezebelle and the two Lesser Witches followed her line and sight. 
            “Pardon, O Great One,” the Sa’Kor said. Zan stood six feet tall, with long light brown hair pulled back in a severe ponytail. She was part of the spy division of the Sa’Kor, and gave the Lord Mayor a suspicious look. “I may have found a lead outside the city.”
            “Which is?”
            “I believe Dorothy, or the woman that killed the Munchkin lord, stayed the night at the inn outside the town gate,” she said. “The innkeeper and her family waited on her, so have memories of their dealings.”
            Glinda smiled at Jezebelle. “Lead the way, Zan. Attend us, Lord Mayor.”
            The streets provided a little relief after the loud, jostling market. Zan led the way, with Glinda and Jezebelle following with their heads together discussing what needed to be done in their fight to take Emerald City. The two Sa’Kor witches guarded their backs, while the Lord Mayor and staff unhappily brought up the rear.
            It only took a few minutes to reach the perimeter gate, and find the inn. Glinda looked it over, not impressed despite its size. The staff waited in front, looking uncertain. Yeah, no one liked to deal with witches, much less the ruling Cardinal Witches.
            “Who are we speaking with, Zan?” Glinda asked.
            “Master Etter and Mistress Helga own the Wayfare Inn,” Zan said, indicating an early middle-aged couple, both redheaded and freckled. “Their children assist them.”
            Five children waited with their parents, the eldest a late teen girl and the youngest a toddler boy. They watched the Witches’ approach with dread, except for the giggling toddler playing in a mud puddle.
            “Greetings, my friends,” Glinda said to help relax them. “I understand you may have dealt with the woman that killed Baron Pietor.”
            “Yes, O Great One,” Helga said, stepping forward and bowing several times. “I greeted a woman calling herself Davis. She rented a room, and paid for a bath as well. She boarded her mount in the stables overnight as well.”
            Glinda stepped up close. “Be calm, Mistress Helga. This won’t hurt.”
            The Witch drew a rune upon Helga’s forehead with her wand, and then pressed her forehead against it. Helga’s memories flowed into Glinda’s mind. Her spell sorted out the memories of no use to her, but within seconds a familiar smiling face appeared. Dorothy! Road weary, dirty, but clearly her escaped slave. The innkeeper didn’t have many memories of Dorothy, but knew her guest did go into town first thing that next morning.
            “Oh,” Glinda said, a little smile tugging at her lips. “Why am I not surprised?”
            Helga had a brief, almost overlooked memory of Dorothy leaving her bath with a rough looking man. A big, strong warrior of some sort. And they went straight upstairs, not to return to the common room until the next morning.
            Stepping away from Helga, Glinda looked at the other family members. “When did the woman calling herself Davis get her mount and leave?”
            No one knew. All the family could tell her was the woman left to go to supplies in Bolgar, and never returned to the common room. Master Etter sent his eldest son to fetch the stablehands. Glinda found the two Dorothy dealt with, reading their memories. Then she gave Helga and both stablehands a few pennies for their help.
            “Thank you,” Glinda said. “You’ve been quite helpful.”
            Jezebelle shook her head. “Why are you so nice to them?” 
            “It is weakness to be cruel to the weak,” Glinda said. She turned to Lord Mayor Valter. “Dorothy spent the night in this inn. I now believe it truly was Dorothy that slew the baron.” She pointed down a trade road. “The stablehand saw her go down that road.”
            “Well done, O Great One,” he said warily. “But she has a four day head start. We’ll never catch her now.”
            “Not with that attitude,” Glinda said. Turning to Jezebelle. “We have to find Wanda, and then take our Lesser Witches after Dorothy. I feel good about our chances of catching her.”






 



Chapter 10

            “Shit just got real,” Dorothy said, looking all around.
            They rode down a narrow track, barely wide enough for their wagons to pass. The ground was still wet from the recent rains, the air muggy and warm. The first few horses and wagons passed fine, but the road got progressively worse. Some days they barely traveled five miles, but as the ground dried their progress improved.
            Dorothy stood up in the saddle, looking up and down the line. Something changed. The very air felt different, yet no one else appeared to have noticed. The low, gray sky didn’t help.
            Magic!
            Her eyes narrowed. Witches could actually see magic. She wasn’t sure how, or what it looked like. Locasta tried to explain a few times, but none of it made sense. Still, a powerful enough spell could be felt on the skin even by the mundane.
            Something is about to happen, she thought. 
            Wearing the Silver Stilettos for so long had made her sensitive to magic. This feeling came upon her more as a foreboding than anything else. Nothing she could put a finger on yet, but she could feel it slowly building.
            “What’s the matter?” Eddie asked, riding up. “Do you need to go relieve yourself?”
            “What?” she cried, and then shook her head. “Why would your mind go there?”
            “You have a stressed look on your face, and it looked like you were judging now much time you had,” he said.
            “No. I’m fine. Maybe it’s just our slow progress,” she said. Dorothy looked up at the clouds. “Maybe it’s the chance of raining stressing me out.”
            Eddie shrugged it off. Nothing much bothered him. He lived out in the open, so weather was just life. Spending the last week with him, day and night, helped her to calm down. Then she noticed how he stared at her chest. Yeah, she knew what he was thinking about.
            Dorothy glanced northward, toward the head of the long wagon train. Mikal would call for a rest stop soon, and with Eddie’s blood up, she foresaw a trip into the bushes for a quickie. The man was insatiable.
            She bit her lip, a knowing smile spreading across her face. His eyes locked on her lips a few seconds, and then lifted to hold her gaze for an intense moment. The dark-haired beauty got all hot and tingling inside, squirming a little in the saddle.
            Shouts at the head of the column pulled her eyes northward. Everyone immediately came to a stop. The mounted guards turned to face their flanks, hands on hilts. Dorothy’s heart began to race. Even though she’d had over a year of lessons with a straight sword, her swordsmanship wasn’t the best. She preferred to rely on the 21st Century weaponry Glinda stole from her.
            I have to get my Silver Stilettos back, and my guns, she thought. There has to be a way.
            Killing Glinda appeared to be the only way at the moment. Dorothy was okay with that solution. Actually killing a Cardinal Witch was a whole nother matter, but she’d come close to killing Glinda once.
            Ah, Jesus!
            Dorothy closed her eyes and tried to shut down all the memories flooding in. Anything more than a fleeting thought about Glinda brought back all the wicked things the Witch did to her during captivity. Glinda projected a calm, kind, respectful demeanor, but deep down she was a deeply depraved woman. 
            For six long weeks Glinda subjected Dorothy to every form of depravity. Most of it centered around sadomasochism and bondage. Except for her time with Scarecrow, it was all lesbian sex. Glinda’s perfume filled her nostrils, while her skin tingled and pussy quaked. Indeed, she tasted Glinda on her lips, and her sex in her mouth as visions of kinky sex filled her head. It took her a moment to vanquish those memories, but always left her breathless and a little discombobulated.
            A bugle sounded up front. She recognized some of the bugle calls, but not that one.
            “All swords to the front!” Eddie shouted, pulling his blade as he spurred his horse.
            Dorothy followed his lead, sword in hand. They raced up the road, sometimes forced to weave through the trees. The caravan’s guards massed in the road and waited. There wasn’t enough room in the road to do more than that.
            Dorothy forced her way up to the front. They waited at the top of a low hill, with another mounted group atop the next hill. The distance between them was too great for her to see more than massed men and the glint off edged weapons and armor.
            This explains my sense of doom, she thought.
            “So, are they brigands? Gillikin troopers? Winkie troopers?” she asked. “How do we find out?”
            They were close enough to see color, but she failed to find the expected green, purple, yellow, or blue. The men before them came in shades of brown and gray.
            “We send someone up to ask them what the hell they want,” Eddie said.
            “Who?”
            “Since you two can stop talking,” Mikal said. The trader gave them a disapproving look. “You and Eddie.”
            A path opened up before them. Dorothy looked at Eddie, who just looked grim. Then he urged his mount forward, and led the way forward. Mikal gave her a determined look, so she followed her lover out onto the road. After catching up with him, they rode side-by-side.
            “Shouldn’t we be carrying a white flag?”
            “Why?”
            “It’s a flag of truce. Right?”
            “Not that I ever heard,” he said. “Let me do the talking. We might just survive this day, if we’re lucky.”
            “You think they’ll try to kill us?”
            “Yes. Why else block the road like that?”
            They rode in silence, until about halfway up the other hill. Eddie relaxed and his mood brightened. It took her a moment longer to figure it out, but a gust of wind blew up their guidon. 
            “They’re Imperial Cavalry,” she said.
            “Yes. They are probably the perimeter guard of General Chopper’s army,” Eddie said. “We’ve arrived at our destination.”
            A group of soldiers broke away and rode toward them. Dorothy and Eddie reined in and waited. The soldiers stopped within casual conversation distance, all with fierce, grim expressions.
            “Declare yourselves!” an officer demanded.
            “We are traders, led by Mikal,” Eddie said. “We are carrying provisions to General Chopper’s army.”
            “Are you the trader Mikal?”
            “No, we’re just guards,” he said. “I’m Eddie, and this is Davis.”
            Dorothy felt a moment’s panic. Reveal herself, or wait? The soldiers didn’t appear moved in the least by Eddie’s claim to be bringing provisions for General Chopper. And then, as if of their own volition, her heels dug into the horse’s flanks. She surged forward, making everyone of the soldiers grab their hilts.
            “Captain, I am Dorothy Gale Davis, Empress of Oz,” she declared. “Take me to General Chopper.”
            Everyone froze and gawked. Including Eddie. She graced the troopers with her best Imperial Gaze, full of self-importance and all that BS. Nick always stressed the importance of appearing the part. People believed what they saw. 
            The commander recovered first. He barked a command, and the soldiers all drew their swords. They immediately surrounded Dorothy, and then pulled her out of the saddle. Two soldiers held her arms, with two more holding swords on her. Eddie remained in the saddle, but was also surrounded and held at sword point.
            “It is a capital crime to impersonate the Empress,” the captain said. 










Chapter 11

            “I am Empress Dorothy,” she said. Dorothy tried to yank her arms free, but the soldiers just held on tighter. “General Chopper knows me and can confirm it.”
            They hadn’t disarmed her yet. She so wanted to pull her sword, but knew that would be instant death. So she just struggled with a frustrated growl.
            “Just take me to General Chopper.”
            The commander turned to Eddie. “Is she Empress Dorothy?”
            Eddie looked at her as if for the first time. They’d spent every night for the past week making love. They were inseparable during the day. And she just turned his world upside down.
            “Not that I know of,” he said, looking as if every word hurt him. “I just know her as Davis. But I’ve only known her for a week.”
            Dorothy’s belly sank. Was this what her misgivings tried to warn her about? Or was she just reading too much into every sensation and emotion? Magic confused everything. And that sense of foreboding continued to grow within.
            “I escaped from Glinda, and couldn’t very well tell anyone and everyone exactly who I am, now could I, Captain?”
            He regarded her a moment longer. “Search her. Check her saddlebags.”
            “What’s that going to prove? I don’t carry a crown with me, you know.”
            The two soldiers holding swords on her sheathed their blades, and then eagerly laid hands on her. Very familiar hands. At least the soldier in front enjoyed what he was finding, as he groped her boobs and ran his hand between her legs. Both soldiers’ hands spent way too much time and effort between her legs. A hot knot began to form deep in her sex, throbbing with need.
            “I usually get dinner and a kiss before a guy gets so familiar,” she gasped out, rising up on her toes. The soldier reaching in from behind ground his fingertips into her clit, giving it a quick few hard rubs. Dorothy’s breath caught, jaw dropping. “Oh, Lordie, Lordie.”
            Another soldier caught her undivided attention when he pulled her saddlebags down to the ground. Panic erupted within when he started unbuckling the left bag. She remembered what she put in that side.
            “Wait. Open the other bag first!”
            He didn’t stop. The soldier then pulled out tight black leather garments. 
            “Sa’Kor!”
            Eddie recoiled in the saddle, staring at her in shock.
            “No! I escaped by dressing like one of Glinda’s Sa’Kor guards,” she cried. “Check the other bag! Check it!”
            Soldiers glared at her, hands tight on their hilts as they fought the urge to run her through. She struggled between terror and a need to project strength and confidence.
            “You’re a Sa’Kor assassin sent to murder General Chopper,” the Captain snarled. 
            “What would be your punishment if you killed me, and then discovered I truly am Empress Dorothy?” she asked. “Impalement? Dismemberment? On top of your death sentence, disgrace and shame for your family?”
            That made them all hesitate. 
            “Check the other bag, Captain.”
            The captain glared at her. She met his gaze steadily, confidently. He averted his eyes first.
            “Do it,” he commanded. “See what’s so important in the other bag.” His eyes caught Dorothy’s. “If I’m not convinced, you will be hung from a low branch, and gutted, Sa’Kor.”
            The soldier opened the other saddlebag. He started pulling out trail rations. Then he pulled out her sports bra. Dorothy saw no recognition in anyone’s eyes. A moment later, the soldier pulled out her shorts. Again, no one seemed the least bit moved. And finally, he pulled out the pistol she took from Wanda, and no one recognized it. Her throat sank into her stomach again. 
            “That’s it, sir,” the soldier said. “Just rations and undergarments.”
            “It’s my sports bra and shorts,” she cried. “The outfit I wore when I took on King Scarecrow and Glinda, and overthrew them to become Empress of Oz.”
            She saw it in their eyes. No one was convinced. Even Eddie looked disappointed, and now looked upon her with wariness. A sneer began to form on the captain’s face, when she noticed movement in the trees behind him, and above. 
            At first she thought it was a flock of birds, then a bunch of playful squirrels chasing each other through the treetops. Then her eyes focused on them.
            “Flying carpets,” she whispered. Dorothy looked around with big eyes. They were coming up from the south. More than a dozen of them. “Witches!”
            Everyone’s eyes went up and around. Dorothy was released as the soldiers turned to fight off the new threat. She pulled her sword, while scanning the approaching flying carpets. Most of them were filled with women in all black.
            “Sa’Kor witches!” Dorothy cried. And then she spotted a broom. “And Wanda!”
            The company’s bugler began a short, frantic tune. Over and over. Troopers with lances presented them to the sky, while the swordsmen pointed their swords at the witches. And then the witches unleashed hell all at once.
            Fireballs and a few lightning bolts rained down on the soldiers. She watched in horror as soldiers and horses were engulfed in hellfires, burning to ashes in less than a minute. Lightning bolts ripped men and horses to pieces. Ten men and their mounts were dead in as many seconds.
            The flying carpets all then turned in the same direction, and began to circle the packed cavalry soldiers, flying just above the treetops. It didn’t take Dorothy long to locate Glinda in their midst.
            Glinda’s voice boomed out, “Kill everyone but Dorothy! I want her alive!”
            The captain and many of the troopers looked at Dorothy. She ignored them, only having eyes for Glinda.
            “Come get me yourself, you two-bit bondage whore!” Dorothy screamed. Glinda’s head turned, and her eyes bore into Dorothy’s. The escaped slave felt that connection in her bones. “Oops.”
            “There you are, my pretty pet,” Glinda’s magically enhanced voice purred. “I’m going to put a collar on you that even I cannot remove.”
            Dorothy’s mind ran a mile a minute, struggling to think up a plan, a ruse, anything to defeat a Cardinal Witch, or at least escape her again. And then she remembered what she was now.
            I’m Empress of Oz, she thought, belly twisting. I am responsible for all these men, too. I cannot abandon them just to escape.
            “Rally around the captain, men!” Dorothy shouted. “You’re with us, Eddie! Come. Let’s fight our way back to camp!” She caught the captain’s eyes. “Does General Chopper have any witches in his command?”
            “Yes, Your Highness,” he said. “A few Lesser Witches. Just a few.”
            Better than nothing. 
            Dorothy quickly scooped the discarded pistol off the ground and mounted her horse, and with Eddie close behind, she rode around the huddled cavalry troop and headed up the road.
            “Follow me!” she cried. “It’s harder to hit a moving target!”
            The bugle sounded, and the troop wheeled around and took off after her. Looking back to check on them, she spotted Glinda on a flying carpet, with Wanda on her broom. Both were flying towards her, flanking her left and right respectively. 
            Winner takes all, Dorothy thought.
            She reined up just as the two Witches reached her. Glinda and Wanda both reached for her, but Dorothy defended herself with her sword. The soldiers stopped as well, so she wheeled around and plunged into their midst. 
            The fireballs and lightning stopped. Dorothy assumed the Lesser Witches feared killing her, and then facing their mistress’ wrath. 
            “You amuse me, Dorothy,” Glinda said, her flying carpet hovering above the road north of them. “Did you truly think you could escape me?”
            “I’ve done pretty well so far,” she said. “As your empress, I command you to go away. Leave us alone.”
            Nothing happened. Dorothy frowned. She’d hoped the Land would compel them to obey. It did stranger things. But the Witches remained in place, looking confident. Well, Wanda continued to slowly circled Dorothy and the cavalry troop, a murderous look on her face.
            “Hey, Wicked Wanda, how you doing, girl?” Dorothy taunted. The soldiers all looked at her with horror. One didn’t taunt a Cardinal Witch. “In case you wanted to know, what I did to you is called pistol whipping. I pistol-whipped your stinking fat ass into dream land.”
            Wanda screamed, and then pointed her wand at Dorothy. Glinda cried out.
            “No!” Glinda shouted, and cast a spell at the same time as Wanda. 
            Ka-Booom!
            Dorothy didn’t know what their spells were, but Glinda had definitely blocked whatever Wanda cast. It blew up a tree off to one side. At the same time, the power of the spells pounded into everyone’s chests, and even left the two Witches looking a little unsteady. So she yanked the spear away from a soldier, and threw it with all her might at Wanda.
            “You suck at spear throwing,” Eddie said under his breath.
            Understatement of the year, she thought. 
            First, she proved too weak to even throw it halfway to the Witch, plus it went wide to the right. Wanda didn’t even notice it, while Glinda quirked a brow and shook her head.
            “Dorothy, if you surrender nice and sweetly, we’ll spare the lives of these fine soldiers,” Glinda said. “Otherwise, their blood will be on your hands.”
            Her breath caught. That never occurred to her, but it was true. Glinda and Wanda could and would slaughter them without mercy. But would they spare those enemy soldiers even if she surrendered? Dorothy doubted it, but wasn’t it her duty to at least try and save them?
            A bugle sounded to the north, and the troop bugler responded. 
            “It’s General Chopper!” one of the soldiers shouted.
            The men around her seemed to puff up. They swelled with pride and determination. Dorothy saw that renewed will to fight, even an eagerness. 
            “Good. I’ll add my old friend to my little menagerie of enslaved foes,” Glinda said. “Lion has proven such an aggressive, wonderful lover. I can’t wait to get reacquainted with Nick.”
            First, visions of Glinda with her beloved Lion filled Dorothy’s head. Rage filled her heart, before visions of Glinda with Nick sucked her breath away. Dorothy’s heart pounded, hand tightening around her hilt. 
            I will not allow her to have Nick!
            Wanda made her move. The black-clad Witch suddenly swooped in, flying straight at Dorothy. Her attack almost proved too fast to defend against. Dorothy slashed up and around with her sword, catching the end of the broom handle. It was just enough to deflect Wanda off to the side, and away. But them something big and pink erupted from the ground under Dorothy’s mount.
            Thick, glowing tentacles stretched up all around her. Her horse let out a heart-stopping whinny, and started bucking. Eddie and troopers started hacking at the thick, tough tentacles a few seconds before she pulled herself together and began slashing left and right to keep them at bay.
            “Hey!” she cried when a tentacle wrapped around her waist from behind, lifting Dorothy out of the saddle. “Help!”
            The soldiers redoubled their efforts, their sabers sinking only a few inches into the glowing pink tentacles. Dorothy tried to stab the tentacle holding her, before another tentacle wrapped around her sword arm. It gave her arm a twist, sending a jolt of intense pain up into her shoulder. Her hand opened, and she lost her sword.
            That low thunder of approaching cavalry grew louder and louder, even as the tentacle lifted Dorothy above the heads of the soldiers. Then she saw Glinda start flying toward her, with a wicked little smirk on her face.
            Dorothy’s blood ran cold. She could almost feel the enchanted steel collar snapping snugly around her neck. Almost feel her will to escape and be free bleed away. And then she would serve Glinda eagerly, slavishly for the rest of her life.
            Nick and his cavalry came around the bend up the road, behind Glinda. The Witch stopped to slant an amused look back at the famed general. His tall, thick, silvery steel body stood out in contrast among his soldiers. And then he lifted an object up, and shouted something.
            Blue light flashed out from the object. Glinda, Wanda, and all of the Lesser Witches all cried out in surprise. And they fell out of the sky. The tentacles holding Dorothy vanished, dumping Dorothy onto the dirt road.
            “Nick has the Null Stone!” she cried. “Kill all of the witches! They don’t have any magic to protect them now.”
            Everyone froze, troopers and witches. The witches moved first. Glinda grabbed the corner of her crumpled flying carpet, and took off running into the surrounding forest. Wanda ran the opposite way, vanishing into the thick underbrush in a flash. The Sa’Kor Lesser Witches vanished into the woods before the troopers could sort themselves out and attack. And then General Chopper arrived and everyone focused on him.
            “What the hell is going on here?” Nick said. “Was that Glinda and Wanda attacking you, Captain Jingalli?”
            “Yes, sir,” Captain Jingalli said, saluting. “They were after – ”
            “Me,” Dorothy said, pushing out of the troop. She smiled up at her long lost lover. “God, I missed you.”
            “Dorothy!”










Chapter 12

            Nick almost fell off his horse in his rush to dismount. He swept Dorothy up in a hot rush and claimed her lips in a long, passionate kiss. She wrapped her arms and legs around him, her heart singing as they got reintroduced.
            “I worried about you all day and night, every day,” he said as he kissed a line down her neck.
            Dorothy’s head rolled back, eyes closed as she enjoyed his efforts. It felt wonderful being in his arms again. She never wanted to leave that tight embrace. Yet, the world reinserted itself when a horse whinnied. Loudly.
            “Hey, hey.” She giggled. Nick had kissed his way down into her cleavage. “We’re in the middle of a busy road, with men all around us.”
            He froze. Nick looked left, then right. “So we are.”
            Nick kissed her lips one more time, and then pressed his lips to her ear. “We will finish this as soon as we reach camp.”
            Dorothy bit her lip, all breathless and tingly. 
            “I’ll be disappointed if we don’t,” she whispered back. “Please don’t disappoint me.”
            He gave her another hug, before putting her down. 
            “Nick, this fine young man is Eddie,” she said. “He’s been a good, um, friend this past week.”
            “Oh? How good of a friend?”
            “Very, very good,” she said, winking. “And he’s a guard working for a trader named Mikal, bringing provisions up to you. So send men to escort them safely to camp.”
            “Your will is my command,” he said with a gleam in his eyes. “Captain Jingalli, find the trader and escort him to camp.”
            She asked someone to find her sword, which was embarrassing. A good soldier didn’t lose her sword. The five men dispatched quickly returned, with her saddlebags as well. And then Nick took charge, and led everyone back toward the encampment.
            Dorothy cast frequent looks up and around. Every sound, every gust of wind through the trees, pulled her attention up and around. She did find comfort in the Null Stone sheathed on Nick’s saddle.
            “How did you get the Null Stone?” she asked. “I thought for sure it was lost in the mud of the battlefield.”
            Something that powerful should generate a lot of chatter, but no rumors popped up about it. Dorothy knew, because Glinda and the Wickeds were obsessed with finding it.
            “Brigadier Hardcastle of the Blackhorse gave it to me shortly after your capture,” he said. “I’d hoped to find out where Glinda took you, so I could use it to get to you.”
            “Me and Lion,” she said.
            “Yeah, right,” he said. “Where is Lion?”
            “I don’t know. He is usually forced to shadow Glinda, acting as a bodyguard,” she said. “I suppose he’s back at the command camp outside of Emerald City. I really want to rescue him, Nick. He’s special to me.”
            “I know,” he said. “If you want him, we’ll find a way to get him back for you.”
            It didn’t take long to reach the army encampment. Nick and his commanders had camouflaged it well. Green and brown splotched tents were erected in erratic patterns, not circles, lines, or squares. Underbrush was leaned against all four sides of their tents, and more sat on top of them. At the same time, the entire camp was erected along a meandering creek, under thick hardwood canopies. Dorothy doubted anyone could spot them from above unless they flew just above the treetops.
            Noise discipline proved impressive. The only sounds she heard were of birds and insects. They couldn’t disguise the aroma of cooking meat, or the stench of manure.
            “How do you keep the livestock quiet?”
            “Witches,” he said. “It’s their primary duty at the moment.”
            Nick’s command tent didn’t look any different than any other. Nothing she could see told her it was special. Dorothy estimated it was ten by ten, with a single cot and wooden field trunk. She saw no indication of his usual staff of servants.
            “I hope you aren’t neglecting your personal maintenance,” she said. “This area is awfully damp.”
            “I have two servants with me,” he said. “They keep me well-oiled and buffed out.”
            “Oh wow, that sounds so dirty.”
            Nick laughed. “I missed your strange sense of humor.”
            Dorothy gawked at him. Strange sense of humor? Her? 
            “I’m strange? Oz is strange,” she said. The young brunette looked the towering steel warrior over. “Everything in this world is strange.”
            He just shook his head, and helped her off the horse. Dorothy walked around, feeling her muscles adjusting to walking and standing again. Then she asked Nick for a report of the situation.
            “First though, I cannot send any messages bubbles to you, Locasta, or the Good Witches,” she said. “I need whatever knowledge necessary to reestablish contact.”
            It was all magic, which she wasn’t sure she’d ever truly understand. Oh, she’d had a year of lessons, but Glinda and the Wickeds hadn’t given her much time to devote to her lessons. On the positive side, Glinda, Olivia, and Diana had all mentioned that all of her time wearing the Silver Stilettos had awakened her talent to wield magic. Locasta once said all she really needed was the time and ability to create a wand, and she’d be on the path to being a great witch.
            Nick opened his trunk and pulled out a scroll. He spent a few minutes going through it, and finally placed it on a reading stand. Dorothy stepped up and recognized a Daily Message Log scroll. The communications witch maintained it, recording all messages coming and going. 
            Dorothy read Olivia’s information, and felt a warmth blossom in the back of her head. The same thing happened when she read Diana’s last message. And then Nick found Locasta’s last message from five days back. All that wakened something inside her Empress Powers the Land granted her. And Dorothy could communicate with her most powerful supporters once again.
            Holding her hand out, palm up, a green message bubble appeared. “Urgent message to Olivia Moonstruck, Diana Sweetwater, and Locasta Direwood. It’s Dorothy. I’m back with a vengeance! Right now, I am with Nick in the north. We need to meet in Emerald City as soon as possible. I was privy to most of the Wickeds’ battle plans while in, um, captivity.”
            Dorothy waved her hand, and the bubble split into three and they flashed away.
            “How long before I can expect to start getting responses?”
            Nick considered a moment. “Olivia’s reply should arrive in less than hour. Locasta’s reply should take about two hours, and Diana’s three or four.”
            She smiled up at him, starting to fidget. “Looks like we have a little time to fill.”
            “Are you hungry?” Nick asked. “I can have a meal – ”
            Dorothy laid a finger across his lips. He looked surprised. She gave him a brow wag and licked her lips. His eyes locked on her mouth, and Nick licked his lips. That sent a tingle through her body.
            “Yes, I definitely hunger,” she purred. Dorothy sat on his bunk and started pulling her boots off. “Post a guard and close up the tent before my clothes fall off.”
            “I missed you so much,” his voice deep and drenched in desire.
            “I missed you more,” she said and giggled. “Hurry, or I’ll start without you.”
            Nick began barking orders, men racing around doing his bidding. At the same time, he began pulling the flaps down and tying them closed. The light faded quickly inside that tent, but never got dark. It was a summer tent. 
            By the time Nick had the tent sealed, Dorothy was naked. She dropped to her knees before him, and started untying his trousers as he removed his upper garments. The young beauty quickly freed his cock and balls, wrapping a hand around Nick’s long, thick shaft and starting to stroke him to rock hardness. Nick might be a “tin man” but his genitals were one hundred percent hot flesh. 
            “I didn’t realize just how much I missed cock and balls,” she whispered, and kissed his rubbery tip.
            Dorothy lifted his cock straight up, exposing his huge hairy balls. She licked her lips, and then buried her face in them. The empire’s beloved ruler groaned as she rubbed her face all over his hot balls, and then began to lick and suck on them, even as she continued to stroke his shaft. Once his cock was fully erect, hard as a steel rod, she turned her attention to it.
            “Mmmm, you taste great,” she purred.
            She ran her tongue up one side and down the other. Dorothy licked him all around, and then worked her way up, kissing, licking, and nibbling, to his rubbery, helmeted head. Mouth watering, she opened wide and took a good third of his length into her mouth.
            “Mmmmm.”
            Dorothy sucked and bobbed, working him deeper and deeper. Nick buried his fingers deep in her dark hair, massaging her scalp so sweetly, while he moaned and groaned. She loved how much he enjoyed her ministrations. His pleasure inspired her to greater efforts.
            Nick’s member swelled a little more inside her mouth. He groaned wantonly, and her eyes popped open. And then hot, thick cum flooded her mouth. Filled it up. Dorothy swallowed as fast as she could, and barely kept up.
            “Mmm, yes,” she whispered, eyes locked with his. “Now it’s my turn. Eat me.”
            The young beauty turned and started crawling up onto the cot. She had a vision of lying on her back, legs wide, and Nick’s face buried between them. His cunnilingus game was the best. But Nick had other ideas.
            “Hey,” she cried when he grabbed her hips. Then he pressed his erection to her hot, tingling pussy. “Wait. I thought…Ugggh!”
            It felt like he thrust his full length into her. Nick stretched her sex out to the very max every time. Oh, it hurt so sweetly. Then he grabbed her long brown hair, yanking her head back.
            “Ooooh, Nick!” Dorothy cried. “Yes. Yes. Dominate me.”
            Her old friend plowed into her from behind with wild abandon. Dorothy gasped and grunted, basking in the feeling of his long, thick cock forcing its way deeper and deeper inside her. His free hand found her naked tits, and fondled her. Every squeeze, every thrust, sent the most insane sensations rippling through her. Soon, her insides heated up and became so mushy wonderful. And then…
            “Yes! Just like that!” she cried. “Don’t stop. I’m… I’m…”
            That rush to climax consumed her. Her jaw dropped, a beatific look spreading across her face. The hot tingles in her belly suddenly flowed down into her thighs, and then her insides erupted.
            “Ooooooh, God.”
            Her core throbbed with perfect pleasure. Nick continued to thrust into her as if nothing happened, while her eyes rolled up and she basked in the glory. And then, just as she started to come back down, Dorothy felt Nick’s hands on her tighten. His thrusting quickened, becoming more frantic. A big smile spread across her face when he gasped, completely sheathed himself inside her and held it there, and then hot wetness flooded her vagina.
            “Oh Nick,” she whispered breathlessly. “It’s so good to be back with you.”










Chapter 13

            Glinda felt the Null Stone’s power vanish shortly after abandoning the battlefield. She knew the talisman’s range was much greater than that, so quickly mounted her flying carpet and flew as quickly as she could along the forest floor. The Witch didn’t stop until well out of the Null Stone’s range.
            As she flew, she sent out a magical beacon that alerted Sa’Kor witches to her location. It was a rallying call as well. Glinda found a relatively open spot, still under the forest canopy for cover, and stopped. Best of all, it was a junction of two smaller Ley Lines, so they’d have lots of power to tap if attacked. The first of her Sa’Kor began arriving less than a minute later. Uma, who commanded the Lesser Witches, quickly found her.
            “Are you well, Mistress?” Uma asked.
            The dark beauty began fusing with Glinda’s dress. That’s when the Witch realized her clothes’ tattered condition.
            “I’m fine. Did all my witches survive? Any injuries?”
            Uma looked immaculate. At worse, a little windblown. 
            “We came through fine, Mistress,” Uma said.
            Glinda considered her options a second, and then tapped her head with her wand. A halo of bright light passed down her, from head to toe. And then she stood there in tight, black Sa’Kor leather. Her Silver Shoes transformed from thigh boots to ankle boots.
            Glinda looked down at her silver boots, and shook her head. Uma gave her a curious look, so she shrugged and grinned.
            “I was just thinking how hard and long I ran, even after passing out of the Null Stone’s field,” she said. “When the Silver Shoes would’ve instantly transported me anywhere wanted to go in a flash. I still haven’t adjusted my thinking or actions to account for their power.”
            “It’s hard to break old habits.”
            The last of the Sa’Kor witches arrived. They formed themselves in a large circle, their carpets on the ground behind the individual teams. Twenty Sa’Kor, counting Uma, on five flying carpets. Each team consisted of a Team Leader, a pilot, and three fighters. Glinda shared her carpet with no one.
            “Our job now is to locate Dorothy and General Chopper,” Glinda said. “Do not engage. Do not let anyone see you. I want them to feel safe. They’ll vanish again if we spook them.”
            Uma spoke up, “Mistress, what about…” her eyes locked off into the distance. “We have a visitor, Mistress. Wanda Darquehart.”
            Glinda followed her line of sight. Wanda was flying through the canopy, dangerously fast. The strawberry blonde Witch frowned. The last thing she wanted to do was deal with Wanda, and the Cardinal Witch looked furious.
            Wanda came in fast. Glinda marveled at how well she controlled her broom. All witches could ride brooms. They could make lots of things fly, in fact. Glinda’s old mentor actually had a flying rocking chair. But like most witches, Glinda found riding brooms profoundly uncomfortable.
            But then, Wanda has always been rather fond of something long and hard grinding hard between her legs.
            The Wicked Witch of the West landed in the middle of the Sa’Kor circle. The broom just dropped to the ground, leaving Wanda standing in a rather aggressive posture. Glinda struggled to keep the smile off her face. Wanda’s lower face was covered in blood, indicating a serious nose bleed earlier. Her long black hair was a mess, with leaves and twigs tangled within, and her sexy little black leather dress was smudged with dirt. The skirt looked tattered, coming to a point between her thighs, with thigh boots protecting her legs from there down. 
            “I have to admit, you look really sexy all mussed up like that,” Glinda said. “Did you face-plant into the ground, or crash face-first into a tree?”
            “I’m going to muss you up,” Wanda snarled.
            Twenty wands rose up and pointed at the Wicked Witch. They were only Lesser Witches, but even a Cardinal Witch couldn’t ignore so much massed magical power. Glinda noticed the first touch of uncertainty taint Wanda’s face. Her hand tightened on her wand as she faced Glinda.
            “Amusing,” Glinda said. “Relax, sister. You’re among friends.”
            Wanda looked around at all the wands pointing at her. Glinda caught the Wicked Witch’s bright green eyes. 
            “Would you care to join us, sister?” Glinda said. “Or go your own way?”
            “What are you planning to do?”
            Glinda waved all the wands down, allowing Wanda to relax. Then she lifted a palm, a pink bubble appearing.
            “To Scarecrow. We found Dorothy and General Chopper at this location. Send troops up to engage immediately.” She paused to consider her next words. “Send Sa’Kor and Winkie forces.”
            A puff of breath sent the bubble away, even as Wanda sucked in a breath to voice her mind.
            “What was that?” The Wicked Witch cried. “You have no right to commandeer my troops.” She lifted an open palm before her face, a yellow bubble appearing. “To Scarecrow, belay Glinda’s orders!”
            Glinda swung her wand. Thwack!
            The message bubble burst before sent. Wanda howled in pain and rage, shaking her stinging hand. Then she swung her wand around, but Glinda was ready. The former Good Witch pressed the tip of her wand to Wanda’s temple.
            “Don’t you dare.”
            Wanda froze. Glinda saw no fear in her rival’s eyes, just calculation. 
            “Never belay my orders.”
            “We’re equals in this endeavor.”
            Glinda smiled. “Of course we are, sister. I’m just a little more equal.”
            Oh, Wanda didn’t like that. She knew it was true, but Glinda understood the Wicked Witch was a leader, not a follower. And she was growing more and more restless in her inferior position.
            “I’m willing to hear your plans,” Wanda said.
            “Thank you,” she said, dropping her wand to her side. Glinda turned to face Uma, “I want – ”
            Uma’s wand hand whipped past Glinda, a bolt cracking out loudly. Wanda cried out. 
            “She’s attacking!” Uma shouted.
            All three of them ducked and darted to the side. A dozen witches shot off fireballs at Wanda, but her arcane shields easily shrugged them away. Glinda swept a thunderbolt across the ground at her feet, forcing the witch to leap high to avoid losing her legs. The bolt sliced her broom in half. And then Uma shot a bolt at Wanda that just penetrated enough to zap the Witch.
            “I’ll skin you alive, Uma Trueblood!”
            “Yield!” Glinda demanded. 
            Wanda ignored her, and started drawing the runes to hit Uma with a powerful killing spell. Glinda proved faster, finishing her counter first. The spell, wrapped in a thunderbolt, ripped Wanda’s protective shield apart, and slammed into her side. The Wicked Witch’s back bowed as she threw her head back and wailed.
            Glinda rushed her foe, snatched the wand out of Wanda’s hand, then poked her in the chest with her wand. 
            Ka-boom!
            Wanda was blown back twenty feet. The magical attack left her gasping for air, thrashing on the leaf-strewn ground. 
            Tossing the Wicked Witch’s wand to Uma, Glinda rushed up and seized a fistful of Wanda’s thick black hair. She planted a foot on Wanda’s back, yanked her head back, and pressed the point of her wand to the Witch’s head.
            “Stop fighting me!”
            “I will kill you all!”
            Glinda sent an electrical jolt through Wanda. The Witch’s body jerked, eyes rolling up, spittle sputtering from her lips. And then she hit her again.
            She released Wanda, who collapsed bonelessly. Glinda paced around her sister Witch, waiting the few minutes it took for a woman of her power to recover. When Wanda began to stir, Glinda snatched up a fistful of hair, yanked the Witch to her knees, and forced her head way back.
            “Listen to me, Wanda. Listen very carefully,” she said slowly and coldly. “You’re becoming more of a problem than an asset to our cause.”
            “I’m going to show you…”
            “Shut up! I know Dorothy humiliated you. She’s done the same to me,” Glinda snapped, eyes narrowing. “But I don’t allow my emotions to rule me. You have to get control of your anger, or you are useless to us.”
            “You can’t win without me.”
            “I disagree,” Glinda said. “I could subjugate you, make you my bitch.” Glinda kissed her. “And then deal with whomever the Land raises up to be the new Wicked Witch of the West.”
            “You overestimate your power, sister.”
            “You underestimate it, sister.” Glinda released her hair, stepping back. “I want to do this with you, Wanda. Don’t get me wrong, you’ll make a beautiful addition to my harem, but I’d rather have you as my ally and co-ruler of Oz. Decide what is most important to you. Now.”
            Wanda glared at her a moment, then looked around at the Sa’Kor witches, all looking fierce and competent. Glinda watched her take in a deep breath, close her eyes, and relax. A smile started to form on the former Good Witch’s face.
            “You are right. I was wrong,” Wanda said. “It is so hard to forget how Dorothy tricked me and…” She cut a determined look at Glinda. “I demand vengeance. Give me Dorothy.”
            Glinda considered it. “How about this? The three of us will share Dorothy. You can punish her all you want during your time of possession, but she is a shared slave. You cannot kill or permanently mutilate her without mine and Jezebelle’s agreement.”
            “I can live with that,” Wanda said, and stood. She held out her hand to Uma. “My wand.”
            Uma tossed it up, and the wand flew straight as an arrow into Wanda’s hand. She regarded Glinda a second. 
            “How do you plan to use my Winkie troops against Dorothy and Nick?”










Chapter 14

            “Hello. Empress Dorothy? General Chopper?” a feminine voice called.
            Dorothy’s head popped up. She realized she’d dozed off after their last, very aggressive, session. Nick’s eyes also popped open, and the two of them looked around. Dorothy tried to figure out how long they’d been asleep. 
            Then she noticed two message bubbles, purple and red, hovering above.
            “Oh no,” she whispered. “That’s not…”
            “Hello? Are you awake in there? This is Olivia, here to answer your call.”
            “Yes! Just give us a second,” Dorothy called. She looked down at Nick. “This is so embarrassing.”
            She started to lift up, and realized Nick was still deep inside her, and still pretty damned erect. Her eyes fluttered closed as she pulled off, loving the sweet sensations that spiraled straight into her core as he slid out of her tightness. Nick released a barely discernible moan.
            “Of course,” Olivia called, and then giggled. “I am your servant. Take your time.”
            Still straddling Nick, Dorothy buried her face in her hands. Then the grin tugged on her lips. She rolled her eyes, and shook her head. 
            “I’m going to get a bad reputation if I keep getting caught having sex,” she said.
            Nick started to say something, but thought better of it and snapped his mouth shut.
            “Good boy,” she said and rolled off. Dorothy quickly found a jug of water, filled a ceramic bowl, and started cleaning up. I can’t believe I’m taking a whore bath.
            Once as clean as possible, she pulled on her “Dorothy the Avenger” outfit: brown shorts, white sports bra, and the Sa’Kor ankle boots. She felt a little naked without the holstered pistols on her hips and Uzis hanging off her shoulders. Glinda even possessed her pack full of clothes and ammo. So she buckled the Sa’Kor’s arming sword around her hips and waited for Nick to finish dressing.
            “Thank you for coming,” Dorothy said as she stepped out of the tent. Olivia stepped up and they hugged. “But I didn’t mean for you to come all this way. I’m sure you have better things to do.”
            Olivia actually wore her Cardinal Witch hat, which was purple to show she was the Good Witch of the North. As far as Dorothy knew, Olivia was a Gillikin, though she looked like a drop-dead gorgeous Eurasian woman to her mind. Considering how long she’d served, Olivia had to be older than Dorothy, yet looked like a twenty-year old in a tight leather corset, long silken skirt, and thigh boots. All shades of purple.
            “Did you get my message?”
            Dorothy glanced back toward the tent. The purple and red bubbles bobbed in the air behind her. Olivia raised an eyebrow.
            “I kind of fell asleep. Sorry.”
            Loud clanking echoed through the forest camp. It sounded like someone dropped a big armful of pots and pans. Everyone froze, before dozens of green-attired soldiers raced toward that clatter. Within seconds it stopped abruptly.
            Nick’s hand clenched into fists, but he gave no other indication of his feelings. Olivia lifted her wand, drawing some tiny runes in the air and causing the wind to whip all round them for a moment. She finally lowered her wand and turned back to them.
            “Just an accident,” she said. “So, Dorothy, how did you escape?”
            Dorothy spent the next few minutes describing first her situation as Glinda’s slave, and then Wanda’s problem with her pistol. Olivia smiled during that part. The Witch liked the part about “pistol-whipping” Wanda even more. Then Dorothy pretty much glossed over her long journey after that.
            “You are living up to your reputation as an escape artist,” Olivia said.
            A red bubble came flying in to announce Diana, Good Witch of the South. A moment later the beautiful redhead appeared flying in just below the forest canopy. Four other flying carpets with Lesser Witches accompanied her.
            “Greetings, sisters,” Diana said. “Sorry it took me so long, but Glinda’s Sa’Kor witches aren’t easy to get around.”
            “They are so intense,” Olivia agreed. “I think she only feeds them red meat.”
            The two Cardinal Witches laughed, while Dorothy wondered if there was any truth to it. She’s encountered stranger things in Oz than meat affecting a witch’s temperament. Dorothy had noticed that Glinda didn’t eat much meat at all, and seemed to prefer fish. 
            For a second, Diana reminded Dorothy of Wanda. She arrived dressed in a manner the Wicked Witch of the West would choose: strapless, very short leather mini-dress, opera gloves, and thigh boots. Really, the dress looked like a leather teddy at first blush, since it came to a point high between her thighs, and was slit up well above her waist. And Witches rarely wore underwear. 
            “I see your weapon of choice has changed, Empress,” Diana said. “I take it Glinda still holds all of your pistols?”
            “She does,” Dorothy said. “I did manage to recover the pistol that Wanda had, but it’s out of ammo.”
            “I don’t understand.”
            “Ammo is like arrows for a bow,” she said. “Without ammo or arrows, all you can do is hit your opponent over the head. I don’t like getting so up close and personal in a fight.”
            “Sister, listen to this,” Olivia said, face lighting up. “Dorothy beat Wanda unconscious with that heavy steel pistol. Beat her into the ground with it.”
            Diana turned incredulous eyes on Dorothy. “I love you so much. And, you scare me to death.”
            “The Land chose well when it made Dorothy Empress of Oz,” Olivia said. “Now that we’re all together, it’s time to make plans. How are we going to break the siege of Emerald City, and then defeat the Wickeds?”
            “We’re not all together yet,” Dorothy said.
            “Don’t worry, Dorothy,” Nick said. “I promise, we will find a way to rescue Lion, but the best we to do right now is find a way to defeat Glinda.”
            “No, not Lion, I was thinking about Locasta,” she said. Dorothy caught first Diana’s, and then Olivia’s eyes. “As a pathetic, worthless slave, I attended Glinda to almost all of her battle planning sessions with her generals, and with the Wickeds. They believe they have Locasta back on her heels, and she’ll break at any moment. And I agree. Our first priority is to help Locasta in any way we can.”
            The two Witches remained silent as they processed that information. Even Nick looked concerned. Finally, Olivia and Diana nodded and turned back to Dorothy.
            “Locasta cannot come here, sis…Empress,” Olivia said. “But we can go to her. I’ll take you if my sister will take Nick.”
            “I can’t leave my command now,” Nick said. “Glinda and Wanda are in the area.”
            “I know,” Diana said, scowling. “That’s why it took me so long to reach you. They are scouring the countryside south of here. They will reach you within the next hour or so.”
            “Disperse your army, General Chopper,” Olivia said. “Let the unit commanders sneak their men out of here and reform elsewhere. Gillikin Country is not too far away.”
            “That does sound prudent, Nick,” Dorothy said.
            “Prudent isn’t exactly my way,” Nick grumbled. “But my priority is protecting Dorothy, so I agree. Give me a moment, please.”
            The three women watched Nick stride away. In a flash officers and soldiers began to come and go, moving in all directions around him. 
            “Gather your possessions, Empress Dorothy,” Olivia said. She indicated her flying carpet. “We’ve worked out a reasonably safe way in and out of Emerald City. I’ll have you back on your throne before the sun sets.”
            It took Nick about fifteen minutes to get his command breaking down camp and moving. They broke down into their smallest units, carrying most of the gear and supplies on their backs, and melted into the forest. In that time Dorothy stuffed everything into her saddlebags, and rejoined the two Cardinal Witches.
            Diana dispatched half of her witches to help the army vanish, using magic to cover their trails and movements. So in less than thirty minutes everyone was gone, and then Olivia, Diana, and the remaining Quadling Lesser Witches flew around the camp atop flying carpets and wands in hand. They used magic to “smooth” churned up soil, and gently moved fallen leaves around to hide all signs that anyone had been there at all.
            Only then did they leave, and head out toward the north for an hour. Next, they turned west and did a big loop around to a burnt out town between the Sa’Kor army and the Winkies, and not too far from Scarecrow’s headquarters camp. The sun had just kissed the western horizon by that time, so they eased into the town with all wands out.
            The flying carpets dropped down into the central courtyard of a merchant house. It was mostly a charred skeleton of its former glory, but Olivia led them down into the basement, then opened a secret panel that led them down into an even deeper basement. Then Diana cast a spell, spoke a phrase that made Dorothy’s hair stand on end, and section of stone wall slowly dropped into the floor.
            A black tunnel lay before them.
            The witches all held up crystals that glowed brightly, before Diana closed the passage off again with a different spell. 
            “Why is this tunnel so humid and cold?” Dorothy asked.
            “Most of it is cave, and there is a very cold water river running through the cave,” Olivia said.
            “From up north?”
            “No, from the mountains in the west,” Diana replied. “Come, let us go. I don’t like the cold.”
            “I agree. Too much talking,” Nick said. “I’m starting to rust.”
            Diana and her witches led the way, with Olivia bringing up the rear with Dorothy. The manmade tunnel was a ten-foot high vault. Once on the flying carpets, Nick had to kneel. The witches flew about two feet off the floor, very fast. It proved anything but straight, going up and down, left and right, and soon Dorothy felt like she was on a wild rollercoaster ride. Dorothy understood they probably passed through there often enough to do so, but it still scared the crap out of her. 
            While all of the witches stood the entire way, both Dorothy and Nick remained on all fours. Which proved fortuitous, because Diana made sudden stops to open invisible magical barriers. Olivia’s job was to erect that arcane barrier after they passed by, until they reached the actual cave. Then it really turned into a wild ride, though pretty level, until they reached the tunnel up into Emerald City.
            Dorothy sighed in relief when they finally reached a stone wall. Diana sent a dozen bubbles, and waited for one to return with permission to enter. The tunnel opened into a private home on the east side of Emerald City.
            Men and women, in military and civilian attire, bowed as they flew out of the tunnel and up a spiral stairwell to open air. Then Olivia took the lead again, with the soldiers and citizens of the street stopping to point. She saw joy spread across their faces, and soon cheers rose up.
            “Oh my. I didn’t expect this,” Dorothy whispered, eyes starting to burn and tear up. “I pray I can live up to their expectations.”
            A thousand soldiers stood at attention before the Emerald Palace. They shouted, “Long live Empress Dorothy!” and saluted as she passed above them. The assembled people burst out in cheers, laughter, and dancing. She heard their chant quickly formed.
            “Our Dorothy has returned! Our Dorothy has returned!”
            “And you thought Nick was happy to see you,” Olivia quipped.
            The palace doors swung open, and they flew straight in and toward the throne room. Courtiers, officials, and military officers all bowed as she passed by. A path on the floor opened before they passed through the throne room doors, with a bright green carpet leading straight to the Emerald Throne.
            The throne sat empty, but with Locasta smiling beside it. The dark-haired beauty looked amazing in a lavender gown, with white decorations. She dropped into a low curtsey as Olivia landed on the main floor below the dais. 
            Everyone else bowed or curtsied.
            Olivia offered Dorothy a hand up. Dorothy paused to smooth down her clothes.
            “I should’ve dressed nicer,” Dorothy whispered. “I didn’t know you’d bring me straight to the throne room.”
            “All rise and behold, honor, and bear witness to Dorothy, Empress of Oz!” Locasta shouted with magically enhanced volume. “Our Dorothy has returned to us!”
            Nick followed her up. Olivia and Diana remained below. Dorothy only stopped to hug Locasta, before she turned to face her subjects. They looked happy and excited.
            Dorothy sat upon the throne. She felt her brain and spine tingle with warmth, before a wave of barely discernible energy flowed outwardly. The Witches reacted the most profoundly, their breath catching, while the mundane people showed they felt something rippling across their skin and making the fine hairs stand. And then everyone really looked at her with joyful hope.
            “How will I ever live up to their expectations, Nick?” she whispered.










Chapter 15

            “You’re back,” Dorothy said as she entered her dressing room surrounded by doting servant girls.
            Nick sat in the corner reading reports. The robes of a high palace official draped his gleaming steel body, while Dorothy stood there stark naked. She’d just finished her bath, and gotten her hair and face done. 
            “You look amazing,” he said, gray eyes sweeping up and down her body. “Do we have time…”
            “No! That would require I take another bath afterwards. You always leave me a mess,” she said. “And you would wreck my hair and face.”
            He looked off into space and smiled. “Yes.”
            Four servants came in, each holding a different gown. All looked silky and soft, and her soul fell in love with each. 
            “Do you have anything in something other than green?” The servants looked horrified. “I take that as a no. Okay, I pick that one.”
            The chosen gown was the simplest: corset bodice and flowing skirt of a nice forest green. The servants immediately put a pair of green stiletto pumps on the Empress, before helping her step into the gown. It felt just as silky soft against her skin as it looked. They then pulled out needles and thread, and worked on the gown until it fit like a second skin and the length was perfect.
            “You seem to enjoy all of the attention more than before,” Nick said. “I haven’t heard you voice one complaint.”
            She laughed. “I do! During my long ordeal with Glinda, I was forced to perform their duties. I have a better understanding of their concerns and needs, and the main thing is they want me to be still and not snap at them over every little thing. They are trying their hardest, so I should appreciate all of their efforts.”
            The servants all stopped to stare at her. Then they continued with smiles on their faces. Nick looked at them. He looked at her. Dorothy lifted a brow and grinned at him. He shook his head.
            “If you are willing to hand over your pistol, I have some engineers ready to study it and create the ammo you say it needs,” Nick said. “I can’t guarantee how long it will take, but we’ll never get anything if we never start trying.”
            “Do you know what gunpowder is?” she asked.
            “Never heard of it. Do guns shed a powder? Like dander?”
            “No, but without a basic understanding of gunpowder, I cannot fathom anyone being able to figure out how a gun and bullet works,” she said. “I don’t think we even have any shell casings.”
            “Then how do we get you more ammo?” Nick said. “Your pistol is still the most effective weapon against Witches we’ve found.”
            “One, we break into Glinda’s castle and steal my pack full of ammo, along with my other weapons,” she said. Dorothy really wanted that katana back. “Or, I get the Silver Shoes back from Glinda, and then I can just transport myself back to Kansas to restock.”
            Maybe. It’s been a year and a half. Her family could’ve sold the farm already. Everything in the attic could be gone, including the weapons and ammo. That would mean she’d have to go to a gun store to buy ammo, or any other firearms she wanted.
            Somehow I don’t think an American store will accept Ozian pennies and pounds.
            The servants finished. Dorothy voiced her approval and sent them away smiling. Then she let Nick escort her to her Gillikin Privy Chamber for the morning’s first meetings. The delicate, antique furnishings were made of a pale wood, and upholstered in purple. The décor was in various shades of purple as well, and Dorothy felt it such a relief from the constant green.
            Locasta was waiting, wearing lavender with purple flower design. She looked rested and refreshed.
            “Good morning, beautiful,” Dorothy said. “A full night’s sleep looks good on you.”
            “It felt amazing, thank you, Your Highness,” she said. “Olivia and Diana stood guard overnight, while shoring up the city’s magical barrier. I dare say, the Wickeds aren’t going to like what they see this morning.”
            “Have the Good Witches returned to their hosts already?”
            “No. They are still working on the barrier.”
            “Wonderful. I’d like to speak to them before they depart,” Dorothy said. 
            “So be it,” Locasta said, bowed, and then gave Dorothy an intense look. “What about Lion? Where is he? Why didn’t he escape with you?”
            The Empress’ belly clenched. 
            “I suspect he is over at Scarecrow’s command camp, attending Glinda,” she said. “Even though we were captured together, Glinda kept us apart most of the time.”
            “Is he well? She’s not torturing him, is she?”
            “No, she used Lion to torture me,” she said. “Glinda like to have Lion attend her wildest sexual desires while I was forced to watch. Otherwise, she feeds him far better than she fed me. So physically, he’s fine. I don’t know what prolong subjugation by that enchanted slave collar does to a man’s heart and soul.”
            “How often is Lion forced to serve her without the collar around his neck?”
            “The collar never came off that I know of,” Dorothy said. “Glinda believed him too dangerous to release like that.”
            “Then he will be fine emotionally,” Locasta said. “My Lion will be a livid, raging beast of a man until he exacts his vengeance, but I don’t think he’ll have lasting emotional damage. The magic of the collar actually protects the enslaved’s mind.”
            “I didn’t feel protected,” Dorothy said.
            “She took the collar off you, didn’t she? Often?”
            Dorothy considered that a long moment. Glinda was constantly removing the collar. Especially during kinky sex. And every time she put the collar back on, the Witch made Dorothy feel as if she’d done something wrong and had to be punished.
            “I spent more time without the collar than with it around my neck,” she said. “I think Glinda was trying to train me to be a good little slavegirl without the collar.”
            “Slave collars don’t last forever,” Locasta said. “Depending on the spell, it has to be recast every so often. And subjugation spells are some of the most difficult, most draining spells imaginable. Even the most powerful Cardinal Witch would not want to keep anyone in a collar for years uncounted.” She started off into space a moment. “I can’t imagine the effort Glinda is putting into maintaining Lion’s collar. He’s more than human, so harder to subjugate and keep like that.”
            “After the war, she’ll have the time and energy to start training him,” Nick said. 
            “If she still possesses him,” Dorothy said, giving him a determined look.
            “Exactly,” Nick said. “We understand where you are headed in this conversation, Locasta. Dorothy and I have already discussed the need to rescue Lion, and as quickly as possible. Indeed, it was our first conversation upon her return.”
            “I have some ideas,” Locasta said, and the privy door opened. 
            Dorothy stared at the palace official who slipped inside. He bowed repeatedly, apologizing for interrupting.
            “Fine. What is the problem? Are we under attack?”
            “No. Not yet, anyway,” he said, grimacing. “The Beastmen are close to rioting. Their leaders demand to speak with you. Immediately.”
            She looked at Locasta, who nodded. They heard a growl, followed by snarls from two other beasts.
            “They are out in the corridor now?”
            “They are, Your Highness.”
            “Then let them in,” Dorothy said. “Thank you for bringing them to me.”
            He looked grateful as he bowed himself out of the privy chamber. Dorothy sat back, crossed her legs, and waited. Nick stood to her right, Locasta to her left. A moment later a massive gray wolf led a smaller black wolf and a mountain lion into the chamber.
            Locasta gave them a sharp look.
            “What is wrong with you, Ulf? Do you think you are impressing anyone here?” the witch snapped. “Shift, or get the hell out of here.”
            The big wolf growled at her, but then shifted to a tall, muscular, very naked man. A very impressive man in every way. Dorothy guessed he was six foot five, with long blonde hair, yellow eyes, and a pointed beard. And very well hung. Nothing to be embarrassed about there.
            The mountain lion shifted into a dark, muscular man, just an inch or two shorter than Ulf. But it was the black wolf that made Dorothy’s heart skip a beat.
            “Wilma!” Dorothy cried. “It makes my heart so happy to see you alive and well.”
            The beautiful raven-haired shifter looked surprised, and then very happy. Unlike the male shifters, Wilma came with a small pack on her back filled with clothes, but she made no move to dress. None of the shifters showed any sign of modesty, but who would with bodies like theirs?
            “I was very happy to hear of your return, too, Empress.”
            Locasta stepped forward, sharing a hostile look with Ulf. “I told you I would address the issue with Dorothy. We agreed you’d wait for my report.”
            “I don’t trust witches. I’m leader of the Beastmen, so I will work out a deal with the Empress of Oz,” Ulf said, becoming a little hairier. 
            Would he dare morph and attack Locasta? Dorothy wasn’t aware of tension between the witch and the Beastmen under Lion. 
            “No, Lion is our king,” Locasta said, her voice rising. Her wand began to glow. “He named me the liaison, not you.”
            The Empress stood, drawing everyone’s attention. She waved them apart. Locasta’s wand went dark again, and Ulf became fully human as he took a step back. But they continued to glare at each other. 
            “I’m glad you came, Ulf,” Dorothy said. “We were just discussing Lion, and how best to free him of Glinda’s unholy control. As shifters, you could be of enormous help.”
            “We are the most formidable fighters in all the Lands,” Ulf said. “Tell me Lion’s location, and we’ll take him by force.”
            “You’ll just lead your warriors to death,” Dorothy said. “And might get Lion killed as well. No, you have very unique talents and abilities. As scouts. As spies.”
            “Sneaking around?”
            “You can call it that, but it is a vital military skill,” she said. “Your avian shifters can fly over their camps, their castles, whatever, and locate their leaders. Locate Lion.”
            “Once we know where Lion is being held,” Nick said. “Then we’ll know how best to build a team to go in and rescue him. Maybe take out Glinda or other leaders, too.”
            Dorothy’s heart started pounding. Why did the thought of “taking out” Glinda hit her so hard? The former Good Witch wasn’t her friend any longer, and hadn’t been for decades. Yet…
            She noticed Ulf’s looked unconvinced. 
            “It is important to me to minimize casualties on your side,” Dorothy said. She caught Ulf’s doubtful eyes. “I don’t want to lose one soldier, or one Beastman, when we strike.” 
            Ulf shrugged it off. “The greatest honor is dying in battle.”
            Her jaw dropped. Dorothy stared at the three shifters, so full of pride and ready to die fighting. 
            “No one wins a war by dying for their cause, Ulf. You win by making that other stupid bastard die for his cause.”
            Ulf looked surprised, and then grinned. “I like that. We will continue to serve your cause, Empress. But we expect you to work hard to rescue our king. We are not patient.”
            She gave him a slight bow of the head. Wilma cleared her throat. Ulf gave the female shifter an annoyed look. 
            “To show my support, I give you Wilma,” he said. “She wishes to serve you more directly. She will make you a good bodyguard.”
            Dorothy caught Wilma’s eyes. She found yellow eyes in a human a little disconcerting, but she knew and trusted the beautiful shifter.
            “You can refuse, and I’ll understand,” Wilma said softly. “I know I failed you once before. I’ll understand if you can’t trust me now.”
            “I see it differently. No failure on your part,” Dorothy said. “I accept your generous offer, Wilma. I’ll feel much safer with you by my side.” She averted her eyes. “First thing, let’s find you some appropriate clothing.”










Chapter 16

            “All available Lesser Witches are deployed around the city,” Uma said, drawing a glowing red circle around the mock-up of Emerald City with her wand. Glinda, Wanda, Jezebelle, and Scarecrow stood around that table, all nodding. “I cannot imagine the Good Witches departing without us catching them.”
            They were gathered inside a barn about a day’s walk northwest of the city. The farmhouse lay in blackened ruin nearby, with the fields trampled into mud by all the fighting and maneuvering. The gaps in the clapboards let in dim light, but enough for their purpose. Glinda was attended by Uma, Isobel, and twenty of her Sa’Kor Lesser Witches. Jezebelle brought fifteen Lesser Witches. Wanda came alone.
            Even Scarecrow showed up with twenty senior staff officers and five Sa’Kor witches.
            “How do we know our Good Sisters are still within the city?” Wanda asked.
            The Wicked Witch of the West stood to Uma’s left, her right arm pressed against the Lesser Witch’s left arm. It was tight around the small mock-up table, but not that bad. Glinda wasn’t sure if Wanda wanted to seduce Uma, or intimidate her. It could go either way with that one.
            “Forward observers are watching them bolster the city’s wards as we speak,” Uma said. She remained unflustered by Wanda’s actions. “They’ve been at it all night, and have greatly enhanced the shield.”
            Glinda scowled. They’d been so close to breaking through. Now they had to change tactics. Uma continued, indicating three spots equal distance around the city.
            “I suggest Wanda take up this position north of the city.” She left a glowing yellow dot there with her wand. “Jezelle position herself over here in the southeast.” Uma put a glowing blue dot there, and then put a pink dot across from the blue. “And Glinda here in the southwest.”
            The Cardinal Witches and Glinda nodded. All the Lesser Witches on watch around the city could do was give a direction the Good Witches flew. That arrangement allowed the Wickeds the maximum coverage of the area.
            “I suspect Olivia will head out toward the south, and loop around to the north,” Uma said. “While Diana does the opposite. That will allow us to get at least two Witches on one of them almost guaranteeing a capture.”
            Lesser Witches would immediately swarm the two Good Witches as well. Enough Lesser Witches could defeat and capture a Cardinal Witch, but many would be slaughtered in the fight. Since Wanda didn’t allow Lesser Witches in Winkie Country, Glinda and Jezebelle would suffer those losses, and they couldn’t afford to lose any magic users. The Gillikin and Quadling Countries’ Lesser Witches, combined with Ozian Empire’s Army and State witches, already outnumbered them.
            Jezebelle frowned and fidgeted. “I don’t like it. The plan is fine, but it assumes the Good Witches will leave as soon as they complete their work on the shield.”
            “That would be the best case scenario for us,” Uma said. “But you are correct, O Great One. The Good Witches could decide to rest before departing. They might even wait until tonight to leave under the cover of darkness. We have no control over that.”
            “You expect me to just stand over there and wait?”
            “Yes,” Glinda said, saving Uma from the blonde’s wrath. “I know it’s boring, but set up your headquarters there. Nothing says you can’t conduct meetings and get business done. That’s what I’ll be doing. Do whatever you want, just be ready to pounce at a moment’s notice.”
            “Exactly,” Uma said. “The Good Witches will only be vulnerable a short time. The faster we react the better our chances of success in capturing them both. I personally have high confidence that either Olivia or Diana will belong to us by this time tomorrow.”
            “I’ll have soldiers ready to go in and exploit the passages they use to exit the city,” Scarecrow said. “So be sure you sent me a report exactly where you first spot them, and the direction they are traveling. We’ll backtrack and if we can find the way into the city…”
            They all smiled and nodded. 
            “Glinda, you and Jez have lots of magical help,” Wanda said. “Give me Uma.”
            “Give me back all of the Sa’Kor you are holding prisoner.”
            Wanda’s eyes glazed over, a smug smile flirting with her lips. Glinda felt her shoulders tighten. Continuing to hold Captain Pasetta and her company prisoner was a jab. Nothing but petty spite. 
            “No! They trespassed into Winkie Country. They belong to me now.”
            Glinda’s blood ran cold. That was the first time Wanda admitted she had no intentions of releasing them. 
            “Then my Sa’Kor are not available to assist you,” Glinda said. “And I’d never give you Uma anyway.”
            “Then it is your fault if I fail today,” Wanda sneered.
            “No, sister, fault lies firmly on your craven shoulders.”
            “Craven! How dare you!”
            Glinda smiled coldly. “Your fear of being usurped won’t allow you to seek out and cultivate a strong group of Lesser Witches. And Winkie Country produces a lot of very strong witches. I know, because they flock to my Sa’Kor.”
            Winkie witches also went to the other three Countries, as well as joined Imperial service. Glinda couldn’t understand why Wanda could squander such power. She just threw it away without a second thought.
            “If you’re finished posturing, Wanda, then we need to post to our assigned positions and wait for our Good sisters to fly into our traps.”










Chapter 17

            Dorothy’s heart hammered. Everywhere she looked lay misery and despair. Men, women, and children – entire families – lived in squalor on the muddy side streets and back allies. Most wore shades of green, but she saw red, blue, and yellow mixed in as well. All the Countries of Oz and peoples were represented. 
            “So many refugees,” she whispered. “Aren’t there any facilities for them to live in? We can’t leave them out in the weather like this. They’ll get sick and die.”
            The Imperial Party stood upon slow flying carpets, just fifteen feet above the streets of Emerald City. Carpets with bodyguards few all around the Empress, leading the way, above and below. Palace officials trailed behind awaiting her pleasure.
            She was touring the city to get a handle on their situation. It proved far worse than she realized. Dorothy understood sieges were terrible ordeals, but she wasn’t prepared to see what she found.
            “Who is treating the most vulnerable of our people the worse right now?” Dorothy asked. “The Wickeds who chased them into the city? Or us for allowing them to wallow in misery under the open sky?” She looked around at the fine homes and mansions of the nobility and rich. “While surrounded by opulence, no less.”
            She noticed children playing in a pile of trash, laughing and squealing. Happy, playing children always made her smile. But then she realized they weren’t playing. The children were sifting through the trash in search of food.
            “Oh my God! Who is feeding them?”
            “No one,” Locasta said. “They are poor, so cannot afford food.”
            Dorothy couldn’t breathe. Alarmed expressions swept across Nick’s and Locasta’s faces. Wilma grabbed Dorothy’s shoulder to steady her. And then horror turned into rage. Righteous fury!
            “No. NO! That is unacceptable!” Dorothy cried. She turned on Nick, blue eyes blazing. “The Throne controls all food reserves. How is it being distributed?”
            Nick waved over a palace official in green robes, with red decorations. He was a wiry man with a mop of dirty blonde curls and watery eyes. The man bowed repeatedly, looking ready to bolt at any second.
            “Your name and position, please?” Dorothy asked.
            “I am Lord Davar, Vice Minister of Victuals, Bureau of Distribution and Allotment, if it pleases Her Most Serene Highness.”
            She took one step towards him, eyes narrowing. Davar took two steps back on his flying carpet, stopped by an armored palace guard from falling off.
            “So you’re the bastard not feeding the starving people?”
            He gawked at her a second, his mouth opening and closing without uttering a word for a few seconds. 
            “Yes. I mean NO! I’m just doing my job, Your Highness,” he said. “Bureau policy is to auction off a specific amount of foodstuffs every morning. It’s not my job to track who purchases and eats it.”
            Dorothy stared at him until not only Lord Davar started to fidget, but Nick, Locasta, and Wilma as well.
            “Unacceptable, Lord Davar,” she said. “A new policy will be coming out by the end of the day. In the meantime, you will personally supervise more foodstuffs being distributed to the people on the street. Today. Immediately. Hand out smoked meats. Bake more bread and give it to the poor and starving. Today. I will send people out, and they’d better not find anyone who failed to receive anything today. Understand?”
            “Yes, Your Highness.”
            “Go.”
            And go he went. Lord Davar’s flying carpet whipped out of there in a flash. Dorothy turned on Nick again. She caught and held his eyes.
            “I cannot believe you allowed this to happen,” she said.
            “You never said anything,” he cried. “This is the way it’s always been.”
            “I don’t care. You know me,” she said. “You know my heart. You should’ve at the very least said something to me.”
            “In General Chopper’s defense,” Locasta said. “It was an embarrassing oversight by all of us. And it all happened so fast, including your capture, a lot of things we should’ve done were ignored or overlooked for expediency’s sake. I offer my sincere apologies as well.”
            Dorothy paused to take deep breaths. She couldn’t blame them without blaming herself equally. She just couldn’t stop thinking about the poor children eating garbage.
            Walking around the perimeter of the large flying carpet, Dorothy studied the refugees below, and the buildings lining the surrounding streets. It was a wealthy neighborhood on one side, and a warehouse district on the other.
            “Do we know how many people, how many families, are living in the streets?”
            “No, I’m sorry we don’t,” Locasta said. “I will find out.”
            “How many bedrooms are there in the palace?”
            “Oh no,” Nick cried. “You can’t bring…”
            “Stop! I can, and I will,” Dorothy said. “I want a family moved into each of the spare bedrooms. I will provide them with room and board for the duration of the siege. End of discussion.” She indicated the fine homes and mansions to their north. “By Imperial Decree, every home with a spare bedroom must quarter one family per bedroom. They must provide room and board.”
            “Some families might not be able to afford that much extra food,” Locasta said.
            “By Imperial Decree, The Ministry of Victuals will assess a family’s ability to pay, and adjust the required payment accordingly. Anyone unable to pay will receive their food for free. The Throne will pay for it. And furthermore, the Bureau of Distribution and Allotment will only allot exactly what is needed, no more, no less. The rich can eat the same as the poor.”
            “They’re not going to like that,” Nick said, grinning.
            “Good. War sucks,” she said. “We all suffer together. I will also eat the same food the palace kitchens cook for our guests.”
            “You would make a great Good Witch,” Olivia said from above.
            Dorothy looked up to find Olivia and Diana floating above her upon their carpets. They looked a little tired, but gorgeous otherwise. She marveled at how perfect Cardinal Witches especially always looked, even in the worst situations.
            “High praise,” Dorothy said. “Thank you.”
            Olivia and Diana bowed.
            “You wished to see us before we returned to our hosts?” Olivia asked.
            “I did. Nick, please summon the Army High Command and the Beastmen’s leader Ulf to my War Room,” she said. “Ladies, shall we go?”
            “Not ‘ladies,’” Diana said. “It is more proper to address us as ‘sisters.’”
            “I’m not a Cardinal Witch.”
            “You are Empress of Oz, which is a magical position above First Witch,” Olivia said. “That makes you the most powerful Witch in the Lands.”
            “I am not a witch,” Dorothy said. “I haven’t had time to finish my studies. And I lost my Silver Shoes.”
            “A tragic loss,” Olivia said. “But if you put as much time and effort into your studies as you do your little adventures, then you’d already be more powerful than Glinda.”
            “You’ve had a year of studying,” Diana added. “And I was told you showed great promise… If only you’d try harder and stay focused.”
            “You relied too much on the Silver Shoes,” Olivia said. “When you are ready, we’ll help you create a wand. And then you will see what a wonderful Witch you have become.”
            “But in the meantime,” Nick said. “We have a war to fight.”
            Dorothy led the way back to the Emerald Palace. Doors opened at their approach. Guards snapped to attention. People waiting outside the palace cheered. And she found Grand Marshal Picho waiting with his General Staff. The small, rotund Grand Marshal saluted sharply when Dorothy stepped off the flying carpet and strode into the War Room.
            “You summoned us, Your Highness?”
            The palace War Room was an expansive round room with a large round mock-up table in the very center. A very accurate model of Emerald City sat in the exact center, with magically created animations swaying slowly all around it. Dorothy quickly located the black-clad Sa’Kor to the southwest, the yellow-clad Winkie Host centered on the north, and the blue-attired Munchkins centered on the southeast. Tiny animations, ten times larger than the other figures, of the Wickeds stood over their hosts. An even larger figure of Locasta straddled Emerald City.
            “Oh, wait,” Locasta said, extending her wand. She drew a few arcane runes, which glowed in the air, and the animation of Locasta morphed into Dorothy. “You’re back, Your Highness.”
            Locasta’s “Dorothy” stood proud and tall as she straddled the city, pistols on her hips, an Uzi in hand, and katana across her back. She was back in her shorts and sports bra, too, with her long brown hair pulled up in a high pony.
            Ulf led in ten other Beastmen, four of whom were females. All arrived in human form, and wore leather kilts. The females also wore brief halter tops. All looked wild and a little scary.
            “Thank you for coming,” Dorothy said. She indicated the mock-up table. “Shall we begin?”
            They all moved up and around the mock-up table. Everyone watched the Empress intently.
            “I’ve been thinking about this for the last few weeks,” Dorothy started. “Glinda took me to all the Wickeds’ strategy sessions. I’ve studied their mock-up, listened to them plot and plan. And their current strategy is vastly superior to ours, but no one says we can’t steal it and make it our own.”
            “What is their winning strategy?” Nick asked.
            “Take out the Witches,” Dorothy said. “They obsess over Olivia, Diana, and Locasta. Their every ploy and tactic takes in account what the Good Witches will do or not do. And they are right. The Good and Wicked Witches are the heads of respective war beasts. Cut off their heads, and their hosts will evaporate away.”
            Ulf grunted, but said nothing. 
            Olivia looked at her in horror. “You mean, you want us to kill Wanda, Jezebelle, and Glinda? And not in self-defense? Intentionally?”
            Dorothy stared at her a moment. Diana looked equally upset. No one else seemed bothered by the idea. Which made her wonder, just what were the Good Witches trying to do while battling the Wicked Witches? Capture? Wound?
            “If it takes killing them, then yes,” Dorothy said. “But the Wickeds are not trying to kill you. They want to capture you, but only because if you are killed the Land will raise up a new Good Witch to replace you.”
            “And that new Good Witch will probably be even more powerful than me,” Olivia said. “Exactly. That tends to be what the Land does.”
            “So, capture, collar, or otherwise subdue the Wickeds is now our main objective,” Dorothy said. “But if push comes to shove, you have to kill them.”
            Locasta seemed fine with it, but Olivia and Diana didn’t look convinced. She’d have to work on them more later. 
            “I have a plan that I think will bring all the Wicked Witches together,” she continued, indicating the mock-up. Dorothy pointed at the hilltop with a small Scarecrow straddling it. “We will attack Scarecrow to take out their best general. Or so it will seem.”
            “A ploy?” Nick asked. “A distraction?”
            “Nick, immediately after this meeting you will leave and gather your army up here.” She indicated a heavily forested location close behind Scarecrow. “Meanwhile, Ulf, I want you to lead the Beastmen against the Sa’Kor over here. You’re attack against their southern flank will drawn them away from Scarecrow’s position, so will be what the Wickeds see as the true distraction. It will be reinforced when Olivia and her host attack the Winkies’ eastern flank. Glinda and the Wickeds will fly in to not only pull Scarecrow’s dusty butt out of the fire, but to capture… Me.”
            “You?” Nick cried. “You can’t go out in this attack.”
            “You are wrong, my friend. I am the true distraction. I will lead the attack on Scarecrow, so all three Wickeds will focus on me,” she said. “I don’t like to brag, but the Wicked Witches obsess and fight over me more than anything else. They all believe that I am the key to power. They will come after me with everything they have.” She stopped to grin at them. “And I’ll be carrying the Null Stone.”
            That was met with a collective gasp. 
            “That’s right. Once the Wickeds have me where they want me, then I’ll activate the Null Stone. My troops will be ready with chains and slave collars. We’ll subdue the Witches, collar them, and then I’ll deactivate the Null Stone.” She pointed at Olivia and Diana. “And that’s when you two swoop in and carry them away to the palace dungeons.” Dorothy looked at Ulf and the Beastmen. “And if Glinda brings Lion, which I expect her to do, he will be free as soon as I activate the Null Stone.”










Chapter 18

            Emerald City barely crested the horizon to the northeast. Trampled, burnt fields surrounded the hilltop copse of ancient oaks, sycamores, and cottonwoods. The late morning sun beat down like a furnace in the open fields, but a summer breeze kept the shaded hilltop relatively comfortable. 
            Glinda wore a pink and white double-slitted gown of light material. The Silver Stilettos remained cool, despite being thigh boots at the moment. Her Sa’Kor all remained in their traditional tight black leather, but kept cool by enchanting their outfits. Her Lesser Witches also kept up the enchantments of the common Sa’Kor soldiers’ clothes and armor, which was one of the reasons her host was so much more formidable than their foes.
            All Lion wore was an undyed leather loincloth, and Glinda thought that too much.
            “A bubble, O Great One!” Uma called, pointing.
            A tiny black bubble streaked in from the northeast. It flew past Uma, and went straight to Glinda. The Witch held out her hand, palm up. The bubble settled upon it, and then she burst the bubble with her wand.
            “O Great One, the Good Witch of the South is making a run toward the southwest,” a feminine voice said. “She is accompanied by four carpets full of Lesser Witches.”
            “Damn,” Glinda said. “I wanted it to be Olivia.” She frowned at Isobel, and then Uma. “Let’s take her down!”
            Everyone scrambled onto their assigned flying carpets. Glinda shared a carpet with Lion and two Lesser Witches: Bêlit and Thalia. She ordered Lion to kneel in the center of the rug, while she stood before him, and the Lesser Witches stood side-by-side behind him. Glinda controlled her own flying carpet.
            Glinda lifted up first, eased out of the trees, and then took off toward the northeast. The nine other flying carpets accompanying her followed in columns of two. Uma headed the right column of five, with Isobel leading the other of four. Each carpet carried four witches and six soldiers. One of the witches acted as pilot, kneeling at the front edge.
            The hilltop they’d just left had another advantage. It was a junction of Ley Lines. Glinda and her witches tapped that source of magical energy, channeling it through their wands, as they reached out to locate Diana and her contingent of Lesser Witches. It wasn’t easy to locate a Cardinal Witch who didn’t want to be found. In the end, Glinda saw her off in the distance before her magic could do the job.
            “Uma, take your team around as we planned,” Glinda shouted. “Isobel, you’re with me!”
            Uma peeled off with her five carpets. That left Glinda with four carpets of Sa’Kor witches and soldiers, against Diana and her four carpets of just witches. Diana would have the advantage at a distance, but Glinda was all but guaranteed victory if she could close with Diana.
            The Good Witch suddenly changed direction. Not away from Glinda, but more westward. Glinda looked past Diana and spotted a V-formation of flying carpets. The lead carpet had a woman with large white wings.
            “Well met, Jezebelle! Let’s crush Diana between us,” Glinda cried. “Victory is ours!”
            Glinda adjust her course. Diana gave no indication she’s spotted the Sa’Kors bearing down on them. The Quadlings seemed intent on the incoming Munchkins.
            With a signal, Glinda’s Sa’Kor spread out to either side of her. Isobel’s carpet moved up to her right. Two carpets moved up to her left. By that time they were close enough to see Diana’s long red hair streaming out behind her like a banner. The Good Witch wore a white halter top, with red trim, and a red double-slitted skirt. White ankle boots protected her feet.
            Ka-Boom!
            Diana initiated the fight by throwing a thunderbolt at Jezebelle. The Wicked Witch casually deflected it downward. So Glinda cast a spell, sending a long thin tendril of energy looping toward Diana. The Witch concentrated on Diana’s right hand, with her wand. If she could snatch away that wand…
            “It’s Glinda!” one of the Quadling Lesser Witches screamed.
            Diana’s head whipped around just as Glinda’s tendril reached her. The redhead ducked, and jabbed the tendril with her wand. Glinda yelped as she released the spell as quickly as possible. Diana sent a powerful bolt back through the tendril that would knock Glinda unconscious if it reached her.
            “Aaaiiee!” Glinda cried, shaking her right arm. It felt like someone hit her funny bone. “Well played, sister. You almost got me.”
            The Quadling carpets suddenly scattered. The Sa’Kor and Munchkin witches hesitated, before splitting up to go after the fleeing Quadlings. Glinda and Jezebelle stayed on Diana, quickly closing the gap as Diana’s pilot went through evasive maneuvers. Diana and the Lesser Witches on her flying carpet kept up a continuous barrage of bolts and fireballs.
            Diana pulled slightly ahead. Glinda still had a good intercept angle. Jezebelle looked frustrated. Glinda smiled, knowing the Wicked Witch really wanted to fly around with her wings, but the carpet was faster.
            “Watch out!” Thalia cried.
            Diana’s witches tossed objects out to either side. One in front of Jezebelle, and one in front of Glinda’s carpet. The object thrown in front of Jezebelle erupted into a wide fishnet, and Jezebelle flew straight into it.
            Glinda reacted out of pure instinct, diving at a forty-five degree angle. The net deployed a second later, and she barely passed under it. But it allowed Diana to widen the gap between them. Cursing under her breath, Glinda took off after the Good Witch.
            “Do you think we can catch them?” Bêlit asked. “She’s very fast.”
            Glinda cast a spell, reaching out to Diana. Past Diana. And…
            “No. We have her,” Glinda said. 
            Uma and her small force came flying up before Diana’s fleeing carpet. The Good Witch’s pilot turned so suddenly one of the Lesser Witches fell off. Even Diana dropped to all fours. Worse, Diana lost all of her speed. 
            Uma and her carpets swarmed the Good Witch. Diana and her remaining witches fought them off, just barely. Glinda knew if the soldiers were witches, the fight would already be over. But Glinda, Thalia, and Bêlit joined the fray and all advantages were theirs.
            “Yield, Diana!”
            “Make me, sister!”
            Diana lashed out with a searing whiplike spell. That intense energy came right at Glinda, forcing her to leap off her carpet. The energy whip sliced the flying carpet in half, dumping Bêlit and Thalia as well. The three witches used magic to slowly drop to the ground.
            Glinda cast another levitation spell as she dropped to catch and lower Lion safely to the ground. Then she turned her attention back to Diana, casting a percussion spell that hit the bottom of Diana’s carpet, and the percussive force knocked everyone but Diana off.
            Lion landed first, and Glinda came down next to him. The Beastman morphed halfway to his animal form, looking fierce and deadly as he looked around for a foe. 
            With Uma’s command still swarming Diana above, keeping her contained, Glinda could look around to see how the rest of their battle was going. It looked good. Three Quadling carpets were down, overrun by Sa’Kor. Thirty Quadling Lesser Witches were captured, wands taken away. More were falling from the sky, knocked off the remaining two carpets. Sa’Kor waited for them on the ground.
            Glinda touched the wand to her throat, and shouted like thunder, “Diana! We have won! Surrender and I’ll show mercy!”
            “You forget, sister,” Diana replied just as loudly. “I know what your so-called mercy means. I, for one, don’t care for the taste of boot leather.”
            “Oh, your sweet tongue will clean my boots, sister,” Glinda replied, tone ominous. “And so much more.”
            “You sick piece of tras…”
            Uma attacked. Magic blew up between the Cardinal Witch and the quite powerful Lesser Witch. There was no way Uma could win one-on-one, but she had help. And Glinda attacked from the ground with lightning bolts. 
            Thunder and screeching magic energy filled the air, drowning out all other sounds. Glinda suspected they could hear that battle all the way back in Emerald City. 
            Diana held her own. Glinda tensed up. She couldn’t fail again. But the defensive was always the strongest position, and it all depended on how long Diana could hold out. Help would come from Emerald City, probably in the form of Locasta and hundreds of Lesser Witches.
            Time was running out.
            “Bêlit!” Glinda shouted, voice still magically enhanced. “Thalia! I want everyone down here to grab a captured witch. Prepare to slit their throats on my command!”
            “No!” Diana screamed. “That is a violation of the Witches Codex!”
            Glinda looked around. A Sa’Kor witch or soldier had all of the captured witches kneeling, knives at their throats. The witches looked horrified, terrified.
            “Five!” Glinda shouted.
            “Are you mad?” Diana asked.
            “Four!”
            “You’ll go down in history as the worst monster…”
            “Three!”
            The fight around Diana came to a slow stop, as everyone turned to watch. Even Diana stood there with an incredulous expression.
            “TWO!”
            “I yield!” Diana cried. “Please, don’t hurt them. I yield. You win.”
            Glinda pointed the ground before her. “Kneel. Surrender your wand.”
            Diana looked soul-sick. She squirmed and moaned, but her carpet began to descend. Glinda watched her all the way down, with Uma and her carpets hovering above and following her down. The last Quadling flying carpet, with three witches, streaked away to the south.
            Someone has to escape to tell the enemy of my great victory today, she thought.
            Diana landed about thirty paces in front of her. Uma dropped down behind her, wand aimed at the redheaded Witch. The Good Witch of the South paused to breathe, gather herself, and then with supreme grace and dignity, she walked toward Glinda.
            “I will be avenged, sister,” Diana whispered, voice cracking and tears rolling down hot cheeks.
            Glinda saw her lips quivering, hands trembling. Diana looked around at all of her sobbing Lesser Witches, knives still at their throats. She caught Glinda’s eyes, and then gave a single nod.
            “Glinda Upland. You win,” Diana said. She dropped to her knees, lifted her wand cradled in both hands, and whispered, “I surrender my wand to you. My life is yours. I am yours.”
            “Thank you, sister,” Glinda said, plucking the wand from Diana’s hands. “I accept your surrender.”
            Glinda took a moment to savor her victory. She examined Diana’s intricately carved grapevine wood wand, with a large ruby on the butt end. It was quite beautiful and splendidly balanced. And then she handed it to Isobel.
            Isobel handed Glinda a silvery steel collar, open wide on its hinge. Diana’s eyes locked on it, wide and terrified. That enchanted collar would take away her free will. She would become perfectly obedient. Glinda’s slave. Glinda’s plaything.
            “First, though, I believe you mentioned your love of boot leather,” Glinda said in an infuriatingly sweet voice. She moved one bright, silvery booted foot forward. “Kiss it. Lick it, Diana. Time for you, my slave, to lick boot.”
            Diana’s breath whooshed out. It looked like she might swoon, but she pulled herself together, nodded, and dropped to all fours. Diana Sweetwater, Good Witch of the South, slowly lowered trembling lips to the toe of that silvery boot… And kissed it.
            Glinda’s insides melted into a hot mess as Diana gave her boot a big lick from toe to knee. They eyes locked at the end of that lick, and it proved intense. Both understood profoundly their relationship was forever changed. It reminded the former Good Witch of the South of that time when it was her kneeling and licking boot.
            “Open your heart, Diana. This is your life from this moment onward,” Glinda said. “My slave, answering my every desire.”










Chapter 19

            After the Good Witches departed, Dorothy sat down with Military Intelligence officers. They debriefed her on her time with Glinda, trying to glean any and all information that possibility could be of military significance. They avoided the more salacious aspects of slavery to a woman like Glinda Upland, but used magic to help her recount word-for-word strategy meetings between the Wickeds and their senior officers.
            Nick, Locasta, and Wilma accompanied Dorothy. 
            A flashing purple bubble flew into the chamber, passing through the windowless stone walls. It stopped inches in front of Dorothy’s face, not allowing anyone to ignore it. Dorothy poked it with a finger.
            “Sister! We’re in trouble,” Olivia’s hysterical voice cried. “I was ambushed by Wanda moments after leaving Emerald City, so collapse that tunnel! I escaped. Barely. But Diana didn’t! I just got a bubble from her Chief of Staff. Glinda and Jezebelle joined forces and captured Diana!”
            Everyone in that tiny chamber recoiled. 
            Dorothy’s head filled with what Glinda did to her immediately after capture. The sex! The insidious magic! The terrible whippings! A Trifecta of Wickedness that almost broke her. Now sweet, beautiful Diana would suffer that same fate, endure that mind-numbing ordeal. 
            Dorothy lifted her open hand to her lips, palm up. A bright green bubble appeared. 
            “Find a safe place, Olivia,” Dorothy said. “Then contact me via mirror. We’ll start working on a plan here. First thing, we have to discover where Glinda takes Diana.”
            “What will they do to Good Witch Diana?” Wilma asked. “Surely, they wouldn’t dare harm her. The Land wouldn’t like that.”
            “The Land doesn’t punish anyone for bad behavior,” Dorothy said. “It just fills power vacuums.” She looked at Nick, who had the grimmest expression. “They will do…wicked things to her, Wilma. Things designed to break her will. Glinda wants to break and subjugate Diana, so she can control Quadling Country through her.”
            “She just wants to make Good Witch Diana a minion? But if she turns Wicked, won’t the Land replace her in the South?”
            “No,” Nick said. “Diana will only be replaced if completely broken as a Witch, or killed. Glinda doesn’t want another Good Witch to rise up in the South.”
            “So her capture doesn’t really change much,” Wilma said. “I can’t imagine they can break a Cardinal Witch that easily.”
            “Losing Diana is a profound power shift,” Dorothy said. “The Wickeds now effectively have three Cardinal Witches, counting Glinda. We have one. Three to one is what they need to achieve victory.”
            “Quadling Country is effectively out of the war now,” Nick said. “Without their leader, the Red Host will disintegrate and go home.”
            Dorothy considered that. Some would want to stay and fight. How could they recruit them? What would it take to convince at least most of the host to remain?
            “What would Glinda do? What would Scarecrow do?” Dorothy asked. She held up her hand to stop Nick’s answers. “I think they’d send their most capable general to rally the Quadling host.”
            “I agree,” Nick said. “The Quadlings just need a strong leader to keep them focused and confident.”
            “Nick, you are about to disappear. Let word leak out that General Nick Chopper has been dispatched to lead the Quadlings,” Dorothy said. She grinned at him. “That ought to get the Wickeds busy looking for you. It’ll tie up a lot of their resources, as well as occupy a lot of the Witches’ thoughts and concerns. I suspected they’ll become more than a little frustrated in the next few days when they can’t find you.”
            “But I’m not going?”
            “No.”
            “What about the Quadlings?” Locasta asked. “They still need a strong leader.”
            “We’re going to give them Diana,” she said. “I have an idea of how to rescue her, and maybe even rescue Lion at the same time.
            “Ulf, we’ll need your avian shifters to fly reconnaissance and scout out the enemy. They have to locate Lion and Diana. Everything depends on their recon.”










Chapter 20

            “Good girl, Diana,” Glinda purred. Diana knelt at Jezebelle’s feet, slavishly, hungrily licking boot. Specifically, curling her tongue around the Wicked Witch’s tall stiletto heel as she licked its full length. Tiny little sounds of pleasure bubbled out of the subjugated Witch. “Good Witches make the best submissive sex slaves.”
            The redhead rolled back to sit on her legs. She slanted a hateful glare at the smirking Witch.
            “You should know, Glinda,” Diana sneered, blue eyes narrowing. “After all, as soon as you were elevated in the South you bent knee and submitted to being Wicked Witch Cora’s little plaything for the Land only knows how long. Then you slavishly served Scarecrow, before Wanda put you under her stiletto heel last year.”
            Glinda couldn’t speak or move. Horror, humiliation, and fury consumed her all at once. Those memories of submission made her body ache in a way she found wonderfully disturbing.
            Fury won the internal battle, and Glinda pointed her wand at the defiant captive. A pulsating, slimy red tendril erupted from the ground between Diana’s knees. The Good Witch cried out, but it was too late. Another tendril rose up behind Diana, whipped around her neck, and yanked her head back. Kneeling, back bowed, that first tendril penetrated the Witch.
            “Ugggh! You bitch!”
            Two more tendrils came out of the ground to either side, seizing Diana’s arms and holding them wide. And then Glinda stepped up to the Good Witch. She drew a series of tiny runes on Diana’s forehead, and then shouted a single trigger word.
            “Climax!”
            “Aaaaiiieeee!”
            The Good Witch of the South instantly climaxed. There was no suppressing it. Glinda sneered down at her, so helpless and vulnerable. Her body bucked and wiggled, but there was nothing Diana could do to stop the rapid, repeating, over and over, climaxes ravaging her body, mind, and psyche.
            She looked at Jezebelle. “This is how I initially broke Dorothy.”
            What she didn’t say, Wanda had taught her how to do that by using the same spells on her. It proved so devastating emotionally, mentally, and physically, that Glinda added it to her repertoire. 
            “O Great One, what do you want us to do with the captured Lesser Witches?” Uma asked.
            “How many did we capture?”
            “Thirty-nine.”
            “Divide them between us and the Munchkins,” Glinda said. “Let the Munchkins pick the first twenty. We’ll keep the rest.”
            Jezebelle bowed. “That is very kind of you, sister.”
            “You are my favorite, Jez. Making you happy makes me happy,” Glinda said, holding her gaze for a long moment. Then she turned to Uma. “I want our captured witches collared, stripped, and sent back to Upland Castle for indoctrination.”
            “So be it,” Uma said, and bowed as she stepped back and away.
            Glinda watched Diana a few minutes longer, enjoying her salacious little victory. Finally, she spoke the trigger word to end the spells. Diana collapsed boneless, huffing and puffing furiously. As she regained her strength, the Good Witch began to moan and writhe.
            “Defeat looks good on her,” Glinda said. “Diana. Kneel.”
            The Good Witched gasped, and squeaked pathetically. Glinda and Jezebelle stood to either side of her, smirking down at Diana as she slowly gathered her wits enough to obey. Slowly, she pulled herself together and struggled to her knees. 
            “Chin.”
            Diana turned such sad eyes up to Glinda, squeezed them shut, and then lifted her chin. Glinda admired her exposed throat. So slender. So vulnerable. And the enchanted steel collar fit perfectly snug around it. The collar clicked loudly shut.
            “Ooooooh,” Diana cried, eyes popping open as the insidious magic ripped into her body, into her mind. 
            The Cardinal Witch didn’t go down without one last fight. She tried to grab the collar, to yank it off, but the magic wouldn’t allow her to touch it. Diana then screamed, whipping her head back and forth in a vain attempt to defeat the magic. 
            “She still has spirit,” Glinda said. “Diana, you’re going to be so much fun to break, tame, and train.” She grabbed a fistful of fire red hair, yanking Diana’s head back. “Who is your mistress?”
            Diana just looked up at her in horror, mouth opening and closing, but nothing coming out. Glinda yanked her hair again.
            “Who. Is. Your. Mistress?”
            Glinda began speaking a spell, placed her splayed left hand over Diana’s heart, and then kissed her. The kiss was the spell’s trigger. Once again, the Good Witch’s insides exploded with orgasmic pleasure. Mind searing pleasure.
            “You are my slave, Diana. You obey me without hesitation,” Glinda whispered into her ear. “I am your mistress. Say it. I am your mistress.”
            “Y-Y-You are my mmmistress,” the Good Witch stammered. 
            Glinda released her, allowing Diana to collapse once again. She stood, smoothed her clothes, and then smiled at Jezebelle.
            “Well, wasn’t that fun?” Glinda then lifted her palm to her lips, summoning a message bubble. “To Scarecrow and Wanda Darquehart. Gather at Scarecrow’s headquarters. Jez and I have captured Diana Sweetwater. We will parade her before the troops, and then enjoy some very public quality time with her.”
            A little puff sent the pink bubble away, where it split in two as it flew. A satisfied smile spread across her face. They did it. It wasn’t Olivia, the reigning First Witch, but Diana’s capture all but guaranteed their victory.
            “You can ride with me on my carpet, sister,” Jezebelle said. “Since yours was destroyed in the fight.”
            “Thank you. I’d like that.”
            Glinda turned to Isobel, ordering Diana placed in chains for transportation. She watched as Diana’s arms were pulled back and locked together at her elbows and wrists. Then shackles were locked around her ankles. Finally, Isobel used her wand to lift the Good Witch up and deposit her on Jezebelle’s flying carpet.
            Sa’Kor soldiers on horseback arrived. Glinda’s captured witches were turned over to them, and promptly marched away, with Bêlit and Thalia accompanying them to ensure they stayed subjugated. One and all were naked, collared, and looked absolutely devastated and miserable. But soon, they would be loyal Sa’Kor witches.
            With Lesser Witches arrayed all around them, Glinda and Jezebelle took Diana around Emerald City and to Scarecrow’s hilltop command camp. The closest allied soldiers were assembling below the hill. Most were Winkie, with Sa’Kor being the next largest group, and a few Munchkins. Scarecrow and his senior officers waited impatient outside his pink and red striped pavilion. 
            As soon as Jezebelle landed, Glinda cast a short spell that unlocked Diana’s shackles. Another spell sent a very thin pink tendril of energy to the ring in the captured Witch’s collar, allowing Glinda to yank Diana to her feet.
            “Behold!” Glinda’s voice boomed across the battlefield all the way to the walls of the city. “The Good Witch of the South, Diana Sweetwater, is defeated. This pathetic excuse for a Cardinal Witch has accepted me as her mistress, and now obeys my every desire.”
            The Wicked troops cheered, but Glinda watched the turmoil atop the city walls. Yes, they were watching. They heard. They knew! She could only imagine what a devastating blow to their hopes and moral the loss of Diana was to them.
            Glinda dispelled the magical leash, and cast another spell that caused Diana’s brief halter top to unravel and disintegrate into dust. The troops gasped at the Good Witch’s naked breasts, so Glinda grinned when she cast the same spell on Diana’s long skirt.
            “Look at that. Diana really is a natural redhead,” Jezebelle shouted. 
            Wanda came flying in at that moment. The Wicked Witch scowled and snarled at Glinda and Jezebelle. Glinda already knew she failed to capture Olivia, so had to be feeling no little humiliation at their success. And then she turned her attention on Diana, and a cruel smile spread across her face.
            “I’ve wanted to get my hands on you for a long time, Diana,” she said. 
            “Diana. Kneel,” Glinda commanded. The Good Witch never hesitated. The collar ensured that. She dropped to her knees, still facing the marshaled soldiers. “Diana. Lick Wanda’s boots.”
            The troops gasped. Silence fell so profoundly that Glinda could hear men shouting way off on the city walls. And then Diana dropped to all fours, and started crawling toward the Wicked Witch of the West. Slow and sensual, she crawled up to Wanda and lowered her lips to the toe of one boot.
            And she licked it. Licked it again, and again, and again. Diana licked that black thigh boot from pointy toe to sky high stiletto, and then upward. And after she licked every square inch of the first boot, she started on the other. Wanda watched with a look of wicked glee. Glinda half expected Wanda to lift her short skirt and command Diana to keeping licking her way upward.
            That would be a show to remember for the troops.
            “General Scarecrow,” Glinda shouted. “My horse!”
            Scarecrow motioned to a Sa’Kor officer, who hurried away. A moment later, the officer returned with a spirited white stallion. Glinda opened the saddlebags and pulled out a coiled up red braided leather leash. Twenty feet long, she’d previously used it to lead Dorothy around when she visited the Sa’Kor soldiers on the front lines.
            “Diana. Heel,” Glinda commanded. She attached the leash, before mounting the stallion. “Commanders!”
            Company commanders responded with, “Company!”
            “Attention!” Glinda commanded with her booming voice. The soldiers all snapped to attention. “Time to parade our beautiful trophy!”
            Digging her heels into the stallion’s flanks, Glinda got him into a trot that Diana could keep up with. She paraded the jogging Witch from one end of the first rank, to the other, and then paraded her before the second rank, and the third, and the forth…










Chapter 21

            “There goes Jezebelle,” Locasta said, pointing toward the Wickeds’ headquarters.
            All Dorothy could see in the moonless night was a flutter of white for about three seconds. She did fly away from the hilltop encampment. The Empress leaned into the crenel, squinting, trying to see… Anything.
            The hilltop camp had been in celebration ever since Diana’s capture earlier that day. All of the humiliations Glinda put her through filled Dorothy’s head. Public humiliations. Private humiliations. And it all revolved around the kinkiest sex. Very quickly Dorothy lost all sense of reality, not knowing up from down, left from right. 
            Dorothy wanted to fly out and engage the Wickeds right away. Nick, Locasta, and the others all insisted they wait for nightfall. Olivia rejoined them midafternoon, and they settled on a plan of action. Lesser Witches and avian Beastmen kept vigilant watch to ensure Good Witch Diana was not taken away. Meanwhile, Locasta had a known Winkie spy whom she sometimes fed false information.
            “And there goes Wanda,” Locasta said. “It’s working.”
            Dorothy smiled. Wanda especially had to worry about the “leaked” attack. She didn’t have any Lesser Witches to protect her ground forces. The scheduled attacks on the Munchkin and Winkie headquarters were still to come. The plan was to first draw the two Cardinal Witches away, leaving only Glinda at Scarecrow’s headquarters. 
            “Give them a few minutes to get far away,” Dorothy said. “And then we’ll hit them hard.”
            The main objective was to rescue Diana, and hopefully Lion. Dorothy really wanted to capture Glinda as well. If possible. That would prove a devastating blow to the Wickeds power base. With Glinda in Imperial custody, Dorothy was sure she could force the Sa’Kor to return to their castle and garrisons.
            Fifty flying carpets became a beehive of activity as the men and women, soldiers and witches, prepared to attack on Dorothy’s command. All were dressed like Dorothy in very dark, almost black, green long-sleeved shirts and loose trousers. All armor was stained black. They occupied the top of the five wall towers closest to the Wickeds headquarters, Dorothy in the center.
            “Mount up,” Dorothy commanded after about ten minutes. She was supposed to wait thirty, but thoughts of Diana’s terrible ordeal couldn’t be suppressed. “Diana can’t wait any longer.”
            Wilma moved up close to her charge. Dorothy carefully kept her eyes averted. The werewolf came to the party completely naked. She would fight in wolf form, and didn’t want any pre-battle “entanglements.” 
            Nick and Locasta had their own flying carpets. Each carpet carried six witches and four armored soldiers. Both the soldiers and the witches were members of the Imperial Army’s elite commandos. Even the soldiers’ armor was freshly enchanted to deflect magical attacks.
            “Locasta,” Dorothy said, pulling her sword. “Now.”
            The former Good Witch of the North cast a spell, and sent a signal to all the carpets at the same time. A brief, narrow gap opened in the city’s magical shield. Dorothy’s witch pilot lifted the carpet up, and shot through the gap in a flash. The Empress felt magic grip her, holding her security in place, as the flying carpet accelerated at amazing speed. Looking left and right, she saw fifty flying carpets with dark-clad combatants on-line and bearing down on the hilltop headquarters.
            Dorothy smiled. Locasta was also tasked with sending a magical signal to the other two attack forces. A hundred more flying carpets were already outside the city, hiding in the countryside, with six/four teams of witches and soldiers. Fifty were tasked with attacking the Winkie headquarters, while the other fifty attacked the Munchkin headquarters. The plan was to catch the Wicked Witches halfway between their host’s headquarters, and the High Command headquarters with Glinda and Diana. Wanda and Jezebelle would have to decide to either defend their headquarters, or help Glinda keep Diana.
            Dorothy bet Wanda and Jezebelle cared more about their personal power and personnel than Glinda and her dreams of Imperial Glory. Even Glinda couldn’t fight off three hundred Army witches, plus Locasta. On top of that, Olivia was hitting Glinda from the north at the same time, bringing another hundred Lesser Witches.
            The two hundred Imperial commandos were really there to dispatch non-magical personnel. Most of the real fighting would be between witches.
            They flew low, just ten feet above the blood-soaked battlefield. Straight as an arrow they went, not slowing down until the last second. Again, Dorothy felt magic tighten its grip on her as they practically slammed to a stop inches above the ground and outside of a brightly lit pavilion.
            Guards shouted the warning, and a bugler began trumpeting the alarm. 
            “Follow me!” Dorothy shouted, and charged off her flying carpet. 
            The Ozian commandos shouted their battle cries and stormed the pavilion. They hit it like a tidal wave, bowling the massive tent down upon those inside. Winkie, Munchkin, and Sa’Kor soldiers cried out as Ozians cut them down with swords and spells. Dorothy spotted more senior officers fighting her force than common soldiers.
            “Glinda! Where are you hiding, you filthy bitch?” Dorothy shouted.
            The Wicked soldiers and witches quickly cut their way free of the thick fabric holding them down. They faced off with the Ozians, with soldiers up front and witches behind. Dorothy spotted Glinda, Lion, and Diana in back. Lion had Diana over his shoulder, and it looked like they intended to flee.
            “You can run, but you can’t hide, Glinda!”
            “Dorothy!” Glinda cried, looking excited. “You came back to me!”
            “I came back to kill you!”
            Olivia and her Lesser Witches plowed into the back of the Wicked force. Glinda turned to battle the Good Witch, and the night lit up with their fight. Dorothy looked around for Glinda’s deadly shadows, Uma and Isobel. Both of those Sa’Kor were as powerful as Locasta, but all she saw were common Lesser Witches. And not that many.
            “Don’t allow Lion to escape with the Good Witch!” Dorothy commanded. “Nick, try to catch them.” Then she spotted Scarecrow crossing swords with three Imperial commandos. “There’s Scarecrow! Ten thousand pounds to the person that destroys him! Burn every last straw of his existence!”
            “Ouch! I love your mean-streak, Dorothy,” Scarecrow said, and thrust his sword into the throat of one of the commandos, before whipping it out and around to slash the throat of another. “I want you so badly right now.”
            An angry shout, followed by a night-shattering roar, pulled her eyes over to Nick and Lion. The two massive men grappled, wrestling, each with his hands around the other’s throat. Diana lay sprawled, barely conscious, at their feet. 
            Glinda backed up near Lion as she battled Olivia. Dorothy’s heart soared. They were winning! They were going to rescue Diana, save Lion, and capture Glinda! The operation she’d planned would exceed everyone’s expectations.
            We could win the war right here tonight.
            “Don’t let them get on the carpet!” Olivia cried. “Diana is already on it!”
            Dorothy looked to the ground between Glinda and Lion. Diana did indeed lie upon a red and pink flying carpet spread out there. Her heart skipped a beat. And then her eyes were pulled up to dark shapes flying in from the southwest.
            “No! No!” Dorothy cried. “Sa’Kor witches!”
            Two prongs came in. Uma led the first wave of airborne witches, coming up behind Glinda. Then Isobel came in from the northwest with another formation of carpets. The night sky lit up with fireballs and lightning bolts. Imperial witches and commandos explode all around, at the same time entire flying carpets full of witches were shredded by crisscrossing lightning bolts. 
            Dorothy had never seen such carnage, and happening so fast and furious. She calculated the Imperials had the advantage of numbers, but the Sa’Kor had the advantage of height and surprise. And the fearsome Sa’Kor reputation didn’t help Dorothy’s cause. 
            “Don’t let them escape,” Dorothy cried when Glinda stepped onto her flying carpet. 
            Glinda then used a spell to yank Lion onto her carpet, before unleashing a percussion spell that knocked everyone within fifty feet flat on their back. Dorothy and Wilma went tumbling back.
            “They’re airborne,” Olivia shouted. “Return to the city!”
            “No,” Dorothy cried, but her forces were already racing back to the carpets. 
            They couldn’t win the fight now. So she led Wilma back to her carpet and waited for the rest to mount. Once everyone still alive had returned, they lifted up and whipped away. Glinda and the Sa’Kor chased them all the way back to the city. But Locasta opened the shield just long enough for the Imperials to enter. Fifteen Sa’Kor carpets full of witches crashed into the shield, and suffered the terrible consequences.
            “We failed,” Dorothy whispered.
            “We still hurt them,” Wilma said.
            “We failed to rescue Diana and Lion, and Glinda is still free and healthy,” Dorothy said. “Nick! Olivia! Locasta!” When the three of them looked her way, “To the War Room. We can’t wait for their retaliation. We have to strike first, and decisively. I have an idea.”










Chapter 22

            Dorothy’s attack force split up. The commando witches and soldiers returned to their garrisons, while the Empress led the rest back to the palace. They went straight to the War Room. It waited empty and dark. 
            Locasta cast a spell, lifting her wand and swirling it. The room lit up brightly. After they encircled the mock-up table, Locasta then cast another spell that created all of the little animations of the different armies and Witches. Scarecrow remained at his headquarters, while Wanda could be seen fighting at her headquarters camp. Jezebelle looked like she was having a temper tantrum. Dorothy, Olivia, and Locasta stood face-to-face-to-face over the city.
            Glinda and Diana were nowhere to be seen.
            “Do we have to look like we’re about to have a threesome?” Dorothy asked.
            Locasta pointed her wand, and the three figures stood straighter and folded their arms.
            “Better,” Dorothy said. “Now where are Glinda and Diana?”
            “I don’t know,” Locasta said.
            “She’s cloaked herself from the eyes of magic,” Olivia said. “It won’t last long.”
            “How do you know that?”
            Olivia smiled at Dorothy, “Because, that would require she not use magic, and it’s almost impossible for any witch to go more than a few hours without casting a spell. The magic will see her again as soon as she casts a spell.”
            “We don’t even think about it most of the time,” Locasta said. “We’re constantly casting little spells to do the simplest things. Most of which a mundane person wouldn’t even notice.” She reached over with her wand and tapped Wilma on the head. Light sheathed the naked woman, and left her fully clothed when it faded away. “Better.”
            “Thank you,” Olivia said. “I so wanted to cover her, but I don’t know her well enough to just do it.”
            Dorothy’s jaw dropped. She’d never seen a Witch do that. Oh, they changed their own clothes with magic constantly. Never another individual.
            “Thank you, Locasta,” Dorothy said. “I didn’t want to say anything, but I find Beastmen’s casual disregard for nudity a little unsettling. And she looks gorgeous on top of that.”
            Wilma looked uncomfortable in something Locasta would’ve worn: Purple double-slit gown, sleeveless, with small entangled blue dragons. Matte black thigh boots sheathed her legs, and left the werewolf looking a little unsteady atop tall stiletto heels.
            “I’ll get her a talisman that’ll store her clothes when it’s time to shift,” Locasta said. She turned to Wilma. “Just don’t damage those clothes. That’s one of my favorite outfits.”
            “Back to our problem,” Dorothy said, pausing to look each of them in the eyes. “Glinda has gone undercover to whisk Diana away. That’s clear enough. I suspect they are heading for Glinda home base, Upland Castle. She’ll want to secure Diana from rescue after tonight.”
            The impregnable castle lay too far away to be on the mock-up table. For the first time, Dorothy’s mind began working on a way to get inside that hated castle.
            “Our distractions to draw Wanda and Jezebelle away worked perfectly,” Nick said. “I’ll get with the spy boss after this meeting. I want all our eyes and ears open and searching for Diana until we locate her. Then we just have to come up with a way to separate her from Glinda long enough to rescue her.”
            “Easier said than done,” Olivia said. “Glinda hasn’t survived so long by being a fool.”
            “She jumped feet first into Scarecrow’s trap.”
            “True, Nick, but Glinda thought Scarecrow was her friend,” the Good Witch said. “I doubt she believes anyone is her friend nowadays. I suspect she is suspicious of everyone, and double suspicious of Wanda and Jezebelle.”
            Everyone smiled at that. No one trusted Wicked Witches, not even Wicked Witches. Dorothy wondered what the glue was that kept their little threesome together. It had to be more than just the lust for power. Nothing she saw during her six weeks of slavery revealed anything but distrust and animosity. Well, both Glinda and Wanda did seem intent on Jezebelle, like she was the key or something. Though, she suspected each just wanted to spite the other by making Jezebelle like her more.
            “Also speak to the spy boss about spreading rumors of trysts between Glinda and Jezebelle, and Wanda and Jezebelle,” Dorothy said. “Both Witches seem intent on winning the Wicked Witch of the East’s affections, even while believing Jezebelle the weakest link in their chain.”
            They all stared at Dorothy a moment.
            “Weakest link?” Nick said. “You come up with the oddest, yet perfect analogies.” 
            “So clever,” Olivia said, nodding. “So, that’s our plan? Locate Diana, and then find a way to rescue her from Glinda?”
            “Well, when you put it that way… No,” Dorothy said. She stared at the mock-up for the Emerald City siege. “By capturing one of our Good Witches, the Wickeds have taken the advantage in the air battle and magical battle. So we have to return the favor, and lure one of their Witches into a trap.”
            “Jezebelle Silvermane,” Locasta said. Everyone looked at the Wicked Witch’s animation southeast of the city. She’d calmed down and just sat nodding, as if receiving reports. “She’s their weakest link.”
            “No. Neither Glinda nor Wanda would be overly concerned if we captured her, as long as they still had Diana,” Dorothy said. “They might be trying to win her heart and loyalty, but neither thinks that highly of her magical ability, or her battle savvy.” She pointed at Wanda. “The very volatile Wicked Witch of the West, on the other hand, might be easier to lure into a trap. Provided we offer her the right bait.”
            “I agree with your analysis,” Olivia said. “Glinda and Wanda together are more powerful than Locasta and I. Since I’m First Witch, Locasta and I would be slightly more powerful than Glinda and Jezebelle. And I think we could break the siege if we captured Wanda.”
            Nick and Locasta agreed with that assessment. Dorothy did as well. Still, rescuing Diana and Lion remained her priority.
            “Then we’re agreed that Wanda is our target,” Dorothy said. “I don’t think Glinda and Wanda would trade Diana for Jezebelle. Glinda would reluctantly trade Diana for Wanda.”
            “Honestly, I think we should take our time in any prisoner swap,” Nick said. “With Wanda neutralized, her host scattering to the winds, we could do a lot of damage to the Munchkin and Sa’Kor.”
            “You would leave Diana and Lion to wallow in Glinda’s dark debauchery?” Dorothy asked, eyes wide. “Do you understand just how kinky and depraved the Wickeds are?”
            “I have an idea.”
            “I don’t think you do,” Dorothy said. Her heart raced. She struggled to keep down memories best left in the dark recesses of her mind. “Otherwise, you’d have never even considered that option. No. Diana and Lion must be rescued first and foremost.”
            “I can get word to Wanda through the Winkie spy,” Locasta said. She grinned with glee. “Wanda will believe what we feed them. I’m confident we can lure her into a trap.”
            “Perfect,” Dorothy said. She looked at Nick and wagged her brows. “We’re going to let her spy find out that you, the Legendary Nick Chopper, has finally left the city to take charge of the leaderless Quadling host. Also say that Good Witch Olivia’s wand was damaged in the failed rescue attempt, so is off making a new wand. And that I, the Empress her own sweet self, has snuck out of the city to gather up my scattered army outside the city.”
            “What?” Nick cried. “No. You can’t leave the city again. You can’t risk yourself for any reason.”
            The others all nodded vigorously. Dorothy frowned at them. 
            “Sorry, but I’m not the sitting pretty while all the big strong men do the dirty work kind of girl,” she said. “I cannot ask anyone to risk his or her life, if I’m not willing to risk my own. We’re all in this fight together. We’re all in danger every day. But I think I know Wanda just a little better than you, Nick. She wants me. Wanda Darquehart wants me in her power so badly it hurts. And I’m going to give her that chance to take me. I’m the bait.”










Chapter 23

            Black flying carpets with black-clad Sa’Kor witches swarmed around her. None of them did anything to impede the Wicked Witch’s carpet, until a black carpet with red detail and fringe shot up from the encampment below. Wanda recognized the sole rider as Isobel.
            “Greetings, O Great One,” Isobel said, and bowed. “Welcome. My mistress is eager to meet with you. Jezebelle Silvermane is waiting as well.”
            Jezebelle was with Glinda that early in the morning? Wanda’s heart raced as her mind processed that information.
            Did Jez spend the night with Glinda? How often does this happen? Wanda wondered. What are they plotting?
            She noticed Isobel’s eyes dropped to the redhead curled up at her feet. Wanda looked down at Diana, so miserable and pathetic. She’d enjoyed a very invigorating night with the vanquished Cardinal Witch.
            “Is Jezebelle here to claim Diana for a night of fun and games?”
            “I am not at liberty to speak on that,” Isobel said, still smiling.
            The beautiful platinum blonde could be Jezebelle’s sister. At the moment, Isobel was clad in her skin-tight Sa’Kor catsuit, long hair pulled back in a thick braid. Wanda also wore all black, but a risqué little black leather dress and boots. Poor Diana didn’t have a stitch to protect her from the wind, or Wanda’s hands.
            “Follow me, please,” Isobel said, and headed back to her mistress.
            Wanda followed, her sharp eyes studying how Glinda and her Sa’Kor laid out their command camp. There were two pavilions, one brown and the other black. The brown pavilion had black clad Sa’Kor coming and going, with its sides rolled up to let in the early morning breeze. The black remained sealed. Glinda’s residence in the field. Her command center, while the brown belonged to General Alizan. 
            Three concentric circles of earthen trenches and wooden palisades encircled the encampment. The trenches looked deeper than what Winkie’s dug, and the log palisades looked taller.
            Glinda and her Sa’Kor are all a bunch of overachieving bitches, Wanda thought.
            She landed next to Isobel, while the Lesser Witches remained in the air and circling above. Sa’Kor guarded the entry, and encircled the pavilion. Wanda paused to study the thick arcane shield surrounding the two pavilions. Impressive. 
            She puts too much time and effort into her defenses.
            All that time and effort would be lost the second they moved to another location, and they’d have to create new shields from scratch. Wanda couldn’t understand why Glinda did it, except it was a trait of all Good Witches. Jezebelle erected magical defenses, but not anywhere close to what Glinda did. Whereas, Olivia and Diana put a lot of magical effort protecting their armies’ command staff.
            The guards pulled the entry flaps open as she approached with Isobel, Diana following on a leash and collar. Wanda’s breath caught when her eyes locked on Glinda and Jezebelle standing face-to-face. Foreheads and breasts pressed together, holding hands, the two Witches spoke very intimately. 
            “O Great One!” Isobel called out. “You have a visitor. Wanda Darquehart has returned with Diana Sweetwater.”
            Glinda and Jezebelle stepped back from each other swiftly, and turned to face the newcomer. Wanda gave Jezebelle a speculative look, and Glinda a wary one. Wanda understood Glinda’s seductive powers all too well.
            “I am just here to return Diana so Jezebelle can have her promised night with her,” Wanda said. “I enjoyed my night with Diana immensely. She responds very well to tight bondage and discipline. Almost as responsive as you, Glinda. What is it about you Quadlings that make you such amazing submissives?”
            Glinda stiffened, eyes hardening. Then she smiled. “I guess it’s because we have hearts. You should try reviving yours and see how it opens up the world.”
            Jezebelle looked impressed by Glinda’s stupid little jab. 
            Looking at Jezebelle, Wanda indicated Diana. “She’s all yours, sister.”
            Diana was given to Scarecrow and his senior staffs of Winkies and Munchkins that first night. The Good Witch had to slavishly answer their every desire and urge, all while the three Witches watched. And then Glinda, as the one who actually captured her, got her next. Wanda claimed her on the third night of Diana’s captivity.
            “Thank you, sister,” Jezebelle said. She turned to Glinda. “I’ll come back for her this afternoon, after she’s been cleaned up.”
            “She’ll be ready, sister,” Glinda said. “Now, we have an opportunity. The Empire is at its weakest with Diana’s fall. I’ve already ordered Scarecrow to put more pressure on their defenses. We’ve been indulging ourselves at Diana’s expense, so it’s time for the three of us, and our Lesser Witches, to start tearing down the city’s shield again. I think each of us should attack the shield on our side of the battleground to degrade it overall, and after a few days we can decided on a spot to concentrate on.”
            Jezebelle didn’t object to starting before she had her night with Diana, so Wanda wondered what Glinda promised her in private. Those two were up to something. Hopefully, it was just rubbing their bodies together all night, but the Wicked Witch of the West had a bad feeling Glinda only wanted vengeance. And Jezebelle was just too eager to please everyone to see how Glinda used her.
            “Come, Jez, let’s go,” Wanda said, more a test than anything. Would Jezebelle want to hold back? Would Glinda ask Jezebelle to stay a little longer? “Let’s leave Glinda to get started cleaning up the mess I left on Diana.”
            The Wicked Witch of the East never hesitated following her out of the pavilion. Glinda didn’t call out, or look upset. Was Glinda just messing with her head?
            “So, Jez, tell me – ”
            Wanda’s eyes locked on the pulsing purple bubble streaking towards her. She held out her left hand, palm up. The message bubble gently landed. She poked it with her wand.
            “Greetings, O Great One, this is Xannar,” a deep-throated male voice said. “I have overheard Empress Dorothy, Locasta, and General Chopper speaking of their immediate plans and their defensive situation. Good Witch Olivia is off to an unknown location to replace or repair her wand, which was damaged in their failed rescue attempt. General Chopper is about to depart to take command of the Quadling host. And the Empress plans to leave the city as well. She is going to meet with the commanding officers of the Imperial units scattered across the north. She’ll be in the town of Gessa in eight days.”
            “That’s it?” Jezebelle asked. “Not the route Dorothy will take? Will she be on foot, horseback, flying carpet? How many bodyguards? How many witches? He didn’t even tell us the route Chopper will take? And what about Locasta, what is she – ”
            “Calm down, Jez,” Wanda said, grinning with wicked glee. “He gave us enough. Olivia is down and out for a few days. Nick will be far to the south. And Dorothy is coming to us. It doesn’t matter if she has a thousand men guarding her. I will take her.”
            Jezebelle stared at her a moment, and then turned back toward the pavilion. “We have to inform Glinda of this development.”
            “No!” Wanda snapped, grabbing the other Witch’s arm.
            “Are you crazy?” the blonde Witch said.
            “Apparently,” she said. Wanda pressed up close and personal. Jezebelle responded as expected, and got excited. So Wanda kissed her. “We’ll tell Glinda about Olivia. That’s something we can exploit right away. But the information about Dorothy is just our secret.”
            “I don’t like lying to Glinda, or you,” she said. “Glinda says we have to be absolutely honest with each other, or bad things could happen.”
            “We’re not exactly lying to her. We’re just delaying giving information we have,” Wanda said. “Listen. Dorothy hurt me. She hurt me badly. My soul screams for vengeance.”
            The idea of torturing Dorothy made her insides all warm and fuzzy, but Wanda’s thoughts locked on one thing. Her private obsession. The pistol. She wanted it back. Since Glinda held all of Dorothy’s other weapons, then she had no choice but repair it. That meant by capturing Dorothy, Wanda would take possession of a working pistol again. And Glinda wouldn’t know it.
            “We’ll tell Glinda about Dorothy after we capture her,” Wanda said. “After all, Glinda has Diana. I deserve Dorothy.”










Chapter 24

            Dorothy shifted in the saddle, looked all around. It’s felt like someone was watching her from the moment she left Emerald City. She expected ambushes around every bend. The sky was not her friend either, for it was a superhighway for witches, Good and Wicked.
            Birds sang in the trees, and frogs sang of their need to breed after the recent rains. They all loved the humid early morning heat. Dorothy felt it profoundly, wearing snug trousers stuffed in knee boots, a long sleeve shirt to protect her arms from scratches, and a wide brimmed hat to protect her face from the sun and occasional rain. She was armed with a sword on her left hip and an empty pistol on her right.
            The road might be a muddy mess, but their troupe was all ahorse. No wagons to bog down. Using pack horses meant they had to buy food along the way, but could move more swiftly.
            Riding beside her, Wilma grimaced, shifted, and stood up in her stirrups. At least she didn’t rub her butt again, but the fifty cavalrymen behind them perked up. Dorothy smiled. The Beastman beauty was the only one more miserable in the saddle.
            “Don’t worry, you get used to it eventually.”
            Wilma slanted a doubtful look. “I pray this war is over long before I get used to this torture. The horses can’t like it either.”
            Dorothy shrugged. “The horses get used to it, too. It is their lot in life.”
            Back in Kansas, Dorothy had horses on the farm. She enjoyed riding, but never spent days and weeks in the saddle. Indeed, in the year and a half Dorothy had spent back on Oz, it felt like she’d spent more time in the saddle than her entire life back in Kansas. 
            “We’re almost to Gessa,” Wilma said. She touched the blue crystal on a leather cord around her neck. “I really should go furry.”
            Dorothy smiled at the enchanted crystal Locasta gave Wilma. With just a word, Wilma could magically strip naked. Another word, and the clothes stored in the crystal would instantly sheath her body. The clothes-hating Beastman chose a loose shirt, loose trousers, and sandals. Wilma hated shoes more than any other piece of clothing.
            “We discussed this, Wilma,” Dorothy said. “You can be a wolf on the way back.” She looked around the forest road, which freaked her out. “You’ve already scouted our route, so we know we’re safe all the way into Gessa.”
            “Can we ride faster?”
            “No. We’re trying to project an image of unaligned people heading away from the war,” she said. “It’ll all be over in a few minutes.”
            That realization took Dorothy’s breath away. They truly were riding up on a pivotal moment in the war. If they captured Wanda, the balance would be restored between Good and Wicked. Failure, and Wicked defeats Good.
            They rounded a bend and spotted the treeline ahead. Farmlands spread out and around the town of Gessa. A town supposedly still loyal to the empire. The soldiers behind them began loosening swords, preparing themselves for battle. 
            Dorothy tried not to think about the fact she was leading some of them to their deaths. Men might die that day. Maybe witches. Maybe even Cardinal Witches. 
            She led her men out of the woods and towards the town. Gessa looked like a thousand other small towns all across the empire. Indeed, it was so small Dorothy’s twenty-first century mind struggled to think of it as a town. Maybe a hundred families lived within the log palisade perimeter walls, and most of them farmed the fields surrounding the town. Really, it was just a walled village in Dorothy’s mind.
            The wet wood looked almost black as they approached the open gate. The only towers stood to either side of the gate. Most of the structures inside the town stood taller than the walls. Dorothy spotted half-timbered houses with wood shingles, so they looked just as dark as the palisades.
            “What a cheerful looking place,” Dorothy muttered.
            “It smells worse,” Wilma said.
            Dorothy had to agree. Towns and cities tended to stink. Some worse than others. It all depended on how diligent the residents were about waste removal. Few had underground sewers, with most opting for their streets to be designed to wash human and animal waste out when it rained.
            They rode up to the city gate. Guards stepped out to block their entry.
            “Declare yourselves!”
            “We’re just some weary travelers eager to stop for a meal, rest our mounts, and move on before noon,” Dorothy said.
            “Awful well-armed travelers.”
            “The roads are dangerous in these trying times, my friend,” she replied.
            The guards looked unhappy. “Do you have any trade goods?”
            Ah, they want to milk some money out of us. Dorothy smiled. “I’m afraid not.”
            Three of the guards spoke in hushed tones, before waving them through. They found the streets full of people going about their lives. But as they pushed deeper into the city, Dorothy noticed furtive looks being cast her way. And then she realized everyone was slowly melting away, returning to their homes where they locked the doors and shutters.
            Dorothy’s senses instantly went on high alert. It didn’t appear the guards were in cahoots with Wanda, but the behavior of the citizenry spoke otherwise. So she had no doubt the Wicked Witch was laying in ambush. Placing a hand over the pistol, she smiled.
            I have her precious, she thought. Does that make me Frodo?

            “Look alive, boys,” she whispered, eyes scanning all windows and rooftops. “We’re in the red zone.”
            “The what?” Wilma asked.
            “Never mind,” she said. “Wanda could be anywhere.”
            Wilma shook her head woefully. “I know you think Wanda is coming alone, but I’m afraid we’re going to get jumped by Glinda and Jezebelle, too.”
            “Shut up. Don’t jinx us.”
            Every town had a town park. It served the same purpose as a village green. Some were cultivated into beautiful retreats for the citizens. Others, like in Gessa, were barren earth with random patches of weeds and a few trees. At the moment, temporary fencing had been erected to hold hundreds of sheep.
            “Now I recognize the stench of this town,” Wilma said. “It smells like sheep sh – ”
            Shzzzzk-BOOM!
            That bolt out of the blue came from their upper left. Dorothy’s horse screamed in terror, and tired to take off running. She yanked back on the reins, so the horse started bucking. 
            Shzzzzk-BOOM!
            Dorothy went flying. She heard the yipping of a wolf just before slamming left shoulder first into the ground. It took a few seconds, but intense pain ripped through her, shoulder to foot. She lay paralyzed by it a long second.
            Shzzzzk-BOOM!
            Men shouted, others screamed in agony. Rolling to her knees, holding her shoulder, Dorothy scanned the scene. Those bolts had slaughtered more than half of her men and horses. Bloody body parts – hands, feet, arms, heads – littered the ground. Everything seemed splattered with dripping blood and gore. Wilma laid face-down and unmoving about fifty feet away. Looking up, Dorothy spotted her.
            Wanda grinned with wicked glee as she built up another devastating bolt. The Cardinal Witch stood at the peak of a gable overlooking the park, directly above Dorothy’s location.
            “Wanda! You pieces of shit bitch witch!”
            The Wicked Witch’s eyes swung over to her. Their eyes locked. Dorothy felt the hate and rage within the Witch. 
            “I see you returned my pistol,” Wanda said. “Good! Now DIE!”
            Dorothy pulled the pistol before she remembered. No ammo. Worthless in a fight with a Witch. But how did she strike at Wanda way up there?
            Ka-BOOM!
            A lightning bolt hit the roof between Wanda’s feet, blowing up that entire gable and sending Wanda flying. For half a second, Dorothy thought they’d won. But then Wanda regained her wits, and cast a spell that slowed her fall. She landed twenty feet away and facing Dorothy, between her and Wilma.
            “Give me the pistol, Dorothy,” Wanda snarled.
            Dorothy noted the Witch’s wand was aimed at her chest. A death spell? And then thunder and lightning erupted in the north part of the town. 
            “Kneel, and present your neck.”
            That’s when Dorothy spotted the open slave collar in Wanda’s left hand. She looked around for Olivia and Nick. It had to be the Good Witch that saved her seconds earlier, but where was she? And where was Nick? Did Wanda actually bring Glinda and Jezebelle?
            It sounds like World War III over there, she thought. Then she looked at Wanda, who was stalking towards her. I’m running out of time here!
            Wilma’s head lifted. She looked around. All of her clothes vanished, and she began to shift. Dorothy took a step to the left, just to keep the Witch focused on her.
            “Make me, you pathetic hedge witch.”
            Wanda’s eyes flashed with fury. “I’ll show you what this ‘hedge witch’ can do, Dorothy. And I’m not the sensuous, gentle kind, like Glinda. I will bring the pain and humiliation. I will teach you to fear me more than any other.”
            “If it’s any consolation, I do fear your body odor above all others. Stinky.”
            That made the Witch stop. Just for a second, but it proved enough. Wilma raced up and pounced. The Beastman let out a growl that alerted the Wicked Witch. Wanda tried to dart to the side, but Wilma’s vicious jaws clamped down on her left wrist. The wolf went wild, shaking her head as she gnawed. Flesh ripped, blood flew. Wanda shrieked.
            Dorothy charged them. Halfway there she realized her mistake. She still held the pistol, when she needed the sword. She was almost upon them, about to drop the pistol to pull the sword, when Wanda pressed the tip of her wand against Wilma’s head.
            “No!” Dorothy screamed, and smashed the pistol across the bridge of Wanda’s nose. 
            Wanda wailed, dropping the collar and wand. She fell to her back, while Wilma continued to chew her arm. And that’s when Nick came racing down the street towards her, with a mass of soldiers trailing behind.
            “A little late to the party,” she grumbled. “The fricking princess isn’t supposed to save herself. Read a fairytale.”
            Something fast came over a nearby roof. Dorothy saw blue and white.
            “Jezebelle!” she cried, pointing to Nick’s left rear.
            The Wicked Witch came in like a hawk on the hunt. Then Dorothy spotted Olivia, on a flying carpet, following. 
            “Nick! Hit the ground!”
            To his credit, Nick made a quick hand signal, and dove belly down on the ground. His soldiers all did the same. And just in time.
            Pooosh!
            The biggest fireball Dorothy had ever seen slammed into the street where Nick would’ve been if he hadn’t stopped. Jezebelle cursed, and veered toward Dorothy. In response, Dorothy pointed her pistol at the Wicked Witch of the East.
            “Wanda?” Jezebelle said. A look of horror spread across Jezebelle’s face. “You killed Wanda!”
            Ka-Boom! Ka-Boom!
            Olivia’s timely attack saved Dorothy from Jezebelle’s vengeance. The beautiful Wicked Witch veered away, and beat a hasty retreat. Unfortunately, all bolts eventually hit something. Olivia’s attack blew up two shops, setting the structures on fire.
            Olivia landed next to Dorothy a moment later. “Are you hurt?”
            “No. I can’t stay the same about Wanda.” Dorothy turned to Wilma. “Wilma. Stop! We don’t want her dead.”
            “We don’t?” Olivia asked. She quickly snatched up the Wicked Witch’s wand. “Sometimes, I get the impression you do want her dead.” She paused to stare at the unconscious Wicked Witch. “It would make our lives so much easier, but our objective is to save Diana.”
            Dorothy picked up the slave collar. “God, I hate doing this to anyone. But it’s the only way to subjugate a Witch.”
            Dropping to one knee beside the Witch, Dorothy quickly encircled Wanda’s neck with the powerful talisman. The magic activated the instant the steel collar snapped shut. Wanda’s eyes popped open, huge and startled. She tried to remove the collar, but the magic kept her hands at bay. Wild-eyed, Wanda looked to the ground all around her.
            “Looking for this, sister?” Olivia asked, holding up the Witch’s wand.
            Olivia cast a spell that caused Wanda’s eyes to lose focus, while her body bucked and writhed. She fought the collar’s magic far longer than Dorothy had believed possible. But the outcome was predestined. No one was more powerful than magic itself.
            Wanda relaxed, huffing and puffing.
            “Is she hurt badly?” Dorothy asked.
            Wilma morphed back into a young woman, now naked and distracting. “Good. Let her suffer.”
            “We can’t,” Olivia said. “She’s bleeding pretty badly. She might die if we refuse her healing.”
            “Can you heal her?” Dorothy asked.
            Olivia looked offended. “I think I can manage.”
            “Good. Please. Heal her,” Dorothy said. She looked around at all the destruction and carnage. “And then please, do what you can for my poor soldiers.” 
            “We need to get out of here fast,” Nick said. “The Wickeds will return, and quickly.”
            “I know. Bring up the flying carpets,” Dorothy said. “Load the wounded on first. And then once back in Emerald City, we have to gather and decided on exactly how to phrase my demands to Glinda.”










Chapter 25

            Diana moaned. Lion groaned. Glinda thrust her tongue deep into the Good Witch’s mouth, teasing and toying with her. Diana tugged at the manacles holding her wrists back, while her back bowed dramatically. And Lion continued to plow into the Good Witch like a beast.
            Lion’s intoxicating pheromones filled the air, driving all three of their passions. Glinda’s hand roamed Diana’s spectacular body, fondling, squeezing, caressing. Their lips pressed together, tongues playing, both women groaned wantonly. 
            Eyes fluttering open, Glinda noticed more message bubbles gathered above them in the pavilion. Lots of black bubbles from her Sa’Kor reporting… Something that could wait. Then she noticed a pair of clear bubbles from Scarecrow, and a pulsing blue bubble from Jezebelle.
            Soon, she thought. After Diana gets me off again.
            Why did everyone suddenly want to send her a message when she just wanted to have a little nasty fun? Sometimes she wondered if the Imperials had a spy that alerted them to her activities, so they started something every time she tried to have fun.
            Diana gasped and groaned when Lion grabbed her hair and yanked her head back. That pulled her lips away from Glinda. The hapless Witch trembled, crying out softly with every deep thrust. So Glinda reached down, found her clit, and started rubbing vigorously. The beautiful redhead’s eyes opened wide, incredulous as they pushed her over the top yet again.
            Her belly quivered, breathing ragged, as Glinda and Lion drove poor Diana crazy with pleasure. So the strawberry blonde Witch scooted back, before pushing Diana’s face down between her spread legs.
            “Eat me, my pet,” she sneered. “You are the weakest of all the Cardinal Witches, so only deserve to be my plaything. My slave.”
            Diana obeyed without hesitation. The collar around her neck ensured that. There was no emotional turmoil or doubt. The collar ensured Diana’s sole desire was to please. And she excelled at pleasing.
            “Mmmgh,” Diana moaned, kissing, nibbling, and sucking on her mistress’s sex.
            Glinda watched her intently, a pleased little smile playing with her lips. Victory felt so good. Diana made such a beautiful slave and sex toy. Soon, Dorothy and Olivia would join the Good Witch of the South. And Glinda would ascend to the Emerald Throne.
            Happy thoughts, and Diana’s tongue, pushed the Witch closer and closer. She ground herself against Diana’s mouth, while palming the back of her head. Almost there. Almost…
            A flashing green bubble joined the message bubbles above.
            Glinda froze. She recognized an Imperial Message. A bubble only sent by the Empress of Oz. Dorothy sent her a message? It couldn’t possibly be a surrender. What could Dorothy want from her?
            “You two keep going,” Glinda said. 
            She slipped out from under Diana and rolled out of bed. The Witch stood and looked at the flashing green bubble as she opened her palm. The bubble quickly dropped into her hand. Glinda regarded it a few seconds, before popping it with a fingernail.
            “Greetings, Glinda Upland,” Dorothy’s voice intoned formally. “Earlier today, we captured the infamous Wicked Witch of the West, Wanda Darquehart. Wanda kneels before me, helpless and obedient. Yes, we collared her just like you collared Diana Sweetwater.”
            Glinda started cursing. The message bubble stopped delivering the message while she vented. 
            “That idiot! That stupid, stupid idiot!” Glinda cried. “What impulsive thing did she do that got her captured?”
            Uma came rushing in, still looking pristine in her Sa’Kor leathers. Isobel joined them a moment later, and Glinda heard guards gathering as well. Just in case.
            “What’s wrong, O Great One?” Uma asked.
            “Dorothy captured Wanda, that’s what’s wrong,” Glinda said. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and relaxed. Once she was centered and calm, she turned back to her open, empty palm. The bubble was gone, but the message remained. “Continue.”
            “We still have the First Witch, Olivia Moonstruck, along with the former Good Witch Locasta, and hundreds and hundreds of Lesser Witches,” Dorothy said. “Not to mention the stronger defensive position. War’s over.
            “But we are rather fond of our sister, Diana. I know you and Wanda shared a special bondage, I mean bond. I propose we have a prisoner exchange. I’ll trade you Wanda for Diana and Lion.”
            “What? Diana and Lion? No way,” Glinda cried. “They can keep Wanda, and good riddance!”
            “But,” Uma said, and hesitated. She glanced at Isobel. “If we think about it, with Wanda’s capture the Winkie host will disband and return home. That’s a third of our army, and our remaining forces will be stretched thin encircling the city.”
            Isobel spoke up, “And magically, with Olivia being First Witch, and considering the Imperials defensive stance, they will have the advantage magically, too. We need Wanda and the Winkies more than the Imperials need Diana.”
            “Not to mention we’ll be trading possibly the weakest of the four Cardinal Witches for arguably the most powerful of the four Cardinal Witches,” Uma said. “It’s undeniable that you, Wanda, and Jezebelle are a much more powerful force than the combined magical might of Olivia, Diana, and Locasta. I think this prisoner exchange is a victory for us.”
            “But Dorothy demanded Lion’s return as well,” Glinda said. “Since I’ve had him, the Beastmen have been silent. Give him back, and his rage against me will make them doubly strong.”
            Uma and Isobel considered that. Glinda turned to watch Lion and Diana. They hadn’t so much as hesitated in their passion. Lion was on his knees, sitting back on his legs in the middle of the bed. Diana straddled his lap, bouncing up and down on his erection. The King of the Beastmen was insatiable in his appetites. And she enjoyed every second in bed with him.
            But…
            “Lion is mine to command,” Glinda said. “So why not give him back?”
            Uma and Isobel looked confused. 
            Glinda smirked. “We’ll exchanged Diana and Lion for Wanda. Only, they will remain collared, and obedient to me.” She paused to slant a satisfied look at Lion. “And I will command Lion to capture Dorothy!”










Chapter 26

            The wind roared in Dorothy’s ears as they sped up an old, disused road. She rode upon the fifth flying carpet in a line of fifteen, just ten feet above the ground. At that low height, with the ground all but a blur below her, it felt like they were flying at a thousand miles an hour. Nick and Wilma shared the carpet with her, along with a collared and kneeling Wanda. An Imperial Army Lesser Witch piloted the carpet. Olivia piloted the lead carpet with nine of her Gillikin Lesser Witches.
            Hold on, Diana, your too long nightmare will be over soon, she thought. And I’ll get my Lion back, too.
            It took two days of contentious negotiations to work out an agreement to exchange prisoners. As expected, Glinda tried to get Lion taken off the prisoner exchange. Dorothy held firm, and the Wickeds buckled. They needed Wanda back more than Glinda needed her captive Beastman plaything. An exchange site amenable to both sides proved the next sticking point, but a site was finally agreed upon just that morning, and then a time was set.
            The barren hilltop loomed ahead of her. It was chosen simply because neither side trusted the other to play fair. That grassy hilltop didn’t have anywhere to hide troops or witches. The farmland surrounding it for miles was trampled flat by battling Ozian, Winkie, and Munchkin armies. At the moment, it was a no-man’s land between the Winkie and Munchkin hosts.
            A purple bubble came flying back to Dorothy. It burst before she could pop it.
            “We’re approaching the exchange site. I can detect Glinda moving up on the other side. Fifteen carpets,” Olivia’s voice said. “So it at least appears she is abiding by the terms of the agreement.”
            Glinda, more than Wanda or Jezebelle, cared about her honor. She’d proven quite good at twisting things to satisfy said honor, but she didn’t break her word easily. But Dorothy also knew her adversary was pushed into a corner, forced to do something against her will. If the former Good Witch broke faith, this was when she’d do it.
            Yet, I absolutely have to keep my word, she thought. I can’t afford to lose the people’s faith in my honor and goodness. Doesn’t seem fair.
            Dorothy’s left hand dropped to wrap around the hilt of her sword. Her empty pistol rode her right hip. Its only purpose was to intimidate and remind Glinda she’d been shot before, and almost died the first time. To further instill doubt, Dorothy wore a blue tank and brown shorts, and her hair in pigtails. Hell, she almost wore a pair of silver stilettos, but opted for more practical hiking boots. But her ace up the sleeve was the object stuffed under her belt at the base of her back. 
            I’m your deadliest foe, Glinda, she thought. Believe it.
            Without the Silver Stilettos, Dorothy didn’t feel powerful. Hell, she barely felt powerful with them on her feet. But the enchanted heels protected her. And with just three clicks, she could escape any situation.
            My next mission is to get all my stuff back, she thought. My weapons, ammo, and especially those silver shoes!
            Especially the shoes. With the Silver Stilettos back on her feet, a world of options opened up. Dorothy could click three times, and return to Kansas for more weapons and ammo. Bigger, better, more deadly guns.
            They began to slow. The hill rose about a hundred feet above the surrounding plain. They continued up the side, maintaining their distance from the ground until they reached the top. Glinda reached the peak as the same time. Dorothy tensed up as she scanned the Wickeds’ carpets.
            Glinda in her favorite pink and white outfit led the other carpets. Dorothy looked for and couldn’t find Jezebelle, or even anyone who remotely resembled the Wicked Witch of the East. Good. Their primary concern was the Wickeds would break the agreement and arrive with both Witches to have an advantage. Instead, the next most powerful witch was Isobel.
            Where’s Uma?
            “I don’t see Wanda,” Glinda shouted angrily. 
            Dorothy and Nick stepped apart, revealing the magically bound Witch calmly kneeling. No other bindings were necessary. Glinda calmed down when she saw the Wicked Witch of the West, and indicated Diana.
            “And I brought Diana,” the strawberry blonde Witch said, face screwed up as if she bit into something sour. “And Lion.”
            Lion stood on all fours in animal form and behind Good Witch Diana. The Good Witch knelt with her knees wide to display her nudity to one and all. Dorothy tensed up, and then noticed Glinda smirking at her. Yeah, that perverted Witch had done the same, and far worse, to Dorothy. Every command had some degree of salaciousness. Some little sexual debasement. Glinda brought Diana completely naked, save for wide red leather cuffs around her wrists and ankles, and an enchanted collar around her neck.
            They landed, with Dorothy in the middle of her line, directly opposite Glinda. Olivia anchored the right wing, with Locasta at the end of the left. Everyone else was an Army or Gillikin Lesser Witch. Every single person on Glinda’s side was a Sa’Kor witch. Indeed, only Glinda, Diana, and Lion were not sheathed in black leather.
            Isobel stood across from Olivia, glaring daggers at the Good Witch.
            “As much as I’d love to chat, Glinda, let’s get on with this,” Dorothy said. “I have a war to fight.”
            “As do I,” Glinda said. “Diana. Lion. Go. Walk slowly to Dorothy.”
            Isobel rushed over to escort the two captives. Dorothy noticed Glinda’s aide-de-camp also carried Diana’s wand. So she handed Wanda’s wand to Nick. 
            “Wanda,” Dorothy spoke loud and clear. “Stand up. Walk slowly to Glinda. Escort her, Nick. Don’t give Wanda her wand until Isobel hands over Diana’s.”
            “Tsk tsk, my dear,” Glinda playfully scolded. “You should be more trusting.”
            “I was, until we met again.”
            There were barely twenty paces between the two sides, so the exchange went fast. Isobel stopped Diana and Lion about a dozen feet in front of Dorothy, and then cast a wicked smile at the Empress as she handed the Good Witch her wand.
            “Diana, take out Olivia!” Glinda cried. “Lion, capture Dorothy!”
            Dorothy, Diana, and Lion all froze, their minds pausing to process that new development. Her eyes locked on first Lion’s collar, and then Diana’s. They would obey Glinda to the letter. 
            Glinda started the hostilities by attacking Locasta. A second later, Diana and Isobel turned their wands on Olivia. The Good Witch’s arcane shield popped up just in time, and then the Lesser Witches of both sides unleashed HELL. 
            Reaching for her sword, Dorothy stopped herself. She reached back and pulled out the Null Stone. Lifting it high, she shouted the trigger word.
            “Dispel!”
            All magic ceased. The look on Glinda’s face was priceless. 
            “You broke your oath, Glinda!” Dorothy shouted, pulling her pistol and aiming it at the Witch. “Surrender or die!”
            The Imperials charged the surprised Wickeds. Dorothy charged past Lion and Diana, both looking confused and uncertain. She headed straight at Glinda, who shouted a command. One of the Sa’Kor tossed her a sword, her hand wrapping around the hilt just seconds before Dorothy arrived. 
            The Empress feinted an attack on Glinda’s sword hand by pointing the pistol at it, and then swung with all her might to strike Glinda’s wand hand. The Witch cried out in surprise and agony, losing her wand in the exchange.
            Nick released Wanda to rush over and pick up the lost wand. And then threw it with all his might.
            “No!” Dorothy screamed. “What’s wrong with you? Break it! Always break a witch’s wand!”
            So he snapped Wanda’s wand in half. Even entranced, the Wicked Witched screamed in horror. Glinda took the opportunity to thrust her sword at Dorothy’s heart. 
            Smashing that blade to the side with her pistol, Dorothy took a step closer and pointed right in Glinda’s face.
            “Yield or die!” 
            Glinda froze, eyes huge as she stared at the pistol just a foot in front of her face. Then she looked over the pistol, and behind Dorothy. Fearing a trick, Dorothy shifted back a step. The Null Stone glowed brightly in her left hand, but she so wanted to draw her sword.
            “It’s a trap!” Nick shouted. He held the Wicked Witch’s broken wand in one hand, a fistful of her raven hair in the other. “Sa’Kor attacking our rear!”
            Dorothy slanted a look over her shoulder. She spotted the leader of that attack.
            “Uma!”
            Glinda tried to slice open Dorothy’s belly. Without thinking, she swung the Null Stone to parry. Instead, the steel blade shattered the enchanted crystal.
            Magic sprang back to life.
            “Lion! Defend!” Glinda shouted.
            A deafening roar filled the air. Dorothy ducked and dodged to the left. Lion landed where she’d just vacated. That’s when Hell broke loose again as the witches on both sides unleashed their power. Fireballs and lightning turned the hilltop battlefield into a bright, roaring nightmare.
            Diana attacked Olivia. 
            I have to get that collar off her!
            Ducking low, Dorothy raced straight over to Diana and tackled her. The Empress proved a much better brawler. She quickly pinned the struggling, screaming Witch down, unfastened the enchanted slave collar, and freed her from Glinda’s control
            “Stop!” Dorothy shouted in her face. Diana froze, blinking up at her. “Good. Welcome back. Now let’s get out of here.” 
            Diana rolled to her feet, and joined the fight against the Wickeds.  The Empress scanned the battleground while they slowly backed toward Dorothy’s flying carpet. Glinda and seven other Sa’Kor had driven Nick away from Wanda. 
            “Execute Crimson Pony!” Dorothy cried. 
            Olivia, Locasta, and the Good Lesser Witches began casting spells all around. Bright crimson light and smoke filled the air, with ghostly creatures whipping all around the Sa’Kor witches. That quickly distracted the Wickeds, especially Glinda who didn’t have a wand.
            Dorothy froze, heart thundering in her ears. 
            Everyone was moving swiftly back to their carpets. But Glinda stood all along in the middle, fighting off ghostly creatures. Totally distracted. And Dorothy’s eyes locked on those beacons of hope, those silvery thigh boots.
            “Those are mine,” she snarled, and charged the Witch.
            The Kansas farmgirl plowed straight into the strawberry blonde Witch. She put her right shoulder into Glinda’s solar plexus, driving the wind out of her lungs. Glinda gasped desperately for air, giving Dorothy the opportunity to pull her pistol and force it into Glinda’s mouth.
            “Release the Silver Stilettos!” she cried. “Give them to me, or I’ll rip them off your cold, dead body!”
            Her peripheral vision showed Uma and Isobel both turning toward her. Dorothy only had seconds. Glinda gagged and hacked, the pistol pressed against the back of her throat.
            “Release or die!”
            Dorothy felt the Witch relax just a bit. Her free hand dropped to the top of the left thigh boot. She unzipped it, her heart starting to sing. She pulled it off Glinda’s foot, and quickly unzipped the other.
            Pulling the pistol out of Glinda’s mouth, she snatched up both thigh boots and took off running for all she was worth. Her entire world narrowed down to the path to the waiting flying carpet. Her alert pilot flew up to meet her, allowing Dorothy to dive on.
            And the Imperial and Gillikin team flew away. Dorothy pulled off her boots, and quickly pulled on the silvery thigh boots. She felt that old familiar magic seize her as soon as she zipped them up.
            “I’m back!”










Chapter 27

            “What happened?” Scarecrow asked, eyes locking on Glinda’s unshod feet.
            General Scarecrow and his senior officers were standing around the mockup table. All battle planning came to a stop as they gawked at two of their supreme leaders. Glinda looked bedraggled, and Wicked Witch Wanda looked… Obedient.
            “Dorothy happened,” Glinda snapped.
            Glinda gave the leash a yank. Wanda stumbled, but managed to keep her feet. So Glinda gave the leash another yank as she strode to the field throne.
            Uma and Isobel followed them into the command pavilion. No prisoners. The senior officers starting looking at the exit.
            After sitting and crossing her legs, Glinda stared at her bare feet with a mixture of loss and fury. Then her eyes locked on Wanda.
            “This is your fault,” she said, voice very soft, very calm. Even Uma and Isobel froze. “Your desire to claim Dorothy for yourself. Your desire to rise above me. Your selfish stupidity led to your capture. And then Jez and I had to give up Diana to get you back.” 
            She scanned the room. Scarecrow was the only one who didn’t look worried. The perv was already creeping toward Wanda. Helpless women drew him in like a magnet, especially if they were as powerful as the Wicked Witch.
            “Wandless Wanda,” Glinda said, her attention back on the Wicked Witch. “You’re about worthless to me right now.” Then she lifted her bare foot, and smirked at Wanda. “I lost my most powerful talisman, the Silver Shoes, all thanks to your stupidity. Now I’m running around barefooted like a peasant girl. Suck. My. Dirty. Feet.” She held Wanda’s eyes. “Lick them clean, sister.”
            A cruel little smile spread across Glinda’s face as Wanda gave a single nod, rolled to all fours, and crawled up close. The beautiful Cardinal Witch never objected, never hesitated. The collar’s magic was powerful. Too powerful by Glinda’s reckoning. Wanda obeyed without any humiliation. She watched Wanda’s wet, pink tongue come out and start licking the sole of her foot.
            “Mmmm, feels nice. You’re not as good as Diana. Yet. And I doubt you’ll ever be as talented as Dorothy, but I see some promise as an obedient slavegirl in you,” Glinda purred. “I suspect the new Wicked Witch of the West will be more amenable to teamwork.”
            Scarecrow reached them. He dropped to his knees behind Wanda, his stuffed glove hands all over her sweetly rounded butt. Glinda watched him push the Wicked Witch’s short, barely there dress up above her waist. A tiny moan escaped Wanda when he began rubbing between her legs.
            Wanda finished licking Glinda’s sole clean, so started sucking on her big toe. Glinda bit her lip, getting all hot and tingly inside. She’d forgotten Wanda’s foot fetish. Even when she was Wanda’s helpless prisoner, the Wicked Witch sucked on her toes every time they had sex. She also kept her tightly bound, and punished even the slightest hesitation with wicked riding crops. Wanda was a demanding, vicious mistress.
            “So why are we fucking an enslaved Wanda, and not Dorothy, Olivia, and Locasta?” Scarecrow asked.
            Glinda watched him pull out his monster cock, and slowly penetrate Wanda from behind. The Wicked Witch’s eyes closed, and a wanton groan bubbled out of her. The Witch’s back bowed as she sucked really hard on Glinda’s toe. Then Scarecrow pulled Wanda’s arms back, and bound her wrists.
            “Good question,” Glinda said. “Wanda, I have other toes.”
            Bliss spread across Wanda’s face as she pulled off the big toe with a slurp and pop. Then she went down on the second toe like a whore on a penis. Glinda shook her head. It felt nice for her, but remembered when Wanda made her return the favor. Not nearly as pleasant.
            “The Null Stone happened again,” Glinda continued. “Dorothy used it against us today, but I managed to destroy it.”
            She scowled at the bare flesh of her lower legs. Glinda could still feel Dorothy unzipping and pulling off the silvery boots. She still felt that loss of connection with them, that loss of power. 
            Scarecrow moaned, the fire in his eyes burning brighter as he seized a fistful of long, black hair and yanked her off Glinda’s toe. He slapped her butt, and started thrusting faster, deeper. Wanda let out tiny cries with every slamming thrust. Glinda watched, fascinated by just how into it the Wicked Witch had become.
            I thought you had finally gotten over your love of cock, Wanda, she thought. Maybe I was wrong.
            “That’s… That’s bad,” Scarecrow gasped out. “I wish you’d taken it from her instead. The Null Stone deployed at the right time and place could turn the tide of battle.”
            Glinda’s eyes narrowed. Scarecrow was more likely to use the Null Stone against her and the Wickeds, just to get power over them. 
            “Don’t worry about that ancient relic,” Glinda said, a smile spreading with the memory. “I destroyed it. We don’t have to worry about it any longer. But Dorothy subdued me long enough to steal the Silver Shoes. Now she’s empowered again.” She glanced at Uma. “I might’ve been captured if not for your timely arrival, Uma.”
            Wanda cried out, eyes huge, and started trembling. 
            “Ha! I made her climax,” Scarecrow growled. “Now she has to live with the knowledge that I am still sexually dominant over her.”
            Glinda stared at him a moment. Why did he think that? “You’re an idiot, Scarecrow. But you’re my idiot.” She stood up, tapped the top of her head, and sent a bright halo down her body. “Better.”
            Glinda stood in full Sa’Kor black leather, including black thigh boots. It felt good to have boots on her feet again. 
            “Scarecrow. I’m giving you Wanda for the rest of the day and night. Keep her… Busy. Tomorrow, I have to free her so she can go make a new wand.”
            “You’re not going to keep her as a slave?”
            “It’s tempting, but we lost too much today to get her back,” she said. “I’ll set her free tomorrow. Make sure Wanda remembers her night of slavery.”
            Glinda strode out of the pavilion. She stopped atop her flying carpet. Uma and Isobel mounted their carpets. Emerald City stood tall and proud to the south, mocking her. Her eyes narrowed.
            “Dorothy, Olivia, and Diana,” she whispered. “You will all kneel before me. My slaves when I am Witch Queen of Oz.”










Chapter 28

            Merry music filled the ballroom. Dorothy saw happy, laughing courtiers, nobles, and military officers everywhere she looked. She sat upon that chamber’s throne. It was the only place she could go where no one was allowed to approach her without permission.
            Olivia and Diana held court to one side. Most of their admirers wanted to express their sympathies to Diana, and tell her how thankful they were that she was back unscathed.
            Unscathed, my ass, Dorothy thought. Cardinal Witches are just mentally tough badasses.
            She was pretty sure magic was involved in their quick recoveries.
            Dorothy didn’t know either of the Good Witches half as well as she knew Glinda, unfortunately, but even she could see the change in Diana’s eyes. Locasta promised the Good Witch would recover, but probably not until after the war was over. Those enchanted slave collars dulled the emotional impact of the kinky sexual abuse, bondage, and just plain torture, but there was still an impact on the soul and psyche. 
            Don’t I know.
            She wondered if those closest to her – Nick, Locasta – could see that same look in her eyes. Memories of her time with Glinda still haunted her, mostly her dreams. Sometimes she even longed for the freedom of no responsibility. Sometimes, she even longed for a little something rough.
            Bitch almost turned me into a pervert, she thought. Fonder memories returned, of those times Glinda took her softly and sensuously. Of Uma’s passionate kisses, and gentle caresses. And a lesbian.
            A burst of feminine laughter pulled her eyes back to Diana. The Good Witch dazzled in a shiny silk gown that left little to the imagination. Diamonds and rubies glittered from chandelier earrings and necklace. Olivia stood next to her, so much more powerful magically, yet not quite as glorious in person. And that was saying something, since Olivia was drop dead gorgeous.
            Ah, she dressed down to let Diana have the spotlight.
            She wondered how the Good Witches maintained their goodness when faced with such wickedness. Such unmitigated evil. If the Wickeds won the War of the Witches, then all three of them would be the collared slaves of Glinda, Wanda, and Jezebelle. 
            Dorothy looked down. She wore a pale green silk gown that hugged every curve of her body. Double slits ensured her thigh booted legs had freedom. Her boobs were salaciously displayed by Kansas standards, yet she felt comfortable.
            “Look at me, dressed like a Cardinal Witch,” she muttered. “And it feels completely natural now. What have I become?”
            “Empress of Oz,” Wilma said.
            Dorothy jumped. She’d forgotten that Wilma put herself to her right rear at all times.
            “You look lovely this evening, Wilma,” she said. 
            The shifter stirred, tugging on her clothes. She declined a gown, saying skirts were just trip hazards. She stood behind Dorothy in black trousers and boots, and a very dark green jacket with tails. No weapons. Normally, Dorothy would think that looked ridiculous, but Wilma pulled it off spectacularly. And as fashion went in Oz, it was tame.
            Nick claimed her attention as he approached, the crowd parting before him. He stopped at the base of the dais and bowed. 
            “Please attend me,” she said, and he came up. “What’s up, lover?”
            “You look like you’re ready for bed,” he said. “So I came to the rescue.”
            “I’m not sleepy.”
            “I didn’t say anything about sleeping…”
            Wilma snorted. Or was it a suppressed laugh? And then the room became quieter.
            Dorothy looked for trouble. Was one of the Wickeds there? Then she noticed the two Good Witches were coming toward her. She waved them up before they could stop, bow, and await acknowledgment. 
            “Are you enjoying yourselves?” Dorothy asked.
            “I’m having a wonderful time,” Diana said.
            Olivia nodded. “Yes, she is.” The Good Witches giggled. Dorothy loved it when they acted like normal women. “And so am I. Mostly, I am basking in her radiance.” She leaned into Diana. “I missed you terribly, and was so worried for you.”
            “I choose to see it as a learning experience,” Diana said. “I appreciate my freedom even more now.” She caught Dorothy’s eyes. “And I suspect you do as well. Your time was so much longer than mine.”
            “But no more disturbing,” Dorothy said. “And yes, I do appreciate so many little things I took for granted before my capture. Though, on the scale of things, I think I’d rather forgo enslavement and just not appreciate little things.”
            Even Nick laughed.
            “I do want to apologize for getting captured, and putting you all through this,” Diana said. “I might’ve been a little too confident coming and going from Emerald City. I promise to be more careful in the future.”
            “Not your fault,” Dorothy said. “It’s war. As my people back in Kansas are wont to say, ‘Shit happens.’”
            Nick laughed, but both Witches recoiled just a little. 
            “Please excuse my rough language,” Dorothy said. “But all in all, we fared well. We rescued Diana, broke Wanda’s wand, and left the Wickeds a little weaker in the exchange. All reasons to celebrate.”
            “True, but we also have an opportunity,” Olivia said, sharing a look with Diana.
            “Wanda has to go create another wand. That’ll take her out of the fight for about a week,” Diana said. “I don’t think the Wickeds will do anything until she returns.”
            “Which means it is the perfect time for us to attack,” Dorothy said.
            “No,” Olivia said. “It is the perfect time to finish making you a Witch. A true Imperial Witch.”
            “You can’t do that in a week.”
            “Yes we can,” Olivia said. “We’ve spoken to Locasta, and you are far enough in your lessons. Normally, this takes years. Decades, really, since witches begin their training as children.”
            “What they are saying, Dorothy,” Nick interrupted. “In their roundabout way, is with your Silver Stilettos, and being Empress, you are far more powerful in magic than any other witch ready to perform the final rite.”
            “Exactly,” Olivia said. “We’ll start at sunrise.”
            “Start what?” Dorothy asked, eyes huge. “I don’t understand what’s about to happen.”
            Diana stepped forward, and touched Dorothy’s hand. She held the Empress’s eyes.
            “Tomorrow we’ll guide you through the final rite,” The Good Witch said. “It will take the better part of a week.”
            “So long? What are you doing to do to me?”
            “Nothing,” Olivia said with a smile. “But you will create your wand and truly become the witch you were born to be.”










Chapter 29

            Olivia and Diana took charge of Dorothy immediately. The victory celebration ended for them. Wilma was dismissed from her duties for the duration of the Wand Creation Ritual, which usually took about a week. Olivia took the Empress by the hand and led her from the chamber.
            Dorothy glanced back at Nick. Her lover looked frustrated and put upon. She felt bad, but was kind of happy to have a night off. The man was insatiable.
            Actually, a week of no nookie, she thought. 
            Olivia led her to the palace’s oldest tower. That was the first time Dorothy had ever seen it, and until that moment didn’t realize the palace had been built over a long time, in many different phases. They entered the original tower, finding it an old empty room covered in centuries of dust. A trail of footsteps on the bare stone floor led to a circular stairwell going down.
            “You’ve already come to prepare the ritual for me?”
            “No,” Olivia said. She scowled at the footsteps. “Look closer. You’ll see the footsteps are also covered in a much lighter layer of dust. I suspect Scarecrow used this chamber to create his wand.”
            “Is the chamber just for creating wands?”
            “Yes,” Diana said. “Though rarely used.”
            Olivia, Dorothy, and Diana moved in line to the stairs and headed down. Like most such stairwells, the steps were purposely uneven and the stairs spiraled clockwise to make it harder to fight within.
            “What makes this chamber so special?” Dorothy whispered. It felt wrong to speak too loudly. “Just because it’s so old?”
            “Age has nothing to do with it, though with magic sometimes age does matter,” Olivia said. “The palace, and specifically this tower, sits right above a junction of Ley Lines. That means there is enormous power available, which makes the ritual easier.”
            “It also makes your wand more powerful, therefore you more powerful,” Diana said. “Though, more powerful is not exactly right. A wand created here will have the potential to channel greater amounts of energy. And that can make you more powerful.”
            “It won’t affect your talent at all,” Olivia said. “But with your lack of proper training, every little bit helps.” She smiled back at Dorothy. “And twelve Ley Lines intersect below us. Twelve. This is the greatest junction known.”
            “More Ley Lines, more power?”
            “Yes.”
            The found the deepest chamber cold and dark. Dust covered the floor, reflecting the light until Olivia waved her wand. A tiny whirlwind kicked up, sucked up all the dust, and whipped past them and up the stairs.
            Diana pointed her wand at the domed ceiling, while drawing tiny runes in the air. A circle of crystal “crown molding” began to glow brighter and brighter. The light revealed a dark brown granite floor. Nothing in the chamber.
            “This is…underwhelming,” Dorothy said. “Not even any fancy magical symbols drawn on the floor. Glinda’s conjuring room had multicolored lines and drawings on the floor, walls, and ceiling. Just saying.”
            Olivia did a double-take on her. “This is not a conjuring room. It could be, but it isn’t.”
            “You have to personally draw the pentacle and all the other mystical symbols, Dorothy,” Diana said. “And then you will conduct the ritual, casting all the magic, by yourself. We cannot be in the room with you.”
            “We’ll watch from the stairs,” Olivia said. “Nothing says we can’t watch.”
            “I don’t know that spell. I don’t know how to draw magic symbols,” she cried. “How am I supposed to do this?”
            “Locasta said you are good at drawing all the runes.”
            “With my fingers or a stylus. Not with a wand,” Dorothy said. “And I know once a spell is started, it has to be finished nonstop or it won’t work. The only way I can think of doing this is for one of you to tell me what to say.”
            “Don’t fret, Dorothy,” Olivia said. “We have a way to teach you the spell and ritual with magic. It’s better if you learn it by rote, over a period of years, but we can place the required spells and movements in your head. You’ll only be able to remember them about a month, but the Wand Creation Rite only takes three days. Nonstop.”
            “Oh crap,” she said. Then, “Wait. Earlier you said it took a week.”
            “The whole process generally takes a week,” Diana said. “The first four days will be taken up finding a suitable piece of wood, ivory, or crystal to turn into a wand. Some things are better than others. Living things, like wood, are the best. Ivory will work, too. Crystal… It’s much harder to turn into a wand. But if you pull it off, it’ll be a very powerful wand.”
            “Is that why some witches have crystals on the handles of their wands?”
            “No, that’s just decoration,” Olivia said. “I recommend you choose wood. It’s easier to find, carve, and turn into a wand than ivory or crystal.”
            Dorothy accepted that. Easier was better. 
            “So what are we going to do first?”
            “Find you that perfect piece of wood to make into a wand,” Olivia said.
            Dorothy looked around. “Then why the hell did we come down here?”
            “Wow,” Diana said. “I never realized you had such a temper. But to answer your question, we are now closer to the Ley Lines. We can use them to find you a wand. You just have to word the request correctly.”
            “Your boots are very similar to a wand in the way they work, Dorothy,” Olivia said. “You control them differently than a wand, but they will… Grant wishes. You just have to ask correctly. Also, what you are concentrating on will make a difference. So, think about an ancient tree sitting on a Ley Line. The most energy infused tree, too, and wish to go there with Diana and myself.”
            “And then tap my heels together?”
            “Sure, why not?”
            The three of them faced each other, holding hands. Dorothy closed her eyes, picturing a mighty oak in her mind. She concentrated on the Ley Line energy-infused trees. The greatest of them all. And how much she wanted to be there with Olivia and Diana…
            And she was standing outside in the open, under a monstrous oak.
            “Interesting,” Olivia whispered, frowning. “Munchkin. Not Gillikin.”
            “I know what you mean. I wasn’t aware of this junction,” Diana said, lifting her wand. The two Cardinal Witches cast out their magic, studying the situation. “It’s shielded. No wonder we didn’t know about it. The magic feels ancient. I wonder who did the deed?”
            “Like I said, those boots are powerful,” Olivia said. “I wish I had them when it was time to create my wand.”
            “I’ve never seen an oak this large,” Dorothy said. 
            “It’s kept alive by magic,” Olivia said. “There’s probably a coven of Munchkin witches creating amazing wands off this tree.”
            They had Dorothy began studying the tree, its branches, and even some exposed roots. They found areas where others had dug up roots. Branches cut off. Lots of dead wood lay scattered under the massive canopy. Too much of the easily found wood was beginning to rot. The Witches said it didn’t matter if the wood was dead or alive when she harvested it, as long as it wasn’t cracked or rotting.
            Dorothy scoured the ground, and then went up into the canopy. She finally found a branch that just sang “wand” to her. It looked like a foot long baseball bat, thick on one end and tapering down to about the diameter of her pinky fingertip. At least after she cut it off the tree.
            “Perfect. Now wish us back to the chamber,” Olivia said. “We’ll help you skin the bark off and carve the four Runes of Power. And then we will cast the spells to implant the Wand Creation Rite into her mind, and you can start the even more tedious task of drawing the pentacle and other power symbols.”










Chapter 30

            Wanda paced around the conjuring chamber deep under the Amber Palace. The only sound the soft whisper of her bare feet on the stone floor. Per long custom, the Wicked Witch of the West wore nothing during the Wand Creation Rite. Her hair was pulled back in a loose braid to keep it out of her face.
            The pentacle glowed a dark yellow, with the faintest hint of flames rising up from the lines. The palace rested above a junction of Ley Lines, enabling her to tap enormous power to infuse into her new wand.
            The future wand floated above the floor, a yellow halo around it. It was still just a foot long piece of wood with powerful runes carved into it. The Witch had selected that piece of wood carefully, choosing a length of root from an ancient oak recently struck by lightning. The oak had grown above another junction of Ley Lines, making it perfect for her purpose.
            Speaking softly, Wanda wove her magic as she moved around and around the pentacle. The lines grew brighter and brighter. Ghostly images began swirling around. Extending her hand, she deftly drew runes of power as she moved. It began to spin, slowly. 
            She smiled. This is so much easier as a Cardinal Witch.
            A sound rose up, halfway between a wail and the grinding of stone. She continued the path around the pentacle, while carefully stepping on every other mystic symbol drawn on the floor around the Circle of Power. One word per step.
            “Kaali. Ostos. Kai. Kai. Houlos,” Wanda chanted in a long dead language, eyes locked on the object of her desire. The Witch watched ghostly mists rising up and passing through the wand, end to end. Each passage faster than the last, bigger than the last. “Tarro. Kaali. Hoi. Kai. Samuur.”
            While energy from the Ley Lines flowed through her future wand, Wanda felt it flowing up into her feet, through her taut legs, and rippling through her overheated body. The magical energy tingled throughout her body and mind, and she sent it with a little bit of her essence straight into the wand with her chanted spell.
            It would be her wand. Others might be able to use it to a limited degree, but for her it would open up the world.
            The ghostly energy started rising faster, thicker, and soon became a constant stream, then torrent through the wand. The Witch’s eyes widened, heart thundering. Almost. Time.
            Ley energy flashed. The wand pulsed with power, so bright, so glorious.
            Wanda broke the plane, stepping into the holy circle and seizing the wand. Everything went dark with a loud thunk.
            The wand proved hot to the touch. Her heart raced. A new wand! A new chance to prove herself greater than Glinda, greater than all of the other witches!
            The Wicked Witch of the West tapped her head with a flourish. Purple, yellow, and black blurs whirled around her head to toe for a long second, leaving her fully dressed when they suddenly vanished. Wanda’s eyes narrowed.
            “Those who captured and humiliated me will pay: Olivia, Locasta, and Dorothy,” she whispered. “And then, Glinda.”










Chapter 31

            “Kaali. Ostos. Kai. Kai. Houlos,” Dorothy rasped. Her throat felt dry, sore. At least the rite is almost over.
            She carefully, stepped left foot over right to the next symbol of power drawn on the floor around the encircled pentacle. All of the drawn lines glowed a dark green. Green mistlike magic energy encircled her wanna-be wand that floated a few feet above the floor. It was all so weird and creepy, and horrifically unchristian! Though, technically, the Ozians didn’t worship any god or gods. They worshipped the Land. A sole deity, of sorts. Their name for God?
            I pray so, she thought. I don’t want to go to hell for blasphemy.
            Hell, Dorothy had her doubts she was even in the same universe. Her Lord and Savior might not have any sway in that universe. She might be damned no matter what she did.
            Distracted by her worrisome fears, Dorothy teetered. Olivia warned her against tripping, falling, or even missing a single step around the Circle of Power. She could go as slow or fast as she wanted, it didn’t matter. The spell just had to be completed and nothing missed or misspoken.
            “Tarro.”
            She stopped to regain her balance and composure. It was hot as hell in that chamber. The bright lines gave off fire-hot heat. Indeed, if she stared at the lines, she could see the faintest outline of ghostly flames shooting up. 
            Other ghostly shapes whirled around, some passing through the wand, others just caressing it. A few tried to get to her, but couldn’t break the plane around the pentacle.
            Dorothy wasn’t sure if being naked made handling the heat easier, or harder. She really felt it on her bare, sweaty skin. The only protection she had at all were her silvery thigh boots. While the Witches told her tradition demanded a witch perform the rite in the nude, it wasn’t an actual requirement. So she could wear her Silver Stilettos. And that was important, because Olivia believed the boots would help her finish the rite. The Silver Stilettos might add its own “power” to the spell, making her wand even more powerful. 
            Dorothy took another step, right foot passing behind the left. “Kaali.”
            Three more words in the Wand Creation Ritual. Just three more. Olivia’s spell held them firmly in place in her forethoughts. Dorothy didn’t know the name of that ancient dead language, but the magic interpreted the words for her. Even then they didn’t make much sense. They were just words of power. And boy, did they make things happen!
            Ley Line magic energy gushed through her soon-to-be wand like an angry fire hose. A green halo pulsed around the wand. 
            Dorothy had to stop and rest. She huffed and puffed, feeling so damned weary. It felt like she’d been swimming three days straight. She felt it in every muscle, deep in her chest. Since she didn’t really have the proper training, it’d taken longer than the usual three days. She’d been at it an additional half a day. She should’ve finished around sunrise, but it was almost dusk.
            Sucking in a deep breath, determination filled her eyes. She was going to Just Do It! 
            Taking another step, she waited until her foot was firmly on the next symbol. “Hoi.”
            Another step. “Kai.”
            Diana started to get excited, but Olivia was still covering her mouth. Both watched her with big, worried eyes. 
            Dorothy took that final step. Overbalanced… Teetered… And spoke the second she felt the least bit steady.
            “Samuur!”
            “Yes!” both Witches cried.
            Olivia shouted. “Dorothy, don’t stop. Break the plane, seize your wand before it falls to the floor!”
            Dorothy pushed her booted foot across the chalk line around the pentacle. The plane broke, the light started to fade. She stepped forward. Really, she lunged. Her hand wrapped around the thick end of the wand, and it pressed against her hand like it was alive. 
            She stood straight, lifting the wand high, and shouted her joy and relief. “I am a witch!”
            Ka-Boom!
            It felt like a thousand thunderbolts ignited all around her. They encircled her like a ball, and swiftly surged straight into the tip of her wand. Stygian blackness descended as the thunder reverberated in her sore ears.
            “Holy moly, why didn’t you warn me about that?”
            She looked around in absolute darkness, wishing the lights had stayed on. And the crystals all began to glow again. 
            “I’ve never heard of anything like that happening before,” Diana whispered. “What do you think it means, Olivia?”
            The Gillikin Witch was already staring into the ether, her wand wiggling as she drew runes of power to ascertain what happened. Dorothy worried the inside of her cheek, sure it was a bad omen.
            “Wow. She did it. Dorothy instantly went from nothing to Cardinal Witch. The Land has elevated her to Empress and Imperial Witch.”
            “I thought Imperial Witch was just a title for the Empire’s chief witch,” Dorothy said. “I think of Locasta as the current Imperial Witch.”
            “No. Glinda was the first to be so elevated,” Olivia said. “I’m sure Scarecrow manipulated something to make it so. Now it appears to be a position the Land seeks to fill.”
            “That makes me the tiebreaker in the War of the Witches,” Dorothy said. “I hope.”
            Diana handed her a robe. It felt good to be covered again.
            “I need three nights’ sleep, and a long, hot bath,” Dorothy said. “Not necessarily in that order. Maybe I can sleep in the bathtub?”
            “Get something healthy to eat, too,” Olivia said as she led the way back up. “Tomorrow, we begin your training on how to use a wand.” She looked down at Dorothy’s enchanted silver boots. “I suspect you will exceed expectations in that area as well.”
            “Remember, sister,” Diana said. Dorothy’s breath caught. Suddenly, it was an even bigger thrill when they addressed her as “sister.” Now she felt as if she might be worthy. “The wand isn’t magic or a talisman. It is a conduit for the energy to fuel your magic. The wand gives you a focus to channel your thoughts, desires, and energy. No witch absolutely needs a wand to cast spells, but a wand makes it ten times easier and faster.”
            “We’ll start to teach you fighting magic tomorrow,” Olivia said. “It’s not what we usually do, but these are trying times. The more you practice and use these spells, the better and more powerful you’ll get.”
            “That’s right,” Diana said. “Think of magical talent as a muscle. The more you exercise it the stronger it becomes. And that’s true of Cardinal Witches, too.”
            “This is all very strange to me,” Dorothy said. “But, I promise, I’ll try my best. Everything we love and hold dear depends on it.”










Chapter 32

            “Shall we begin, ladies?” Olivia said as she strode inside.
            They were in northern Oz, near the border with Gillikin. The camp lay within a wooded area near a river. It operated as the headquarters of Olivia’s Lesser Witches, and their main staging area.
            Seventy-eight Lesser Witches in varying shades of purple turned and gave their Cardinal Witch their full attention. She smiled at them. 
            “It is time,” she said. “We’ve had two weeks of relative peace after rescuing Good Witch Diana. And again, I’m very proud of how you conducted yourselves in that operation.”
            She paused, a look of sadness spreading across her lovely face.
            “We lost some friends, including Chief Witch Darianne,” Olivia said. “A good friend to us all, and a great mind.”
            Olivia looked at a beautiful woman with medium brown hair and brown eyes. She looked twenty-five, but Olivia knew her as a child over a hundred years back.
            “Minka will be the new Chief Witch,” Olivia said. The Lesser Witch smiled and gave a slight bow of thanks. “In the past, her knowledge of Glinda and the Sa’Kor has been invaluable, and it is exactly what we need now if we are to prevail in this War of the Witches.”
            In her youth, Minka was one of Glinda’s Sa’Kor, before becoming a Lady-in-Waiting. Basically, one of Glinda’s many lovers. But that was before Scarecrow turned Glinda evil. Minka escaped Glinda and returned home to Gillikin Country, and had served Olivia with distinction and loyalty ever since.
            “My greatest wish is to contribute to the ultimate victory in this war,” Minka said. 
            “Excellent. Minka will lead her team of twenty-five against Glinda’s field headquarters. Zarelle will lead her team against the Winkie headquarters, and I’ll lead the rest of you against General Scarecrow’s supreme headquarters.”
            “Objective?” Minka asked. “Twenty-six witches can’t do much damage. We’ll only have a few minutes over target before the enemy witches join the battle.”
            “Empress Dorothy asked us to harry the enemy. She calls it guerilla tactics, hit and run, destroy the enemy’s morale and willingness to fight.” She smiled. “We’re going to harry and harass them until they go mad.”
            “What about the Munchkins?” Zarelle asked. The tall, willowy blonde stepped forward, a look of concern on her face. “The Winkies don’t have any Lesser Witches, so we’ll just be killing mundane soldiers. But Wicked Witch Jezebelle has almost as many Lesser Witches as Gillikin and Quadling Countries combined. Wouldn’t we better served attacking them?”
            “Our Quadling sisters will be dealing with the Munchkins, and attacking multiple witch encampments as well,” Olivia said. “My spies tell me you’ll not have the milk run you think. I’ve learned that Jezebelle has deployed some of her Lesser Witches to protect the Winkie forces.”
            She gave a brief overview of the new Imperial battle plans of harassment. They were going to make the Winkie, Munchkin, and Sa’Kor soldiers and witches miserable with random attacks day and night. Attacks by both witches and soldiers.
            “Thanks to Scarecrow’s paranoia, Emerald City is well provided to withstand a siege,” Olivia said. “Since we don’t have to worry about protecting the city, we can concentrate on making the enemy miserable.”
            “What about their Cardinals?” Minka asked.
            “At this very moment Glinda, Wanda, and Jezebelle are together and flying around Emerald City,” she said. “I suspected they are studying the wards with the hope they can find a weakness to exploit. They’re not going to find one, but it means they are far away from their headquarters. By the time they are even alerted to the attacks, we’ll be long gone.”
            They all moved onto their waiting flying carpets. Five witches per carpet included a pilot/team leader and four witches. Olivia, Minka, and Zarelle each flew their own carpet alone.
            “Ladies! Be strong. Be fierce,” Olivia cried. “Be safe. No unnecessary risks! Each and every one of you is precious to me. For Gillikin!”
            “For Gillikin!”
            They lifted up, turned, and whipped away in three tight groups. Flying nape of the earth, Olivia led her team due south. Straight as an arrow toward Scarecrow’s headquarters. Of all the headquarters, it was the most jealously defended by both witches and soldiers. Olivia expected to be outnumbered three-to-one just in Lesser Witches.
            Olivia pulled up a bubble. It shone brightest purple in her palm. A wicked little smile tugged at the corners of her lips, even as her body readied itself for battle.
            The thrill of battle! she thought. Then aloud to the message bubble. “To Empress Dorothy. It’s has begun, sister. We are advancing to contact. Good luck, and may the Land protect you.”
            As they neared Scarecrow’s hilltop headquarters, Olivia spotted entrenched soldiers below. Multiple tiny points of reflected light appeared. Message bubbles flying faster than any flying carpet, heading toward the Wickeds supreme headquarters to sound the alarm. And then movement to her left, just above the trees.
            A splash of red.
            “Welcome, Diana,” she muttered. “Let’s burn them!”
            Good Witch Diana brought five flying carpets full of Lesser Witches, too. So twelve flying carpets streaked up to Scarecrow’s hilltop camp. Fireballs and lightning bolts thundered up at them as the guardian witches began the fight.
            “Unleash!” Olivia cried, voice magically amplified.
            The Good Witch of the North cast a lightning bolt, holding onto it so she could sweep it across Scarecrow’s command pavilion. Anyone inside died instantly. Well, Scarecrow wasn’t so easily killed. Diana did the same thing, only to Glinda’s pavilion.
            Blue clad Munchkin witches rose up first, followed by black clad Sa’Kor. Too many carpets to count, but most with only two or three witches. Yeah, they caught them by surprise.
            Three black carpets streaked up at her, full of Lesser Witches. Olivia allowed them to reach her, before dropping suddenly and sending fireballs into the bottoms of all three. Her intense fireballs overwhelmed the carpets’ wards, and quickly consumed them. The witches leapt off, now totally focused on levitating themselves safely to the ground. Out of the fight.
            Diana swept low over the trenches surrounding the hill, attacking the soldiers hiding in them. Olivia and two more Quadling carpets joined her. They devastated those entrenchments with lightning bolts.
            “More witches coming,” Diana called. 
            Olivia looked east and west. Countless flying carpets were flying towards them.
            “Time to leave.”
            Olivia looked toward Emerald City, praying their coordinated distractions worked. Prayed for Dorothy and her team.










Chapter 33

            A flashing purple bubble shot up to the balcony off the Empress’ suite. Four people waited anxiously: Dorothy, Nick, Locasta, and Wilma. There was a collective intact of breath when the message bubble arrived. Dorothy poked it with her wand.
            Olivia’s voice came out. “It’s has begun, sister. We are advancing to contact. Good luck, and may the Land protect you.”
            “Godspeed, sisters,” Dorothy whispered. She looked around at three determined faces. “Time to bring Lion home.”
            Nick held up his hand, and all four turned to watch the three Witches flying outside the city’s wards. The thunder of magical battle echoed across the land a moment later. All three Witches took off like bullets toward their supreme headquarters.
            “Now,” Nick said.
            They held hands, forming a small circle. Dorothy visualized Glinda’s suite in her castle, and clicked her heels three times, repeating, “Glinda’s bedchamber in Upland Castle.”
            And nothing happened.
            “Not a problem,” Locasta said. “We knew her wards might be too powerful. Just get us next to the outer walls.”
            So Dorothy concentrated on spot far from the main gate. Clicked her heels.
            “I’ll never get used to that,” Wilma said. “Can I go furry now?”
            “No. Only while fighting,” Dorothy said. “We have to be able to speak.”
            “Shh,” Locasta said, holding up her wand. “Pay attention, Your Highness. This is a very useful spell. Levitation.”
            Dorothy watched and listened to Locasta intently. The former Good Witch drew tiny runes of power in the air with her wand, while chanting a short spell. And then Dorothy felt weightless, before starting to lift upward. They floated up to the top of the perimeter walls, and Dorothy prepared to land atop them. But Locasta pushed them past the walls, and then lowered them slowly to the ground inside the castle’s ward.
            An alarm bell sounded. 
            “We triggered an alarm,” Wilma cried.
            “Thank you, Captain Obvious,” Dorothy said, and pulled her sword. “Follow me!”
            “Wait, you can…” Locasta cried, but Dorothy was already on the run toward the castle’s entry.
            A squad of Sa’Kor soldiers charged them. They were armed with spears and kite shields, with swords on their hips. Wilma barked her trigger word, and all of her clothes vanished into the talisman around her neck. A second later she was a black wolf, snarling as she charged into battle. Nick never hesitated, either. He attacked with a wild battle cry.
            “…use your boots now,” Locasta said. 
            The witch started throwing fireballs. That reminded Dorothy that she could use magic. So she stepped back from the fight, pulled her wand, and hit the closest Sa’Kor with a fireball. The squad scattered, but she saw more Sa’Kor soldiers, and some witches forming up before the entry.
            Locasta grabbed Dorothy’s left wrist. “Empress! Think like a witch! We are inside Glinda’s wards. You can transport us now.”
            “You think?” She waved Nick over. Wilma was still chasing Sa’Kor around. “Wilma! Get over here!”
            The black wolf broke off the chase and ran back with her tongue hanging out. She looked so happy. Dorothy shook her head. 
            Wilma shifted, but remained nude. They linked hands, with Wilma directly in front of Dorothy, forcing the Empress to close her eyes. 
            “Take us to Glinda’s bedchamber,” she repeated three times, clicking her heels at the same time.
            Everything shifted, and in the blink of an eye they stood inside a luxurious bedchamber that brought back a flood of memories and emotions. Unable to breathe, Dorothy looked at the bed. Her insides heated up, all tingly. Ropes. Chains. Whips. And Glinda’s sensuous touch, sometimes while Lion was plowing into the Witch with enthusiasm.
            “Wait. Where’s Lion?”
            Glinda rarely kept her personal playthings locked in cells. That was a punishment for bad behavior. Since she never removed Lion’s collar, he was always perfectly obedient. Dorothy acted up when not collared.
            “He should be in here kneeling and waiting for Glinda’s return,” she said. “Was our intelligence wrong, and Lion is with Glinda?”
            Nick cursed under his breath, rubbing his forehead. Locasta looked frustrated, as did Wilma. The other two women didn’t give a damn about Dorothy’s weapons, ammo, and other personal effects. Their only concern was freeing Lion from Glinda’s power.
            “Okay. She foiled our plans, but it’s not a total loss,” Dorothy said. 
            She pointed to the wardrobe where Glinda kept all of Dorothy’s possessions. Nick ran over and tried to open it. Glinda’s ward repelled his hand, so he tried to smash the lock open with his sword. Again, her ward kept the blade from making contact.
            “Hold on, He-Man, Master of the Oz-verse,” Dorothy cried. “It’s Glinda’s wardrobe, so magic.”
            Dorothy and Locasta replaced Nick. They used their wands to “see” the wards. Dorothy understood she was seeing a pale shadow of what Locasta saw, but knew she’d get better with experience. But it was exciting to actually see the magic protecting the wardrobe’s contents.
            “This is very intricate, but Glinda’s known for the complexity of her spell-crafting. Really, I’m humbled looking at it,” Locasta said. “But, intricacy means you don’t have to put the same amount of energy into the spell to achieve the same results. And the spells last longer.”
            “Can you break through?” Nick asked.
            “Of course,” Locasta said, and cast a spell. “Like I said, they are intricate, strong, but not that powerful. Impossible to break through for anyone not a witch.”
            Dorothy’s jaw dropped as she watched Glinda’s protective spells unravel and dissolve. Once the ward was vanquished, Nick stepped forward and smashed open the lock. Then she pulled herself together, held her breath, and opened the wardrobe.
            “Yes!” she cried, spotting her weapons and pack. “Guard the door. This will only take a moment or two.”
            Dorothy unbuckled her sword belt and holster. Then she put on the double holster, with two fully loaded pistols, putting the empty pistol and holster into the pack. She gave Wilma her straight sword, and then strapped the katana across her back. Over that, she pulled on the pack with her remaining ammo and clothes from home. And finally, she hung two Uzi submachine guns across her shoulders.
            “I’m armed for bear,” Dorothy said. “Locasta, do you know any spells to locate Lion? If he’s in another part of the castle…”
            A lion’s roar echoed through the hallways outside the chamber.
            “Lion comes!” Wilma cried. “He comes to fight!”
            “Remember, he’s still controlled by the collar,” Dorothy said. “Don’t hurt him!”
            “That might be a little difficult,” Nick said.
            Dorothy led the way out of the bedchamber, which wasn’t a good place to fight. The corridors might be narrower, but they could always advance and retreat as needed. Mainly, they needed to get out of the castle so she could use her Silver Stilettos to transport them back to Emerald City.
            She burst out into the opulent hallway with a pistol in her left hand, and her wand in the right. Lion roared again. Closer. Lower in the castle. Leading the way, Dorothy raced toward the stairs. 
            “We’ll grab Lion and then get over the walls,” Dorothy said.
            “She makes it sound so easy,” Nick said. 
            “Well, not as easy as you, lover,” she replied.
            He laughed. “Nothing is that easy.”
            A bright red flying carpet came shooting out of the stairwell. Dorothy’s eyes locked on Lion in his animal form, crouched, ready to pounce. Isobel rode next to him, already in a low fighting stance, wand lifted and ready. The powerful witch was in Sa’Kor black leather.
            “Stupid dominatrix wannabe,” Dorothy snarled, and cast a lightning bolt at her.
            Locasta cast a lightning bolt a fraction of a second later to block Isobel when she turned away from Dorothy’s bolt. The Sa’Kor witch ducked and swerved just right to pass between the two bolts, but Dorothy hung on to hers a second longer. She felt the intense “burn” of the Ley Line energy flowing through her and the wand, and it grew in intensity the longer she held the bolt.
            “Ha! Did it!”
            Locasta cried out in pleased surprise, while Isobel screamed in frustration as her flying carpet split in two and lost its magic. Both the witch and Lion hit the floor and rolled to their feet. Impressed the hell out of Dorothy.
            I’d break my ankle trying that in heels.
            “Enough magic,” Dorothy cried, aiming her pistol at Isobel.
            The witch had witnessed exactly what that pistol was capable of doing. Her eyes widened, and she dropped flat on the floor half a second before Dorothy pulled the trigger three times. 
            Pap. Pap. Pap.
            “Nick! Wilma! Get that collar off Lion,” Dorothy cried. “Locasta, let’s take out Isobel.”
            While Nick and Wilma split up to come at Lion from opposite directions, Dorothy and Locasta went after Isobel. Dorothy shot at her with the pistol, while Locasta used her magic. The Sa’Kor witch proved herself worthy of her high status by defending off both. She struggled more with avoiding Dorothy’s gunshots than Locasta’s magic.
            “Screw this. No more playing around,” Dorothy said, holstering the pistol and wand. She took both Uzis in hand. “Eat lead, witch!”
            Isobel squeaked, and dived into the stairwell before Dorothy got a shot off. 
            Lion’s enraged roar brought both women around to stare at the fight across the hallway. Nick had an arm around Lion’s throat, but Wilma lay on her side ten feet away. The wolf writhed in pain, so would live. Dorothy turned her full attention back to Lion and Nick just in time to see Nick go flying. 
            Lion had shifted into half-lion, half-man form. His most deadly form. And then leapt at Nick with a bloodthirsty snarl.
            Dorothy yanked her wand out, and cast a spell to ensnare Lion. An intense white tendril shot out of her wand. The rope-like tendril whipped around Lion’s right ankle, and she gave him a mighty yank. 
            That stopped Lion in mid-pounce.
            “Well done, Dorothy!”
            She just nodded. No need to tell Locasta she actually missed. Dorothy aimed for his waist, and was as surprised as Lion when it wrapped around his ankle. But it stopped him. And that gave Locasta the time needed to cast a more complicated spell that ensnared Lion in a net of energy.
            “Hurry. The spell can’t hold anyone that strong for long,” the witch cried.
            Dorothy, Nick, and Locasta jumped atop Lion, who roared and snarled, fighting them the best he could. Wilma joined them a moment later, but seemed slow and weak. And then Nick got the half-lion in a headlock.
            “Get it off!”
            Dorothy directed Locasta and Wilma to fend off Lion’s arms as best they could, while she moved up and stared down into his furious, snarling lion’s face. She only hesitated a second, before she seized the enchanted slave-obedience collar. She found the release, and pulled it off his neck.
            Lion froze, an incredulous look on his face. He started to relax a moment later.
            “Lion, shift to full human,” she commanded. He obeyed. Dorothy relaxed, gave the collar a savage twist to ruin the hinge, before she tossed it to clatter away down the hallway. “You’re free now, my friend. Welcome back to the real world.”
            “Dorothy? Nick? Hey, let go of me, you big rust bucket.”
            “Yeah, mister happy is back,” Nick said, releasing his neck.
            Lion rolled to all fours, buck naked. Dorothy liked what she saw, but felt embarrassed for him. Though, she knew Lion had no qualms about being naked in public. It was a problem with Beastmen. In fact, Wilma was naked, too.
            “Wilma, put on your clothes,” Dorothy said. “Lion, I’m afraid we forgot to bring you anything to wear.”
            “My jacket is long enough to cover – ”
            Nick was interrupted by Sa’Kor charging up the stairs. Isobel led the charge. Dorothy’s mind raced at a mile a minute. How to get out with the stairs blocked? Window! 
            “Out a window!” she cried. “We’ll levitate down.”
            “No!” Isobel screamed. Then she cast a spell that made every door along the corridor glow bright red. 
            “Oh, that’s not good,” Dorothy whispered.










Chapter 34

            “What did she do?” Nick asked.
            Dorothy couldn’t identify spells on sight yet, but she figured that Isobel cast some kind of lock or barrier spell. That cut off all avenues of easy escape.
            “She blocked access to the side chambers,” Locasta said.
            Isobel grinned confidently at Dorothy. “Welcome back to Glinda’s tender care, Dorothy.”
            “Screw that!” Dorothy cried, and opened up with both Uzis. The Sa’Kor all dropped to the floor, so she took off running away. “Follow me!”
            She led them all the way to the end of the corridor, where it ended in a simple stone stairwell. The servants’ stairs. 
            “To the ground floor!” Dorothy cried. “Hurry!”
            Locasta said, “Wait, you can – ”
            Dorothy plunged into the stairwell, taking the stairs two and three at a time. Lion was fast on her heels, with Wilma, Locasta, and Nick bringing up the rear. She went up one floor, then exited the stairwell.
            “This isn’t the ground floor,” Lion said. “You went the wrong way.”
            “I know. It’s better,” she said. “We can get to a window now, and then – ”
            Ka-BOOM! Ka-BOOM!
            Lightning bolts slammed into the marble walls, brutally pelting them with debris. A dozen points of sharp pain staggered Dorothy. So she cursed, ducked, and ran to a connecting corridor. The others followed.
            “I have another idea,” she shouted back. She led them across another opulently appointed corridor, and into an ornate, white marble stairwell. Maiden Tower. “Up we go.”
            “Up?” Nick asked. “Why up?”
            “You’ll see,” she said. “Trust me.”
            “Trusting you got me here,” he grumbled.
            She grinned. “Did you say something, Nick?”
            “I love you,” he called.
            “I love you more,” she said, and tried to push herself up those stairs faster. “Hurry! We don’t have much time.”
            Round and round and up they went, until they came to the very top. It was a lookout tower with a bronze onion dome roof. They could see out in all directions. The castle’s village sprawled on the other side of the nearest curtain wall and wide moat. The inner wards below were a chaotic mess of soldiers and witches.
            Nicked looked around, an incredulous look spreading across his face. “Brilliant move, Dorothy. Now we are officially trapped.”
            “What’s that?” she asked pointing.
            “A rolled up carpet?” Wilma asked, hurrying over to roll it out. “Yes!”
            The three foot by five foot carpet suddenly looked tiny. She remembered it looking so much larger during her enslavement. The frayed carpet was faded red, with blues and greens woven in a pretty geometric design.
            “That’s right. I know every nook and cranny of this castle,” Dorothy said. She reached and thrust her hand through one of the vaulted windows. No glass. No shutters. Nothing to stop her. Not even a slave collar.
            “As I suspected,” she muttered. Glinda’s enchantments had been purged from her body, so she could pass through doors and windows. “It’ll be tight, but I think we can squeeze through one of these windows atop that flying carpet.”
            The five of them had to kneel in line, spooning each other, to fit on the flying carpet. Locasta took the pilot’s position, with Dorothy pressed up behind her. Lion spooned Dorothy, with Wilma behind him. Nick brought up the rear, as usual.
            “Can you turn that thing off for five minutes?” Dorothy asked Lion.
            His rock hard erection had slid in to nestle in her butt crack.
            “No. I’m naked and you’re beautiful,” he said. “Squashed together like this makes me think of… Things.”
            “Nick’s bone is poking me, too,” Wilma grumbled. “Stupid men.”
            “Get us out of here, Locasta,” Dorothy said.
            The witch lifted the carpet up to above the window sills. She eased them forward, and started pushing through a window. It proved narrower than Dorothy thought, but Locasta forced them through that tight space. And they were soaring free. 
            A cry went up below. Within moments black carpets full of witches began lifting up in pursuit. It didn’t take long before the Sa’Kor witches were gaining on them dangerously fast.
            “Faster!”
            “This is as fast as this old carpet will go,” Locasta said. “Its magic is frayed so much I’m surprised it’s working at all.”
            “We’re going to get caught,” Dorothy snapped.
            “No. We’re not,” Locasta replied just as hotly. “If you’d stop for five seconds and listen to me.”
            Dorothy stared at her a second. “Fine. What?”
            “We’re out of the castle. Past the wards protecting it from magic,” Locasta said. “And you have the most powerful talisman of magic adorning your feet. You have the power.”
            “Oh fuck me!” Dorothy cried. “I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I have to get used to having the Silver Stilettos back.”
            She looked around. They were all pressed tightly together, so in physical contact. Dorothy smiled, and slowly, carefully rose to her feet. She felt the stiletto heels digging into, tearing the frail threads. The flying carpet shuddered.
            “Take us to my bedroom!” she cried, three times as she clicked her heels.
            Dorothy blinked, and stood with her kneeling friends at the foot of her bed. She looked around at the nonstop green with a big smile.
            “Yes!” Wilma cried. “You did it, Dorothy!”
            “Don’t address your empress so familiarly,” Lion snapped.
            “No, I want her to address me like that. I need friends more than I need subjects,” Dorothy said. “Welcome home, Lion. Nick, Does Lion’s old suite still have his personal effects and clothes?
            “They do,” Locasta said. “I made sure the staff left the room as he left it.”
            “Perfect. Nick, go speak with Grand Marshal Picho. The Wickeds aren’t going to let today to unanswered.” 
            The tall, steel man gave a short bow, and departed. Dorothy turned to find Locasta looking longingly at Lion, and he was looking hungrily at both her and the witch.
            She turned to Wilma. “Go clean up and wait for me to call for you.”
            Wilma looked from Dorothy, to Lion, and to Locasta, before turning back to Dorothy.
            “Will I be waiting very long?”
            Dorothy looked at Lion’s intense gaze, his bulging muscles, and his painfully hard looking erection. Locasta looked back and forth between the Empress and Lion, and her shoulders slumped.
            “You’ll have time to get something to eat, and maybe get in a nap.”
            Wilma bowed and headed for the door.
            “Put some clothes on!”
            “Fine!”
            Dorothy shook her head, a big smile on her face. She looked Lion up and down again, biting her lip.
            “What do you want?”
            “I don’t understand.”
            Dorothy looked at Locasta. “Do you want Locasta right now? Or me?”
            Her perked up. Pheromones flooded the air. Dorothy’s insides melted into a tingly hot mess. She felt her sex tingle and become wet. No stopping it once she breathed in his pheromones.
            “Why not both?”
            Dorothy cocked her head, smiled at him, and then looked at Locasta. “So? Interested?”
            The witch’s breath whooshed out. She flushed red, and nodded. Indeed, she looked eager to start. Dorothy lifted a brow, but accepted it.
            Stepping up to Locasta, Dorothy pressed in closely, face-to-face, eye-to-eye, and tilted her head. Locasta’s head tilted as their eyes locked in an intense gaze. Dorothy’s lips parted, and their lips slowly melted together as both women released low, wanton groans. Their kiss grew intense, and they really started making out hot and heavy.
            Finally pulling away, Dorothy slanted a wicked little smile at Lion. “So, lover, how was it for you?”
            “It was amazing,” Lion said, an incredulous look on his face. “My two favorite women kissing and making out.”
            “Wonderful,” she purred. “Help me out of all this, and then we can continue in bed.”
            Locasta stripped in a flash, thanks to her magic. A twirl of her wand, and nakedness. Dorothy took a little longer, with both Lion and Locasta helping to strip her. Both also caressed, fondled, and kissed her the whole time.
            “Boots on or off?” Locasta asked.
            “On,” Dorothy said. “I’m afraid of taking them off. I lost them once, never again.”
            “I have an incredible urge to lick them clean,” Lion whispered.
            “Me, too,” Dorothy said. “Glinda made me lick these boots ten or more times a day. I lived on all fours, tongue on silvery leather.”
            “You are both free of her power now,” Locasta said. “If anyone licks boot tonight, it’ll be me.”
            “So naughty,” Dorothy purred. Then she looked at Lion’s massive erection. She wrapped her hand around his rock hard shaft, giving it a firm squeezed. Lion’s breath caught. She smiled with wicked glee.
            Dorothy kissed Locasta, and then slowly dropped to her knees at Lion’s feet. The witch knelt beside her.
            “Just relax,” Locasta said.
            “We’ll take good care of you,” Dorothy purred, and then swirled her tongue around the bulbous head of his cock. Lion palmed their heads as Dorothy went down on him, and Locasta began licking his balls. “Oh baby.”
            The two beauties swapped out several times, until Dorothy finally pushed Lion over the threshold. He filled her mouth with seed. And then the women pushed him straight back atop the bed and climbed up to either side.
            While Lion watched, and his bold hands roamed, Dorothy and Locasta made out above him. That makeout session quickly became fiery hot, and Dorothy crawled over Lion to get to her. 
            “You are so beautiful, so strong,” Dorothy whispered. “You’re everything I ever want to be as a witch.”
            Pushing Locasta to her back, Dorothy pulled the witch’s left leg straight up and over her shoulder. Then she wagged her brows at Locasta, before pressing her tingling, achy pussy against the witch’s slick sex. And they ground into each other with relish.










Chapter 35

            Everything looked normal, yet Glinda knew it was anything but. She rode alone atop a pink and white flying carpet. Uma rode with four Sa’Kor witches to her left rear, with a third carpet of ten Sa’Kor witches to her right rear. She pushed the limit of what her Lesser Witches could reasonably endure; even so the two pilots were nearing the end of their ability to channel.
            Glinda slowed down as soon as her ancestral home came into view. She could almost feel the two pilots’ sighs of relief. Her eyes searched the castle and the grounds around it for any sign of trouble or damage. Mounted and foot soldiers continued to sweep the area in small units, despite it being a day too late.
            They flew over the perimeter walls, and made for the castle’s entrance. Isobel stood there with her senior staff. They looked solemn, and a little worried. As they should.
            The rage threatened to bubble up again. Glinda suppressed it, finding it a little easier after a night’s sleep.
            “Isobel!” Glinda snapped. “Report.”
            The redheaded aide-de-camp bowed lower, as did her officers. Isobel wore a red cuirass and long skirt, while her officers remained in their Sa’Kor leathers. She rose up straight and proud, looked Glinda straight in the eyes, and responded.
            “Dorothy, General Chopper, Locasta, and an unknown female Beastman reached the castle walls yesterday. Obviously, Dorothy utilized the Silver Shoes to do so. Your wards kept them from penetrating further like that, but then they simply levitated over the walls, activating the alarm ward. There is still some confusion as to if they fought their way up to your suite, or used the Silver Shoe’s magic. Either way, they gained entry and broke open the wardrobe with Dorothy’s weapons and clothes. She took everything.”
            Glinda held up a hand to stop her as anger welled up. Of course, she had no one but herself to blame. She taunted Dorothy by locking everything in the wardrobe, so close yet so far. And then she was too confident no one, especially Dorothy, would even try to break into her place of power.
            “Dorothy’s great power is to bedevil her foes,” Glinda said. “Why does the Land love her so much?”
            “Well, she’s got other powers now,” Isobel said. “Dorothy has a wand, and she knows how to use it.”
            “Dorothy’s a witch now?”
            “And a powerful one. I fought her,” Isobel said. “While she’s nowhere close to my power and ability, she is extremely impressive for someone coming into her magic so late in life.”
            “She defeated you?”
            “Not exactly. Locasta did most of the magical fighting, but Dorothy helped quite a bit with magic and her otherworld weapons,” she said. “I’m sure the Silver Shoes are amplifying her abilities.”
            Glinda squeezed her eyes shut. Losing the Silver Shoes still stung. She didn’t care to be reminded. But Isobel was correct. If Dorothy truly created her own wand, and wasn’t just using a slain Lesser Witch’s wand, then the Land would have elevated her power even more.
            “Uma, notify Jezebelle, Wanda, and Scarecrow that I will meet with them as scheduled at Bonks Hill Manor to discuss this boost in the Imperil power dynamics, and how we will respond to it,” she said. Then to Isobel, “How did you manage to lose Lion?”
            “Lion and I were together when this happened.”
            Glinda lifted a brow. 
            “Not in that way! We were out in the ward sparing. I wanted more experience fighting Beastmen.
            “Like the rest of us, he charged into the castle to defend it. In truth, it never occurred to me he was in danger. And then everything happened very fast. They hit us at the top of the stairs. Nick and the wolf girl went after Lion, while Dorothy and Locasta fought us.”
            “You mean defeated you. Defeated an entire guard force of soldiers and witches trained to defend this castle.”
            “Not exactly,” Isobel said, eyes widening. She licked her lips, and continued. “They turned and ran. We moved to contain them. We held all the floors below them, so controlled all the exits. Or so we thought.”
            “They went out a window? Did they levitate down into the ward without anyone seeing them?”
            “No, they went up the Maiden Tower. Apparently, there was an old, frayed flying carpet stashed up there,” Isobel said. “It was a small carpet, but they managed to cram everyone onto it and slip through a window. We spotted them immediately, so gave chase.”
            “But they got away.”
            “They got away,” she said in defeat. “Dorothy used the Silver Shoes’ magic within moments of passing through the outer shields. The empty carpet crashed into the ground.”
            “We have to add more wards to the defenses,” Glinda said. Her heart hammered, but her people considered her unflappable so she had to project calm competence. “Dorothy is going to drive me crazy.” She looked around at all the expectant faces. “We have relied upon our fearsome reputation too much, too long. Dorothy isn’t afraid of us. Now we have to prove to her, and everyone else, that we are truly as fierce and dangerous as we profess.”
            She glanced at Uma, then Isobel. A wicked little smile spread across her face.
            “Dorothy is proving to be a worthy opponent. She lured Jezebelle, Wanda, and I away with distractions, and struck here,” she said. Glinda bit her lip, giving her brows a wag. “Time to give Empress Dorothy and the Good Witches a master class in setting a trap.”










Chapter 36

            “Interesting look,” Dorothy said, staring at her reflection. Wilma could be seen smirking over her shoulder. “You find my outfit amusing?”
            “Forgive me, O Great Empress, but I do,” Wilma said, and snickered. “For once, you look as uncomfortable as I always feel when fully clothed.”
            Wilma wore a bright green jacket, held closed by a pair of large golden buttons. Nothing underneath. Tan leggings covered her from the waist down, ending in high-heeled knee boots. She kind of looked like one of those English fox hunters to Dorothy.
            The Empress wore a green silk gown, plunging neckline, long sleeves, and double slit skirt. Her silver thigh boots peaked out through the slits with every movement. Yeah, her servants dressed her like a Cardinal Witch. 
            “I’m not sure this is appropriate,” Dorothy said, tugging up on her way too small breast cups. “I swear, if I so much as stumble, or bend over, I’m going to fall out of this dress.”
            “Don’t worry,” Wilma said. “No one will complain.”
            “I’ll be the ‘no one’ complaining if I do,” she said, picking up her wand. 
            “You’re a witch now, and that’s a battle dress,” Wilma said. “I’d rather wear that than this outfit given me this morning. It’s so tight.” Her voice dropped to a whisper as she leaned closer. “Do you know they only laughed when I asked for a shirt?”
            “Welcome to my world, Wilma,” Dorothy said. She looked her bodyguard over. “I’d rather be in pants and a shirt, too. Remind me to ask Locasta about the spell that changes my clothes. All the most powerful witches know and use it.”
            “You’re very beautiful, Your Highness,” her chief wardrobe servant said. The brunette looked to be about thirty, and quite pretty. She smiled at Dorothy. “Would you like to pick out your jewelry now?”
            “I’m going to a war conference,” she said. “Jewelry would look more ridiculous than this outfit.”
            With that, Dorothy headed for the door. Wilma matched her step for step, though the Beastman scraped her high-heels a lot more. She smiled. The beautiful werewolf might complain about her clothes, but Dorothy knew she’d picked out the heeled boots herself. They offered her sensible boots first. Yeah, Wilma had caught the fashion bug.
            They entered the War Room to find Nick, Lion, and Locasta waiting with Grand Marshal Picho and his senior staff. Also in attendance was Magnus Bilford, Imperial Spy Chief. Dorothy gave the short and heavyset Spy Chief a nod, wondering if he ever combed that mop of curly dirty blonde hair. He looked to be in his thirties to her, but the report she read on him said he was fifty-six and noble born. 
            “Did you sleep well?” Nick asked, not looking too pleased.
            She glanced at first Lion, and then Locasta. The witch dropped her eyes and smiled. Lion just nodded, looking very proud of himself.
            “I slept splendidly,” she said.
            “During what little sleep I allowed her,” Lion whispered, making Locasta snicker.
            “How old are you two? Thirteen?” Dorothy asked, rolling her eyes.
            “At least they look happy, sister,” Olivia said as she strode in. 
            Two Lesser Witches accompanied her. One was an older witch, blonde and stern. The other was gorgeous, with medium brown hair and sensuous lips. The later witch looked Dorothy over with eager eyes. 
            Olivia indicated the blonde. “This is Ebina, my Chief of Staff.” Then she turned to the brunette, “And this is Minka, my Chief Witch.”
            All three were dressed much like Dorothy, just in shades of purple. 
            “Diana will be here in a moment,” Olivia said. “I saw her coming in a few minutes behind us.”
            So they waited for the Good Witch of the South, who arrived with seven senior officials and military officers. The military officers were all male, everyone else female Lesser Witches.
            “Do either of you have wizards on your staff?” Dorothy asked.
            The Imperial Army had a few wizards, and she knew there were a few in the bureaucracy. None of them seemed to come close to the power and competency of the witches.
            “No,” Olivia said. “Gillikin Country has our fair share of wizards, but they are more trouble than they are worth.”
            “I don’t know, sister, I do employ wizards in my army,” Diana said. “As you say, they tend toward the aggressive side, but isn’t that what we want in our soldiers?”
            “Good point, Diana,” Dorothy said. She wanted to say “sister,” but felt unworthy. “Speaking of aggression. Let’s talk war.”
            Every one pressed up around the mock-up table. Dorothy hesitated just a second, but pointed with her wand. The short spell Locasta taught her earlier that morning made tiny figures representing the various hosts to appear and spread across the board. 
            Dorothy smiled at Diana and Olivia. “Mr. Bilford, my Spy Chief, has learned that the Wickeds will all meet at Bonks Hill Manor in three days.” She pointed her wand and made the manor appear on the mock-up table, well over to the southeast in Munchkin held territory. “Glinda, Wanda, Jezebelle, and even Scarecrow will be there with their senior officers to decide on their new strategy. We win the war if we can capture even one of the Witched Witches.”
            “That’s bold,” Olivia said, stepping back. “Jezebelle has the most Lesser Witches. That is probably one of the most secure places they could meet outside one of their castles.”
            “Exactly,” Dorothy continued. “The meeting is a closely guarded secret, so they don’t expect any kind of attack. We’ll catch them completely by surprise. In and out fast.”
            “It won’t be that easy,” Diana said, shifting nervously. “Glinda and Wanda are two of the three most powerful witches alive. And Jezebelle is a Cardinal Witch.”
            “Not to mention the Lesser Witches on guard,” Olivia said. “I don’t think we’ll be able to distract the guard force away from their duties.”
            “Exactly,” Nick said. “I know we can get in and hit the manor hard and fast, and probably get our hands on at least one of the Wickeds. Probably Jezebelle. But the Lesser Witches, backed up by Glinda and Wanda, will swarm us immediately thereafter.”
            Dorothy looked at Locasta. “They suffer from the same problem I have.”
            Locasta grinned and nodded.
            “And what would that be?” Olivia asked.
            “You forget that I have the perfect talisman for this kind of operation,” she said, and swept her skirt open to reveal the bright and shiny silver thigh boots. “My Silver Stilettos will transport us in, and then back out.”
            Jaws dropped all around the table, quickly followed by nods and big smiles.
            Dorothy pointed at Bonks Hill Manor, making it glow. “And the War of the Witches will end right there, my friends.”










Chapter 37

            Bonks Hill Manor looked long abandoned. In fact, no one had lived there since Sir Harry Bonks died without issue thirty years earlier. Half the thatch in the roof was rotted away, as were most of the shutters. The manor house walls were built of stone, so stood strong and gray.
            A barn and three silos stood about halfway between the manor house and the long abandoned village. While the barn had collapsed, the three stone silos stood tall over the empty lands, made of the same gray stone as the manor.
            If it sat on her side of the siege, Glinda would’ve repaired the roof, windows, and doors and used it as her host’s headquarters. Jezebelle looked upon it with distaste, while Wanda just paced like a caged lion.
            Uma slipped inside and hurried to Glinda. She whispered, “Just got the message. They’re assembling now. Dorothy is fully armed with her guns.”
            “Damn. Thank you, Uma. Are you and Isobel ready?”
            A wicked little smile spread across Uma’s face. “We are. They’re in for quite a surprise.”
            “Excellent. Thank you,” Glinda said, turning back to Wanda and Jezebelle. Uma hurried back to her pre-battle position. “Sisters. It has begun. I just got word that Dorothy and the Good Witches are about to depart. It shouldn’t take them long to fly here.”
            “But Dorothy has her pistols back,” Jezebelle said. 
            Glinda shot a dark look at Wanda. 
            “Don’t allow Wanda’s obsessive fears frighten you, sister,” Glinda said. “While in my custody, I practiced with Dorothy’s firearms quite often.”
            “Firearms?” Wanda asked.
            “Yes. I learned that is what they are truly called, as a group. The one-handed firearms are called pistols. The larger two-handed ones that hang off your shoulder are called submachine guns, or Uzis. And they all shoot small lead bullets, also called ammo.” She smiled. Even Wanda looked impressed, soaking up every word. “The reason your lost pistol stopped working, Wanda, was because it ran out of those bullets. Each weapon holds a limited amount, so has to be replenished periodically. And there isn’t much ammo left, either. So I don’t expect Dorothy to be doing a lot of shooting.”
            The Wicked Witch of the West turned hostile, and glared at Glinda a long moment. Glinda loved knowing things Wanda desperately wanted to know. It drove the Wicked Witch crazy.
            “It only takes one bullet to kill a Cardinal Witch,” Wanda said. “But you know that better than any of us, don’t you?”
            Glinda regarded her a moment, noticing how nervous Jezebelle was getting. The Wicked Witch of the East could very well bolt with the first gunshot. And she wasn’t sure about Wanda, either. There was a solution, but damn she hated sharing it with Wanda.
            “If you’re that worried, then I’ll share my ward against Dorothy’s firearms,” Glinda said. 
            Jezebelle brightened. Perfect. So Glinda pressed up close. They smiled at each other, and then closed their eyes as their foreheads pressed together. Glinda whispered the Share Spell, and felt the warmth infuse her head as that spell transferred to Jezebelle. It only took a few seconds.
            “Feel better?” Glinda whispered, holding the Witch’s eyes. Jezebelle bit her lip and nodded, so she kissed her. “Good. That makes me happy.”
            “Oh please. Seduce her later,” Wanda said. “Time is running out. Give me the spell. Share!”
            “I really hope she calms down after we capture Dorothy, Olivia, and Diana,” Glinda said to Jezebelle. “Otherwise, she’s going to drive us crazy for the next thousand years.”
            Jezebelle giggled. Wanda scowled.
            Glinda moved over to Wanda. They pressed up so close and personal their breasts squashed. Wanda stood tall and proud, which was the first time since Glinda traded her for Diana, and then kept her collared and under her salacious power for some hours. A little taste of payback.
            “You smell lovely, sister,” Wanda said.
            “I know,” she said. “I liked you better when your tongue and lips tasted of my boot leather.”
            Wanda’s face reddened. Glinda closed her eyes, pressing her forehead to Wanda’s. The Wicked Witch relaxed and accepted the Share a few seconds later. After the transfer, Glinda tried to step back, but Wanda wrapped an arm around her waist to hold her close.
            “Be careful, sister,” Wanda whispered. She gave Glinda a quick peck on the lips. “We both enjoyed your captivity back in Kiamo Ko way too much. If I get my hands on you again, I think we’ll both enjoy it for a long, long time.”
            “You are too full of yourself, sister.”
            “And you cannot say it’s not true,” Wanda sneered.
            The Wicked Witch turned and began her pacing again. Glinda stared at her a long moment, before rolling her eyes and looking around. She suspect Dorothy and the Goods were airborne and flying in as fast as they could muster.
            “Prepare yourselves, sisters,” Glinda said, lifting her wand, a defensive spell on her lips. “They could arrive at any moment.”
            “I pray they hurry,” Wanda said, eyes narrowing as a wicked smile spread. “I can’t wait to see the look on Dorothy’s face when she figures out we duped her.”
            Glinda rather looked forward to that moment, as well. But that wasn’t their goal.
            “Her expression is the least of our concerns,” Glinda said. “First and foremost, we must stick to our tactical plan and capture Olivia and Diana. And Dorothy!
            “If we succeed today, our Triumvirate of Witches will rule Oz for a thousand years.”










Chapter 38

            “I cannot guarantee exactly where we will appear in relation to the Wickeds,” Dorothy said. “We will be in the same room, so we have to pounce without hesitation.”
            “Lion and I will take down Scarecrow,” Nick said.
            “I have Glinda,” Olivia said.
            “I’ll hit Wanda with all I have,” Diana said.
            “And I’ll do my best against Jezebelle,” Locasta said.
            “Meanwhile, I’ll provide cover with my weapons,” Dorothy said. She pulled her wand out of the sheath on her belt. “And help anyone struggling with what little magic I can contribute.”
            “Actually, just surprising them with our suddenly appearance out of thin air should suffice,” Olivia said. “We’ll all transport with a stun spell on our lips, so we can put them down before they can pull up their battle wards.”
            Dorothy watched everyone nodding. They’d gone over the plan over and over. The only uncertainty was how the Wickeds would be spread around the chamber. Best case scenario would find them all standing together. The closer together the better, so the Witches could help anyone struggling with her target.
            My guns might prove the deciding factor, Dorothy thought. 
            Unfortunately, Glinda shot up most of her ammo. One Uzi had ten rounds remaining, the other eleven. She had three magazines for two pistols. Ozians might think that a lot of firepower, but she understood just how fast that could all go. The Uzis were good for two or three short bursts, and then they were dead weight.
            I might have to rely more on my magic this time.
            The previous night she had tried to restock her ammo by using the Silver Stilettos to return to the old farmhouse’s attic. She found nothing. As in, no attic. No house. Someone had demolished the farmhouse. Dorothy returned to a bare concrete slab, with stacks of lumber and pallets of bricks surrounding it in the dark.
            I can’t believe they tore my house down. It’s gone.
            Dorothy had some ideas on acquiring more ammo. She could return to a big city, where no one knew her, and buy more ammo. First, she had to figure out how to acquire some American money. But that was for the future. Right now she had bigger fish to fry.
            “Are we ready?” Dorothy asked.
            They were, so formed a circle, with everyone facing outward. Then they linked hands. Dorothy concentrated on the main hall of Bonks Hill Manor, and wished them all to that location as she tapped her heels once, twice, three times…
            “Watch out!” Wanda shouted.
            The three Witches were standing in the middle of the chamber, facing each other. Wanda’s warning scattered them before Dorothy’s team could sort themselves out. They arrived with Nick and Lion facing the Wickeds. So Olivia darted toward Glinda as she cast her stun spell. Diana and Locasta moved out swiftly, too. 
            “Where’s Scarecrow?” Nick shouted. 
            Olivia’s spell had shown Glinda, Wanda, Jezebelle, and Scarecrow all there just a few moments earlier. What happened to their supreme army commander?
            Jezebelle cried out, knocked back against the wall. Dorothy noticed Glinda and Wanda had their shields up too fast, so Olivia and Diana failed. It suddenly became a fight between six powerful Witches, with the scale favoring the Wickeds a little.
            The main hall practically exploded with sound as all six Witches unleashed hell on each other. Dorothy could see so much more of the magic, understanding what they were doing now. She reached for her wand.
            “No!” she cried. “Guns!”
            Glinda hit Olivia with something that dropped the Good Witch to one knee. Dorothy and Glinda looked at each other, eyes locking for half a second. Long enough to rock Dorothy back on her heels. And then Olivia counter attacked, which made Glinda stumble back a few steps. Dorothy took both Uzis in hand, lifting them up threateningly.
            “Halt, or I’ll shoot!” Dorothy shouted.
            Scarecrow charged in leading Munchkin and Winkie soldiers. Lion roared. Nick shouted his battle cry, but the Good Witches all faltered when the new troops entered the fray. So Dorothy turned and opened fire on Scarecrow and the soldiers.
            That unfamiliar sound sent most of the soldiers to the floor. Dorothy turned her full attention on Scarecrow, lighting him up for a few seconds.
            And then both Uzis locked back, empty.
            “Damn.”
            Nick and Lion took up her slack. They slammed into Scarecrow, and Lion ripped off one of his arms. The evil animated creation wailed, and took off running. Nick and Lion went after him.
            “No don’t go… Ah, Jesus!” Dorothy cried. 
            Soldiers jumped up thinking it safe. They split up into four groups, each going after one of the Witches. So Dorothy pulled both pistols, using the left to fend off the Ten Winkie soldiers coming at her, while using the right to fire into the three other groups. Basically, she provided suppressive fire. She wasn’t even aiming, so only struck down a few soldiers. That emboldened them.
            “No!” she screamed when the squad coming at her suddenly charged. 
            Dorothy turned both pistols on them, shooting into their packed mass at chest level. Men dropped with every shot. Her brain screamed in horror at how she slaughtered them, but her fear of them laying hands on her outweighed all else.
            Both pistols locked back, empty. She cried out, dropping the right pistol. She quickly dug out the last magazine and slammed it in. The charging men were right on top of her. Four of them, looking full of murderous rage.
            Shifting the pistol to her right hand, Dorothy lifted it up to chest level. Charged it, and started pulling the trigger. Over and over, she pulled the trigger until no man stood before her.
            Empress Dorothy gasped, head spinning, as she stood over dead bodies, her clothes splattered with their blood. Hands trembling. Looking toward the witch fight, she spotted the other soldiers threatening Olivia, Diana, and Locasta. One and all were dead, masks of horror on their faces. Her jaw dropped. How were they killed? Obviously magic, but…
            Boom! Boom! Boom!
            Dorothy eyes were pulled over to Glinda and Olivia. Glinda’s wand had transformed into a white hot whip of energy that she was using to push Olivia back across the room. Each snap of that super-powered whip exploded like thunder.
            And she could whip it fast.
            Boom! Boom! Boom!
            Dorothy started to aim at Glinda, but stopped. How much ammo left? So she quickly ejected the magazine. Empty! She checked the chamber. One round left.
            “Sometimes I just hate my life!” she grumbled.
            And then Uma raced into the room, leading Sa’Kor Lesser Witches. A lot of witches. 
            “Watch out!” Dorothy cried. “It’s Uma with more witches!”
            The Sa’Kor split into three groups, each attacking the back of a Witch. They moved with practiced precision. 
            “It’s a trap,” Olivia cried. 
            Dorothy froze. Trap? Glinda and the Wickeds knew they were going to attack? How?
            Wanda drove into Diana hard and fast with a series of thunderbolts, forcing the Good Witch back, back, back. And then Uma came up behind the redheaded Witch, and pressed her wand to the back of Diana’s head.
            Dorothy didn’t know what Uma did, but Diana collapsed bonelessly at her feet. Wanda cried out in joy, and turned on Olivia. Uma turned on Locasta’s back.
            Dorothy pulled her wand, rushing forward to help, but it was too late. Glinda wrapped her energy whip around the Good Witch’s waist. Olivia’s entire body bowed backwards as she wailed in pure agony. She dropped her wand, which Wanda snatched up. The Wicked Witch snapped the wand in two, and tossed it at Glinda’s feet.
            “To the victor go the spoils,” Wanda said.
            Locasta screamed in fury as Uma and other Sa’Kor witches laid hands on her. Their struggle bore them out the front door, out of sight.
            Dorothy turned to find Glinda grinning at her with wicked glee.










Chapter 39

            “The War of the Witches is over,” Glinda said. “We win, Dorothy. I suggest you surrender quietly. You won’t like how I punish you if I have to resort to violence.”
            Holding her pistol in one hand, her wand in the other, and both aimed at Glinda’s chest, Dorothy stared incredulously at the Witch’s gloating face. Glinda looked too sure of herself. Too confident. Too smug.
            “How does it feel, Dorothy?” Wanda sneered. She held up Diana’s wand, and then broke it into three pieces before tossing the pieces on the ground with Olivia’s. “We leaked this meeting to you. We set you up. Like the overconfident fool we knew you to be, you jumped at the chance to capture us.”
            Wanda grabbed a fistful of Olivia’s dark hair, yanking her head up and claiming her slack lips in a kiss. Then she grinned at Dorothy.
            “Defeat and subjugation tastes good on Olivia’s lips,” the Wicked Witch said. Her eyes turned hard. “It’ll taste better on yours.”
            Dorothy’s eyes widened. She’d already endured one humiliating defeat and enslavement. The thought of another sickened her. Bile scalded her throat. And then Wanda cast a spell that made Olivia’s dress vanish. The Good Witch was left in nothing but her boots. 
            “As you can see, my pet,” Glinda purred. She indicated Diana, now stripped down to just her boots like Olivia. Jezebelle dragged her by the hair, depositing her limp form next to the Good Witch of the North. “Both Good Witches lie defeated, ours to do with as we please.”
            Glinda signaled to a Sa’Kor waiting in the corner. The witch hurried forward. Dorothy’s breath caught when she saw what the witch carried: a basket of silvery collars. She handed one each to Wanda and Jezebelle, who immediately bent over and snapped them around Olivia’s and Diana’s necks. The two unconscious Good Witches tensed, and then slowly relaxed as the insidious magic took control of their undefended minds and bodies.
            Panic filled the Empress when the Sa’Kor witch moved up to Glinda, handing her another collar. A collar for Dorothy.
            Dorothy looked from the collar in Glinda’s hand, to the collars now controlling Olivia and Diana. Her eyes began to burn, tears welling up. Her hands tightened their grips on pistol and wand, and her finger moved down to the trigger.
            “Stay away from me!”
            Thinking of her palace suite, Dorothy clicked her heels. Then clicked them again.
            “Wait!” Glinda cried. 
            Everyone froze. Dorothy stared at them, panting, heart racing out of control, face wet with tears. 
            One bullet left, she thought. I must use it wisely before I leave.
            She turned the pistol on Wanda. Glinda had a spell to stop bullets. Wanda was far more scary and dangerous than Jezebelle. 
            Then I’ll go back to Kansas and find a way to buy more ammo, she thought. And then I’ll come back and kill all of the Wicked Witches!
            “You’re not a coward to just abandon your friends to ignoble slavery, are you?” Glinda asked.
            She winced. That would be bad. So bad. But, the alternative was to join them in ignoble slavery. And enslavement to the Wickeds meant the most wicked, kinkiest sex and depravity. With the War of the Witches over, her life as a slave would become nothing but shameful debauchery. Groveling. Begging. 
            “Maybe we can work out a deal,” Glinda said. “If Olivia and Diana will accept and swear obedience to the Triumvirate of Witches, then we might accept just you as our slave.”
            “The Triumvirate? Ruling Oz?” she repeated. 
            That would be bad. It might be worse than when Scarecrow ruled as King and Wizard of Oz. Wanda was a very angry Witch. Plus, the Wicked would wield power over Gillikin and Quadling Countries. She could only imagine the reparations the Wickeds would demand.
            “Let her click her pretty little boots and flee like a frightened child,” Wanda said. She turned to Olivia. “It’s time to celebrate our victory.”
            That’s when Dorothy realized Olivia was stirring, waking up. The Good Witch’s eyes popped open, a look of alarm spreading across her face. Her hands went to her naked breasts, and then toward her throat. The collar repulsed her hands, causing a look of utter despair to claim her face.
            “Olivia!” Wanda snapped. The Good Witch’s breath caught, body tense. “Listen and obey. Kneel.”
            Olivia didn’t hesitate. She obeyed. Dorothy watched her roll to her knees, sit back on her legs, and lower her eyes before Wanda. The Wicked Witch smirked down at her, reached out, and lifted Olivia’s chin. She forced the Good Witch to look her in the eyes.
            “Olivia, what are you?”
            “I… I am your slave, Mistress,” she said. “I am yours to command. I obey.”
            Dorothy groaned miserably. What have I done?
            “Spread your knees as wide as you can,” Wanda whispered, voice suddenly husky.
            “What? What are you doing to her?” Dorothy demanded, taking a step closer. “Stop!”
            Wanda cut Dorothy a sneering look of contempt, and then pressed the tip of her wand to Olivia’s sex.
            “Climax!”
            “Aaaagghh!” Olivia screamed, eyes rolling up and arms flying wide. 
            “Again,” Wanda commanded. “Climax!”
            The Wicked Witch forced eight orgasms out of the Good Witch before she stopped and stood up. Olivia collapsed into a quivering, moaning, groaning, writhing mess. And then Dorothy noticed that Diana was on all fours, licking Jezebelle’s boots.
            “This will be their life, Dorothy, unless you do the right thing and give yourself to us,” Glinda said. “Don’t you want the best for your friends?”
            “You monster!”
            “Aw, don’t be mean,” Glinda said. She lifted a curious brow. “Where’s Locasta?”
            For a second, Dorothy couldn’t breathe. Locasta? Then she remembered, the last time she saw her. The former Good Witch was surrounded by Uma and numerous Sa’Kor witches. They forced her out the door.
            “Poor Locasta, not as important as Olivia, Diana, and you,” Glinda said. “I gave her to the Sa’Kor. Uma probably has her halfway back to my castle. And there she will remain my slave.”
            Wanda ordered Olivia to lick her boots. Dorothy watched for a few minutes, trying to get her chaotic mind in some semblance of order. Trying to think coherently. Olivia and Diana both licked boot the whole time, slowly licking higher and higher, until their faces pressed up between Wanda’s and Jezebelle’s legs. Both Wicked Witches had expressions of pure bliss on their faces.
            “Give them their dignity back, Dorothy,” Glinda pleaded. “Let Olivia and Diana be our loyal servants in Gillikin and Quadling, not our slavish playthings on their knees.”
            “But…”
            “Do you think you are more important, more worthy than your friends?”
            “No, but… But…”
            The pistol started to dip. Tears welled up, blurring everything. She could almost feel her knees pressed against the unyielding floor. Feel the cold metal collar encircling her neck yet again. And then, it would all begin again.
            “I want binding promises,” Dorothy whispered. 
            “Kneel, and then we can speak further,” Glinda said, taking a step closer.
            Dorothy dropped to her knees, arms dropping limply to her side.










Chapter 40

            “Mmmmmgh,” Olivia moaned as she obediently gave intense cunninlingus to Wanda.
            “Ooooh, yes. This is so good. You have talent, Olivia,” Wanda whispered, then she grabbed a fistful of silky brown hair and pulled Olivia away. She gave Dorothy a calculating look, and then turned to Olivia. “My slave, you prefer to bed men, don’t you?”
            “Yes, Mistress.”
            “You would rather fuck all my soldiers ten times before you spend a moment between my legs, right?”
            Dorothy’s breath caught. For a second, she couldn’t think or breathe. Unwanted memories flooded back.
            Olivia looked around. She cut Dorothy a quick glance – who shook her head NO – but mostly looked at all the Winkie and Munchkin soldiers in the room. That’s when Dorothy realized there were a good fifty men in there with them. They just seemed so insignificant next to the Witches.
            With a tiny voice, “I guess so, Mistress.”
            Wanda laughed, while Glinda moved to the side, like she wanted to get behind Dorothy. She noticed the former Good Witch’s eyes were locked on her pistol.
            So you are still afraid of my gun, even though you have a protective ward against it?
            “This looks bad, Dorothy,” Glinda said in a soft, friendly voice. A very compelling voice that made Dorothy worry it was magically enhanced. “I have a bad feeling Wanda plans more wickedness.”
            Dorothy had no doubt. She’d been given to Wanda multiple times, and the Wicked Witch asked her the same question more than once. And then she brought in soldiers to pass her around, or just plain gangbang her.
            “I want promises now!” Dorothy cried. Mostly, she just wanted to distract Wanda away from Olivia. “If I’m going to surrender everything to you, then you have to swear promises to treat Olivia and Diana with dignity and respect. I’ll agree to you allowing the Good Witches to swear obedience to you, but there’s no deal if Wanda gives Olivia to the soldiers.”
            The Wicked Witch of the West perked up.
            “If there’s no deal, I’ll give Olivia to my soldiers every single day and night,” Wanda snarled. “Men! Take her. Show the Empress of Nothing that the Good Witch of the North is a true harlot.”
            Five Winkie soldiers eagerly rushed over to surround Olivia. The Good Witch was pulled to her feet, while they all pressed against her. Hands roamed, while men kissed, groped, and nibbled all at once.
            Dorothy’s hand tightened on the pistol, but then she heard something outside. A familiar voice in distress. And it was growing closer fast.
            Holding her breath, Dorothy quickly raced through the small number of spells she already had learned. The Good Witches shared a lot of spells straight from her memories into Dorothy’s, but it still required her to train her body to perform them. Repetition, practice made witches fast and powerful.
            The War of the Witches hadn’t given her much time to practice.
            “This is,” Dorothy said, starting softly and slowly putting more power into her voice. “Unacceptable!”
            Her wand came up, and she cast the spell as quickly as she could. She looked at Wanda when she started the spell, who immediately pulled up her shield and prepared to counter, but at the last second Dorothy changed her focus to the soldiers molesting Olivia. More specifically, the floor under their feet.
            Bright green tentacles erupted from the floor. The soldiers cried out, trying to throw themselves away from Olivia. Indeed, the Good Witch appeared to have a dozen glowing tentacles writhing around her. 
            “Aw, our little Dorothy thinks she’s a witch,” Glinda said. 
            “It is a rather nice illusion,” Jezebelle said. “For a second, I thought she’d summoned real ones.”
            Glinda started to speak, but stopped, looked toward the door, and cocked her head. Dorothy started to panic. Too soon, so she quickly stood to draw everyone’s attention back to her.
            Dorothy looked Glinda dead in the eye. “I can’t – ”
            “Aaaaaiiiieeee!” Scarecrow screamed as he raced back in through the door. “Help me, you stupid, stuck up Witch whores!”
            Nick and Lion were inches from catching him. Scarecrow had to lean very far forward after losing both arms in his fight with Nick and Lion. Munchkin, Winkie, and Sa’Kor soldiers all charged the non-magical enemy, forcing Nick and Lion to break off their pursuit and defend themselves.
            Scarecrow raced around behind Glinda, while the air filled with the sound of clashing steel and cursing soldiers. Dorothy turned away from Glinda to race around the battling soldiers and right up to Jezebelle. 
            The Wicked Witch remained enthralled by the savage sword fight, so didn’t see Dorothy rushing up. So she swung her pistol at the Witch’s head.
            “Eat steel!” Dorothy screamed, and whacked Jezebelle over the head.
            The Wicked Witch dropped to one knee, but was far from out. Somehow, Cardinal Witches could take hits that would KO a heavy-weight boxer. So Dorothy slammed a knee into her face, before reaching down and removing Diana’s collar.
            Dorothy snatched Jezebelle’s wand out of her hand, and passed it to Diana. 
            “Can you use this?”
            “Not ideal, but yes,” Diana said, struggling to her feet. She paused just a second to look down at her nudity, before casting a spell the clothed her in brightest red halter and skirt. “We have to save Olivia!”
            Dorothy was already on the move. As she came around the fight, charging straight at Wanda, she noticed Glinda casting at spell at the fighting men. A spell she was sure was directed at either Nick or Lion. At the same time, Wanda whirled on her, pointing her wand and starting a spell.
            “Fuck you, Glinda!” Dorothy screamed to distract, and shot her.
            She wasn’t sure where she hit Glinda, but the Witch spun to her right as she cried out. Then Wanda was right there, pressing her wand into Dorothy’s neck, with a vicious snarl on her face. 
            Reacting out of instinct, no thought whatsoever, Dorothy dropped her empty pistol and wand, seized Wanda’s arm, and flipped the Witch over her hip. But before she and Diana could take advantage of Wanda’s dropped guard, Nick and Lion cried out and gave a mighty effort that pushed soldiers straight into them.
            Wanda vanished under a pile of soldiers, while Diana started zapping soldiers still molesting Olivia. Before she knew it, Nick and Lion were standing before her, panting, looking half-crazed with battle madness. Diana and Olivia were right there as well.
            “Link hands!”
            More soldiers attack, sweeping Nick and Lion away. Wanda screamed in rage, and even Glinda sat up. Diana hadn’t even tried to remove the collar from Olivia yet, being more concerned with clothing her.
            Wanda slipped out of the mass of fighting men, turning baleful eyes on Dorothy. Even Glinda looked beyond wrathful. Dorothy thought about using her Silver Stilettos to whisk Diana and Olivia away, but she’d be sacrificing Nick and Lion.
            “I can’t get all of us out,” she muttered, mind manic. “So I’ll send the others away!”
            Dorothy concentrated on Glinda, Jezebelle, and Wanda going all the way back to Glinda’s castle, along with all of the soldiers. Held that wish in her thoughts, and clicked her heels three times.
            “What happened?” Diana cried into the suddenly quiet room.
            Nick and Lion, covered in blood and gore, stood back-to-back, looking around warily. Olivia was the only one that understood. The Good Witch of the North pointed at Dorothy’s feet. 
            “She finally did it. She tapped the power of the Silver Shoes,” Olivia said.
            “Where is Locasta?” Lion asked. “Where is my witch?”
            “They took her,” Dorothy said, her stomach twisting at the thought. “We failed in our mission to end the war, but at least pulled off a Pyrrhic victory of sorts.”










Chapter 41

            The week after what became popularly known as the “Battle of Bonks Hill” saw major changes in and around Emerald City. Grand Marshal Picho, with the help of Nick and Lion, overran General Scarecrow’s headquarters, attacked the Munchkin and Sa’Kor hosts from the rear, and generally threw the Wickeds in disarray. 
            Glinda ordered everyone to pull back and reorganize. Ozian spies said the three Witches almost came to blows after Wanda attacked wounded Glinda, and Jezebelle went to Glinda’s defense. Of course, they were all within Glinda’s seat of power at the time, so Wanda’s ill-advised attack failed miserably. Still, Jezebelle then convinced Glinda to forgive Wanda.
            Dorothy didn’t understand half of it. Olivia and Diana took the news in stride, saying it was pretty much what they expected from the Wickeds. Their loyalties and friendships were quite fluid. That was definitely true of Wanda. 
            That bitch is crazy, Dorothy thought.
            She looked north across the former battlefields. The Imperial Army controlled everything as far as the eye could see, even from her suite’s balcony. Thousands of soldiers were out sweeping the land looking for discarded weapons and forgetting corpses. The dead were being given proper burials, and the weapons found added to the scrap steal piles to make new and better weapons.
            Gillikin, Quadling, and Imperial witches flew over the fields in support of the soldiers, protecting and giving assistance where needed. Olivia and Diana were deep under the Emerald Palace, down creating new wands. Dorothy had helped them find new wands to enchant, but that was all the help she could give at her current level of ability.
            “Why so solemn?” Wilma asked.
            Her bodyguard leaned back against the stone balustrade. Arms crossed under her boobs, the Beastman watched Dorothy intently. 
            “The War of the Witches isn’t over,” Dorothy said. “We knocked them back on their heels, and that quite by accident, I believe.” She stared at the horizon a moment. “They’ll be back, and won’t make the same mistakes.”
            “Then we’ll exploit their new mistakes.”
            Dorothy smiled. “I love your optimism, Willy.”
            “Willy? Why did you call me that?” she said, standing up straight. 
            “Don’t you think it’s a cute take on Wilma,” she said. “A less formal name. A term of endearment.”
            Wilma considered that. Dorothy grinned.
            “May I call you Willy?”
            “If you wish, Your Highness,” she said. “But not in front of Lion. Or anyone else.”
            The door opened, and Lion joined them in human form. All he wore was his usual tight pants. No shoes. No shirt. Lion looked like a bronze god with long, tousled bedroom hair. 
            Wilma stood straighter before her lord and king. Lion gave his subject a brief nod, and then turned hungry eyes on Dorothy.
            “Good morning,” he growled, claiming her lips in a lingering kiss. Then a little anger filled his eyes. “Don’t ever do that again.”
            “Do what? I’ve just been out here with Wilma.”
            “You snuck out of bed,” he said. “I woke up next to Nick! You’re supposed to be there between us.”
            Dorothy covered her mouth, but her snicker was loud. Wilma tried to suppress her giggles, too. Lion scowled at them.
            “It’s not funny.”
            “I know,” Dorothy said, forcing herself to calm down.
            “You’re right,” Wilma said. “Not funny.”
            “Yeah, it’s hilarious!” Dorothy cried, and they bent over laughing.
            “Kissy kissy, oh wait, you aren’t Dorothy,” Wilma gasped out.
            Dorothy snorted with her failed attempt to stop laughing. Lion did not see the humor, at all. And then Nick joined them.
            “What’s so funny?” 
            “Nothing,” Lion snapped. “They think it’s funny that Dorothy left us in bed together.”
            “Really?” Nick said. “Don’t do that again. Wake us up first.”
            “You guys are so funny,” Dorothy gasped out. “Oh God. I love you so much.”
            Dorothy moved between Nick and Lion, wrapping her arms around their waists. She always felt so tiny next to them, yet safe and protected, too. They started out as her friends and traveling companions decades ago, but how they were so much more. Her generals. Her protectors. Her lovers. 
            With Nick, Lion, and Wilma standing beside her, Dorothy felt like she could stand against anyone. Even Glinda Upland, and the Wicked Witches of Oz.

THE END
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