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Wicked Triumphant

Return to Oz With a Vengeance #4

Dorothy reined in, standing up in the saddle. She rode a gelding that literally glowed gold in the bright sunlight. It was a breed called Gylden Paars in Oz, but she knew them as Akhal-Teke. One of her neighbors back in Kansas bred them. The most gorgeous horses Dorothy had ever seen, so finding them on Oz was a thrill. She purchased several, though they were not warhorses.

Her saddle and tack were bright green, as was just about everything she owned or wore. Kind of annoying. She still couldn’t believe the grooms had flatly refused to give her a black saddle and tack. Empresses got Ozian green saddles. Full stop. No further discussion.

Lion and Wilma, of course, thought it hilarious. Nick was a little more sympathetic, yet he agreed with the grooms. What was she going to do? It would be petty to fire the grooms.

They are as bad as my servants.

“General Chopper, how far along are the new defensive works?”

Her chief lieutenant and Ozian general, Nick Chopper, stood a little taller and looked around with an unsatisfied scowl. He was a tough man to please. The man once known as Tin Woodman, was a massively built steel man now. Thick steel plate replaced his formally tin body. Though, due to some kind of magical backfire or something cast by Scarecrow, Nick was a little more human than before.

“They are coming along, though rather slowly to my way of thinking.”

Dorothy ordered extensive trenches, walls, and other barriers constructed to help hold back and blunt the attacks of future sieges. While they had defeated the combined hosts of Glinda, Wanda, and Jezebelle, she didn’t delude herself. The Wicked Witches would be back. The Battle of Bonks Hill was just the last battle fought. Not the final battle. The Wickeds still had unholy ambitions and desires. They would not be so easily dissuaded.

Indeed, Glinda had almost defeated Dorothy. A lesson Dorothy was trying hard to learn. The solution to her dilemma was not as forthcoming. Nick and her Generals wanted to go on the offensive, but they admitted the Imperial Army only had enough troops to attack one of the Wickeds at a time. Going after one, would leave the city vulnerable to the other two Wickeds.

They were in the process of recruiting and training more soldiers, but that took time. Far more time than Dorothy ever realized. Just learning the basics took several months. She did not want to send untrained men, boys really, to their death.

A black wolf came bounding over the hill, tongue lolling out to one side. She looked so happy and content, racing around like a child without a care in the world. Dorothy smiled fondly at her.

“Wilma!” she called.

The wolf veered toward the empress’s little troupe. As she grew near, Dorothy reached back and patted the horse’s rump. The gelding gave the racing wolf a wary look.

“Easy, boy,” Dorothy said soothingly. A moment later Wilma reached her and leapt up behind her liege. She leaned back and pressed her cheek to the panting wolf’s face, and whispered, “Hi, Willy.”

The wolf recoiled, and instantly shifted back into a beautiful young woman. A very naked woman, too. She gave Dorothy a distressed look.

“You promised.”

Dorothy winked, and replied in a whisper. “No one heard.”

“I heard,” Lion said.

The King of the Beastmen, also called the Warlord, stood beside Dorothy. Lion stood almost as tall as Nick, a bronze god of a man with a great mane of tawny hair. Gorgeous like a Greek god. He was the only one not mounted. Lion could ride, but the shifter preferred to walk.

“Damn,” Dorothy said. “How dare you eavesdrop.”

“I’m standing two feet away,” Lion said. “And all Beastmen can hear your whispers.”

“Everyone already knows you call Wilma ‘Willy,’” Nick said. “Open secret.”

“Please don’t lose respect for me,” Wilma begged her lord and master, Lion. “I can’t say no to the Empress of Oz.”

“Of course you could,” Lion said, grinning. He winked at her. “Don’t worry. It is kind of cute.”

“I’m not cute! I am a powerful warrior!”

“Of course you are,” Dorothy said. “But I love you, and you are my Willy.”

“Oh. Someone stab me,” Wilma moaned. “Before I die of humiliation.”

“There’s nothing wrong with letting her call you Willy,” Lion said. “It shows her deep affection for you. Just, and this is important, do NOT fetch a stick if she throws it.”

Everyone laughed except Wilma. Instead, she slipped off the horse and shifted back into a wolf. Dorothy watched her slink away, growling softly. The empress shook her head, big smile on her face. She truly did love that shifter. Wilma was more than a bodyguard. She was a friend, and friends were in short supply as ruler of Oz.

Looking around to ensure only her confidants could hear. “I got word from my spies. The Wickeds are definitely plotting new evil. They were just in Glinda’s castle for three days of secret talks. God only knows what they are planning. None of it good.”

“Not for us,” Nick said.

Dorothy looked around at all the soldiers tolling away on that hot summer day. Back in Kansas it was winter, end of February. Oz was six months out of sync, so the end of August. But the Ozians didn’t have months, but measured the year in four seasons. So also out of sync with American months. It made it so hard to keep track of time in her head.

“Autumn is less than a month away,” Dorothy said. “And the campaigning season should be over, but I fear we still have to be ready to repel any and all attacks. There is no room for failure.”


Chapter 2

Quadling Country, Upland Castle…

Glinda slowly paced around the circular tower chamber. The warm winds off the surrounding desert caressed her bare skin. She wore a pink halter, with a long white slit skirt riding low on well-rounded hips. Diamonds and rubies glittered below her ears, around her throat, and around her left wrist. Pink thigh boots, polished to a high sheen, covered her legs up to mid-thigh.

Her tall stilettos tapped lightly on the polished marble. Looking out the open windows as she passed them, the powerful witch could see for miles and miles in every direction. Her ancestral home had never fallen in its two thousand year history. Owning the high ground helped. Yet, it wasn’t serving her well at the moment.

“How extensive are these defensive works Dorothy is building?”

She turned back to the five people seated in a circle. Her chair was the only one empty. Glinda leaned back against the lancet window’s sill, pressing against her rump. She swept long strawberry blonde hair back over her shoulder, baby blues narrowing on one senior official.

The foot long, ivory wand twirling in her right hand was the only outward indication of her agitation.

General Kahlan sat up straighter. Her spymaster licked dry lips. The blue-eyed brunette looked twenty-five and beautiful, but magic preserved her. She sat there in tight, black Sa’Kor leather.

“Exceedingly. So far they are building mostly trenches and walls designed to funnel enemies into kill zones to be slaughtered. But they are constructing multiple layers. At the moment, there are five defensive lines under construction around Emerald City.”

“Hmmm,” Glinda said, withdrawing inward as she considered that. She tapped her nose with the tip of the wand. “What about defensive wards?”

“Not at the moment,” Kahlan said. “They have completed some of the defensive works, but haven’t cast any magical defenses on them. We expect they will, of course.”

“Their defensive works are insidious, Great One, because even the best trained soldiers advance toward the spot of least resistance,” General Alizan said. Glinda’s Army commander showed no concern outwardly. “Now, your Sa’Kor won’t fall into their traps, but I can’t say the same about the Winkie and Munchkin hosts.”

General’s Alizan and Kahlan had a similar look. Of course, they were cousins. Both had long dark brown hair and wore Sa’Kor black leather. Indeed, of the six individuals in that meeting only Glinda and Scarecrow didn’t wear form-hugging Sa’Kor leathers.

“We have every available Lesser Witch working on creating flying carpets,” Isobel said. The platinum blonde aide-de-camp looked at Glinda, and then each of the generals. “Within three weeks, four at the latest, we’ll have enough flying carpets to transport the entire Sa’Kor army over those barriers.”

“And one and all will be open and vulnerable to magical attack,” General Alizan said. “The Ozian witches will slaughter us.”

Isobel tensed, eyes narrowing. She was Glinda’s personal assistant, so had no authority over the general. At the same time, the general had no authority over Isobel. Glinda watched their little power play and frowned. Their setbacks in the War of the Witches had them snapping at each other.

“Be at peace,” Glinda said softly. “Focus on the enemy, not each other’s perceived shortcomings.”

The door opened and a dark-haired slavegirl came in bearing a silver tray. Glinda smiled, warm fuzzies rippling through her. Locasta Direwood was once the powerful Good Witch of the North, until Glinda and Lion defeated her many decades in the past. Lion claimed the Cardinal Witch as his own, before he loaned her to Dorothy. Now she was Glinda’s obedient slave.

Victory is so sweet.

Locasta set the tray down next to three bottles of wine. Then she rushed over to Glinda, dropped to her knees, and bowed her head. Glinda noticed several raised red welts across the slave’s shoulders.

“Please forgive a clumsy slave, Mistress,” the former Good Witch begged. “I tripped coming up the stairs and broke all the glasses. I had to go back for more, which is why I am late to serve you.”

“Were you punished for your clumsiness?”

“I was, Mistress. Chef whipped me.”

“Very good, my pet. You may serve the wine now.”

Glinda moved her right foot forward. Locasta dropped to all fours, bent down, and kiss the toe of her sexily shod foot. Then Locasta turned back to the tray. She quickly poured wine into the glasses, picked up the tray, and returned to her mistress. The Witch waved away the slave.

Scarecrow grabbed Locasta’s butt after she gave General Kahlan and Isobel glasses first, almost making her drop the half-full tray. Glinda shook her head. His mind was forever corrupted by the Black Heart, even after Dorothy stole it away and destroyed it. Indeed, she had to keep him on a short leash lest he lose it and charge off to Emerald City to reclaim his lost throne.

Scarecrow smiled at the enslaved witch as she moved to Uma Trueblood. Glinda’s eyes locked on his mouth, still sewn shut. His fangs still held magic, and would enslave the heart and soul of anyone he bit. She’d lost a few Sa’Kor to his fangs.

“Uma.”

The dark desert beauty was her Chief of Staff. Her strong right hand. Expectant brown eyes locked on her even as she lifted a glass of wine off the slave’s tray.

“Yes, Great One?”

“I want you to…” Glinda started, but a black bubble came into the room. A bubble pulsing with urgency.

Glinda paused, expecting the Sa’Kor bubble to go straight to General Kahlan or Alizan. But it stopped before her instead. She popped the bubble with her wand. A familiar voice filled the room. She slanted a look at Kahlan, who was frowning. Someone in her chain of command bypassed her? It had better be important.

“Great One, this is your servant Minka Redstone. I have intelligence of great importance. I believe it would be safest if you and General Kahlan mirrored me at your earliest convenience.”

Kahlan grunted. A tiny smile tugged at the corners of Glinda’s full pink lips. The Sa’Kor spymaster posted in Gillikin Country was due a dressing down. But Minka had always been a little presumptuous. Fortunately for her, the Sa’Kor undercover agent was extremely talented as a witch and a spy.

Walking over to her chair, Glinda sat and motioned to Uma. The Chief of Staff and Isobel hurried over to pick up the full length mirror. An enchanted mirror. They placed it between their chairs, and then sat. Everyone could see it. General Kahlan then stood, walked up to the mirror, and tapped it with her wand as she muttered the spell.

The reflected light became a gray maelstrom for a moment. Glinda waited patiently. The spell needed to reach out across the length of the Lands to connect to Minka’s mirror far to the north. And there was no guarantee their Gillikin spymaster would be at her mirror waiting. Olivia could have her doing something else at that moment. But the maelstrom turned black, and then white.

Glinda sat a little straighter as expectant expressions claimed everyone’s face.

Minka’s beautiful face appeared. Glinda’s spy wore about five shades of purple, shirt, belt, trousers, and boots. She was dressed for the outdoors. The brunette bowed and dropped to her knees.

“I am honored, Great One.”

“Of course you are,” Kahlan said, a little aggressively. “What is so important, Minka?”

Glinda’s mole in the Good Witch of the North’s Court flinched ever so slightly. She gave a little nod of acknowledgment.

“Yes, General. I need to report that my agents and I have completed an extensive survey of Lion’s kingdom,” Minka said. “We found almost no warriors left behind. Lion has taken his entire army south to help Empress Dorothy.”

Glinda’s breath caught. Why would Lion do that? He was always so careful with his domain’s defenses.

“What has Olivia done about it?” Glinda asked. “Has she deployed troops to help defend Lion’s lands?”

“No, Great One. All of Olivia’s troops are along the Winkie and Munchkin borders.”

“A clink in their armor,” General Alizan said. “If we take Lion’s kingdom, I can’t imagine he would not blame Dorothy. His own followers might turn on him.”

“Well done, Minka,” Glinda said. “I’m very pleased with you and your Sa’Kor. We will let you know of our plans, but be prepared to lure the Gillikin host further away from Lion’s borders.”

Minka bowed, and the mirror returned to normal.

Glinda smiled at the others. “My friends, I have to consult with Wanda and Jezebelle now. With the help of the Winkies and Munchkin, I think we can drive a wedge between Dorothy and Lion, while knocking Olivia back on her heels.”


Chapter 3

“Time to gird you for battle, Dorothy,” Olivia Moonstruck said. “Strip.”

She stood in her dressing chamber, off her bedroom. Diana Sweetwater and Wilma were in the room with her as well. Her bodyguard grinned, understanding her body shame better than the two Good Witches.

“You’re not helping, Wilma,” Dorothy said, scowling at the beastman bodyguard.

The raven-haired woman with the yellow wolf eyes averted her gaze, struggling to just stand there looking stoic. The two Good Witches looked back and forth between them with curious expressions.

“Dorothy’s shy,” Wilma offered, and then shut up.

“Ah. Not uncommon,” Diana said. “Don’t worry, Dorothy. No judgment here. We’re all women.”

“Can’t I just wear my shorts and sports bra?”

She was known for her 21st Century American outfit of short-shorts and sports bra. Dorothy successfully fought many a battle in that outfit with her katana, pistols, and Uzi submachine guns. There was even a statue in Emerald City of her in that outfit, a pistol in one hand and a sword in the other.

“Well, you could…” Olivia said, pulling a face. “But why?”

Dorothy blinked at her. Did she really not know? Her eyes cut to the “battle dress” that the Witches had tailored just for her. Everything was leather. She rather liked the dark, dark green leather bolero style jacket, but the two-tone green corset looked super tight and low cut. How much boob did they expect her to flash?

“That looks like something a stripper would wear.”

“What is a stripper?” Diana asked.

Dorothy did a double-take on the beautiful redhead. It was doubly strange, because she thought witches, especially Cardinal Witches like Olivia and Diana, dressed quite provocatively. While Diana and Olivia didn’t run around in lingerie and heels, they dressed very over the top sexy.

“A woman that dances on a stage while she takes her clothes off to entertain men,” Wilma said.

“That’s a dancer,” the Good Witch of the South said.

The shifter shrugged. “That is what Dorothy calls them.”

Olivia stepped closer, head tilting to the right. “Do we look like strippers to you?”

“No! No, that’s not what I meant.”

Diana cocked her head. “What did you mean?”

All the Empress of Oz could do was stare at them. While she didn’t think they looked like strippers, she felt she would look like a stripper. She paused to clear her mind, and look at them honestly. While they were outrageously sexy to her mid-West, middle-America mindset, she had to admit they looked like a pair of badass women. And their outfits were enchanted with protective spells. Basically witch armor for magical combat.

“Dorothy suffers from sexual inhibitions,” Wilma said. “I think it’s a cultural thing from Kansas.”

“Aw, poor thing,” Olivia said. She paused. “Now strip. If it feels better, you can dance while doing it.”

The women all giggled. Dorothy rolled her eyes, shook her head woefully, and finally sighed.

“It’s bad enough my servants strip, bathe, and dress me like a stupid doll, but now you, too?”

“I promise, we will not touch you unless you ask for help,” Olivia said. “Deal?”

“Fine,” Dorothy said, starting to unfasten her complicated green corset gown. Even the women that dressed her every morning tried to sex her up as much as possible. Kansas and Ozian norms were quite different. Wilma moved up to help, despite what Olivia said. The dark-haired empress eyeballed her new outfit. “That looks complicated. I’ll probably need a lot of help putting it on.”

Both Good Witches wore the same outfit Dorothy was about to put on: Wide-brimmed, pointed witch’s hat, body-hugging corset that showed off their boobs, and a long skirt with a single slit up their right legs. Slit dangerously high, in her opinion. Olivia’s outfit was in shapes of Gillikin Country purple, while Diana’s was in various shapes of Quadling Country red. Which meant Dorothy had to wear Ozian green.

Olivia’s “bolero” jacket was lavender, while Diana’s was a hot pink.

Once naked, save for her enchanted Silver Shoes, actually currently thigh boots, Wilma helped buckle the wrap skirt around her waist. The dark green silk was thick, heavy. Very protective. She remembered the Good Witches helping her place wards on them the previous day. Like the wards protecting Emerald City, the spells of multiple witches intertwined on her outfit would increase the protective power of the wards. Her uber powerful boots protected her to mid-thigh.

Next, they wrapped the corset around her. The leather looked stiff, but felt like kidskin. Well, her breast cups were quite thick and stiff, but the soft leather around her trunk allowed greater freedom of movement than she’d expected. It all fastened together in front with six golden loop and buttons. Straps went over her shoulders helping to support her boobs. Diana then wrapped a black ‘choker” around her neck, which was an elaborate satin ruffle collar or something. It held powerful wards against magical psychic attacks.

Wilma buckled her sword belt on, slanting it across her hips. The katana felt heavy, since she usually wore it across her back. Really, it seemed wrong to wear a katana like that. Then she was helped into her jacket, and the wide-brimmed Cardinal Witch hat was placed on her head by Olivia.

“Let me see,” Dorothy said, turning to a full-length, three-panel mirror. “Wow. I do look badass, but I still do feel half-naked.”

Her hat and jacket were the darkest green, almost black-green. There was a golden band on the hat that resembled a crown, with the pointed top bent to the back right. The corset had dark green sides, with a forest green in the middle, while the skirt was the palest green of them all. The bright silver thigh boots stood out, and not in a good way. She smiled at the way the hat’s wide brim dipped over her right eye, with her long brown hair flowing behind.

Damn, girl, I don’t think you’ve ever looked this dangerously sexy, she thought.

“Um, you do realize that the shorts and halter you want to wear actually shows off a lot more skin,” Wilma said. “Right?”

“It does?” she asked, and bit her lip. Dorothy scanned herself head to toe again. “Okay, maybe you’re right, but my regular outfit is not as in your face about it.”

“I disagree,” Diana said. “Most Ozians think you are running around in your underwear.”

“What?” She grimaced. That wasn’t the first time she’d heard that. “Yeah. That’s not good.”

“We can do the jacket or skirt in green gingham if that makes you feel more comfortable,” Wilma said. “Give you a little Kansas.”

Wilma and the Good Witches giggled, while Wilma handed over a pair of black kidskin gloves. Dorothy pulled on the skin-tight gloves as she gave the two witches the evil eye.

“You girls are weird,” she muttered. The Empress picked up her wand and slipped it into a long sheath hanging off the left side of the sword belt. “Okay, I’m as you say, girded up for battle, so let’s go down and get some practice in. I need to get used to this outfit before I have to fight the Wickeds again.

“Wilma, do me a favor and have a double holster for my pistols made for this outfit. I also want another holster in the small of my back for a spare pistol, or maybe a shoulder holster.”

“What about the Uzi guns?” the shifter asked.

Dorothy strode out of the dressing room. Servants waiting outside bowed as she and the others swept past them.

“They have straps and can hang off my shoulders.”

“No guns today,” Olivia said. “Neither Diana nor I wish to be shot dead.” They laughed as they walked through the Imperial suite. “And I think you rely too much on your firearms.”

Dorothy shrugged. She disagreed, but she was completely out of ammo. That meant she needed to return to Kansas soon. But she’d need money, and no longer had any resources back home. Hell, her family and friends had to think she was long dead. She wondered what they did when no body was ever found.

A large, green and black carpet lay spread out on the floor just outside her suite. Dorothy assumed her position in the middle, with Wilma standing to her rear, and the Good Witches side-by-side before them. Olivia gave her long, thin wand a tight twirl, and the flying carpet rose off the floor about a foot. And then it took off flying.

Magic alerted and moved anyone in the way as they sped through opulent corridors, down sweeping marble stairs, and continued down, down, down until they reached a subterranean chamber at what felt like hundreds of feet below the palace. It was tall and vast as a football stadium. Dorothy couldn’t imagine how they created that giant dome out of solid bedrock, probably with magic.

It was pitch black.

“Dorothy?” Olivia asked.

The Empress of Oz pulled out her wand, pulled up the spell in her head, and gave the precise movement of the wand she’d been taught, drawing Runes of Power in the air. And with a Word of Power several dozen crystals laying on the sandy floor rose up and floated as bright light came out of them. She cast another spell that sent them flying to new positions high and against the walls. That was enough to dimly light the practice arena.

“Shouldn’t we have more light?”

“This is good enough. I don’t like to practice in perfect conditions,” Diana said.

The Good Witches hopped off and headed over to a set of racks. Various practice weapons were displayed, ready to use. She’d practiced using swords and spears with Nick and Lion down there many times. The Good Witches picked out the weapons they wanted, and then returned with a shield, wooden sword, and two wooden daggers. Dorothy received the practice sword and dagger, but had to give up her real sword. Wilma received a dagger and the shield.

“The shield protects against magical attack,” Olivia said to the shifter bodyguard. “So you can guard her back.”

Wilma smiled, looking at Dorothy. “We’re a team.”

“Yes we are, Willy.”

“Why do you keep calling me that in front of others!”

“Oops.”

The Good Witches returned to the racks, pulled out two rolled up flying carpets, and lifted up and apart above Dorothy. They began to circle, faster and faster. Dorothy dropped into a fighting stance, her wand in hand and pointed up. Wilma stood back-to-back with her, holding the enchanted shield up.

“Fight!” Olivia cried, and threw a fireball down at Dorothy.

The Empress twirled her wand, shouted a spell, and an invisible shield encircled her and Wilma. She willed the carpet up and at Olivia, but then Diana cut in toward her rear. Wilma’s shield deflected a thunderous bolt that penetrated her arcane shield, sending it to smash into the dome. That caused the wards over the walls to flash an intricate pattern in pastel pinks, blues, and purples where struck.

“Ignore Diana, we’re after Olivia,” Dorothy shouted.

She used her mind to guide her carpet back and forth, as Dorothy tried to close on the now zigzagging Cardinal Witch. Olivia rained fireballs and lightning bolts down on her, impeding her and draining her stamina at the same time. A side-glance found Diana closing slowly, getting closer and closer, but not attacking.

Yeah, I see you.

Olivia suddenly turned too sharply to follow, but instead of looping around as usual, Dorothy grinned.

“This carpet is yours,” she said softly so just Wilma could hear her.

Dorothy’s feet came together, and she tapped her heels. Using the Silver Stiletto’s magic, she instantly transported herself to Diana’s carpet, right behind the Good Witch of the South. Dorothy pressed up behind the redheaded witch, wrapped an arm around her neck, and brought her dagger to “stab” her in the throat, but was unexpectedly blocked.

“Ouch!” Diana cried. “Why did you stab my boob?”

“It got in the way. I was trying to get you in the throat,” Dorothy said, releasing her as she laughed. “You’re tits are too big.”

The three flying carpets came together in the middle of the domed arena.

“Despite torturing Diana’s poor innocent boobs, that was a pretty good move, Dorothy,” Olivia said. “Good use of the Silver Shoe’s magic.”

“Wish I could do that,” Diana said, grimacing as she rubbed the pain out of her boob.

“You two do work good together,” Olivia said, nodding at Wilma. “Let’s separate and give it another go.”

“I need to speak to you all first,” a deep male voice called from below.

The women looked down at the entrance. Nick stood gleaming in the dim light. Dressed in Ozian green robes, he looked the epitome of the Ozian Courtier in Dorothy’s eyes.

The witches willed their carpets down to land in a semi-circle before him, Dorothy in the middle. He towered over them all. Dorothy noticed his eyes dart from woman to woman, lingering on their exposed cleavage. She shook her head.

“Is there a problem, Nick?”

He locked eyes with her. Their gaze was electric. Her head filled with the previous night, spent in bed with him. So much passion. So much… Everything.

“And?” she prompted him.

Nick shook himself, became professional, and nodded.

“We just received word from our spies that the Wickeds have come up with a new plan,” he said. Nick stopped to look Dorothy and the Cardinal Witches each in the eyes. “All three of their armies will attack Lion’s kingdom at the same time. They want to conquer his land while he and his beastman army are away, and thus drive a wedge in the alliance.”

“Interesting,” she said. “Have the information double-checked, and then triple-checked. I don’t want to fall into another trap like last time.”

She turned to the Cardinal Witches, “But if true, we need to come up with a counter. We cannot allow them to take anyone’s country from us.”


Chapter 4

“As we speak, Glinda is leading her Sa’Kor army through Winkie Country,” Grand Marshal Picho said. The short, rotund general used a long cane pole to indicate a spot on the vast mockup of Oz and the Four Countries. “She is flying everyone and all their supplies and gear on flying carpets.”

“We had no idea she had so many carpets,” Nick added. “She must’ve had her witches making them for weeks, if not months.”

Empress Dorothy, still dressed in her battle dress from the practice session, nodded. Since returning to Oz, and then becoming Empress, she’d learned a flying carpet spell was extremely complicated and was one of the most powerful spells a witch could cast in her life.

“Impressive. Do we have that many carpets available to us?”

“Probably, if you command the citizenry to turn over all of their flying carpets,” Nick said. “But we don’t have enough to transport our entire army.”

“We’ll need to double the number the Imperial Army currently has,” Grand Marshal Picho said. “To field a force strong enough to break Glinda’s Sa’Kor regulars.”

“The host of Gillikin is ready to stand with you,” Olivia said.

“Yes, but both the armies of Winkie and Munchkin are marching toward Lion’s Country,” the Army commander said. “The hosts of Winkie and Munchkin are both equal in size to Gillikin’s entire army. So if we use all of the carpets available now, the combined hosts of Glinda, Jezebel, and Wanda will be half-again larger than ours.”

“Why are you ignoring my host?” Diana asked.

“I’m not sure you can muster and deploy your army before the battle,” he said. “And most of your forces are actively defending your Land against attacks by all three enemies.”

Dorothy did the math in her head. On average, a witch could fly a carpet about eight hours a day, moving at an average speed. She wasn’t sure what speed that was, but it always felt extremely fast to her. But most could travel between four and five hundred miles per day. So it would take Diana’s army at least six days of travel, on top of how long it took to muster. Glinda was already halfway to Lion’s Lands. The Ozian Army could get there in three.

“How long before Wanda and Jezebel will be in place to attack?”

“Our spies estimate five to six days, your Highness.”

“Then, I think we can transport much more of the army than you think, Grand Marshal,” she said. “Gather every carpet, military, governmental, and civilian you can get your hands on, while mustering the entire army. Leave the bare minimum troops guarding the border. Transport every unit possible on the first wave, then send the carpets back for more. Keep doing this until the battle is won.”

She turned to the Good Witch of the South. “Diana, I need you to return to Quadling and coordinate attacks on Munchkin, Winkie, and especially against Glinda’s castle.”

“Yes,” Picho said, getting excited. “If Quadling attacks prior to our battle up north, giving it time for message bubbles to travel, that could rattle the Wickeds. They might even break off before contact.”

“Glinda will be Landless if you can take Upland Castle,” Nick said.

“Exactly,” Dorothy said. “Lion and I will go north with the first wave, which will include the beastman Army.” Picho opened his mouth, but she lifted a hand to stay his objections. “Nick will remain in Emerald City to command the defense.”

“No!” Nick cried.

“Yes,” she said firmly. “It would be just like Glinda to have a simultaneous attack planned on the capital. I need my best general here to defend Emerald City.”

She touched Lion’s arm. “We will sneak your people in under the cover of darkness, while the Imperial army deploys to pre-battle positions. I trust your beastmen can get into position stealthily, so the Wickeds have no idea what they are about to run headlong into.”

“You have no idea,” he said, grinning with wicked anticipation. “We will decimate them.”

“Good,” she said. “Olivia, I will ask you to also split your host. Half against the Munchkins, half against the Winkies. The Imperial army will go against the Sa’Kor army.”

“We don’t know where Glinda will deploy her soldiers,” the Grand Marshal said. “I suspect she will attack from the Imperial side, but she could split her army, or go all in with the Winkies or Munchkins.”

“Fine. I suspect she will arrive before us, so we’ll make final operational plans at that time. If she deploys with either or both, then we’ll split the Imperial Army. I’ll command one, the Grand Marshal the other.”

“One other thing,” Nick said. “Glinda’s Sa’Kor especially is an amazing intelligence force. All three of the Wickeds have spies in Emerald City and the other capitals. So we must keep our plans secret until the last moment. I have some ideas how to disguise our mustering and deployment of the Imperial Army. Let’s not give the Wickeds any advantages.”

“Diana and I must leave now if we’re not to miss the battle completely,” Olivia said. She hugged Dorothy. “Be safe, and may you know nothing but victory.”

Diana hugged her. “Remember all we taught you, and under no circumstances fight a Cardinal Witch by yourself.”

“Okay, mother,” she teased.

They all watched the Good Witches depart, then turned back to the mockup. She worried her lip.

“Lion, gather your warriors outside the city. Have them leave the city as casually as possible. We don’t want to alert our enemies,” Dorothy said.

“Don’t worry, I’d already planned a three-day exercise before this all came down,” the lion-shifter said. “It’ll just turn into a secret deployment back home instead.”

“Very good, coordinate with Nick to get the carpets you need,” she said. The Empress looked around the mockup at all the Army officers. “We only travel by night, hide during the day. I want to get into position without the Wickeds finding out until it is too late.”

And with that, Dorothy strode out of the chamber with Wilma in tow. Time to pack for war.


Chapter 5

The Witches Library was dark and cool. Really, the most comfortable chamber in the palace during the heat of the day. The Good Witches had her down there studying ancient grimoires every afternoon. So while waiting for Nick and Picho to organize that night’s first deployment wave, Dorothy pulled a few ancient tomes down, blew off the dust, and cracked the first one open.

She leafed through that first book, reading the ancient script thanks to a spell Diana cast to “teach” her instantly. Most of the spells she’d read before, if not memorized. Necessity demanded she skip anything she couldn’t use in a fight. Though, she really wanted to learn a change clothes spell like Glinda, but she hadn’t come across one yet, and she kept forgetting to ask one of the Cardinal Witches.

“A nice portal spell to transport an army instantly would be helpful,” she muttered, eyes flittering over spell names before moving to the next.

She set the first grimoire aside, picked up the next. She flipped through the pages a few minutes, not seeing anything interesting. Well, watching Wilma fidget uncomfortably across the table was kind of amusing. The wolf-shifter was all about action and movement. Just sitting broke her brain.

“Simmer down, Willy. We’ll be seeing more action than you want in a few days. Enjoy the calm before the storm.”

“I prefer the storm,” the beautiful shifter said and sigh. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to distract you.”

Dorothy smiled and turned back to her book. A potion for constipation on that page. She rolled her eyes. They considered potions magic, when in reality it was science. At least that potion wasn’t magic. So she flipped the page. An actual magic spell. A levitation spell, specifically for timber. It claimed to make the largest tree light as a feather so it could moved effortlessly by nonmagical men.

She flipped the page, and stopped. Lift wood? How high?

The story of Peter Pan came to mind. More specifically, Captain Hook’s flying pirate ship.

“Wilma, does Oz have flying ships?”

Yellow eyes regarded her a moment. Then she frowned. “I’ve never seen a ship, but I know it’s a very big boat. And boats are for floating on water. So why would one fly?”

“Well, ships are for carrying large amounts of cargo quickly and cheaply,” she said. “As far as I know, only the most valuable products, like precious metals and gems, are transported by carpet. Why not build flying ships to carry large amounts of everyday cargos a lot cheaper and faster?”

“How should I know? I’m not a witch or a queen.”

“Hmm. Not a witch but a…”

“Don’t say it.”

They laughed.

“I’m sorry, sometimes the most inappropriate jokes pop into my head,” Dorothy said. She read more of the levitation spell. “This has enormous potential. Think about it, Willy. Imagine a ship that could carry an entire regiment across the empire in just days instead of months marching.”

“You have carpets to do that.”

“You’re no help,” she said. “I think flying ships would be awesome. Let’s find Nick.”

She stood, picked up the grimoire, and started for the door. Soft voices brought her to a stop. A small group of Imperial Lesser Witches were gathered around a round table in a side chamber. They were quite animated as they discussed a spell found in a book. Dorothy changed directions, heading for them. Who better to ask than actual working witches?

“Excuse me,” she said, stepping through the door. “May I interrupt you for a moment?”

“Of course, your Highness!” a tall, willowy blonde witch said, eyes huge. “I am Shana. How may we serve you?”

Dorothy placed the grimoire on the table before Shana. The witch quickly scanned the spell.

“It’s a simple levitation spell, your Highness.”

“I know, but I have a question about it,” she said, pausing to look around at all the open, expectant faces. Shana was the eldest, probably mid-thirties. The other witches all looked late teens. Was Shana teaching them? So she turned to Shana, holding her eyes. “Do you know if anyone has ever enchanted a boat or ship so it could float up, even fly?”

“Why would we do that?”

Wilma snickered.

“Shut up, furball,” she said. Back to the witch, “I was thinking how useful a flying ship would be to transport tons and tons of cargo cross-country, faster and cheaper than by wagons.”

“How would you propel it? It takes enormous energy to propel a simple flying carpet.”

“I was thinking sails. You know, like sailing ships on the ocean.”

“What’s does ocean mean?” one of the younger witches asked.

Dorothy did a double-take on her. She grew up in landlocked Kansas and knew what an ocean was at a very young age. How did they not know about oceans and sailing ships?

“That is not my expertise, your Highness. You might need to ask one of the Good Witches.”

Instead, Dorothy lifted an open palm and a green bubble appeared. “To Nick Chopper. Nick, I’m in the Witches Library. Can you come see me right away?”

The bubble zipped away. Dorothy smiled at the witches.

“Thank you. You’ve been a tremendous help.”

Dorothy returned to her table, and started putting the other books back where they belonged. Wilma watched. The witches watched from their side room. Dorothy started feeling the center of attention again, which was the worst part of being Empress of Oz.

Thankfully, Nick strode in like a conquering general before she finished re-shelving the books. He looked so dashing and daring in his military leathers. His steel “skin” gleaming in the light. Even his fleshy parts were silvery, though not shiny.

“Is there something I can help you with, Dorothy?”

“Yes,” she said, noticing the witches coming out to join them. She directed his attention to the open book. “This levitation spell sparked a thought, an idea. Do you know of any ships or boats that have been enchanted to fly?”

“No, why would we do that?”

She gave Wilma a sharp look before she laughed. The shifter struggled to keep her snicker to herself. Dorothy shook her head woefully. Ozians just did what their fathers did, and their fathers before them, ad nauseam. Were there no creative inventors in Oz?

“Do you actually know what a true ship is?”

His eyes glazed a second, then he nodded. “There are trading ships on the Inner Sea on Gillikin’s northern border. And Munchkin has some navigable rivers, which they use to trade with other countries beyond Oz.”

“Well, rivers flow out to seas and oceans, which have even bigger ships. Ships that use sails for propulsion across the surface of the water. The Inner Sea has such ships?”

He nodded. “Yes, I’ve seen such ships on the Inner Sea. So?”

“Imagine a ship, that could carry hundreds of tons of cargo, fly in any directions as they are propelled by the wind,” she said. “All we have to do is figure out how to use this spell, or another, to lift those ships and barges up.”

He looked dumbfounded. “Oh. That might be quite profitable for ship owners.”

“Imagine ships that could carry entire battalions, entire brigades and regiments. Both men and horses,” she said. “And all of their food and gear. No need for flying carpets, or the witches to fly them.”

“We could use the witches elsewhere, more productively,” he whispered.

She looked at Wilma and wagged her brows. The shifter shrugged.

“Nick, while I’m gone, do me a favor and put together a team of witches and craftsmen to explore and hash out the details of building a fleet of flying ships.” Dorothy smiled. “This could be a game changer, both economically and militarily.”


Chapter 6

Dorothy groaned. The magic flowed through her like a river of pure energy. Piloting a flying carpet was usually a breeze, but they were pushing the limits of speed. That required a witch to fly so fast, and the magic had heated up her insides a little past the edge of pain. From what the Lesser Witches said, it was good to push herself like that as much as she could endure. It would make her stronger, give her more stamina.

Not sure how much more I can take.

Lion knelt and pressed up behind her, knees spread wide to hold her between them as she knelt on the carpet. His arms were wrapped around her as well. He said it was to help keep her warm in the frigid air, which helped until she took over the flying from a Lesser Witch. Now she was shiny with sweat, hot inside and out.

She wore her leather battle dress, which didn’t help to regulate her body temperature.

“Slow down and descend,” Anais said. She was senior Lesser Witch on that carpet. “Follow Carinne’s carpet.”

Dorothy was right behind the lead carpet, flown by the senior Lesser Witch of that task force of Imperial Army witches. She wasn’t sure how many carpets were around and behind her, but it was enough to carry every single beastman, and one battalion of Imperial infantry. Further behind them even greater numbers of carpets were moving soldiers into position just south of Lion’s Country.

It’s all so exciting, she thought, looking around at the other dark shapes flying in formation with her through the night sky. And scary.

The landscape below was rolling hills covered in thick forest. Munchkin was just an hour or so to the east, with Gillikin about the same distance to the west. The Land of the Beastmen was cut out of parts of both Countries, mostly Gillikin. She knew that Olivia still considered it under her authority and responsibility, but wisely hadn’t brought that up to Lion.

I need to work out an agreement, or treaty, between them after the war.

The Wicked Witch of the East that rose up to replace Jezebelle after the current Wickeds were defeated and unseated would also make claims on territory. Yeah, it was going to be a problem for the foreseeable future.

“We’re almost to the border,” Lion said. “I can recognize some landmarks.”

He could? All Dorothy saw was endless forest and hills. They passed over small rivers, creeks, and lakes. The moon was hidden behind thick cloud cover at the moment. Very dark. And then a tall pine tree slapped the bottom of the carpet, rising tall and proud atop a hill.

“You’re probably getting tired,” Anais said. “Let me take back control.”

The Lesser Witch sounded concerned, so Dorothy didn’t balk. After all, it looked like they were dropping down to nape of the earth flying, and she had little experience at that. She let Anais take over, while she moved to stand behind Lion, hands on his broad, thick shoulders. The carpet immediately dropped and truly started flying just barely above the treetops, between taller trees, and doing a lot more weaving through the air.

A few minutes later the lead flying carpet slowed dramatically, and dropped into a wide open meadow. They woke up a herd of sheep and goats, and the shepherd, when they landed. While one of the Army officers hurried to deal with the upset shepherd, whose charges had raced into the surrounding forest, The carpets started landing all around Dorothy. So many flying carpets, all with ten people on them.

Lifting her open hand to her mouth, Dorothy said, “To Nick Chopper, Olivia Moonstruck, and Nadia Pinewood. We have landed at Check Point 40. We’ll be moving out in a few minutes.”

The green bubble split into three and vanished into the darkness. The next few minutes were spent rolling up flying carpets and sorting themselves out. Lion gathered his followers together, save for Wilma who stayed with Dorothy. Soon, the soldiers were all formed up and ready to move out. Lion’s beastmen milled about undisciplined, or at least that was how it looked to her.

A bubble streaked up to Dorothy. She held out her hand and it landed. Popping it with her wand, she listened to the Lesser Witch leading the scout platoon.

“Your Highness, my scouts are pacing the Sa’Kor force to your west. They are grounded like you, sneaking into their pre-battle positions. The path into Lion’s Country is open, but not for too much longer. I suggest you move with all due haste.”

“Did you hear, Lion?”

“I heard.”

“Then lead the way.”

Lion immediately went furry. Full lion mode. Dorothy smiled. Even in lion form, he looked bigger and badder than she remembered back when she first met that talking lion. He took off running without a sound from any of them, which was rare. She turned to regard her bodyguard.

“I’m sorry, I know you really miss running with the pack.”

Wilma shrugged. “I do, but I would miss you, too, if I went with them.”

She leaned in close, and whispered, “Aw, thanks, Willy, I’d miss you, too.”

As soon as the beastmen vanished into the dark forest, Dorothy and the Army battalion followed. The Army witches spread out ahead and to their flanks, acting as scouts. They followed a trail that Carinne could see. The trail was blazed with magic that the Lesser Witch erased as they went. Everyone moved with speed and stealth along a game trail, up and down and sometimes around hills and rocky outcroppings. Even so, they had to stop many times to hide from Sa’Kor scout witches flying above.

It took a few hours, but Dorothy’s eyes lit up when coming out of a treeline into an open meadow. A familiar sight rising above them.

“Finally,” she whispered. “Deathknight Castle. We’re in Lion’s Country.”

It was starting to get light out, sunrise fast approaching. Spotting their first day’s destination sucked the energy out of her. Her shoulders sagged, and she felt that long, grueling flight, and then trek through the woods, in her very bones. Thoughts of a bed and eight hours sleep beckoned her forward.

Lion met her at the castle’s gate.

“Colonel Longshank,” she called to the commander of her battalion. “Set up the castle’s defenses, but make sure your men get food and rest, too.”

While Lion and the beastmen had bristled at the plan to have Ozian troops man the castle battlements, and really take complete control of it and its defenses, they agreed the shifters were best suited fighting outside of the castle. Mostly, Dorothy and her leadership didn’t want one of the Wickeds to use the castle as their base of operations during the invasion.

Lion led Dorothy inside, and straight to the Great Keep.

“What would you like first,” he asked. “Food or a bath?”

“Food. Just some bread to take the edge off my growling stomach,” she said. “But I’d drown if I took a bath now. I’m that tired. So some bread, and then bed.”

“Perfect,” he growled, eyes raking her body.

“What? You’re not exhausted?”

“No, why should I be?”

She gawked at him a moment. Then she shook her head.

“Fine. But don’t get all hurt if I fall asleep in the middle of it all.”

He gave her neck a nip, “It won’t be your fault if you fall asleep.” He kissed her ear. “I promise, you won’t fall asleep.”

A soldier brought in a basket full of bread rolls, what the Army called trail bread because it was easy to eat while marching. There was cheese and smoked ham as well. She and Lion shared it as they headed for the bedroom. Wilma shifted into a wolf and followed, curling up to sleep outside the door. Dorothy left the basket with her, so Wilma would have something to eat when she wanted it.

Lion ripped off his loincloth, and reached to remove her leather jacket. She straight-armed him.

“Whoa, lover,” she said, and laughed. “Diana taught me a new spell. Watch.”

Dorothy pulled her wand, drew some runes in the air, and then tapped her head. Green light washed down her body to the floor. It left her stripped down to just silver thigh boots.

“Ta da!”

“Are you going to wear the boots to bed again?”

“Of course, they protect me when outside the palace,” she said. “You don’t like them?”

“Those heels are dangerous weapons in bed.”

“I know,” she said, wagging her brows. She threw her arms over his shoulders and kissed him. “Be nice to me, or I’ll jab you in the shin.”

“Promises, promises,” he growled, wrapping her up in his arms.

Dorothy squealed when he lifted her up and rushed to the bed. She found herself under him as he kissed her long and deep. Then Lion started kissing a line down her neck, and across her shoulder, before burying his face in her breasts.

“Wow, it took you longer than usual to get to your favorite place,” she giggled. Wrapping her legs around him, she bowed her back as he sucked on a sensitive nipple. “Ooooooo.”

“Aaiiee!” he cried a moment later. “Be careful with those heels.”

She giggled. Her right heel had scraped across the back of his thigh. So she did it again, just for giggles and grins. Lion grunted in pain, and then did the unexpected.

“Hey!” she cried, when he pulled away, seized her ankles, and forced her legs straight up and back against her. Then he pressed up to her to hold them down like that. She looked at him between her silvery calves. “Why’d you do that?”

“It’s safer,” he said. “Maybe better for you, too.”

“How do you figure…” He thrust into her. Impaled her in one fluid thrust. “Uggggh! Oooooo, you dick. Warn a girl first.”

He just laughed, and started thrusting. An incredulous expression spread across her face, jaw dropping. She’d been so tired that she couldn’t fathom enjoying sex. But he proved her wrong. Lord, how she felt that big dick. Every damned inch of it sliding in and out, plunging deeper and deeper.

“Ooooh, Lion.”

Once he was fully sheathed that shifter king went wild on her. His hands groped her butt and boobs, while he slammed into her like crazy. His hips slapped against her quivering butt cheeks, while his cock sent erotic jolts throughout her body. Dorothy’s insides melted into a hot, fluttery mush. Soon, tiny animal sounds began to bubble out of her lips. And then that rise to climax.

“Yes. Yes,” she cried. “Don’t stop.”

He growled low in his throat, a dangerous rumbling sound that made her skin tingle. The Empress of Oz clutched his sides, digging her nails in as he pushed her closer and closer. And then her insides erupted.

Dorothy screamed and bucked. Her sex clamped down around his shaft, but he powered through. Continued to pound into her like a beast. Until he bowed up and released deep inside her.

They remained frozen in that position for a moment, and then both relaxed with a long sigh. He collapsed atop her, body so heavy and hot. She felt safe and loved, and wrapped her arms and legs around him as she slowly drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 7

The capital of Gillikin was slowly awakening around the Lavender Palace. Olivia stood on the terrace and watched as the eastern sky lightened brighter and brighter. Looking northward, she smiled to see the sails of merchant ships coming and going on the Inner Sea. None of the citizens of Dejah Roo knew that a great battle was about to be waged to the southeast in Lion’s Country. A battle that could ultimately decide the war.

But then every battle has the potential of ending the war, the Cardinal Witch thought. If only the Wickeds were rational beings.

She shook her head, long dark hair softly brushing across her bare shoulders and back. Olivia understood power, and the love of it, but she couldn’t understand the Wickeds need to dominate everything and everyone. And really, it was an insatiable need to dominate that drove them. Wanda was the worst, but Glinda wasn’t much better. The former Good Witch was just a little better at hiding her wickedness behind a mask of gentle kindness. She did rather like Glinda’s evil better than Wanda’s, for at least Glinda was kind to the common people.

“Everyone has arrived, Great One,” Minka said from the open door.

Olivia nodded, looked out across her beloved domain again, and sighed. If she must fight a war, then she would and she would win. There was no other option. Defeat wouldn’t only be tragic for her, but it would be utterly terrible for her people. She had to protect them no matter what.

“Coming,” she said.

She looked at the wand in her left hand. A new wand. It still felt a little weird. Her first wand, the only wand for so many decades, had been a foot long ivory piece with an amethyst. It had been an extension of her arm, felt natural. But that one was destroyed in the Battle of Bonks Hill almost two months back. She’d created a new wand, of wood from the same tree as Dorothy’s and Diana’s new wands. Since she was a Cardinal Witch when she created the new wand, it was much better, could channel more magic easier. Still, she missed her first wand.

It even looks new and untested.

Olivia turned to find Minka still waiting in the door, looking her over with an odd expression. She arched a brow at the Lesser Witch, who seemed to break out of a trance. Blood rushed to her face as Minka turned away and hurried back into the audience chamber. The Witch smiled, shaking her head. Did she stare at Locasta when she was one of the former Good Witch’s Lesser Witches? Probably. There was just something compelling about the truly powerful.

All of her senior Lesser Witches turned and bowed when she stepped into the audience chamber. One hundred of the most powerful magic users in Gillikin. And one man, her Army commander, Marshal Robs Coronet. Her tall, dark, and handsome lover.

“Sisters, and Marshal,” she said, striding though them to her throne. “Thank you for coming so quickly.”

Standing before her throne, on the dais three steps above the floor, she gazed upon the flower of power in Gillikin Country. All looked young and beautiful, though most were older than her. The eldest was one hundred and seventy-three. Robs, being nonmagical, was as young as he looked at thirty-four.

While the Gillikin Marshal wore his field uniform, her witches were all dressed like their mistress: leather corset with thin straps going up around their necks, heavy silk slit skirt, and thigh boots. It was warm inside, so few wore the short leather jacket. While Olivia was in various shades of purple, her Lesser Witches wore brown leather and deep purple skirts. At the moment only she wore the Witch’s Hat, though they were entitled to smaller versions as witches and did wear them in the field.

“Imperial spies have reported the Wickeds are on the move again,” she said, watching expectant faces turn grim. “Both Munchkin and Winkie are bolstering their hosts on our borders, so we must respond in kind. We must expect coordinated attacks at any moment.”

“The Army has already responded, Great One,” Robs said. “Our forces are equally divided between the eastern and western borders. As you commanded two weeks back, I’ll command the eastern host and you’ll command the western.”

“Minka, I want you to take your seven covens to the Warlords territory,” Olivia said.

“I’m not supporting Marshal Coronet’s host anymore?”

“No, Ulyssa Deepwater will assume that duty,” she said. The auburn-haired witch smiled and nodded to acknowledge her new assignment. Then Olivia turned back to Minka. “I promised Lion I would help defend his lands, and I can’t send anyone lesser than my Chief of Staff and her witches. Report to Deathknight Castle. You’ll find a battalion of Ozians there.

“Brenda Lockhaven will command the witches in the west.”

Minka bowed her head in acceptance of her new orders. Olivia continued giving out her orders, concentrating most of her Lesser Witches along the borders with Munchkin, Oz, and Winkie. She did not denude the northern borders either, since the barbarian tribes north of Gillikin Country were constantly testing her defenses to conduct raids.

“Ladies, you have your orders,” Olivia said, standing straighter. She pressed her hands together before her face and bowed. “Be fierce, but be safe.”

They all bowed even deeper to her. As soon as she broke position and stood up, the witches started talking as they hurried out of the chamber. In just moments she was left with just two others — Minka and Robs.

“Great One, a question,” Minka asked. “Am I to submit to the Ozian Army commander at Deathknight Castle?”

“You are marginally under his command,” she said, knowing Minka wasn’t going to like it. “Use good discretion, but he is in command by Lion’s leave. But I only promised that you would support him in the defense of the land.”

“Very good,” the beautiful brunette said, and bowed. “Me and mine will make you proud.”

And with that Minka strode out of the chamber. Olivia watched her go, before cutting her eyes to Robs. He smiled as he came up atop the dais and wrapped his arms around her.

“Be careful,” she said, and kissed him. “I might miss you if you foolishly got yourself killed.”

“I know,” he said.

She laughed. “You are outrageous.”

“I know.” He claimed her lips in a much longer, deeper kiss. “But I want you to be doubly careful. All of the Wickeds are after you, not me. Don’t take crazy chances.”

They stood there kissing and snuggling for a long time.

“Do we have time…”

“No,” Olivia said. “I’m sure Ulyssa is waiting for you so she can escort you safely back to your command.”

“That’s unfortunate,” he said. “But, yes, duty calls. Be fierce, lover, but also be extra safe.”

“Don’t worry about me,” she said. “If Wanda makes the mistake of coming after me again, I will teach her a lesson in humility.”


Chapter 8

Deathknight Castle…

“I’ve ordered the 2nd Squadron, 5th Heavy Cavalry to take command of this section of the border with Munchkin,” General Yam Rustbucket said, using a five-foot length of cane to draw a line in the sand atop the mockup table.

“No infantry?”

“The terrain is rolling grassland, better suited to cavalry, your Highness.”

Dorothy regarded the commander of the Iron Brigade. Despite Nick’s insistence they were completely loyal and trustworthy, she couldn’t forget her life and death fight against them, and how fiercely loyal to Scarecrow they’d been for many decades. Yet, everyone insisted that they revered General Chopper like a god. Nick knew the Iron Brigade better than anyone. Indeed, he trusted them so much he send them up to help her fight the Munchkin.

“Okay, General Rust… May I call you General Yam?” she asked. “Rustbucket sounds too much like an insult.”

Wilma snickered, while he laughed. Kind of freaky, since he didn’t have a face as she’d describe it. He looked more like a Cylon from the original Battlestar Galactica TV series. But there was a living, semi-human being living under that steel shell.

“I was tagged with that name by General Chopper during the second Munchkin campaign,” he said. “I led a battalion through a swamp to get behind the enemy. Took five days, and in the end me and my soldiers were red with rust. But we won the battle.”

“Okay. That’s interesting,” she said, shaking her head. She looked at Wilma, who just shrugged. “So…?”

“You may call me anything you desire, your Highness,” he said. “Yam is my name.”

“Thank you,” she said. Dorothy started to give him permission to call her by her name, but thought better of it. She felt he needed reminding of her position, so that he didn’t have rebellious thoughts. “I got a bubble this morning alerting me that the main Ozian host would start deploying to their pre-battle positions tonight. And they will quickly take up positions to either side of the Munchkin’s best and easiest route.

“My question is why waste the cavalry up there when we know their avenue of attack?”

She drew some runes with her wand, making tiny blue soldiers appear and march across the border. There were a lot of rivers and forests, and the border between Munchkin and Gillikin was a river. She was pretty sure it was the Ohio River back in her world, but geography wasn’t her strongest subject in school. The Ozians called it the Greater Munchkin River.

“I agree, the trap is set, your Highness,” General Yam said, indicating the main body of the Munchkin host, and then the path they are expected to traverse when invading. He tapped several other outposts across the river from Lion’s territory. “But I expect at least some, if not all, of these units to cross the river and attack as well.”

“Will one squadron be enough to fight off the Munchkins up there?”

Ozian cavalry squadrons were typically three combat troops and a headquarters company. Maybe twelve hundred men total. Didn’t sound like much to her American mindset. But Ozian armies tended to be a lot smaller.

“The Munchkin picket forces are all foot soldiers,” General Yam said. “And really, levies of farmers and townsmen called up for a limited amount of time. They aren’t professional soldiers like us, and the terrain favors the Imperial Horse.” Then he indicated the Gillikin forces stationed north of them. “And they can quickly move down to help.”

“Very good. I trust your judgment.”

He nodded and looked back at the mockup, showing the current positions of their on-site forces. The Wickeds’ armies were all cloaked by magic, so no one knew for sure where most of them were at that moment. The spies had given them the positions they had agreed upon prior to moving out. Their scouts on the ground had confirmed troops in all of those positions, but she knew there would be other units they didn’t know about. Dorothy fidgeted, worrying the inside of her cheek.

None of the Ozian forces were shown outside of Lion’s country, either, since they were still in the process of moving into position. Once they moved up into their planned positions in Lion’s country, they’d be in play and on the mockup. Hopefully they got into place before the unseen Wicked armies arrived and attacked.

How do generals and soldiers handle all this uncertainty?

More to distract her mind than anything, she lifted her wand to point out something she wanted to alter in the battle plan, when five Lesser Witches swept into the room like movie stars at an Oscar Party. Dorothy recognized Minka Redstone, Olivia’s Chief Witch. The number two witch in Gillikin. Her own Chief of Staff, or Chief Witch, was escorting Minka and her senior witches.

“Great One, Minka Redstone of Gillikin is reporting for duty,” Emeraude Greenglade said.

Minka and her senior witches all bowed respectfully. The Gillikin Chief Witch looked at the mockup table. Part of Lion’s territory straddled that river down past the great Muddy River. A lot of rivers and tributaries both invading and defending forces had to cross. That required witches and flying carpets to patrol more often than not.

Flying ships will help the Imperial Grand Army in so many ways. When I return to Kansas for more ammo, I should buy some books about sailing ships and shipbuilding.

The mockup indicated several significantly sized lakes. With the mixed forest surrounding them, she couldn’t imagine a better place to build her fleet. And it would help keep it secret from the Wickeds, too. No one would think to look up there for secret building projects. In fact, she noticed a lake just north of Deathknight Castle.

I’ll go check it out later today, she thought. In Lion’s territory, but close to Ozian lands. Perfect.

“So, Great… Your Highness, where do you need us?” Minka asked. “I would think the Ozian witches are sufficient for what you need. Does Olivia know you are here and brought up Lesser Witches to help?”

Dorothy considered how much to tell Minka and her senior witches. They’d all agreed the battle plans were need to know until the last minute. Operational security was their top priority, and the Wickeds had phenomenal intelligence gathering capabilities. While Minka could be trusted, she wasn’t sure about her subordinate witches.

“Well, my boots allow me to pop anywhere I want to go,” she said. “And I wanted to ensure General Yam didn’t need any additional troops to secure Lion’s country. The last thing I want is for the Warlord to take all his warriors and return home.”

“Very well then,” Minka said. She regarded the Iron Brigade commander. “Sir, where do you need us.”

Dorothy gave Minka a sharp look. Did the witch just dismiss her?

“You will stay with me,” Dorothy said. “I’ll be here for a few days, and we will work out where you’ll best help our cause.”

The Gillikin witch bristled, but quickly regained control. She nodded. “Very well. We are here to serve.”


Chapter 9

Not a cloud in the sky on that hot late summer day. The forest was dark and green, but all sound had ceased. The local fauna sensed something bad and dangerous was amongst them. Something terrible was about to happen. Glinda stepped forward, Jezebelle to her right, Uma to her left. Three wands were lifted, and began to twirl as they drew symbols of power in the air. As they began to pull magical power from the ley line running under that shallow valley up to the pass.

“I sense no magic wards,” Glinda said.

“No guards, either,” Jezebelle said.

“It looks like we pulled it off and have the element of surprise,” Uma said.

Glinda smiled. “Oh how they’ll be surprised.”

A blue bubble appeared before the blonde Cardinal Witch. “To Constable Okkan. Advance to contact, Duke. Destroy the enemy and seize this land for Munchkin.”

Moments later they heard a distant shout, “Munchkin!” as the Great Army of the East received their order to advance into battle. Jezebelle smiled proudly. Glinda and Uma shook their heads, but then Glinda lifted her hand and a pink bubble appeared.

“To Isobel and General Alizan. Advance to contact. Follow the battle plan. Destroy all resistance, and seize the land for our cause.”

While she did that, Uma sent a bubble to the Wicked Witch of the West. “To Wanda Darquehart. Great One, the hosts of Glinda and Jezebelle are on the move. You are requested to launch your attack.”

“Requested?” Glinda asked after her Chief Witch sent the message bubble.

“I’ve learned that it is more about how I speak to her than it is what I say. Language is important.”

“You’ll make a great Wicked Witch of the South someday.”

“Thank you, Great One,” Uma purred, looking so pleased.

Mounted Munchkin knights, accompanied by their well-armed lances, appeared behind them. Of course Munchkin’s prideful “flower of nobility” would lead the attack, eager to accept the most danger and greatest honors. But they were a beautiful bunch of fools, so colorful and extravagant in their personal styles. Glinda glanced at Uma, while Jezebelle beamed with pride.

“Let us get airborne,” Glinda said, when the Munchkin Lesser Witches appeared above the treetops. “The battle for the Beastmen’s Country has begun.”

Warlord Lion’s claimed territory had no official name. None of the actual Countries, especially Munchkin and Gillikin officially acknowledged the Beastmen’s claim to sovereignty. As far as she knew, even Lion didn’t have a name for his little principality. There were only five true Princes, the rulers of Oz, Gillikin, Winkie, Quadling, and Munchkin.

Jezebelle lifted up first, using her wings. Made Glinda wonder if the Witch found a way to make them permanent. The wings remained even in bed at night. They were more than a little awkward when she made love to the Wicked Witch. Though, Jez reveled in them for some odd reason.

Glinda shared a carpet with Uma, who knelt and acted as her pilot. They lifted up high above the forest and watched the Munchkin host quickly fill that shallow valley all the way to the pass high above. And that’s where they met resistance.

A black bubble streaked up to Glinda. She popped it with her wand.

“Great One,” Isobel’s excited voice said. “We have engaged the enemy. Ozian imperial troops at Deathknight Castle.”

Glinda looked at Uma. “When did Lion agree to the Imperial Army inside his realm?”


Chapter 10

“Munchkin is advancing into our territory,” came out of the brown bubble.

Dorothy looked around the mockup table. “It has begun.”

“Magic has exploded over the pass we left open for them,” Emeraude said. “We’ve spotted Glinda and Jezebelle flying high above the Munchkin Army.”

Dorothy gave her a sharp look. “Glinda isn’t with her own army?”

“No. I suspect she is there to bolster Munchkin, who as you say is the weakest link.”

A purple bubble flew into the chamber. Minka popped it.

Olivia’s voice calmly proclaimed. “We are engaged with Wanda and Winkie forces. They seem a little taken aback by our quick response.”

Dorothy smiled and nodded. “We succeeded in surprising them, now let’s take advantage before they can adjust their tactics.”

“Question is do we want to hold off on committing all our forces against Munchkin to help lure Glinda back to her Sa’Kor?” Lion asked. “Or do we want to engage her over there?”

“Hold off,” Dorothy said. “It is best if we don’t have to fight two Cardinal Witches side-by-side. Divide and conquer. Keep most of our witches down until Glinda departs that battle site.”

Emeraude was busy, wand a-twirl, as she conjured up the exact strengths and locations of all of the forces in the fight. Dorothy only gave Wanda’s host a casual glance, since they were blocked by Gillikin, and not even close to Lion’s country yet. She couldn’t imagine her breaking through the Gillikin host.

Tiny bright figures of Glinda and Jezebelle floated above the valley. That shortcut to the heart of Lion’s country left open for them. That roughly V-shaped valley was filling up as more and more soldiers pushed in, eager to get into actual battle.

“Three-quarters of the Munchkin host is in the valley, Empress,” General Yam Rustbucket said.

Dorothy studied the mockup more intently. The uncommitted forces to either side of the valley shimmered to indicate they were still shielded from the Wickeds by magic. Grand Marshal Picho’s army to the south also shimmered, even as they moved up behind the invading Sa’Kor host. Two-thirds of Olivia’s army still shimmered, as her committed forces slowly pulled back and lured Winkie into their trap.

“Why is everything taking so long?”

“Because everyone is walking,” Wilma said, nudging her with an elbow. “We’re just standing around and watching.”

“I feel your frustration, Dorothy,” Lion said. “I hate playing general, insulated from the actual battle.”

That made her think. Was he correct and she wanted, even desired, the thrill of battle? While she’d never sought out conflict, she’d never shied away from an argument with others, either. Dorothy was known around town as someone who stood up for what was right, and for her family and friends.

And I never hesitated taking up arms and returning to Oz to right the wrong that Scarecrow did to Oz.

The Ozian army started to spread into a semi-circle behind the Sa’Kor, who were slowed by unexpected resistance at the border. It was obvious their objective was Deathknight Castle. It wouldn’t be long before the sounds of battle reached them in the castle’s great hall.

“Let’s lure Glinda away,” Dorothy said. She lifted a hand, palm up. A green bubble appeared. “To Grand Marshal Picho. Sir, engage the Sa’Kor. We want to lure Glinda away from the Munchkins.”

They watched for the next twenty minutes, and then the Ozian army stopped shimmering as the tiny black Sa’Kor figures turned to fight them. The Sa’Kor’s advance stopped as most of their troops turned to fight the greater threat. Dorothy smiled as Ozian forces overran the Sa’Kor camp, capturing their baggage train. That would prove devastating for Glinda’s army. No food, water, or medical assistance.

“No rest for the Wicked,” she muttered.

“There goes Glinda,” Colonel Longshank said.

“Minka, you and your witches defend Deathknight Castle. Emeraude, you’re with me.”

“Give me one carpet,” Lion said. “I want to lead my army into battle.”

Dorothy and Lion rushed out to the inner ward. She gave him one of her carpets, including the three Lesser Witches. Lion roared as he morphed into a full lion and flew away. She hurried to her carpet, also with three witches, but a larger carpet than the others. The Lesser Witches were as much her bodyguards as fighters. Wilma took up her spot behind Dorothy with her enchanted shield.

Dorothy paused to take the moment in. She never was completely sure, but she thought it was early September. There would likely be another heat wave or two before the temperatures dropped. But it was a very pleasant morning, maybe low sixties. It shouldn’t get oppressively hot that day. A good day to fight a day long battle.

“Sisters! We are about to fight Glinda Upland and her Sa’Kor. I believe in you. Together, we are unbeatable!” she shouted. “Lift your wands high!” Dorothy and all of the Lesser Witches thrust their wands high overhead. “We are Oz! We dominate the skies! Ozzie Ozzie Ozzie!”

“Ozzie Ozzie Ozzie!” a hundred female voices shouted with enthusiasm and pride.

“Ozzie?” Wilma asked.

“Sorry, I was overwhelmed with emotion,” Dorothy said. “But that is a rather famous cry in my world. I changed it to fit here.”

A purple bubble appeared before Dorothy. She popped it, and Olivia’s excited voice echoed through the ward for all to hear.

“Our combination magical and mundane attack has crushed the Winkie,” Olivia cried. “Wanda and her army are in full retreat.”

The Lesser Witches cheered, and then chanted, “Ozzie Ozzie Ozzie!”

Wilma leaned in close. “Do they realize that Ozian troops had nothing to do with that victory?”

“Don’t be a hater,” Dorothy said, grinning. “Follow me! Follow me to victory. Follow me to glory!”

Dorothy tapped the pilot, who lifted the carpet up and away. They streaked southward, just over the treetops. She grinned as they closed with the enemy. Glinda and Jezebelle probably already knew that Wanda was defeated and in retreat. That had to shake their confidence. They might be Cardinal Witches, but they were also very human.

She spotted the first elements of the Sa’Kor fighting Ozian infantry. Dorothy tapped into the nearest ley line, felt the burn of that energy flowing through her, but mostly through her wand. And she unleashed hell. Right off she started with thunderbolts. Her Lesser Witches threw mostly fireballs, but those powerful enough also threw lightning bolts. Then Sa’Kor Lesser Witches rose up to engage them.

The Ozian witches outnumbered the Sa’Kor three to one. They destroyed most of the Sa’Kor carpets within minutes with concentrated fire. The others turned and flew away. Then Glinda and Uma came flying in to help. Dorothy and her Lesser Witches began to swarm Glinda and Uma. While the former Cardinal Witch her and Chief Witch were extremely powerful, sheer numbers mattered. The wicked witches easily broke free and escaped.

Dorothy looked down and found the Sa’Kor in full retreat. A rare rout for them. With Glinda, her witches, and her army fleeing into Munchkin Lands, with no flying carpets to take them away to safety, she felt confident that the forces of Good had devastated their ability to wage war for many months.

A purple bubble flew up. Minka’s voice came out.

“Empress, Jezebelle and the Munchkin Lesser Witches are proving too powerful for our magical forces. They need your help.”

She looked at Wilma, and then at the distant dot that was Glinda.

“Fine. The Sa’Kor are in full retreat,” she said. “Emeraude, we are needed to fight Munchkin! Follow me!”

The Ozian witches swung around and flew as fast as they could and not get spread out. Flew so fast that Dorothy’s pilot started to sweat and moan.

“Slow down,” she said. “We’re almost there.”

Dorothy lifted her wand and cast a spell that created a translucent “mockup” of the valley and all of the fighting forces. The ground forces were crushing the Munchkin host, pouring down into the valley from both sides. Lion and his beastmen were especially devastating. So terrible that Jezebelle and her Lesser Witches were trying to help her army fight the beastmen. Ozian Army Lesser Witches battled valiantly, but were outnumbered two to one. And they were battling against a Cardinal Witch on top of that.

Touching her throat with the wand, Dorothy’s voice boomed across the valley. “Winkie and Sa’Kor forces are in full retreat. Now we must crush the Munchkin! Victory is almost ours! Emeraude, fight your witches! Destroy the Munchkin witch bitches!”

Emeraude took command of Dorothy’s contingent of Lesser Witches, forming three V-formations just before they plowed into the fight. That left Dorothy’s carpet alone. She saw Jezebelle point at her.

“Pull your sword, Willie!”

Grabbing Wilma with one hand, she locked her eyes on the flying carpet nearest Jezebelle, and clicked her heels three times. In an eye blink they were on that Munchkin carpet. Wilma cut down witches, as Dorothy sought out the Cardinal Witch.

Finding Jezebelle’s back to her, Lord have mercy, I wish I had ammo for my guns. So she sent a lightning bolt at her.

Ka-Boom!

That jolted the Wicked Witch of the East forward a good fifty feet. The blonde spun around, fury burning in her eyes, white wings flapping furious to keep her hovering. She lifted her wand and started her spellcasting. Dorothy hesitated a second, grabbed Wilma, and willed herself to the flying carpet behind Jezebelle.

Ka-Boom! echoed through the valley as Jezebelle obliterated that just vacated flying carpet.

Dorothy’s wand transformed into a glowing green sword as she helped Wilma slaughter the surprised Lesser Witches. She then turned to Jezebelle, who had figured it out and was facing her. They both cast spells at the same time, which exploded between them when they met. That knocked Dorothy and Wilma off the carpet. Clasping hands, Dorothy willed them to yet another flying carpet, where Wilma slew witches and Dorothy attacked two nearby carpets of Munchkin witches.

That’s when the second wave of Gillikin Lesser Witches and Olivia’s army attacked from the other side of the valley. She saw Jezebelle look down and all around. Her shoulders slumped when she came to the conclusion there was no path to victory. And then the Wicked Witch of the East ordered the retreat.

Jezebelle and her remaining witches withdrew in good order, protecting their ground forces as much as possible. Dorothy led her Lesser Witches on the attack, driving the Munchkins back toward the border.

“Ozzie Ozzie Ozzie!” the Lesser Witches chanted. “Ozzie Ozzie Ozzie!”


Chapter 11

Olivia Moonstruck dropped to one knee as her carpet zipped across the battlefield. She threw fireballs down at the Winkie troops that had regrouped and counterattacked. Twelve carpets of her Lesser Witches formed a V-formation with her as the point as they ravaged the enemy.

Where are you, Wanda?

The Wicked Witch of the West was somewhere on the battlefield, but shielded from magic. Why was she putting so much energy and effort into hiding herself? What sinister mission was she on? Then a purple bubble whipped up to her.

“Great One, Wicked Wanda is trying to break through us up north.”

Are you trying to get to my capital? Or loop around behind me?

“Tessa! Take command of this formation,” she called to the carpet to her immediate right rear.

Olivia’s flying carpet veered to the right and up. She flew northward as fast as she could. Carpets full of Sa’Kor Lesser Witches attacked her. The Cardinal Witch swept a whip of pure white-hot energy across a pair of carpets, slicing women and enchanted carpets in half. Each strike caused powerful explosions that knocked out other witches, who plummeted to their death.

She grimaced, heart heavy. The Flower of Witchcraft was being slaughtered, not just from Gillikin and Oz, but from Munchkin and Glinda’s Sa’Kor. Olivia hate, hate, hated killing anyone, but she had no choice in battle. It was kill or be killed. Or worse, spare an enemy witch who will then slay some of her soldiers and witches.

“It’s all so wasteful.”

Flashes of light drew her attention to the north. It took a Cardinal Witch to create such intense bolts. Wanda was ahead. She considered how she’d handle her childhood friend turned mortal enemy. They’d tangled many times since Dorothy overthrew King Scarecrow, usually to a draw. Wanda sometimes got the best of her. The Battle of Bonks Hill immediately came to mind. That had proven to be an especially humiliating setback.

I still owe the Wickeds for that.

Olivia dropped to just above the treetops as she sped into battle. Soldiers fought valiantly below, the Winkie advance starting to slow up there. Her generals were doing a splendid job maneuvering to lure the invaders into their trap, letting the point of Wanda’s attack to penetrate so much faster and deeper than the flanks. Soon, the pincher attack would begin and split her forces into three.

The flashes ahead of her stopped abruptly. Surely her Lesser Witches didn’t defeat, much less capture, Wanda? Possible. She continued toward the fight and arrived moments later. Her Lesser Witches had returned to attacking the ground forces.

“Where is Wanda?” Olivia demanded.

“She ducked and flew back behind the Winkie lines.”

Olivia nodded. Wanda might be trying to wear her out, force her to channel enormous amounts of magic flying to and fro to engage her. Really, it kept her out of the fight as it wore her down. Typical Wanda tactic. Despite telling one and all she was the most powerful Witch, she still sought to wear her foes down first before engaging. Probably her smartest tactic.

“The Sa’Kor witches?”

“They followed Wanda.”

Odd to leave the skies open like that. She smelled a trap. Not today, Sister.

“All witches to me! All witches to me!” she cried with enhanced battlefield voice.

The Gillikin Lesser Witches turned to her and started circling their leader. Once they were all assembled, Olivia spoke to them in her loud commanding voice.

“Wanda and the Sa’Kor are trying to lure us into a trap. We’re going to flip the table on them and attack their baggage train and base camp instead. Follow me!”

The Gillikin witches flew to the west, crossed the border and reached out with their magic. Olivia felt a ‘blur’ in the landscape and veered in that direction. A moment later they spotted the magically shielded encampment. And they unleashed on it.

Ka-Boom!

Olivia hit the shield a dozen times, and then it collapsed. They had no witch protection, so the Gillikins ravished them from above. Lightning bolts and fireballs consumed tents, wagons, and scattered horses and other livestock. The Winkie below raced into the cover of the forest. Olivia personally shredded Wanda’s pavilion.

“What is wrong with you?” Wanda screamed as she flew up, followed by a line of Sa’Kor Lesser Witches.

Olivia locked mocking eyes with her, struck a sassy pose, and wagged her brows.

“Don’t judge me. I’m a Witch.”

“More like a bitch.”

“Ouch. I thought we were friends,” she taunted.

The Lesser Witches of both sides slammed into each other at that time. As the Lesser Witches swirled around them, carpets conducting circling fights, the two Cardinal Witches regarded each other with open hostility.

Wanda sent a lightning bolt at her. Olivia’s bubble shield blocked it. Still, it was so powerful it made her grunt, the spike in ley energy she needed to channel to maintain the shield burned so hot for a heartbeat. Yes, it hurt. So she returned the favor, but that also forced her to channel an obscene amount of energy. First Witch or not, it wasn’t something either of them could maintain for long.

“This is what you get for being Glinda’s bitch-dick.”

Wanda’s eyes flashed. Olivia smiled, knowing she hit bone. The fact it was true hurt the Wicked Witch all the more. In that moment of weakness, Olivia dropped to a knee, thrust out her wand, and conjured up tentacles of purple energy to wrap up the Wicked Witch.

Wanda cried out, jabbing tentacles with her wand and burning them up with pure energy. Wearing herself out in her struggles. Olivia began battering her shield with bolts of lightning.

“How did you get through my shield, bitch?”

“Like I am going to tell you,” Olivia laughed as she flew toward her ex-friend. “Surrender and submit, Wanda. I don’t want to hurt you.”

“And that’s why I will eventually defeat you!”

Wanda’s wand transformed into a great burning sword of yellow fire, and quickly sliced up the remaining tentacles. The Good Witch hammered her shield, watching sweat bead on the Wicked Witch’s forehead and upper lip. In fact, Olivia quickly felt winded, skin prickling with sweat as her core heated up dangerously. Too much channeling too fast.

A purple bubble flew up, flashing with urgency. She popped it.

“Great One,” General Casem’s voice said joyfully. “We have half of the invaders cut off and encircled, while General Wyker is driving the southern flank out of Gillikin. They are in full retreat again!”

Wanda’s eyes widened. Was that a little pink in her cheeks. Then the Wicked Witch took off toward the ground battle. Olivia followed, but her foe’s broom proved a little faster. But not faster than lightning bolts.

Ka-Boom! Ka-Boom!

Wanda’s evasive maneuvering kept her safe. The inner burn got worse, dangerously painful within the Good Witch. And then they reached the encircled Winkie troops. Wanda unleashed on the Gillikin soldiers. Olivia rained hell upon the Winkies, while the Lesser Witches continued to battle each other. But Olivia had the greater magical force, and they forced Wanda and the Sa’Kor out of Gillikin, but not before she broke open a path for some of her soldiers to escape.

Olivia and her witches hovered above the last vestiges of the Winkie army as her soldiers rounded them up. Thousands of prisoners of war that she’d have to feed and house. Maybe they’ll be able to do a prisoner exchange, though Wanda didn’t like to ever give up even one prisoner.

She felt her exhaustion in her bones. Her Lesser Witches looked just as worn out. While they repelled the Winkie host, twice, it didn’t really feel like a victory. But her soldiers would want to celebrate their victory. They deserved it, but it meant rest was many hours away.


Chapter 12

As twilight descended upon the battle site, the armies of Munchkin and beastmen, backed up by Oz and Gillikin, began to slowly pull apart. Soldiers from both sides began walking away from each other. Nothing was said. No generals or captains shouted orders, no bugles or drums signaled cease hostilities. Armies were mortal men. Exhaustion and common sense told them the fight was over.

Above the battlefields, carpets of witches also turned away from each other. Glinda knelt on her carpet, still panting lightly. It’d been the longest, hardest day of the war so far. Fighting off the combined armies of Dorothy, Lion, and Olivia had proven more difficult than she would have believed if she hadn’t been there herself.

“Dorothy is far more powerful than she should be,” Uma said.

“I know, but I’m not surprised,” Glinda said. “Both the Silver Shoes and the Land are helping her.”

“Did you notice she never once used her guns?”

“I believe her guns are useless now,” the strawberry blonde said. “She’s out of bullets, or so low she is saving what she has for an emergency.”

“That is good,” Uma said and sighed. “The energy to conjure and maintain a shield against her bullets drains me like no other.”

Glinda nodded. Magical shields worked best against magic. With a little extra effort, a witch’s shield would block natural materials like the wood of an arrow. The hardest substance to defend against was metal, especially iron. Until Dorothy brought her lead bullets, witches never ever had to defend against lead. But mostly it was the speed and power of the bullets that challenged shields.

Only the most powerful Lesser Witches, like Uma, could even raise such a shield, much less keep it up for more than a few minutes.

“Here they come,” Uma whispered, moving her carpet back behind Glinda.

Glinda looked to the southeast. Two dark figures flew toward them. One rode a broom, while the other relied upon great white wings. Neither was a mode of transportation Glinda would care to do herself. A broom was just too uncomfortable, while the wings required physical exertion, and was too slow. Jezebelle had to use a flying carpet to travel quickly.

“Greetings, Jezebelle,” Glinda called. “Welcome, Wanda.”

“Glinda,” Wanda said curtly, not looking directly at her.

Jezebelle flew in and landed on Glinda’s carpet. They hugged and kissed. Glinda ensured the kiss lingered long enough to aggravate Wanda.

“It looks like we survived this catastrophe relatively unscathed,” Glinda said. “I wish we could say the same for our armies.”

None of them knew how many soldiers died that day. Easily twice as many were wounded. Glinda’s best guess was her Sa’Kor army had lost a quarter of her soldiers to death and wounds. Her Lesser Witches were already hard at work tending to the wounded of both hers and Wanda’s armies. Jezebelle, who had the most Lesser Witches promised to lend them some once her wounded were tended to.

“We have to continue falling back at least until morning,” Jezebelle said. “We need distance between us and the enemy.”

Glinda nodded. Truth was both the Sa’Kor and Winkie had retreated as far as they intended. They were more interested in healing and recovering, knowing the enemy only cared about their own needs to heal and recover. Tomorrow at first light, teams from all armies would go out under common agreed upon courtesies to recover their dead.

“The Ozians and Gillikins were waiting in ambush for us,” Glinda said. “We didn’t even expect beastmen. I’m afraid one or more of us has a mole deep within our leadership.”

“How come your vaulted Sa’Kor mole in the Emerald Palace didn’t warn us?” Wanda asked.

Glinda thought of Colonel Svana. Her spymaster was a noblewoman and Courtier, but not officially a part of the government. She had agents within the Palace, Army, and most bureaucracies. One of those agents should’ve learned of the battle plans.

“That is a question I’ve been asking myself,” she said. “My guess is she was in the thick of it and didn’t have an opportunity to sneak away alone to send a bubble.”

“It all happened so fast,” Jezebelle said. “My witches scouted that route, and ridges above the valley, just before we went in. Dorothy, Lion, and Olivia moved their ambush in immediately after. There is no other explanation. They knew exactly when and where we were attacking.”

“Let us direct our spies to put as much effort as possible in discovering who the moles are within our ranks,” Glinda said. “We cannot win this war if the enemy is always one step ahead of us.”

“I agree,” Wanda said. “Plus, the three of us need to concentrate more on capturing Dorothy, Olivia, and Diana. The Cardinals are the key. Capture them and we win.”

“Even capturing one will tilt the tide of war to our side,” Glinda said. She glared at Wanda. “If we can avoid one of our own being captured.”

“Worry about yourself,” the Wicked Witch of the West snarled. “They got lucky. You’ve fallen more often than I have, Glinda.”

“Not in this war,” she snapped. She looked at Jezebelle. “But Wanda makes my point. It was my overconfidence that led me to defeat every time. Wanda’s arrogance and overconfidence led to her capture. We as a group, and as individuals, must be more careful. We cannot afford to lose any of us if we wish to win the war.”

“I’m moving my army deeper into Winkie,” Wanda said.

“I’ll return home with my army as well,” Glinda said. “Our soldiers need time to heal and come to terms with that defea… That setback. We can call up more recruits, train them, and integrate them into our ranks. We’ll be better prepared the next time we cross swords with Dorothy and the Good Witches.”


Chapter 13

“I feel like crap,” Dorothy said. “I should be back there helping to heal all of the wounded.”

“Don’t fret, Dorothy, there’s nothing you could do to help any of them,” Wilma said. “You haven’t been taught any healing magic yet.”

It was just Dorothy and Wilma on the carpet, flying through the night sky. There were no other witches around them. Dorothy commanded they all stay and help heal the wounded. After ensuring adequate guards were posted, she took Wilma and headed back to Deathknight Castle.

“Look below us,” Wilma said, all excited.

Dorothy glanced forward, the highest towers of the castle were just rising above the horizon. Then she turned her eyes downward at the night dark forest. It was a little disconcerting watching the trees whip by below them, the tallest trees almost reaching them.

“What? I don’t see anything.”

“Beastmen,” Wilma said. “They are all racing back to the castle like us.”

“You can see them down there? In the dark?”

“Of course. You can’t?”

Dorothy frowned, squinting down at the forest below. Still nothing. Remembering a spell, she drew the appropriate runes, and touched the tip of her wand to her temple. Her vision expanded, zoomed down into the forest. And there they were. Lions, tigers, wolves, and bears. All kinds of predators, only larger than usual. They were running like a herd through the forest.

A mighty roar sounded, rising up to the carpet.

“That’s Lion,” Wilma said. “He sees us up here and is cheering you.”

The forest below reverberated with the roars, howls, and other aggressive sounds of predators. Wilma threw her head back and howled.

“What are they saying?”

Wilma opened her mouth, hesitated, and then grinned. “Roughly translated… Ozzie Ozzie Ozzie!”

“Liar!” Dorothy cried, laughing.

“Well, I did say roughly translated.”

Dorothy channeled more energy into the carpet, pushing it faster and faster. They zipped over the forest at breakneck speed. Wilma clutched her.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” she said. “I just want to reach the castle before Lion.”

“Slow down. It’s not a race.”

“I disagree,” she said, but did let up to relieve some of the shifter’s fear.

They flew up to Deathknight Castle within moments. Dorothy studied the glowing bubble shield as she slowed to a crawl. She hadn’t added anything to the weave. It was mostly Locasta’s doing, but Olivia, Diana, and other Lesser Witches had enhanced it since Lion joined forces with them. She saw mostly purple, but some red and green as well.

At least I can see magic now.

To the mundane eye there was nothing there, so a regular person flying up on a carpet would crash against the shield. There were ways to open passages through it, but she been given authority to penetrate it yet. So she had to fly down to the front gate and pass inside there. Dorothy flew the carpet a foot off the ground to a spot outside the main keep’s entry.

“Be it ever so humble,” Dorothy muttered. “Nothing says home like naming it Deathknight.”

Everywhere she looked was hustle and bustle. Glowing crystals floated above and lit up the ward as soldiers and witches moved all about and mingled. Their conversations, laughter, and shouts spoke to her heart. They sounded happy. It sounded like a home.

“This isn’t actually his home,” Wilma said.

“Oh? Where is his home?”

“The forest.”

Dorothy took a moment to process that. He lived, worked, and slept in the forest? In all kinds of weather? Like an animal? Of course, she couldn’t say that to Wilma.

“Well, that is… Tragic,” she said. “While I’ve always enjoyed camping, I’m really not a sleep on the ground kind of girl.”

“Opposite,” Wilma said. “I never feel safer or more comfortable than sleeping on the ground in the forest with the pack.”

Dorothy led the shifter up the now newly constructed wooden stairs to the main entry while releasing her hair to hang loose.

“What about when it rains?”

“Very uncomfortable. No one likes to be cold and wet. We huddle together for warmth under large trees when it rains.”

It proved even louder inside. She smiled to see all the happy soldiers busy working to ensure the troops had all they needed the next day. They continued up to the Great Hall. The mockup table was shoved into the far corner. The fireplaces on either side were blazing, with small piles of pelts, blankets, and pillows filling all available space. The “seats” were paired together by small tables between them. Right in front of the bedroom door was a newly built dais, with six seats and three tables.

“That’s the high table,” Wilma said. “Where you and Lion sit with your favorites.”

Multiple large ceramic kraters were spaced around the room. Men were pouring water and wine into them, mixing it all together. Dorothy frowned, but then Ozian wine tended to be a lot stronger than earth wine. Still, she’d rather have it undiluted.

Her arrival signaled the guests to enter. The castle’s officers started filtering in. Servants directed them to seats. She heard the beastmen’s arrival. They were anything but quiet. Wilma directed Dorothy to her seat. Lion sat on the left side of the table, her on the right. She lifted a brow, but said nothing about him getting the “senior” seat. They were within his lands, after all.

Hand fanning her neck. “Why are the fires lit? It’s already too hot in here.”

“That’s because you’ve been channeling all day,” Wilma said. “It’s not as hot as you think.”

The bedroom door was open behind the High Table. Dorothy stepped into it, smiled to see someone had made the bed. She placed her witch’s hat on a side table, and pulled off her leather jacket. Despite what Wilma said, it was already comfortably warm, but the Great Hall’s two fires blazing in the Great Hall made uncomfortably hot. Her battledress left her shoulders and most of her upper back exposed to release body heat.

Lion led his victorious beastmen into the Great Hall as she stepped back out of the bedroom, closing the door behind her. He immediately morphed into full human. His eyes bore into her so intense, yet her eyes dropped to his naked loins. Then the others shifted into full human and she noticed that none of the beastmen brought their clothes.

“Willy?”

Wilma barked a laugh. “Sorry, but that’s how we celebrate. Clothes aren’t part of our culture.”

“I know, but…”

“You could command everyone get dressed.”

Yeah, she knew that wouldn’t go over well with the shifters. She just sighed, determined to only look above the shoulders. And then her eyes raked the body of a tiger shifter. He was ripped, and hung like a horse.

This is going to be hard.

That’s when she heard cheers out in the wards, followed by the rumble of horses. Her field officers had arrived. She noticed the beastmen taking seats, but not together. Each intended to share a table with a human military officer. Was that their custom? Or did Lion command it to foster unity?

“We won, Dorothy,” Lion said as he reached her. That godlike man swept her up in his arms and swung her around. She squealed in pleasure, before they sank into a deep kiss. “Your battle plans worked to perfection.”

Dorothy started to correct him, since she really only tweaked the plans that Grand Marshal Picho and Nick gave her. But saying so might damper his joy. Didn’t want to do that.

“You and your beastmen dominated the battlefield,” she purred. “It was a sight to behold.”

“I know,” he said, making her giggle.

One hand went up into her hair, massaging her scalp as he open-mouth kissed her in front of everyone. She started to get a little self-conscious. No one else was putting on such a show. Then her eyes popped open wide. What if they did? After all, every single one of the Wickeds’ victory celebrations were just open air orgies. She hadn’t witnessed that with the Good Armies, but that didn’t mean it didn’t happen.

Her officers and senior Lesser Witches began filing in, so she broke free of Lion’s arms. After leading him to his seat, she took her own and looked out over the Great Hall. Servants were rushing around to give the newcomers cups of wine. Then she noticed the witches all paired off with male shifters, and the military men paired off with the female beastmen. On purpose? And everyone was speaking so close and intimately.

“This isn’t going to devolve into an orgy, is it?”

Lion laughed. “We can hope.”

“Are you mad?”

He laughed again. “We want my people and your people to bond, Dorothy. Getting intimate bonds people together faster than anything.”

She gawked at him. He was serious. Dorothy slanted a look over to Wilma, who was sharing a table with a handsome young officer. Before she could say anything more, the food arrived with great fanfare. Mostly meat, since that was pretty much all any of the beastmen ate. In truth, Ozian nobility tended to eat mostly meat as well.

One plate per table was set, and servants began heaping meat, some potatoes and veggies. Dorothy shared her plate with Lion, though she mostly ate the veggies. And she ate lightly, because it wouldn’t be long before Lion would be on top of her in bed.

That thought sent her mind spiraling into the gutter. She smiled, biting her lip. Her body tingled inside and out. She covertly studied him, looking like a Greek god beside her. Dorothy suddenly didn’t appreciate the table between them. Then she looked at the others.

I don’t want to put on that kind of show.

How to lure him to bed? As quickly as possible? What was considered a proper amount of time to stay, before they could retire for the night?

“What is the night’s entertainment?”

Dorothy figured they could retire after the jugglers, or dancers, or musicians performed.

Lion smiled. His eyes dropped to her chest, then moved over to his lap. He began to stiffen and rise. Her breath caught. She averted her eyes, only to lock onto a witch kissing a shifter. Then she noticed a cavalry officer making out with a female shifter in back.

Oh lordie, lordie, lordie, she thought. It has begun.

“My lord Lion, great Warlord of the Beastmen,” she purred, holding his eyes. “Shall we retire to conquer each other more intimately?”

“Conquer? Is that what you call it now?” He looked at the meat still on the plate. “You’re not hungry?”

“That’s not the meat I hunger for.”

His eyes widened, and his cock rose up quickly.

“We don’t need to go…”

“Yes. We do,” she said, and stood up. Dorothy gave him a sultry smile and wink. “See you in bed, lover.”

Lion looked shocked. But he also stood up and followed her. A cheer rose up behind them. Dorothy felt her face heat up. Of course everyone knew what they were about to do. But as long as they couldn’t see her doing it, then she was okay with it. After all, the most humiliating thing in her captivity was all the very public sex she was forced to perform.

As soon as she passed into the bedroom, Dorothy began stripping. The skirt was the easiest and first piece removed. The leather corset fastened up the front, so she could put it on and take it off without help. Of course, Lion ‘helped’ her get it off. Mostly that consisted of kissing and sucking on her neck and shoulders while his hands kneaded her breasts. So really just helped himself to her.

Oh, I forgot. I have a spell to strip out of my battledress.

But it felt so good being slowly stripped. Lions lips and hands were everywhere. Stroking. Caressing. Getting her mind and body riled up and ready to go. He kissed a line down her neck, and buried his face in her boobs. He reveled in her tits for a long time. And then one of his hands snaked down between her legs.

“Don’t,” she whispered. A finger curled and penetrated, pushing two knuckles deep. “Stop.”

Lion pulled his hand away.

“What’s wrong? Why did you stop?”

“You told me to stop.”

“I distinctly said don’t stop,” she said. Tossing the corset aside, she turned and dropped to her knees. Dorothy wrapped both hands around his long, thick shaft and wagged her brows up at him. “Just relax, lover.”

Watching his face, his reactions, she stuck out her tongue and tickled his sensitive pisshole. Lion gasped, body jolting. His fingers combed deep into her hair as she wrapped her lips around the crown and started sucking and working her tongue. Just giving him the best head.

Removing one hand, she went down on him. The Empress of Oz bobbed on his cock, making him squirm and moan. Then she pulled off and started licking him from tip to base, and all around. She ground her face into his hairy nutsack, knowing how much he enjoyed it. Then she slowly licked and kissed her way back up his cock, only to swallow it down again.

“Oh, Dorothy!” he cried.

Lion surprised her. He pulled out of her mouth, swept her up in his arms, and raced to the foot of the bed. Plopping her down, he grabbed her ankles, and spread her legs wide. Then flipping her booted feet over his shoulder, he guided his dick to her pussy, and thrust in half his considerable length and girth.

“Oooooo, yes,” she purred.

Dorothy began to buck and rock her head back and forth. He thrust harder, deeper, faster.

“Yes. Yes!” she cried. “YES!”

Between his frantic thrusting and her bucking, his cock flopped out. Her hands reached for it, to get him back inside her, but Lion had other ideas. He flipped her over onto all fours, and then thrust back inside her. The big shifter swatted her butt. Thwack! Thwack!

“Ooooh,” she sighed, both butt cheeks stinging like crazy.

Dorothy’s eyes widened, an incredulous look spreading across her face as that rush to climax started. Her skin prickled with sweat, even as that fluttery hot heat in her belly started to quiver and quake, and then her insides erupted.

All strength bled out of her arms and she collapsed. Lion hung onto her hips, keeping her butt up while her head and shoulders pressed down into the bed. Then he grabbed a fistful of hair, yanking her head back and off the bed.

“Ugh. Yes,” she gasped.

He released her hair, letting her head flop back down. Lion started pounding into her harder, faster. His hips slapped loudly into her butt, all while tiny animal sounds bubbled out of Dorothy’s throat. He yanked her head back again, and again. Until he thrust balls deep, and released with a deep-throated roar.

“If you have my cub,” he growled into her ear. “Name him Toto.”

Her face lit, and then tears rolled down hot cheeks. “Oooh, I miss my little Toto.”


Chapter 14

“Are you ready?” Dorothy asked.

Wilma looked anything but ready. She stood before the empress tugging at her new clothes and looking uncomfortable. Dorothy had shorts and a tank made for Wilma so she wouldn’t stand out. Indeed, Dorothy wore brown shorts and a white tank top.

“I’ve never been to another world.”

“I think it might be the same world, but in a different dimension.”

The shifter’s eyes glazed over a second. “What does that mean?”

It was Dorothy’s turn to pause and consider. “Do you know what a dimension is?”

“No.”

“Then it’s too complicated to explain. It’s easier to think of it as a different world,” she said. “But we’ll be roughly in the same place as Emerald City, just on this other world. And it will look completely different, because… Reasons.”

“You’re just confusing me more.”

“I know, and I’m sorry,” she said. “Will you still come with me? I really do need your help.”

“I will follow you into the Abyss,” Wilma said.

“Hey! Don’t put that in my head before I use the Silver Shoes,” she cried and laughed. She reached for the green canvas pack, but Wilma grabbed it and hung it off her own shoulders. “I am perfectly capable of carrying the gold.”

“I know, but it wouldn’t be proper,” she said. “I have it.”

Dorothy rolled her eyes. If carrying the pack helped her, then Wilma could carry it. So she clasped hands with her, face-to-face, held her eyes, and smiled.

“Ready?”

Wilma nodded, so Dorothy tapped her heels.

“There’s no place like home.”

Clicked her heels.

“There’s no place like home.”

Clicked her heels.

“There’s no place like home.”

There was a blink, and she found herself with Wilma in the next room. Her bedroom. In the Emerald Palace. Did that mean she felt in her heart that…

“Well, that didn’t work,” she said, and giggled as her face heated up. “Let me rephrase and concentrate better.”

So she clicked her heels together, while saying, “There’s no place like the family farm in Kansas.”

A blink of time and space, and they were outside. In cold, windy weather. Standing on a concrete slab. Looking around, she spotted familiar things — an old barn, corral, the pond, a tractor that hadn’t moved in over fifty years — so she was back at the family farm. Only thing missing was the farmhouse.

Stacks of lumber were scattered around under tarps, along with pallets of bricks. Someone was building a new house. Her family? Or the new owners.

That was the last thing Dorothy wanted to see, wanted to confirm. A little part of her heart died. So she squeezed Wilma’s hand, and started clicking her heels again with a new destination in mind. The world blinked, and she found herself in the nearby town. A very familiar place. No changes on that street.

“I feel a little better,” she whispered. “But… Damn it’s cold. I forgot the seasons were half a year out of sync.”

A car drove past. Just a blue sedan. A Ford. About ten years old, as best Dorothy could guess. Cars weren’t her thing. But for the shifter it was mind-blowing.

“How… How is that metal wagon moving?”

“It’s a car,” Dorothy said. “Technology moves it. There is an engine inside that provides the propulsion power.”

“Sounds like magic.”

Then a bus slid by slowly, with just a few passengers. Wilma stared open-mouthed at it. Her eyes went up, and widened.

“Is that a… Steel bird?”

“It’s a plane,” Dorothy said. “A jet airliner. There could be a hundred, even two hundred people riding inside it.” She leaned in grinning. “It travels at three, four, maybe five hundred miles per hour.”

Wilma leaned back away from her, eyes incredulous. “How can you say this isn’t a magical world?”

“Speaking of…” she led Wilma into an alley. “Try to shift into a wolf. No, a half-wolf woman so you don’t have to strip first.”

Wilma shrugged off the pack, and just stood there. An odd look spread across her face, which quickly turned into alarm.

“I can’t!”

Dorothy hugged her. “It’s okay. You’ll be fine once we’re back in Oz.”

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely sure. Trust me.” She helped Wilma put the pack back on. “Let’s go. We have a job to do. Actually, three jobs.” Dorothy looked up and down the street. She spotted all three businesses she sought. “Follow me.”

Dorothy led Wilma by the hand across the street and to the next corner. There was a Gold and Silver Exchange there. They entered to find a middle-age couple working behind the counter.

“Hi, I’m Dorothy, and this is my best friend Willy,” she said.

The man smiled at them, but the woman fixated on Dorothy’s boots. She cringed a little inside. There was that chance she’d cross paths with someone that didn’t approve of her sexy attire. But she couldn’t very well leave the boots behind. Even the idea of removing them now terrified her.

“I’m Bob, and this is my wife Heather,” he said, with a friendly smile. “How can we help you young ladies?”

“My grandmother recently passed away.”

The couple gave heartfelt condolences, the wife promising to say a prayer for her grandmother.

“Thank you. I appreciate it,” she said, then opened the pack on Wilma’s back and pulled out two gold ingots. She placed them on the counter, watching the couple’s eyes bulge out. “She left me some gold. I think her grandfather was a prospector or something back in olden times. They’ve been living off his gold for a long time. This is my share.”

Bob quickly weighed them both. Fifty grams each. Exactly. He took one in back to test it.

“How much do you think they are worth?” she asked Heather.

“At least a couple thousand dollars,” she said. “It depends on how pure they are, and other factors. Maybe as much as seven or eight thousand for both of them.”

It took all Dorothy had to maintain a straight face. That was far more than she anticipated.

Bob returned flushed faced. He glanced at his wife, and then smiled at Dorothy.

“Your gold appears to be quite pure and valuable,” he said. “I’m a little shocked, if I’m being honest.”

“How much can you offer for it?” she asked.

“We don’t keep that much money on site,” he said.

“I can give you four thousand for one of them today, and another four thousand tomorrow for the other.”

Wilma remained blank-faced. She had no idea just how much more he was offering than she’d hoped. So Dorothy sold him one of the bars of gold.

“I might hang onto the other one and see if the price of gold goes up,” she said.

Bob paid Dorothy, and she placed the remaining bar back in the pack. Then with cash stashed in the pack, they left. She led Wilma over to a book store. And they shopped for two hours looking for books on tall ships and other sailing vessels. Books on how to build, rig, and sail such ships. She half-filled the pack with books.

Dorothy found books on gunpowder and reloading bullets. Stopped to consider what guns had done to her world, and put them back.

I’ll just come back here to buy ammo.

She looked around for books about anything she thought could thwart witches and magic, but found nothing. Then she noticed the time — 4:25 PM.

“Time to hit the pawn shop and buy ammo,” she said.

She had purchased firearms and ammo at that pawn shop for decades. It was where her late husband shopped for pistols, shotguns, and rifles. She felt a warmth as she entered that familiar place. Even the three men working there were familiar faces. So familiar she almost greeted them by name.

“I need 9mm ammo. Lots of it,” she said.

“Really, what would a couple pretty young things like you want with 9mm ammo?”

“Well, nothing really,” she said. “But my boyfriend and his friends just bought some Uzi guns and they are having a tournament to see who has the biggest dick.”

The men laughed.

“I see you understand. They gave us some money to come into town and buy more ammo before they run out of beer,” she said. “I mean run out of ammo.” Dorothy laughed. “Okay, I might’ve been exaggerating about the beer.”

Dorothy flirted and teased, just distracted the men while she insisted on more and more boxes of ammo. She loaded her pack up, and paid with the gold money. And it was the first time she wasn’t outraged at the price of ammo in a long time.

“Thank you, guys,” she called as they departed. “I hope I don’t have to come back too soon. Nothing personal.”

They laughed together as she left. Wilma gave her an odd look after they were outside.

“You really know how to work it, Dorothy. I’ve seen you wrap men around your little finger back in the palace, but never anything like that.”

“I was just being nice and friendly.”

“Is that what you call it?”

Dorothy paused on the street corner looking all around. She grew up in that town. Remembered when it was just the state highway with a few streets running off it. Not even a red light or a fast food place. Now it was so big. So many businesses and people.

And it’s not mine anymore. I belong to Oz now.


Chapter 15

A cold front swept across Gillikin with the Autumnal Equinox. Minka wore her deepest purple battledress and jacket as she streaked across the late night sky. As much as she loved the slight chill of autumn, she knew summer would have at least one more return before the northern winds won.

She banked hard right and then left to avoid an especially tall pine. Flying nape of the earth in the dark was always thrilling. As she neared the border with Oz, Minka lifted her wand and started her spellcasting. Opening the wards that alerted the Gillikin Witches if anyone magical penetrated. She could open a path through them as Chief Witch.

It was so much easier before the war started, she thought.

Slowing to a crawl, she followed a convoluted path through the barrier wards. It only took a few minutes. And then she was free. Within moments Minka spotted the farmhouse. It looked dark and abandoned, but she knew better. Dark figures in all black rose up on black carpets. Glinda’s Lesser Witches engulfed her, swirling all around. She gave the pass signal with her wand, only see-able by witches.

The Sa’Kor witches scattered, returning to their hiding places.

Minka squirmed. Her body tingled inside and out. It always happened just before she met with her beloved Glinda. Memories of her youth, her first blush of womanhood. As a young witch she joined Glinda’s Sa’Kor. Her mistress quickly singled her out for special training, and she became one of the one hundred Ladies-in-Waiting. As a Lady, she waited on Glinda hand and foot, and in bed. It was the happiest time of her life.

Landing outside the door, she released the carpet to collapse on the ground. She quickly stepped off and up to the door. Then she touched the sun-ravaged wood with the tip of her wand, speaking a short spell pass code. The magic barrier vanished and the door opened.

“Be welcome, Minka Redstone,” Glinda called out. “Attend me.”

Stepping inside, she did a quick right to left scan of the room. It was small and dark, with rough furnishings. Glinda sat in a large comfortable chair, with Scarecrow standing to her left rear like a bodyguard. Two large mirrors were propped up against chairs and facing each other. The images of the Wicked Witches of the West and East filled them.

Glinda sensuously rose out of her chair when Minka reached that point the Wicked Witches could see her. Her mistress pressed up close and personal, hugged her, kissed her, and gave her a warm smile. She stroked Minka’s long brown hair as she looked her over with relish.

“You are so beautiful, my love,” Glinda purred. “And you’ve made me so proud and happy by how seamlessly you entered Olivia’s inner circle, and are now her Chief Witch.”

“A position that allows me to serve you even better, Great One.”

“And yet you failed to warn us that Dorothy, Olivia, and Lion had laid a trap for us,” Wanda said.

That made Minka flinch. “True. The Good Witches and Empress played their cards close to their breasts, Great One. They told no one, not even their generals or Chief Witches until the trap was sprung.”

“You had no time whatsoever?” Jezebelle asked. “I find that hard to believe.”

As Glinda returned to her chair, Minka turned to the Wicked Witch of the East. Jezebelle was sprawled atop of bed of pillows, while Locasta ate her out with some enthusiasm. The sight of a former Cardinal Witch so slavishly pleasuring another Cardinal Witch made her pause. For a second, she envisioned Olivia serving her so wonderfully. Then she pulled herself together.

“I was surrounded by Dorothy, Lion, and the Lesser Witches of Gillikin and Oz at all times,” she said. “The shield around Deathknight Castle was greatly enhanced, so would’ve warned Dorothy if I sent out a message bubble. Believe me, I struggled with it all.”

“Where is Olivia?” Wanda demanded. “I want her. I want her groveling at my feet right now.”

“Olivia Moonstruck is currently in Oz attending the Empress,” Minka said. “Actually, she is helping to train her in combat magic.”

“She can stop. Dorothy handed me my head on the battlefield,” Jezebelle grumbled. “May the Land curse her, that bitch was everywhere, using those stupid boots to pop here, there, everywhere so fast I couldn’t close with her.” She glared at Minka. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“I understand. Olivia has remarked on how fast she is learning witchcraft and warcraft. She is being train in magic by Olivia and Diana, and Lion and Nick Chopper are teaching her warcraft. So she has the best teachers in the Good Lands,” Minka said. She looked at Glinda. “What are your desires, Great One? Should I concentrate on Empress Dorothy? See if I can find a way to get closer to her, and then help capture or kill her? Would you like for me to assassinate her?”

“It would be nice if you could get assigned to Dorothy by Olivia,” Glinda said. “But pulling that off would likely take too long. We grow impatient.” Glinda glanced left and then right. The Wicked Witches nodded. She smiled at Minka. “We have decided that we want Olivia. And you will lead her into our trap.”

“You aren’t worried that a new Good Witch will rise, one more powerful than Olivia?”

“No,” Glinda said. “First, the Land won’t strip her of her high station right away. It could take months, or even years for her to lose her position. And then it could take months or years before the Land elevated another Good Witch.” She stopped to glare at Wanda. “And we will not break her. Instead, Olivia will be subverted. She will become our magically subjugated little Good Witch. Isn’t that right, Wanda?”

“Yes. I agreed,” the Wicked Witch snapped. “Stop reminding me, Glinda. But, I also get her first. And I will ensure she knows she has lost. Olivia will grovel and beg for mercy at my feet. And like Locasta, she will be our plaything.”

Minka nodded, throat tight, breathless. She caught Glinda’s eyes.

“I would ask a favor, Great One.”

“Which is?”

“Once you and the Wickeds have sated your lusts…” She paused to bite her lip. “I would enjoy a night or two with Olivia. There is so much I want to do with her.”

“Not until after I’ve had my fun with the Witch,” Scarecrow snarled. “I outrank you, witch.”

“Hush, Scarecrow,” Glinda said, but holding Minka’s eyes. “I will grant that request. You’ll get your pound of flesh, my love.”


Chapter 16

Olivia flew over Lion’s territory, formerly part of Gillikin. Dorothy had convinced her to formally acknowledge it belonged to Lion now. The rest of his territory was conquered Munchkin lands. Empress Dorothy had formally declared that Lion was King of the Beastmen, and his lands the Kingdom of the Beastmen. Whether the Land acknowledged his kingdom as a Country remained to be seen. She couldn’t imagine the Land would elevate a Cardinal Witch for that Country. It would upset the Sacred Balance.

She veered to the northwest, heading for her capital and palace as she sped up to full speed again. She’d once thought of the trip back and forth between Emerald City long and grueling. Since Dorothy’s ascension to the throne she’d made so many trips that it barely fazed her anymore. Of course the Wickeds’ patrolling Lesser Witches always made it interesting.

Those Sa’Kor are half again as powerful as other Lesser Witches.

As much as she hated to give Glinda credit for anything, she definitely knew how to train her Lesser Witches. The average Sa’Kor witch was as powerful and skilled as everyone else’s senior witches. Uma and Isobel were near peer with Cardinal Witches.

If Wanda and Jezebelle died today, I would wager good money that the Land would elevate Uma and Isobel to East and West.

And that reminded her of another near peer, Locasta. The previous Good Witch of the North, debased and enslaved by the Wickeds. Locasta’s location was kept secret with magic, but Olivia had no doubt she was being passed around by Glinda, Wanda, and Jezebelle. Their little battle trophy. Their plaything. It’s what they did to Dorothy, what they did to Diana.

Why does the Land demand this Balance? she wondered. What purpose does being so terrible, so wicked and evil, serve the whole of humankind?

That was the question witches and philosophers had pondered since the rise of the Cardinal Witches thousands of years in the past. Was evil there for population control? To show humanity just what the differences were between Good and Evil?

It was late afternoon when she spotted the first spires of Dejah Roo. The dark greenish-blue of the Inner Sea stretched away into the northern horizon. White sails were sprinkled across it, coming and going from the Gillikin capital. While above the city soared the Lavender Palace atop the highest hill within the walls. Squinting, using her Witch Sight, Olivia smiled to see the shield dome over the city, and the smaller one over the palace. Both glowed in various shades of purple, with some red and green threads. She noticed a little pink, Glinda’s contribution. That reminded the Good Witch of the long decades under King Scarecrow’s thumb.

Never again.

The magical shields were an unwanted reminder. It was only during times of war the shield were raised. And only she and her Chief Witch could raise or lower those shields.

Lifting her wand, she drew the needed arcane runes and cast her spell. An opening appeared in the northern port city’s shield. At the same time Minka would receive a signal that she had returned. The Chief Witch was in charge in her absence. So Minka would assemble the senior military and witch officers to report upon her arrival.

Olivia dropped low to fly over the streets and homes of her subjects. She passed over the wharves, bustling with activity and trade. Cheers rose up below her, bringing a smile to her face. She went around the city three times, slowly spiraling inward to the palace. Minka needed time to gather everyone. Indeed, she knew her arrival always caused a stir, servants frantic to get her quarters ready, start cooking food, and such.

Approaching the palace, the Good Witch opened a path through the shield, and dropped down to the terrace outside of the throne room. All Cardinal palaces, except Emerald Palace, had such a terrace. It was the landing pad for flying carpets. Where important visitors arrived.

Twenty Gillikin Palace Guards stood at attention on the terrace. They looked tall and fierce. She landed surrounded on three sides by those men. Olivia stepped off the carpet and strode through the open doors and into her throne room.

Minka waited in front of the senior Lesser Witches, with the Captain of the Palace Guard before the military officers and bureaucrats.

“Welcome home, Great One,” Minka said solemnly as everyone bowed.

“Thank you,” she said as she looked around.

The floors shone with a high gloss, a pale purple marble, but with a deep purple path from the terrace to the throne. No carpet to direct visitors to her. Olivia enjoyed the sound of her heels on marble as she continued to the dais. Three steps up sat her large silver and purple crystal throne. She stopped before the throne, turned back to her subjects, and tapped her head. A bright ring of purple rushed down to the floor, changing her heavy travel robes for a stunning gown of purple silk.

“Report.”

Minka stepped forward with Olivia’s aide-de-camp, Colonel Colins Highmoor. Minka wore her leather battledress, while the Army officer came in his bright purple and white cavalry uniform, saber hanging off his belt.

“No hostilities at the moment, Great One,” Colonel Highmoor said. “But the Winkie and Munchkin forces have reorganized and moved back up to the border.” He grinned. “Not as many as they were before.”

“Indeed,” she said. “Very good. Minka?”

“Ulyssa and her covens are probing the Munchkin defenses,” Minka said. “While I have been testing the Winkies.” She smiled. “Glinda has taken away most of her Sa’Kor witches, leaving just a picket force. Maybe a hundred at most.”

“And you’ve been…”

“Making sure those witches don’t get any rest,” she said with an eye wag. “But more interesting, Great One, is Wanda.”

Olivia sat up straighter, fully focused on Minka. “Wanda is on my border?”

“Not at the moment, but she visits around once a week,” Minka said. “We don’t always spot her, but we can tell when she is there. The Winkies all get a little more aggressive, more frantic. And best of all, she always stays at one particular manor house.”

“The same one every time?”

“Yes. Something we can exploit, Great One.”

Olivia sat back, steeped hands before her face and tapping her nose. “Interesting. What are you up to, Wanda?” She frowned at Minka. “Keep a close eye on her. See if you can get a spy in that manor. That is reckless even for Wanda, so this could be a trap.”

“True,” Minka said. “I’ll see what I can do, Great One.”

Olivia stood. “We will gather for dinner, where we will discuss all the issues of the Country.”

The Good Witch descended to the floor and headed for her suite on that floor. A tiny smile touched her lips as she thought about what she’d do after that working dinner. A trip to the border in the east was overdue. She wanted to review that army. She needed to “debrief” her Marshal in depth. In bed.


Chapter 17

Ka-Boom! Ka-Boom!

Dorothy skimmed over the treetops, zigzagging like crazy as Diana rained thunderbolts down on her from high. Ozian Lesser Witches sprang at her from the forest forcing her to change direction haphazardly. Everyone against her, except Wilma guarding her back atop that carpet.

“Nonono… SHIT!” she cried, her carpet hitting the top of a pine rising up out the hardwoods like a spire.

The Empress went flying when the carpet was stopped. She frantically drew runes in the air for the spell she wanted, and screwed one rune up. So did it again, and stopped falling with Wilma just five feet off the ground. She levitated there a moment as Diana and the Lesser Witches flew up and surrounded them, all giggling.

“Do I really look that undignified?”

“No comment,” Diana said. “I was a little worried for a second.”

“Just a second?” Wilma asked. “I was scared shitless for the entire seven hours I was falling.”

“Hours? Ha! More like seven seconds,” the Good Witch laughed.

“Time slows when you are plunging to your death,” Dorothy said, Wilma nodding emphatically.

She lifted her wand, and cast a short spell that recovered her flying carpet. It unwrapped itself from the treetop, and then flew down to her as she allowed her body to drop to the ground. Wilma settled down beside her, releasing a sigh.

A purple bubble flew up to Dorothy. She smiled, held up her palm, and it landed. Popping it with her wand, she released Olivia’s message.

“Greetings, Exalted Sister,” Olivia said. “I regret to inform you of this, but both Winkie and Munchkin have begun mustering more troops at my borders this morning.”

The Empress took off her hat and wiped her sweaty brow while considering that unwelcome news. All of her advisers and generals had assured her the Wickeds would spend the winter licking their wounds and preparing for a spring offensive. No one fought in the winter.

Even she thought her side had inflicted so much damage the Wickeds couldn’t come back so fast. Wouldn’t want to suffer more casualties so quickly. Oz, Quadling, and Gillikin had a larger population, and thus more resources. And that included the number of military aged men. So the Wickeds couldn’t win a war of attrition. Indeed, they would all lose if the war came to that.

Dorothy sent bubbles to Nick and Marshal Picho, requesting they meet her in the War Room.

“Looks like training is over for today, Ladies,” she said, looking around with a smile. “I appreciate how well you are all helping me train. Thank you.”

While the Lesser Witches returned to their usual duties, Dorothy, Wilma, and Diana headed back to the city and the palace. Knowing the Wickeds were on the move again, she looked over their new defensive works with a much more critical eye. While she wasn’t formally trained in siege warfare, the many rings of walls, trenches, and sharp, cutting obstacles looked daunting to her.

Diana magically changed outfits in flight. Dorothy smiled, since Emeraude, Diana, and Olivia had all taught her different spells to quickly change into new outfits. She had four bangles now, each with a different change of clothes. She thought of them as preloaded with clothes. But she didn’t change. Dorothy was starting to rather like her battledress, so kept it for the coming meeting.

They flew their carpets through the palace and to the large War Room chamber, with the sprawling mockup for Oz and surrounding Countries. Nick, Marshal Picho, and a dozen other generals and senior officers were already there. A senior Army Wizard was there as well, casting the spells to display the new deployments.

Dorothy and Diana took a moment to study the new situation. Her eyes went straight to the new Kingdom of the Beastmen. An image of King Lion sat in half-man form upon a throne. His beastmen were deployed around his realm, alongside Ozian soldiers.

She gnawed on the inside of her cheek. It’s been almost three weeks since they parted. Oh, she had Nick to keep her busy in bed every night, but she missed her Lion. Then her eyes dropped to the far south.

“So Glinda hasn’t moved any of her Sa’Kor?”

An image of Glinda in shades of pink sat with legs crossed atop her castle, surrounded by smaller black-leather attired Sa’Kor. Wanda hovered upon her broom over Winkie, her image blinking since they didn’t really know her actual location. Jezebelle was also blinking, hovering over her capital with wings flapping. So Dorothy concentrated on the new forces being deployed up north.

“No, Your Highness,” Marshal Picho said. “But then they are always poised to attack Quadling Country.”

“Since we don’t know where East and West are at this moment, let’s assume they are up north and preparing to attack Gillikin,” Dorothy said. “Has Lion been warned?”

“I sent him a message,” Nick said. “We also have two infantry brigades in Lion’s Country, and one cavalry squadron.”

Dorothy glanced at Diana. “I find this odd.”

“How so?” the Good Witch asked.

“Honestly, I think Quadling more vulnerable,” she said. “Think about it. Glinda has all of her Sa’Kor, plus Winkie and Munchkin bordering you. They could bring all three armies to bear on Quadling much easier than on Gillikin.”

“True, most of my forces are near the Munchkin border, leaving me open to attack from Glinda and Wanda,” Diana said. “But neither of them have shown any desire to attack, and it would take Wanda just as long to move troops down to my border as it would be for me to move my soldiers to hers.”

Dorothy nodded. Still seemed odd to her. Diana was still vulnerable after her buildup on the Munchkin border. She was going to attack Munchkin before the battle for Lion’s kingdom, but the fight started and was over before Diana could muster enough men to attack. They all remained in pre-battle positions.

The Empress studied the mockup a few more minutes. “Marshal Picho, how fast can you deploy a significant force to the border of Munchkin, just north of Quadling? And do it secretly.”

“What do you have in mind, your Highness?”

“A pincher movement of Ozian and Quadling armies into Munchkin,” she said. “I think that would pull Jezebelle south, taking her out of the fight in Gillikin. Plus, I think we could kill or capture most of her ragtag army down there.”

“We’ll need to move your army under the cover of magic,” Diana said. “Surprise will ensure a quick victory, plus capturing large swathes of Munchkin territory will definitely pulled Jezebelle down.”

“Nick, I want you to lead that attack,” she said. “Marshal Picho, prepare to move men to the north to help Gillikin.”

“That will strip away most of the soldiers protecting Emerald City,” the Marshal said.

“The magic shield will protect the city,” Dorothy said. “We’ve already proven that during the siege. But I understand your concerns.” Using her wand, Dorothy created tiny Ozian soldiers, north and south. She had them sweep up to the east of Emerald City. “If the Wickeds attack, we can turn our armies around and sweep Munchkin off the battlefield. They are the weakest, most unorganized host. With Munchkin vanquished, then we can turn on Wanda and Glinda.”

Picho looked at her, then at Nick. He grimaced. “Well, it always looks good on the mockup, but I don’t think you understand the limitations on men, or how slow armies move.”

“I realize that, sir,” she said. “But that is my plan. Also, to ease your mind, I am working on ways to more quickly and efficiently move troops around.”

She glanced at Nick, he smiled and nodded. Then her eyes turned to the Kingdom of the Beastmen, and a lake just north of Deathknight Castle. A very secret site located there, with permission from Lion.


Chapter 18

“Mmm,” Olivia moaned, biting her lip as her Marshal made his case.

Robs ran his nose up her neck, giving it a little nip just below her left ear. She yipped, making him chuckle and give her breasts another squeeze through her simple purple gown. Almost no fabric separating her boobs from his bold hands.

“Mmmm,” she moaned again, before she thrust her butt against his lap and ground. “You are such a naughty, naughty little Marshal.”

“I’m a what?” he asked. “I think you speak to Empress Dorothy too much. You are starting to sound like her.”

“Hey, my Imperial Sister has never, even once, called me naughty.”

“That’s only because she doesn’t know you like I do.”

Olivia turned around in his arms and claimed his lips in an open-mouth kiss that curled her toes. They moaned as she clutched at him and his hands stroked her hair before grabbing her butt.

“Look at you still being naughty. I’m a Cardinal Witch, so show some respect.”

“If you insist, Great One,” he growled. “But can you fly this carpet on your back?”

She squealed, playfully slapping his chest. Olivia slanted a look back over her shoulder and spotted Dejah Roo starting to rise on the horizon.

“That was such a nasty man thing to say,” she teased. “And the answer is yes, but not safely.”

“But what a glorious way to die,” he laughed.

“I agree, but crashing probably wouldn’t kill me.”

“Ouch,” he cried. “We should probably wait the few minutes it’ll take to reach the palace, and then your bed chamber.”

“It’s swift, intelligent decisions like that that helped you rise in the ranks and become my Marshal so young.” Olivia gave his butt a quick squeeze. “Now be a good boy and let me fly us safely to the palace.”

She turned forward, but leaned back against his warm body. While the drop in temperature had made flying more invigorating, she didn’t enjoy the cold that much. His body warmth was appreciated. Robs hands around her waist gave her the warm fuzzies.

They approached Dejah Roo quickly. There was almost no wind, so smoke from countless chimneys rose straight up before being dispersed about four hundred feet above the city. The fact the city rested in a little bowl in the terrain, encircled by high hills, ensured that was a common sight. For some reason, that also made Dejah Roo cooler than the surrounding lands. That helped in the summer.

“That’s not good,” she whispered. Pointing. “Look. See how many carpets are rolled and racked on the terrace? I have a bad feeling I have visitors.”

Olivia glanced to the right. Her suite was on the same level, but on the other side of the palace. She had a landing balcony, too. But she couldn’t imagine all those people came with no expectations of meeting with her.

She thought of a similar incident with Dorothy and Lion on a carpet with her down in Emerald City. It was late night as they approached the Emerald Palace, and her passengers were flirty with each other, obviously only had one shared thought. And then a bubble came up greeting the empress back, and asking her to attend a meeting of the General Staff.

And Dorothy said, “Oh my. Duty or booty?”

Olivia giggled at the thought.

“What’s so funny?” Robs asked.

“State secret,” she said, and giggled. “Seriously, it would be inappropriate for me to say.”

She guided the flying carpet down to the throne room terrace. Landing in the middle, movement in the door pulled her eyes over to find Minka Redstone giving them a curious look. Her Chief Witch quickly averted her eyes.

Olivia shook her head. Everyone knew she was sleeping with Robs, but she didn’t like to rub it in their noses. So she stepped out of his hands, stood straighter, and stepped off the carpet the second it landed. Robs followed at a respectful distance behind.

“Good evening, Minka,” she said. “Is there a problem in the west?”

“No. You asked for a briefing this evening.”

“I did? Oh, yes, I did,” she said. “Sorry, I am returning from a flight over the Western Front. All I observed is dancing around in my head.”

Minka looked past her at Robs, nodded, and smiled. “I understand.”

A little heat flowed into Olivia’s face, but she chose to ignore her Chief Witch’s comment. The Good Witch led Robs and Minka inside, through the Throne Room, and to the War Room. She found the Western Border’s senior officer, his staff, and half of Minka’s covens waiting around the mockup of Gillikin Country.

Olivia scanned the Winkie, Munchkin, and Gillikin deployments. They even showed the Beastmen and Ozian troops down in King Lion’s Country massing on the border to fight if the Munchkin invaded.

Nothing appeared to have changed in the east, but not so in the west.

“Wanda has doubled her troops?”

“Yes, Great One,” Minka said. “They flew in on carpets under the cover of cloaking spells. We didn’t detect them with magic, but our spies reported them.”

“So as far as Wanda is concerned, we don’t know about the new units and her true strength?”

“That is my assumption,” Minka said. She shrugged. “But her spies are as good as ours, so she might know that we know.”

The Good Witch frowned. Sometimes she thought the Wickeds had a much better spy network. It was hard to pull off secret operations against them.

“Where is Wanda right now?”

“Back in Kiamo Ko, we assume,” Minka said. “Our last message from the Winkie capital said she was ensconced in her palace with her senior officers.”

Olivia relaxed a little. It was unlikely the Winkie or the Munchkin would attack without their Cardinal Witches leading the charge. And they’d want at least a two-to-one Cardinal Witch advantage against her. She suspected Glinda would join them as well to help ensure victory. But then, they’d already failed in such an attack against the Kingdom of the Beastmen.

“I will notify the Emerald Palace,” she said. “If Munchkin sneaks in more troops, then we know they are about to attack. I don’t see Winkie going solo. Wanda is hot-headed, but not a complete idiot.”

“Are you sure?” Robs asked. “She’s done some pretty stupid things over the last year.”

“Yes, well, I’ll give her the benefit of doubt for now,” Olivia said. “Carry on. You’re all dismissed. I do need to speak to Robs and Minka in private.”

Everyone else quickly filed out of the chamber. She turned to her two most senior officers.

“I believe the Wickeds will attack soon, maybe within the next few weeks,” Olivia said. “So, I want…”

A flashing bubble flew in, passing through the stone walls. The Good Witch lifted her left hand, palm up. The bubble landed upon it, and she poked it with a fingernail.

“Great One, we just had an unconfirmed sighting of Wicked Witch Wanda,” a female voice said.

“That was inadequate,” she said. Olivia sighed, shaking her head. “Minka, go check it out. See if our spies know anything. And let me know in the morning.”

“Yes, Great One,” Minka said. “Anything else?”

She paused, then shook her head. “No. Go. Right now the most important thing is to know if Wanda is up here or not.” She turned to her Marshal. “Inform your witches to be on the lookout for Jezebelle.”

Minka nodded, turned on a heel, and strode out with purpose. Olivia smiled as she watched the highly competent and motivated Lesser Witch leave. Minka was a real treasure. One of her best assets. Then she waited for Robs to finish sending his message bubbles with his orders.

“Shall we retire?” she asked, taking his hand and wagging her brows.

“You aren’t hungry?” he teased.

“Define hunger,” she replied, voice dropping an octave. Olivia pressed up, rose up on her toes, and kissed him. “The last thing I enjoy is stuffing my belly before a big beast of a man lays on top of me.”

“Big? A beast of a man?” he laughed. “Fair enough. But nothing says you can’t be on top.”

“I like the way you think, lover,” she purred. “Still, we can get something to eat… Afterwards.”

Pulling away, Olivia took his hand and led him out of the War Room and to her bed chamber. The large bed was perfectly dressed in lavender silk. She grinned, tapped his chest with her wand, and left him naked.

“Much better,” she purred, eyes dropping to his loins. Then she tapped the top of her head, and her outfit vanished. “Oops. Looks like we are both naked. What will we do?”

Robs barked a laugh, and then swept her off her feet. She giggled and kissed his cheek, and then lifted her wand at the ceiling.

“No,” he said. “Leave the lights on. I love to look at you.”

“You’ve seen me naked so many times.”

“I can’t get enough,” he said, and kissed her. Then he placed her on the bed, atop the covers. “Scoot over, beautiful.”

“Fine, but only because you called me beautiful.”

Robs took the wand away from her, placing it on a side table. Then he joined her atop the bed.

“We’d be more comfortable under the covers.”

“I disagree,” he growled, wrapping himself around her smaller body.

He claimed her lips, before kissing his way down her neck. Olivia gasped and squealed when he buried his face in her cleavage, and then rubbed it all over her boobs. His late day whiskers scraped painfully across her silky smooth skin. It hurt so damned good. He ground his chin into her nipples, making her buck, before he sucked one perfectly defined pink bud into his hot, hungry mouth.

Olivia pushed down on his head. Being a good man, Robs kissed and nibbled his way down across her tone belly, and then shifted over to force her legs wide. He rose up, holding her eyes as his hand started stroking her nether lips. Then he began rubbing circles across them until pre-cum leaked out and left her slick and shiny.

“Did I mention just how naughty of a boy you are?”

“I think you might have mentioned something about it,” he growled. “Please continue.”

Two fingers forced her folds apart, and stroked her super sensitive slit, and then plunged into her without warning. Olivia’s breath caught, eyes wide, and finally a big smile spread across her face.

“So wonderfully naughty.”

As those two fingers pumped in and out of her hot wetness, Robs lowered his lips to suck on her little pearl of pleasure down there. She clutched his head with both hands, back bowing up dramatically. A memory from her youth, before she was elevated to Good Witch of the North, when she had a different lover. A wizard, who specialized in sex magic. That man could make her clit sing. Unfortunately, he was slain in the wars against Scarecrow. All that before Robs was even born. Maybe before his parents were born.

Robs proved his meddle, finger fucking and clit-play so fine he quickly pushed her over the top. Olivia’s insides melted into a hot, fluttery mush just a moment before eruption. Her sex and nipples seemed to energize, becoming ten times more sensitive. And he didn’t stop just because she climaxed. Orgasmic waves pulsed through her body head to toes.

“Ooooh, Robs!” she screamed, and came again.

He surged over her, between her legs. Olivia gasped, huffing and puffing, so hot and sweaty, but she mustered the wherewithal to find his erection. She guided him to her entrance, and then held on tightly as he thrust into her, so hard, so deep.

“Ugggh. Yes. Yes,” she cried.

Olivia wrapped her arms and legs around her lover, as he continued to pound into her like a madman. One hand reached up and grabbed his hair, yanking his head back as they both peaked.

“Oooooooo,” both grasped out a rattling groan as they came.

The Good Witch smiled, loving the feel of his hot seed flowing into her so deep.

“You’re a good man, Robs Coronet,” she whispered. “Such a good man.”

“I thought I was naughty?” he teased, sucking on her neck.

“Both,” she laughed. “You are so good and naughty.”


Chapter 19

“Good girl. Just relax a little more. You can do it.”

“Mmmm,” Dorothy moaned. She knelt on her bed, Nick standing over her. She raked her long nails across his steel thighs as he thrust down into her mouth again, pressed against the back of her throat, and pushed down deeper. “Mmmmm.”

Nick had the biggest, hardest cock she knew. She could deep throat him, but it was always a chore. She only did it because he loved it so much. Dorothy stared up at his face as she sucked, loving the pleasure she saw. He just kept pumping, forcing his way deeper and deeper until his nutsack started bouncing off her chin.

“Mmmm.”

“You’re the best, Dorothy,” Nick gasped, and then flooded her throat.

The first load went straight down her throat. The Empress of Oz pulled back to take the next two ejaculations in the mouth. Once he finished, she pulled off and swallowed. Dorothy smiled up at him as she licked her lips.

“How was that, my steel stallion?”

“The best,” Nick sighed. He reached down to stroke his member, which always remained hard until he was completely finished making love to her. “Now, get on all fours. It’s time I return the favor.”

“My happy ending?” she teased.

Nick laughed. “I love all of your sweet little Kansas expressions and names for the oddest things.”

“Oh yeah?” she said, lifting a bare foot up to press against his mouth.

He grabbed her ankle and then nibbled the sensitive sole of her foot. Dorothy struggled, squealed, and giggled.

“Ahhh, tickles!”

Nick sucked her big toe into his hot, wet mouth. She bit her lip, eyes closing, as he made love to her foot and toe. It felt so nice. Not as wonderful as what he was about to do to her, but a very nice interlude. He massaged her foot, played with all of her toes one at a time, and kept returning to nibbling and tickling it, too.

Releasing her foot, Nick flipped her over to all fours. Dorothy relaxed her arms so that she rested on her elbows, butt high above with his two favorite play spots exposed and ready for action. He rubbed her anus first, making her heart race at the prospect of anal. That would be more intense than the deep-throat. She smiled when his fingers trailed down across her taint, and started rubbing and exploring her slick, wet pussy.

“Mmmm, that’s the spot, baby,” she purred.

A muffled crash pulled her eyes over to the door. It sounded like someone dropped something out in the corridor. The first light of day was brightening the windows and bed chamber. Her servants would soon arrive and drag her away to a long series of duties and responsibilities.

All I want to do is make love to Nick all day.

Memories of pre-Empress Dorothy filled her head. She smiled as visions of her months in Nick’s brothel returned. While she wasn’t one of the working girls, Nick had frequently spent all day with her in bed. Oh, the wicked, nasty things he taught her! Dorothy was pretty sure she knew how to do every sex act imaginable, thanks to that connoisseur of kinky sex. Unfortunately, thoughts of kinky sex reminded her of her time as Glinda’s sex slave.

“Ooooh,” she cried when he penetrated her sex, pushing half his considerable length and girth into her on the first thrust. “Oh, Nick, give a girl a warning first.”

“I did,” he said. “But you were off in dreamland again. Welcome back.”

“Yes, well, I was daydreaming of my time with you at Nick’s Naughty Nymphs, you pig.”

“Those were good times. You used to let me tie you up and have my way with you,” he said. “Good times.” He paused in his thrusts, looking off into space a second. “I still own it. If you want, we can return and do some really naughty things again.”

“I don’t think it would be a good look for the Empress of Oz to visit such a place,” she said with haughty airs. She giggled. “I joke, but… Yeah.”

“True. But a shame, too.”

Nick glanced at the window, frowned, and grabbed her hips with both hands. He started thrusting with some enthusiasm. She smiled, knowing he was feeling the press of time. Both of their days were full and demanding. She groaned as he quickly fully sheathed inside her, that nutsack now slapping her taint. Dorothy closed her eyes and savored the moment. Back in Kansas, in her youth and marriage, that was usually as good as sex got for her. Orgasms were few and far apart in comparison to what her rejuvenated body in Oz enjoyed. Orgasms were now expected every single time one of her lovers penetrated her.

He gave her right butt cheek a playful smack, and then grabbed her hair and yanked her head back.

“Oooh, Nick,” she purred. “Dominate me, baby.”

“Yes, you like it rough.”

“No comment,” she giggled. “But harder.”

“Harder? Cock thrusts or hair pulls?”

“Yes.”

Nick shifted, just a little bit, but his cock thrust into her at a slightly different angle and started hitting her G-spot. That special place deep inside. A long, low groan escaped her lips as her eyes rolled up and closed when he yanked her hair again. Dorothy felt her lower belly melt into hot flutters. Every thrust pushed her closer and closer. Soon she was panting, tiny animal sounds bubbling out. And then her insides erupted.

“Oooooh, yes. Yes,” she gasped out. “You’re the man, Nick. The Tin Man. My steel stallion.”

She heard him cursing under his breath, even as he started slamming into her faster, harder. Dorothy’s eyes fluttered open, even as she basked in the afterglow. Right before her face, bobbing and flashing, was a purple bubble. A message from Olivia? Her lover saw it first, so was trying to finish before it was too late.

Dorothy’s eyes rolled up as that surge to climax started up again. Stronger. Faster. A long rattling groan escaped both of their throats as the two lovers peaked. She felt his cock twitch deep inside her, and then his hot seed flooded her womb. And that tripped her trigger.

“Aaaiieee,” she cried as her body climaxed so gloriously. “Oh, Nick. You are the best, baby.”

She pushed her face forward, popping the message bubble with her nose.

“Greetings, Sister,” Olivia’s voice filled the room. “Alas, the peace appears to be at an end. Wanda and Jezebelle have been mustering on my borders. And now Sisters Wanda and Jezebelle have been spotted. I fear an invasion is imminent. I cannot fight off two Cardinals and their armies at once.”

Dorothy rolled to the edge of the bed. Sitting, she lifted a palm and a green bubble appeared.

“To Good Witches Olivia Moonstruck and Diana Sweetwater,” she said. “Good morning, Sister. I am heading for the War Room. Please mirror me there as soon as possible. We have to decide on how best to counter the coming invasion of Gillikin immediately.”

Then she sent bubbles to the generals and ministers needed in the War Room. By that time Nick was already dressed. She stood, picked up her wand, and walked over to the chamber pot. Squatting over it, she spoke a spell, drawing runes, and tapped her belly. A warm wetness washed across her skin, going up into her sex as well. In a flash her hot, sticky body was magically cleansed and all of Nick’s seed gushed out. Just pristine. Diana, who taught her the spell, swore it cleaned her body many times better than soap and water. The fact it also got all of Nick’s seed out of her as well was a bonus.

The Empress lifted her wand, and paused. What to wear? Normally, she’d let her body servants dress her in a gown and jewels. She didn’t have time for that. They would be disappointed. So she chose her leather battledress, and tapped her head. That circle of light flowed down from head to toe. Everything but her boots sheathed her body. The spell had no effect on the Silver Shoes.

Sitting again, Dorothy picked up the right thigh boot, and pulled it on. Then the second. She felt the enchanted boots’ magic flow into her. It was such a comforting feeling.

“I’m ready, Nick,” she said. Her eyes narrowed in the shadows of her green Witch’s Hat. “Let’s go figure out how to kick the Wickeds’ asses again.”


Chapter 20

Generals and ministers looked up and bowed when Dorothy entered. Nick followed fast on her heels. They moved up to their usual spots around the mockup on the floor. Dorothy's sharp eyes scanned the deployments shown, knowing more troops could be hidden with magic. Images of both Wanda and Jezebelle were hovering over their hosts mustered at the Gillikin borders. Lion stood over his army, supported by Ozian regulars, and ready to attack Munchkin.

Olivia stood over her capital, looking fierce and competent. While her army was divided to protect the east and west borders. An Ozian army, flying northward on carpets to support Lion, was turning to attack Winkie instead.

To the south, Diana’s image flew over her army mustered on the Munchkin border, three-quarters of the host flickering to indicate they were hidden with magic. Munchkin had an army standing against her, while Marshal Picho stood flickering over his hidden army as well.

Three full length mirrors sat in spots where the Grand Marshal, Good Witch of the North, and Good Witch of the South would stand. Army witches cast the spells, and first Diana, then Olivia, and finally Picho appeared on them.

“Why isn’t Lion being mirrored with us?” Dorothy asked.

“He is in the field with his army,” Emeraude said. “We tried.”

She shook her head. He would choose action over a meeting.

“Does any of our off-site members see anything wrong or missing on the mockup?”

“The south looks accurate to me,” Diana said.

“The North, too,” Olivia said.

Pointing with her wand, Dorothy lit up first the northbound army, then the Ozian army in the south supporting Quadling.

“We have diverted General Latimar’s ten thousand men to support Gillikin,” she said. “I know it’ll help, but you need far more help than that due to the size of the Winkie host. We will start mustering more forces, but it is unlikely they’ll get there in time.” She left the light fade off that force. Turning to the south. “Diana and Picho are poised and ready to attack in the south. I think two armies invading her Country will force Jezebelle to respond. She’ll have no other choice but fly down to help them, or lose a quarter of her army.”

“That would help me immeasurably,” Olivia said. “Like I said in my message, I cannot fight off two Cardinal Witches and their ground forces. Take Jezebelle away and I can repel Wanda and the Winkies.”

“Exactly,” Dorothy said. “So it is agreed? We will divide and conquer. Diana will launch her attack across the border immediately. Grand Marshal Picho will wait until the Munchkins are fully engaged, and then hit their flank.”

“We’ll crush them between us,” Picho said, nodding with a big smile. “It’ll be glorious.”

Dorothy paused. Glorious? In her past life, she thought of victories in wars as glorious. Especially in World War II. But since returning to Oz, and fighting so many battles, all she thought about was all those men who’d be butchered. Thousands would die between all of the armies involved.

We didn’t ask for this war, or this fight, she thought. But we will win it.

“General Chopper is in command here in Oz while I’m gone,” Dorothy said.

“Gone?” Nick asked. “Where are you going?”

“South. I think we can guarantee Jezebelle high-tails it down there if both Diana and I are down there fighting her army,” Dorothy said.

“No,” Nick said firmly. “It’s too dangerous.”

Dorothy grinned. “Try to stop me.”

She clicked her heels for emphasis. His eyes widened.

“Then let me come with you. I’ll protect your back.”

She glanced back at Wilma. The shifter smiled, but lifted a brow.

“No, Nick. You are needed here,” she said. “But fear not, my back is safe. I trust my bodyguard.”

Dorothy then gave her orders to the others. Armies needed to be gathered, and deployed to help her allies and protect Ozian territory. Then she took Wilma by the hand.

“Ready?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” the shifter said. “And you know I love battle.”

The two of them blinked out of the War Room, and appeared next to Grand Marshal Picho an instant later. The military man jumped, and then shook his head.

“I’ll never get used to how you just pop around like that,” he said.

“I need a carpet,” Dorothy said. “I’ll be leading our Lesser Witches into battle.”

She met with Picho’s Chief Witch. She got a quick rundown of the number of witches, which witches were available to fly with her, and was introduced to those witches. A red bubble flew up while discussing her plans with them.

“Sister, we’ve crossed the border and we have engaged the enemy,” Diana said.

“It has begun, ladies,” Dorothy said. “Get to your carpets, and then we’ll gather above this site.”

Wilma rolled out their carpet. “You never allowed me to prepare for battle. I can fight in these clothes, but I don’t have my enchanted shield to guard your back.”

Dorothy stepped atop the carpet, feeling it’s magic submit to her control. Then she smiled at Wilma who’d stepped atop the carpet after her.

“I know. I am prepared for that.” She pulled a silver bangle off her left wrist and slipped it over the shifter’s wrist. “Wrap your hand around it, and say, Change.”

The shifter’s eyes widened, but she did as told. “Change.”

Light flashed out from the bangle, engulfed the woman, and quickly vanished. Wilma stood there in the same outfit as Dorothy, just in various shades of brown and touches of black. No hat. A shield was strapped to her back, sword on her hip.

“Thigh boots?” Wilma asked.

“You wanted to dress as much like me as possible, right?”

The battledress made her look like just another Army Lesser Witch. So the shifter didn’t stand out in a magical battle, and maybe be considered for special attention by their foes.

“Sure.”

“And you’re welcome for giving you flat heels.”

“Believe me, I am quite grateful.” She touched the bangle still on her wrist. “What happens if I use it again?”

“You will be changed back into what you were previously wearing.”

“What if I change into a wolf?”

“The bangle will vanish with your clothes,” she said. “Diana made it, so that you can shift without stripping first.”

“That is great!”

“I know,” Dorothy said, giving her a wink as she willed the carpet to lift straight up a hundred feet. “I’m looking out for you, Willy.”

Moments later the Army witches began to swirl around them. Dorothy found it odd how Lesser Witches tended to keep moving, swirling around their leaders. Not always, but most of the time.

A bubble came up from Picho. “Empress, our forward observers report the Munchkins are fully engaged with the Quadling host. Still no indication they have discovered us.”

She sent him a bubble, “Grand Marshal, advance to contact. Engage the enemy and destroy them.”

Dorothy started moving toward the border. The Lesser Witches divided into two wings, forming a great V-formation. She felt the adrenaline flowing. Her limbs started to quiver. She tried to tell herself the anticipation was a good thing, but battle was a lot of things — thrilling, frightening, satisfying — but it was never good.

The Ozian host stayed under the magical cloak as they crossed the border. The witches paced the ground forces. It felt so slow and anti-climatic to Dorothy, until the Munchkin Lesser Witches guarding the flanks spotted them.

“The shit has hit the fan!” Dorothy cried, accelerating into battle with her Lesser Witches arrayed to either side. “Charge!”


Chapter 21

“Your Highness,” Larissa called as she flew up. The short, stout brunette in an Ozian green battledress was senior within Dorothy’s detachment of Army Lesser Witches. “The Munchkin are in full retreat. Or what’s left of them.”

Dorothy smiled. So far she and her witches had captured fifty-two Munchkin witches, and the ground forces had killed or captured two-thirds of the Munchkin ground troops. It took most of the day. Now it was midafternoon and hot. She was quite over fighting and flying around erratically. Using magic for that long caused another kind of exhaustion. Fortunately, Diana and Olivia had trained her to push through it.

“Well, we hurt the Wickeds today, but I’m not so sure we…”

A red bubble flew up to her. Diana’s excited voice came out of it, “Sister! Jezebelle approaches on a carpet!”

“We succeeded,” she cried. “Yes! Come to me, Jezebelle, you… Jezebel.”

“Wow. Sometimes you really suck at cursing,” Wilma said.

Dorothy chuckled. She really didn’t have time to explain the significance of the name back in her world.

“No. Actually, that might be a good thing,” Dorothy said. She shook her head. “Back in Kansas, calling a woman a Jezebel was considered an insult. There was a very wicked woman in biblical history named Jezebel.”

“Biblical? Is that an empire?”

“It’s not important,” she said, not knowing how to explain it quickly. “Let’s go welcome Jezebelle to the battle like proper witches should.”

Dorothy gathered her Lesser Witches, lifting her wand to cast spells that allowed her to access the situation. She felt the surge in the nearest ley lines — a total of three in that region — and knew where Jezebelle was located, as well as where Diana and her witches were flying up to meet the Wicked. The two Cardinal Witches were flying straight at each other with lots of Lesser Witches along for the fight.

“Let’s add Ozian witches to the mix,” she muttered as she led at the point of their formation.

Wilma crouched behind with her shield lifted. Dorothy’s shield bubble was their primary defense, but Wilma was there to block any especially powerful spells that pierced the arcane shield, like lightning bolts. Few other spells were powerful enough to break through. But then, Cardinal Witches were wickedly crafty and talented, and could wiggle the smallest spells through shields so she had to be alert.

Flying nape of the earth as fast as she dared, Dorothy and her witches skimmed just over the pine forest. They were a good hundred miles within Munchkin Country, passing over the defenders below, and about to explode in the sky above.

“There they are!” Wilma cried, pointing at the faintest of dots ahead. Then she turned right and pointed. “There’s Diana!”

Lightning bolts shot out between the Munchkin and Quadling witches a heartbeat later. The Cardinal Witches reaching out to each other. Shields held, and the two sides then erupted in fireball attacks from the Lesser Witches.

Dorothy lifted her wand straight up to get all of her followers’ attention, and then she swept her hand forward in the signal to charge. They rose up a little more as they surged forward into battle. Dorothy’s heart pounded in her chest. She was about to tangle with Jezebelle for the second time, only now she’d have Diana helping her.

I held my own against Jezebelle the first time, she reminded herself. Just have to be confident and strong.

“Unleash!” Dorothy called.

She cast “Lightning” at Jezebelle, a sun-bright bolt shooting out of her wand. Oh, she felt that surge of energy from the ley line pass through her body. Mostly, though, it was channeled through her wand. She now knew that she could cast that spell without a wand, but it would probably kill her. At least a bolt that powerful was too much for her to cast without a wand.

Witches — red, blue, and green — slammed together and began to swirl all around. Dorothy thought of it as a massive dog fight, but witches acted offended when she said so. Defensive bubbles slammed into each other, flashing as the explosive force sent the two carpets off in new directions. Everywhere she looked was bright bolts, fireballs, and the flash of colliding shields. It was much more chaotic than the first battle she fought against Jezebelle. There were also twice as many witches in an area half the size.

Dorothy spotted Diana and Jezebelle squaring off. The fury of the battle between them caused her to hesitate, jaw dropping. Now she could see all of the magic happening, realizing they were casting multiple spells at once, some super powerful, others sneaky and relatively weak. Their shield glowed brightly from all the attacks as they hovered just fifty feet apart. Both witches looked strained to the max.

So the Empress of Oz jumped feet first into the fight. She zipped up, distracting Jezebelle enough for Diana to smash her shield down. Seeing her chance, Dorothy willed herself onto Jezebelle’s carpet. In a blink she was standing behind the Wicked Witch of the East.

“Hello, Sister,” Dorothy sneered. Her wand transformed into a white-hot sword, glowing green fire. “Mind if I cut in?”

Jezebelle cried out, which turned into a spellcasting. Dorothy swung the sword at the Wicked Witch’s neck, trying to behead her. The blonde ducked, so Dorothy’s wand-sword sheared off her right wing.

“Aaaiieee!” Jezebelle screamed, and fell off the carpet.

Dorothy exerted control over that carpet long enough to will herself back to Wilma.

“You struck a Wicked down, Dorothy!” the shifter cried.

Looking down, she saw a Lesser Witch fly under Jezebelle and catch her. The Munchkin witches all turned and flew away to the east. Diana called for her witches to assemble around her, so Dorothy did the same with her witches.

“Why aren’t we pursuing, Sister?” Dorothy called.

“Munchkin carpets are the fastest known,” she said. “We would just tire ourselves out, and not catch them.” She flashed Dorothy a big smile. “But we won, and we succeeded in pulling Jezebelle away from the invasion of Gillikin.”

“Victory!” Dorothy cried, lifting her wand high and shooting a lightning bolt.

“Ozzie! Ozzie! Ozzie!” the Ozian witches screamed, shooting off fireballs.


Chapter 22

Olivia sat, legs crossed, and read Army reports. The situation up in her country was marginally better after Dorothy and Diana successfully aborted an invasion of Gillikin five days earlier when they invaded Munchkin far to the south. Jezebelle had been pulled away to deal with the invasion and was severely injured, which aborted Wanda’s attack. Last reports were both Wickeds were back in their respective capitals, but Winkie forces had greatly increased on her border. Munchkin forces remained the same.

She’d just finished a relaxing, hot soaking bath, so remained in nothing but a silken dressing robe. She liked to give her hair time to air dry before dressing for the day. And it was easier to deal with all the bad news in the reports when she was so comfortable.

A knock at the door pulled her eyes over. She glanced at her unmade bed and frowned. No one was supposed to disturb her until she opened that door. Then the knock came again, sounding more insistent.

If it’s so important, you should’ve sent a bubble.

“Enter,” she called, shaking her head woefully.

Minka entered, dressed for battle. Indeed, all of her witches wore battledresses in anticipation of being called to fight off an invasion. The Chief Witch strode towards her with a determined look, heels clacking loudly on the marble floor.

“Please forgive me for disturbing you, Great One,” Minka said. “But I just received a report about a sighting of the Wicked Witch of the West.”

“She’s back home in Kiamo Ko.”

“That reported sighting was three days ago, Great One.”

Olivia placed the report on the desk and gave Minka her full attention. The Lesser Witch smiled grimly, and continued.

“There’s an abandoned farmstead just across the border near Jerelle on the Teckle. Our informant is a commoner who claims it is Wanda’s real headquarters.”

The Good Witch considered that. The Teckle River was on the smaller side, and flowed out of Gillikin and into Winkie north of the Winkie Host. She’d never heard of the village of Jerelle on the Teckle, but there were thousands of such villages throughout Gillikin.

“The Teckle is well north of the Winkie Host,” she said. “Why would she set up her headquarters there?”

“I suspected it is to hide from us,” Minka said. “After all, we never thought to look up there for her, or any other Winkie units.”

“Defenses?”

“Just magical,” Minka said. “The informant said there are no soldiers or Lesser Witches, just her command staff.”

That didn’t sound right. Why would she leave her headquarters unguarded? But the information was coming from a commoner, who might not understand exactly what was happening.

“Have you scouted it out?”

“No, Great One. I just got the information,” the pretty brunette said. She arched a brow, a tiny smile curling her full lips. “I was about to personally take a look, and then thought that maybe you’d like to go with me.”

“How many covens are you taking?”

“None. If Wanda is there, then she would detect such a force coming at her,” Minka said. “But two witches, if we were careful not to draw too much from the ley lines, could get in close.”

Olivia considered that a moment. There was a junction of five minor ley lines just over the border where the Teckle crossed into Winkie Country. That would be a great location for a Cardinal Witch to await battle. And Minka was correct, even one coven would pull so much from the ley lines that a Cardinal Witch would feel them coming.

“Who knows, we might be able to catch her in bed,” Minka said. “How wonderful would it be to capture Wanda Darquehart? With Jezebelle down and out licking her wounds after her trouncing by the Empress and Good Witch of the South, the war would be practically over.”

Minka was pretty powerful as Lesser Witches went. Not the most powerful even in Gillikin, but she had a sharp and fast mind. And she was a superb fighter and tactician. Together they could defeat Wanda, providing the report was correct and there were no other witches there to support her.

“It’s worth a try.”

Minka’s eyes flashed victoriously. Then she quickly regained control of herself. Her Chief of Staff didn’t usually let her emotions show like that. But then, all of the Lesser Witches were trying to do something, anything to impress their Cardinal. Going on a mission like that with Minka would give the Lesser Witch a lot of prestige among her peers. Make Minka shine a little brighter, and help shore up her position as Chief Witch.

Olivia picked up her wand, stood up, and tapped her head. A circle of purple light swept down her body, leaving her dressed in her black leather and purple battledress, jacket, and thigh boots. Her Witch’s Hat sat at a sassy angle upon her head.

“Come,” she commanded, striding out to her balcony.

Minka stepped up behind her on the carpet already rolled out and ready. The Good Witch got her connection, and lifted the carpet up and away from the palace. She cast the spell that allowed her to pass through the great shield over her palace, and then through the one protecting the city of Dejah Roo. Olivia saw sailing ships coming and going from the port, sailing to and from ports all around the Inner Sea. Fleets of fishing boats were already out harvesting that vast freshwater sea.

There was a bit of a north wind, with a rather severe bite. Flying just made it worse, but witches had spells that helped to mitigate the cold wind. But that required pulling from the ley lines, and their mission demanded a low profile. So the two witches buttoned up their jackets, clenched their jaws, and just tried to bear it as best they could.

Since the Winkie border was further away than Munchkin, they flew as fast as they dared, but it still took a couple of hours to reach the village of Jerelle on the Teckle. It was mid-morning by the time they arrived, the sky bright blue and cloudless. No hiding from sight in clouds.

Olivia dropped low to fly over the farmlands as she crossed the border. Minka gave directions to the farmstead. It consisted of a tumble-down barn, and magic blasted stone silo, and an intact two-story house. There was the ruins of a tiny village where the farm workers had lived. Olivia held out her hand to feel the power pulsing in the junction of ley lines. The way it was pulsing indicated someone very powerful was spellcasting.

“There’s no way she could’ve felt our approach in the middle of such a powerful spell,” Olivia said.

“She must’ve turned one of the rooms inside the house into a conjuring room,” Minka said. She closed her eyes. “Second floor. South end.”

“Very good, Minka,” Olivia said. She paused to “feel” the magic. “Doesn’t feel like Wanda. Not her usual style, at any rate.”

“Maybe it’s a new spell she just learned,” Minka said. “But that is not important. She is fully involved in that spell, so is vulnerable to an attack.”

“A sneak attack,” Olivia said. She frowned. Considered. Nodded. “Fine. Let’s do this. The chance to capture Wanda is too good to do anything else.”


Chapter 23

Left hand held up and palm out, Glinda felt the natural pulses of the different ley lines crossing beneath the farmstead. The two Armies south of her location pulled heavily from two of those lines, sending vibrations up and down. She heard Wanda breathing ten feet to her right, and then Jezebelle’s soft voice up in the conjuring room. The Wicked Witch of the East chose her ley line well, not pulling from the junction, much less the line their target would use.

Keep it up, Jez. Be that beacon that lures Olivia into our trap.

She frowned. Jezebelle had been hurt badly when Dorothy cut off her wing. Not so much physically, but emotionally. The magic that gave her wings failed shortly after, and now she was wingless, and not happy about it at all. She would get her wings back, but the Witch remained bitter.

A tiny twinge rippled through the ley line coming straight out of Gillikin. That line went through Dejah Roo, passing through another junction under the Lavender Palace. Then three little pings vibrated the ley line, followed by a long, but very minor, pull from the line.

That’s Minka’s signal, Glinda thought as a wicked little smile curled her lips.

“Did you feel that, Sister?”

She looked at Wanda, who was smiling and nodding. The Wicked Witch of the West dropped her hand and slanted a gleeful look her way.

“I did, Sister,” she purred. “Soon, Olivia will be mine.”

“Ours, Sister.”

Wanda pulled herself up to her full height and smoothed down her clothes. She wore all black, save for a yellow headband around her Witch’s Hat. The dress was quite short, cut high over her hips and dropping to points front and back halfway down her thighs. Thigh boots sheathed her long legs.

Sexy, Glinda thought. She was definitely thinking about capturing Olivia when she chose that outfit.

“Yes, yes, of course,” Wanda said. “But I get her first.”

A concession Glinda gladly made to keep Wanda happy. In fact, since it was her Sa’Kor agent that lured the Good Witch into their trap, that meant Glinda should get Olivia first. It would be better for Olivia if Glinda was the one that broke her, because Wanda would not show her any mercy whatsoever.

Glinda bit her lip as memories returned. While she wasn’t Wanda’s bondage plaything that long, the Wicked Witch showed her just how wicked and depraved she was in reality. Some of the things Wanda did haunted her dreams. Others, left her breathless thinking about them.

That witch is very sick and depraved, and knows too well how to break a woman, she thought. Given another couple of days, she would’ve broken me.

“Time to get into position, Sister,” Wanda said, going to her spot behind the back door.

Glinda moved over to be behind the front door. She wore a bright white silk gown, slit up her left leg. That bright outfit should pull Olivia’s eyes straight to her. Distract her from Wanda’s attack. Yet, they had no idea which door Olivia would come in through, so covered both. Plus, the farmstead’s ground floor was one large room. They would both engage Olivia at the same time, and Minka would block her escape.

And then the fun begins.

More pleasant memories returned. Mostly of Dorothy’s time under her thumb as a slave servant back in her castle. As her personal sex toy. Watching others take Dorothy, especially Scarecrow. Then she had time with Diana under her power, using and abusing her so well, before finally Locasta. She and Locasta had once been good friends and allies, both Good Witches during the same time period. Breaking Locasta to the whip had been much easier than the others, probably because Lion had already broken her.

Glinda shook those dark, sexy thoughts away. Opening her hand to create a message bubble, she sent it to Jezebelle to alert her it was working, and to continue conjuring until told otherwise. Then both her and Wanda closed their eyes and lifted their hands to feel Olivia coming closer and closer.

“She’s here,” Glinda whispered. “Let Minka lure her inside, Wanda. Let her come to us. Olivia will not escape if she comes inside. She will be ours.”


Chapter 24

“I can’t tell what she is trying to conjure up,” Olivia whispered.

Their carpet hovered behind a massive oak, letting Olivia hide them from view. Most of the ground floor of the farmhouse was obscured from her eyes, as well. She and Minka were spellcasting to determine any wards placed around Wanda’s chosen hideout.

“I don’t see or feel any men,” Minka said. “No soldiers to guard the site, at least not outside.”

Troublesome. Olivia worried her lip. Wanda was impetuous, reckless, more than a little crazy, but to take such a risk seemed beyond even her. There should at least be a platoon of soldiers.

“Three people inside,” Olivia said. “The wards shielding the house are good, so I can’t tell if they are male or female. One in the conjuring room upstairs, two downstairs.”

“I bet the two downstairs are the men assigned to guard it.”

Olivia nodded. Made sense. While Wanda didn’t need bodyguards, someone had to secure the place when she was not there. Olivia wouldn’t be surprised if one or both were servants to cook and clean for the Wicked Witch.

“This is going to be easy, Great One,” Minka said. “First, we take out the two downstairs, and then capture Wanda. She’s vulnerable while conjuring. I think a pair of Lesser Witches could capture that Wicked Witch right now.”

Olivia arched a brow. The Good Witch knew better. While Wanda was more vulnerable while in the middle of a powerful spell in the conjuring room, she was not helpless. She would be able to defend herself quite well. It would not be an easy capture.

The Good Witch frowned. “I don’t know, Minka. I don’t like it.”

“You think it wrong to capture Wanda while she’s vulnerable? Don’t you think that’s taking honor a little far?”

Olivia snorted a laugh. “Hardly. It’s not an honor thing. This doesn’t feel right. I can’t put my finger on it, but…”

“It feels perfect to me, Great One,” the Chief Witch said. “If you want, I’ll go in alone and you can guard my back. I’d love to be the one that takes Wanda down.”

While she admired Minka’s enthusiasm and confidence, the Chief Witch was not powerful enough to capture a Cardinal Witch alone, no matter how vulnerable she thought Wanda. But the wrongness of the situation still nagged her. Yet, when would they have another such opportunity?

“We’ll go in and do this together,” Olivia said. She looked around. “I wish we had some other witches to back us up.”

“We wouldn’t be able to sneak up on her with any more,” Minka said. “But if you don’t feel good about anything, we can back off and wait for another opportunity. I bow to your superior magical senses.”

The Good Witch worried her lip some more. It really didn’t feel right, but Minka had a point about it being a rare chance before them. She suspected that Wanda would use all her magic and wicked wiles to wiggle out between their fingers. While capturing the Wicked Witch would be hard, even if she escaped Wanda would be rattled. And that was a good thing.

“We’ll go in the back door,” Olivia said, pushing the carpet forward.

They swooped down and around to the back of the farmhouse. There were only two doors, front and back. Most people focused on the front door, not expecting anyone to come to the back door. The suspected servants were undoubtedly busy cleaning and cooking. Nonmagical servants or soldiers could be dealt with in a heartbeat, maybe without Wanda noticing. But if they had to use magic, then Wanda would be ready for them.

“We go in hard and fast. Zap down the people downstairs, and then rush up the stairs. Wanda will know we are coming for her, so she won’t be helpless, Minka, but together we can take her out.”

“If you engage her, I’ll slip around behind her,” Minka said as they stepped off the carpet. “Even the weakest witch’s wand to bare flesh bypasses all wards. She will go down.”

Olivia nodded. It was a good plan. Then she lifted her wand to check the wards on the back door. Just a few, one to alert the witch inside that someone has entered. Just standard wards. Nothing to stop even a mundane man from passing through it.

“I’ll go right, you go left,” Olivia said, hand on the handle. “Ready?”

“Oh, I’m more than ready, Great One. Let’s go.”

Olivia turned the primitive door handle, hearing it scrape wood-across-wood inside. The door became free on its large bronze hinges, and she shoved it open with a bang as the two witches charged through. It was much darker inside, and took a second for her eyes to adjust. And she cried out in warning.

“It’s a trap!”

“Yes it is, Sister Mine,” Wanda sneered.

Both Cardinal Witches threw lightning at the other. Ka-BOOM! Ka-BOOM!

And then pink tendrils erupted out of the floor under Olivia’s feet. She slanted a look back to find Glinda spellcasting at her, too. Worse, Minka wasn’t doing anything at all.

“Minka! Fight!”

“Yes, Minka, strike,” Glinda commanded.

Olivia’s Chief Witch barked a laugh as she pressed the tip of her wand to Olivia’s neck, and spoke her spell.

“No!” Olivia cried, trying to throw herself back and away from that wand.

Too late. Soul-searing agony erupted throughout the Good Witch’s body. All of her muscles convulsed, making her drop her wand. Wanda lunged forward to snatch that wand up. The agony only lasted a few heartbeats, but the Good Witch collapsed bonelessly to the floor. Barely conscious.

“We got her!” Minka cried.

Olivia struggled to push her upper body off the floor, even as Wanda stepped before her. Her eyes locked on the silvery collar in the Wicked Witch’s left hand. Then Minka grabbed a fistful of hair and yanked Olivia’s head back. Exposed her neck to her nemesis.

“With his collar, Olivia Moonstruck, I claim you as my own,” Wanda sneered as she slowly wrapped the enchanted silver around her captive’s neck. It snapped closed. “You are mine. Obey.”

Obey was the trigger command. Olivia wailed as the magic tore into her. It went straight to her head, feeling like worms wiggling in her brain. She tried to grab the collar, to pull it off, but the magic wouldn’t allow her hands to touch it.

“Noooooo!” she screamed, collapsing to the floor to writhe and buck. “I will not be…”

“It’s a beautiful sight, Sister,” Glinda said. “This reminds me of that moment when Olivia submitted to Scarecrow. The three of us enjoyed three days of the wildest sex afterwards.”

Olivia struggled, knowing she was losing the fight. Knowing there was no way for her to win over that terrible talisman. Her eyes fluttered open as she rolled onto her back, panting furiously. Eyes locking with Minka’s.

“Why did you betray me?”

Minka grinned, swelled up with pride, “I am Sa’Kor! My heart forever belongs to Glinda Upland.”

Olivia’s eyes rolled up. Her body relaxed completely. She just laid sprawled at her enemies’ feet, alone and defeated. Subjugated.

“Olivia, listen and obey,” Wanda said. “I am your mistress. You are my slave. Kneel before me and acknowledge it.”

The Good Witch of the North rolled to all fours, hesitated, and then sat back on her legs. Sitting up straight, she dropped her eyes, and trembled a few seconds. Then she sucked in a breath and spoke.

“I am yours, Mistress. I obey.”

Wanda’s only response was to slide her right foot forward. Olivia’s eyes lifted to regard it. Black thigh boot. Spit shined to a high gloss. Long, thin stiletto heel and pointy toe. Her mouth started to water. She knew what her mistress wanted without being commanded. So the powerful witch rolled to all fours, crawled up over that extended foot, and lowered her lips to the instep and kissed it. A soft, lingering kiss to please her mistress.

“Continue.”

Olivia moved down, kissed the toe, and then started licking. She licked the light coating of dust off the front of that booted foot. Tasted the fresh polish on her tongue. Not a pleasant taste. Still, she knew what was expected of one of her mistress’s slavegirls. The Good Witch kissed, licked, and nuzzled her way to the heel, and then spent a few minutes making love to it with her lips and tongue.

Wanda pulled that foot back, and extended the left.

She licked her lips, staring at it, and then started kissing, licking, and nuzzling her way from the toe to the heel again. Glinda dropped to one knee behind the Good Witch. She felt that wicked witch lift her skirt, exposing her sex and anus. The strawberry blonde kissed Olivia’s taint, before she started rubbing circles around the subjugated beauty’s nether lips. She whispered exotic spells of pleasure, exciting Olivia’s sex almost immediately. As her pre-cum flowed, Glinda intensified her efforts. Soon, fingers penetrated.

“Mmmmm,” Olivia moaned.

“Climax,” Glinda commanded, sending a powerful sex spell into Olivia’s sex.

“Aaagggh!” Olivia cried, her insides erupting in the most intense orgasm of her life. “Oooooooo.”


Chapter 25

“Utter defeat looks good on her,” Wanda sneered. “The Land be Praised, I’ve waited so long for this moment.”

Glinda nodded, a wicked little smile on her lips. Olivia was barely conscious after an hour of use and abuse. Her sweat-shiny body lay in the middle of the four evil witches, all of whom were stripped down to just their boots. The Good Witch groaned softly, miserably as she quivered before them looking broken.

Olivia’s wrists were bound behind her back, shoulders and boobs pressed down against the floor, butt high, and feet far apart. The only thing on her body was a silver Obedience Collar. Minka stood behind the vanquished Good Witch, grinding the toe of her boot into Olivia’s sex. The Wicked Witches had forced the captured Good Witch to climax over and over and over again, using magic to force one right after another for a good half hour.

I feel you, Sister, Glinda thought, slanting a look at the Wicked Witch of the West. Wanda did the same thing to me, which left me in the same daze you are in now. Unable to form a coherent thought.

“Olivia is the key to our ultimate victory,” Glinda said. “With her in our absolute power and mental control, she will betray Dorothy and Diana into our hands. This little Good Witch Bitch will hand Gillikin, Quadling, and Emerald City to us on silver platters.”

“But I get to take her home and break her first,” Wanda said.

Glinda paused. That woman only thought of the here and now, and of her dark need to dominate and break other women. Her need for vengeance.

“Of course, Wanda. No one is trying to deny you alone time with Olivia,” Glinda said, trying to sooth the worries of the Wicked Witch. “We first have to set things up where no one suspects that we captured her, and then you can go crazy on her day and night for a week or two.”

“Good,” Wanda said, pointed her wand at Olivia and started muttering a spell.

Yellow tendrils of glowing energy erupted from the floor beneath the Good Witch. They wrapped around Olivia’s neck, arms, wrists, and legs. The bindings around her wrists vanished. She was then lifted off the floor, eyes popping open as she bucked and writhed, eyes huge in terror. Wanda snickered, wand moving as she controlled the tendrils.

“Having fun yet, Sister?” Wanda snarled. “I know I am.”

Olivia opened her mouth to respond, but a tendril pushed in deep. Glinda’s throat tighten, mouth watering. Her heart rate increased. She saw two more probing around Olivia’s sex and anus. Her own body tensed, trembling at the sight. At the memories it invoked. And then…

“Uggggh!” Olivia grunted when both tendrils penetrated at the same time.

The Good Witch gagged and bucked and writhed a few feet off the floor, while those wicked tendrils abused her so well. Another pair wrapped around the Witch’s breasts, squeezing them tightly into mushroom shapes, while their tips flicked her pebbled nipples. Yet another formed and started rubbing Olivia’s clit.

“Bring back memories, Glinda?” Wanda taunted.

Anger flashed. Glinda’s wand came up, pointed at Wanda, and hit her in the chest with a bolt.

The tendrils vanished, with Olivia crying out as she dropped painfully to the floor. Glinda rushed over to Wanda, pressed her wand to the Wicked Witch’s throat. Her left foot stomped on Wanda’s right wrist, forcing her to release the wand as she ground her long stiletto heel in hard and painfully.

“Do not taunt me, Sister,” Glinda snarled. “We are supposed to be allies, but you just can’t shut the fuck up, can you? Do you want to fight right now? Forget about empire and power, and just have a death duel?”

“No,” Jezebelle cried. “Stop. Wanda, you have to stop taunting Glinda. She’s right. Stop it. We have everything to lose, and everything to gain.”

Wanda glared up into Glinda’s furious eyes for a long moment. She averted her eyes, scowled, and nodded.

“Fine. I had my moment with Glinda, and she’s had hers with me more than once over the years,” Wanda said. “I’ll spend my rage on Olivia, Diana, and Dorothy from now on.”

Glinda thought Wanda gave up too easily, too quickly. So she was lying, but what could she do? She needed the two Wicked Witches to conquer Oz and all the Good Countries. And she didn’t want to alienate Jezebelle, either.

I’ll just have to keep my guard up a little longer.

Glinda pulled her foot off the other Witch’s wrist, and then backed away. She watched Wanda sit up, rub her injured wrist, and softly cast a healing spell. Then her wand flew back into her hand. Glinda steeled herself for an attack, but it never came. Wanda frowned at Jezebelle, then stood up. In a flash of light, tight black leather sheathed her body head to toe.

“I’m not having fun here anymore, so I’ll just take Olivia and leave.”

“Not yet,” Glinda said. “We have to set everything up so no one suspects she has been captured, and thus have her compromised when she returns.”

Glinda tapped her head with her wand, and that ring of light dressed her in Sa’Kor black leather. Jezebelle and Minka got dressed after that. Only Olivia remained naked.

Walking over to the largest chair, Glinda sat and crossed her legs. She pointed her wand at Olivia, and cast a spell that infused her body with much needed life energy. Her eyes brightened with intelligence and she stopped panting.

“Crawl to me, Olivia.”

The Good Witch blinked, looked around, and then rolled to all fours. She hesitated again, but began a slow, sensuous crawl across the room.

“She’s still fighting the compulsion,” Jezebelle said. “We’ll need to put a stronger collar on her.”

“Don’t worry, Sister,” Wanda said. “I’ll make sure she doesn’t escape her compulsion to obey.”

Glinda nodded. That statement once again brought back memories of being Wanda’s bitch. The Wicked was strong in that one. The Land chose well when she was elevated as the Wicked Witch of the West.

When Olivia reached her, Glinda tapped her stiletto heel with her wand. The Good Witch opened her mouth, tongue rolling out, and she started licking it. She watched Olivia make love to that long, thin heel like it was her lover’s cock. She licked, nuzzled, and kissed it, and finally the Good Witch went down on it like a dick. All while moaning and groaning.

“Good, Good Witch,” Glinda purred. “Stop. Sit back, listen, and obey.”

Olivia pulled off Glinda’s heel, sat back on her legs, and stared at her mistress with an open expression. Ready to be commanded. Ready to obey to the letter. No sign of any hesitation or fight now.

“Olivia, I command you to send messages to your senior military officers, senior witches, and your ministers and tell them you have to go to Emerald City, and that Minka will be in charge while you are gone.”

Glinda watched and listened at Olivia obeyed. Not a word was spoken that could possibly alert anyone that the messages were compelled against her will.

“Very good,” Glinda said. She smiled at the Good Witch, reached out and stroked her soft cheek. “Now, send a message to Dorothy saying that you just tangled with Wanda, and sent her flying back to Kiamo Ko. Also, that you have a lot to clean up in Gillikin, which might take a couple of weeks.”

Olivia nodded, and obeyed. Her message was perfect, meant to leave Dorothy confident in her friend, and not expecting anything for the next few weeks.

“Perfect. All is set up,” Glinda said, looking up at first Wanda, then Jezebelle. “Now we just need to keep Dorothy and her allies distracted so they don’t have time to figure out what happened to Olivia. Wanda, continue sporadic, harassing attacks and raids on Gillikin’s border, while Jez keeps Lion engaged at their shared border.”

“I can’t move more troops up,” Jezebelle said. “It’s going to take the bulk of my army to push Diana out of my lands in the south.”

“I know, we just want to keep Lion in place up north,” she said. “I’ll have my Sa’Kor start raiding Quadling to pull some of those soldiers out of Munchkin.”

“Sounds good. Can I have Olivia now?” Wanda asked. “Just keep all our enemies occupied, and in two weeks Olivia will be mine to command body and soul, even without an obedience talisman.”

“Perfect. Olivia is yours for the next two weeks,” Glinda said. “We will meet via mirrors at noon every day to discuss and plan how best to use the Good Witch to prosecute this war to our ultimate victory.”

“Yes! Come, my pet,” Wanda sneered, using a spell to create a leash attached to Olivia’s collar. “I have such wicked plans for our time together.”

Glinda watched the Wicked Witch of the West gather up Olivia’s hat and boots, and then lead the subjugated and docile Good Witch of the North out of the farmhouse. She looked at Jezebelle, then Minka, with a big smile.

“Be joyful,” she said. “Olivia will ensure we are victorious and will rule Oz for a thousand years.”


Chapter 26

“Very impressive, Master Allistrus,” Dorothy said, looking all around at the hustle and bustle of the inland shipyard. “And you are building so many different kinds of ships at once.”

“Thank you, your Highness,” Master Allistrus said, looking so pleased. “We know you wanted the, what you call Tall Ships, built. The ships in the books you so kindly provided from your native lands. But we wanted to try a few of the other types, plus there are the ships we are used to building that we started with.”

Master Allistrus indicated the different construction sites of various ships as he spoke. He was a tall, lean man with a prominent nose and fierce brown eyes. He had the tan, wind-leathered face of a man who worked out in the elements.

Most of the ships were just keels with some ribs and planks. She noticed some Inner Sea ships already built. Dorothy knew they were enchanted up north and then towed down with flying carpets. The completed ships all rested at anchor in the lake.

She turned to Lion. “Have you been watching their progress?”

He was in his full human form. His Greek God form, as she thought of it. All he wore was a pair of undyed leather trousers. While Master Allistrus wore a purple tunic and black trousers, and Nick came in his green robes of office. Dorothy came dressed in a sea green gown with a tight bodice and low-cut neckline.

“No, I’ve been out in the forest facing off the Munchkins.”

They stopped at the end of a long wooden pier shooting out into the lake a good hundred yards. Multiple completed ships were moored to it, with crew crawling over them all. She smiled to see they were already training men to sail them through the air.

“I’ve been up here a few times to check on progress,” Nick said. “Lion has done a splendid job keeping Wicked spies away. And I think Master Allistrus and his shipwrights have done just as good a job translating what was in those books into actual ships that will sail, all while the witches assigned to this project have worked out the magic to make them fly.”

“Everyone is doing a wonderful job,” she said. “I’m very impressed. Now, do any of these ships have a trained crew that can take us for a little ride?”

“Yes, your Highness,” Master Allistrus said. “We have a ship and crew waiting to take you for a demonstration.”

He led them down the pier to a fifty foot long ship that looked kind of like a half a football floating in the water, with a single mast. It even had oars and slots for them, with a steering oar in the stern. There was a small crew of ten on board waiting.

“This is a common trader up in the Inner Sea,” Master Allistrus said. “It was almost completed when your orders came down to build flying ships. So we gave it over to the witches and let them do their magic. Now a crew has been gathered and trained.”

Dorothy was introduced to first Captain Yu, a short, stout fellow with a ruddy complexion. All he wore was a black loincloth, as did all of the other sailors. Then she was introduced to Ona, the Ship’s Witch. Ona was also a short, chubby character with a cheerful face and short wiry gray hair.

“What’s your ship’s name, Captain?”

“It’s what?” Yu asked.

“Where I come from all ships are given names,” she said.

“Why?”

She didn’t have an answer for that. Dorothy looked at Master Allistrus. The master shipwright shrugged.

“We did notice your books gave names to all of the ships,” he said. “An odd custom, but we didn’t realize you wished to continue it here as well.”

Dorothy considered that. Did it matter? Yet, deep down she knew those ships needed names. Names gave them importance. It gave them a kind of life.

“They must have names, sir,” she said. “In my world, sailors love the ships they serve on. Love and cherish them like lovers, like their mistresses of the sea. They live and die for their ships. A ship like that must have a name to honor her.”

“Her?” Lion asked.

“Yes. All ships are female.”

“That’s just…” Captain Yu started, but stopped when Dorothy locked with his eyes.

“You don’t love your ship, Captain? You’ve never loved any ship you served upon?”

That made him stop and consider. His expression softened. “Well, actually… Yes.”

“So we have to give them all female names?” Master Allistrus asked.

“No,” she said. “While all ships are female, their names can be anything. Mistress of the Sky. Master of War. Sky Shield. Cloud Runner.”

“Cloud Runner?” Captain Yu asked.

Dorothy smiled. She walked up to the bow, considered what new ceremony she’d start that day to name a ship. Smashing a champagne bottle across the bow seemed unnecessary, or even possible. Without hardly thinking about it, Dorothy leaned over and kissed the part of the keel rising up.

“I name you, Cloud Runner.” She turned to find the captain, witch, and crew all smiling with pride. “You are the first crew of the first Named Ship in the Ozian Navy. Your names will go down in history.”

She was surprised to see that even Nick and Lion were impressed, even moved by the moment.

“Today, the Ozian Navy is born.”

Master Allistrus disembarked. Dorothy, Lion, and Nick were asked to stand in the bow, and the crew jumped into action. After pushing off from the pier, they used oars to go out into the lake. Then the sail was unfurled, revealing it was triangular, with bold green and white stripes. That surprised her, expecting it to be square. The captain and crew expertly sailed the ship around the lake with just the sail, before the witch was asked to lift them. Ona then knelt at the base of the main mast, above carvings in the main keel. She used her wand to make the carvings start to glow. And then Dorothy watched her spellcasting, fascinated by all the magic flowing up the length of the keel, up along the ribs, and up the mast.

As Cloud Runner rose up out of the water, the captain and crew quickly adjusted the sail to keep the ship moving forward, just up in the air. And they amazed Dorothy, Nick, and Lion with their ability to fly in every direction just by swinging the sail around at different angles. Flying into the wind proved a more difficult task, but zig-zagging got the job done. Captain Yu called it tacking.

They rose slowly until they reached the bottom of the clouds. Captain Yu grinned at Dorothy’s joy as they weaved between clouds, and then flew straight through a few.

“Cloud Runner has earned her name today, Captain.”

“I wish there was a cabin on this ship,” Nick muttered, looking so excited.

Even Lion looked energized, eyes bright as he looked all around. She found that odd, since both had flown on carpets many times. Yet, she had to agree. There was a different feel to a ship under her feet as she soared between the clouds.

“Why do you need a cabin,” Lion taunted. “Are you afraid of the height?”

Nick barked a laugh. “No. For some reason, this really excites me. And a cabin would have a bed.”

Dorothy’s breath caught. Lion looked stunned, too. Then she realized that she was also aroused by that flight. She wished there was a cabin and bed, too.

We could’ve all joined the flying ship Mile High club in an epic threesome.

To distract herself, and keep those erotic thoughts at bay, Dorothy approached the Ship’s Witch.

“Ona, how strenuous is the spellcasting?”

“Not hard at all, Great One,” Ona said. “Once we reach the height the captain wants, then I can stop until it is time to descend, or change heights.”

“Altitude,” Dorothy said. “When flying in a ship, height above ground is called altitude.”

Both the witch and captain looked impressed, nodding as they absorbed that information. She looked back at her men. Lion and Nick had their heads together speaking animatedly. With frequent glances at her.

Are they trying to figure out a way to have a threesome right now?

Oh, that wasn’t going to happen. Nope. Not in front of the crew. Then she had an idea.

“Captain, make for Deathknight Castle.”

“Yes, your Highness.”

“Deathknight?” Nick said. “You don’t want to continue your tour of the shipyard?”

Dorothy bit her lip, holding first Nick’s, then Lion’s eyes. “No. I have a different… Need.”

Their faces brightened. Ona’s eyes widened, her face flushed, and she looked away. Captain Yu grinned and nodded. Dorothy rolled her eyes. There were no secrets in her life. Everyone in the palace knew when she got banged. Now everyone on that ship knew she was about to have a threesome.

Now I understand why Hollywood stars hated the media.

It didn’t take long to reach Deathknight Castle, the Ozian Army’s base of operations in Lion’s Country. Their approach caused a commotion, and Lesser Witches on flying carpets came streaking up to challenge them. Dorothy cast a spell to make herself levitate up above the bow, then touched the wand to her throat to make her voice loud and booming.

“Fear not and stand down. I am Dorothy, and this is one of my new ships. You will be seeing more of them soon,” she said.

Dropping back onto the bow, she spoke with multiple witches that still flew in close to get a good look at her and confirm it for themselves. Then they had an escort of twenty-three flying carpets. Captain Yu and Ona worked well together to bring Cloud Runner down in front of the castle gate.

Cloud Runner hovered just ten feet off the ground, sails furled, while Dorothy waved a Lesser Witch over to give her, Lion, and Nick a lift down to the ground.

“Thank you, Captain Yu, Ona, and the crew of Cloud Runner for a wonderful flight. You made me very proud today.”

They all stood taller, looking so pleased and happy. Her eyes teared up, still not comfortable with how her words of praise could affect people. It was a kind of power that both thrilled and frightened her.

Dorothy stood between her men, arms linked, while the Lesser Witch quickly flew them into the castle and to the main keep’s entry. The main suite had been moved to the entire top level of the keep, so Dorothy stopped her lovers before they moved to walk off the carpet.

“I don’t feel like trudging up all those stairs,” she said, so linked arms and just willed them into the bedchamber high above.

In the blink of an eye, Dorothy, Lion, and Nick stood main suite, at the foot of the bed.

“I told you to warn me before you do that,” Lion cried.

She laughed, as did Nick. Dorothy stepped out from between them, tapped her head with the wand, and struck a sassy pose in nothing but her Silver Stilettos.

“Don’t be mad, Lion,” she purred. “Be glad because we are going to make sweet love.”

“You didn’t tap your heels, or even speak the spell,” Nick said, staring down at her silver-shod feet.

“I know,” she said, wagging her brows. “You’re the first to notice.”

Cloud Runner Passed by the window, off in the distance as she made her way back to the shipyard. All three of them watched the flying ship until it passed out of sight. Then she looked at her lovers and grinned.

“Once we have a tall ship built, a crew trained, and ready for service, I want each of you to make love to me in the cabin. Then all three of us together will break that ship in properly.”

Lion laughed. Nick nodded. And both men moved on her. Dorothy squealed and giggled as she was borne back into the large bed. Lion quickly stripped off his trousers and crawled atop her while Nick cursed as he struggled to shed his official robes.

“Mmm,” Dorothy moaned as she and Lion held each other tightly, enjoying an open-mouth kiss.

Both groaned as he gently bit and pulled her lower lip and she dragged long nails across his back.

“How many ships are you going to give me?” he asked straight into her ear, and then kissed it.

She squealed and wiggled as he kissed, nuzzled, and nibbled on that ear. Then he started kissing his way down her neck, and stopped to indulge himself deep in her breasts.

“We’ll see how well you please me,” she giggled.

“So I’ll get the entire fleet?”

“Oh my God!” she cried. “No one is that good.”

To prove her wrong, Lion worked his way down her taut belly, pushed her thighs wide, and buried his face between them. Dorothy’s back bowed, eyes rolled up, as her hands clutched his thick tawny mane of hair. And then Nick crawled up beside her, claiming her lips in a deep, passionate kiss. His rough, leathery hands fondled her boobs, feeling so wonderfully painful. Nick was always so rough, so domineering. She loved the way he tortured her nips — pinching, pulling, twisting. All while Lion’s lips and tongue rocked her world.

And then Lion concentrated on her sensitive bud down there.

“Oooooh, yes!” she cried.

Released from the kiss, Nick shifted upward. He palmed the back of her head, tilting it way back, and then guiding his enormous cock straight into her mouth. Dorothy stared up at his large, hairy balls jostling above her eyes as she wrapped her lips around his crown and gave him intense head. Her tongue rubbed that most sensitive spot under and around his pisshole until his entire body jerked. Giggling, she then when all the way down on him.

“Mmmmmgh.”

Lion thrust two fingers up inside her as he continued to suck on her clit. She began to buck and suck, one hand clutching Lion’s head, the other wrapped around the base of Nick’s cock. Head bobbing, tiny animal sounds bubbling out, Dorothy tried to get Nick off before Lion pushed her over the top. But then, she felt that surge to climax. Dorothy pulled off his dick, rubbing her face into Nick’s balls, as she rose to the brink.

“Aaaaggh,” she cried as her insides erupted with pure bliss. Wave upon wave washed through her head to toe. “Ooooooo.”

Lion pulled away, and then pulled her away from Nick before she got him off. He turned her around, manhandling her effortlessly as she basked in the afterglow, and then leaving her on all fours between her lovers. Face in Lion’s crotch, Dorothy looked up into the King of the Beastmen’s eyes as he slapped her face with his erection, over and over. Dorothy opened wide, and finally caught his cock. She groaned as she went down on him, at the same time reaching around to drag her nails across his naked butt cheeks.

“Mmmmgh.”

And then she felt Nick move up behind her, one hand on her hip, and then his cock began sliding up and down her butt crack. Pussy to anus, over and over. Until he finally pressed against her folds, pushed through as she opened up for him, and stopped at her entrance.

She sucked in a big breath through her nose, steeling herself, and then he thrust. Penetration was profound. It was one of her favorite moments in loveplay. She moaned, groaned, and wiggled between her lovers. Lion kept one hand deep in her hair, the other reaching down and around to fondle a boob. Nick leaned into it, thrusting into her hard and fast. He kept one hand on her hip, the other fondling the other tit. Dorothy felt completely enveloped by her men. It felt like they made love to every square inch of her body.

Her eyes fluttered closed as her insides changed, shifting into a slow rise to another climax. Nick shifted, getting into a better angle for her. He was so good at that. Dorothy’s back bowed, as she pushed back into Nick’s thrusts. She moaned and groaned around Lion’s dick, sucking and bobbing for all she was worth. Trying to get both of her men off. Make them as happy as her.

“Ooooooh,” she groaned, insides melting into yet another amazing orgasm.

And then Lion thrust deep and held it, just before his seed flooded out and filled her mouth. Nick cried out, thrust in balls deep, and flooded her womb. Dorothy’s eyes rolled up, her life now pure bliss.

I’m the luckiest witch in the world.


Chapter 27

Cold. So, so cold. Olivia lay curled up on her side atop the flying carpet. Wanda stood over her, pale face above an all black form against the deep purple night sky, black-booted feet to either side as she bent over in concentration. The Wicked Witch of the West was flying super fast in her bid to get home as quickly as possible. It had to hurt to channel so much energy so fast and long.

Olivia reached out to her magic. Nothing. The collar had both an obedience spell and a magic null spell. She was helpless. At least the spell didn’t make her adore her mistress. Probably on purpose. Wanda would want her to suffer, to know anguish as she was forced to obey the most depraved commands.

Of course, she can order me to love and adore her at anytime, and the magic will force me to fall in love with her. Her eyes narrowed as she gazed up at her captor, her mistress. But I’ll return to normal the second this collar is removed. I’ll be ready.

Wanda’s eyes dropped to catch her staring. The Wicked Witch grinned cruelly, and then pointed at her left foot just inches from Olivia’s face.

“Kiss it.”

The magic slammed into her. Olivia’s eyes closed, even as she turned her face, bent to the booted foot, and kissed it. No struggle. No other option but to obey.

“Continue kissing and licking until I say otherwise, Olivia.”

“Mmm,” she groaned in misery, but obeyed.

The taste of polish foul in her mouth, Olivia kissed and licked the toe of that boot. Her hands wrapped around it, stroking the tall slim heel, caressing the cool smooth leather. Her soul railed, but her body obeyed. The fierce wind continued to chill her to the bone, her body trembling painfully hard.

Wanda’s wand transformed into a riding crop.

Thwack! across Olivia’s butt cheek.

“Aaaiiieee!”

“Put more heart into it, slave.”

“Yes, Mistress,” the vanquished Witch gasped.

Thwack! Thwack!

Olivia did her very best. Kissing, nuzzling, rubbing her face all over the toe and instep of that boot. She stroked the heel like it was the biggest, juiciest penis. She did her best to make love to that booted foot. Her body started to respond, pre-cum leaking out of her sex. Hot tingles in her lower belly.

Olivia’s tongue started to get tired again. Licking boot got harder and harder, but Wanda finally cried out in pleasure.

“Rejoice, Sister, we have arrived,” the Wicked Witch said.

Rolling her head back to look forward, Olivia spotted lights on the horizon. Only a few, but the moonlight revealed a sleeping city before her. That wasn’t her first visit to Kiamo Ko, but was the first time she’d arrived in the middle of the night. Her eyes locked on the palace rising up out of the middle, atop a sheer cliff.

“Welcome back to the Amber Palace, my pet Witch,” Wanda said. “Now we can really start to have some fun.” She reached down to slide her thumb across Olivia’s trembling lip. “I’ve waited a long time to have you completely helpless and under my control.”

The carpet started to descend. Wanda quickly brought it to a landing on a wide terrace. Olivia recognized it as the landing terrace for visitors. Just inside those doors was Wanda’s throne room. As they closed on the terrace, the hapless Witch spotted a dozen armed guards.

Wanda brought the carpet to a soft landing in the middle of the terrace. She reached down and picked up the other end of the leash, giving it a tug.

“Come, my pet. It’s playtime.”

Olivia’s body responded against her will. She rolled to all fours, then sensuously rose to her booted feet. Wanda picked up the one other article of Olivia’s clothing she had brought with them. She plopped the purple Witch’s Hat on her prisoner’s head. Then a quick spell forced Olivia’s wrists behind her back, wrists crossed, and held there by magic.

“Perfect,” Wanda said. “Let’s find out just how Good you are at kinky sex, my pet Good Witch.”

The Winkie guards all stared, mouths open. Olivia felt her face heat up, even as she lifted her chin to show as much defiance as possible. But Wanda wasn’t having it, grabbed the back of her neck, and tilted her head. Olivia’s breath caught. She licked her lips, and groaned softly as the magic made her tilt her head, and then Wanda claimed her lips in a demanding kiss.

The Wicked Witch’s soft, delicate hands were all over Olivia’s breasts, her butt, and even stroked her face. The collar ensured the Good Witch gave as good as she got, but just with her lips. Her hands continued to be held tight behind her back.

Wanda stepped back, looked her prisoner over with relish, before turning on a heel and stepping out in a slow strut. Olivia followed at the end of the leash. The vanquished beauty felt her body jostling as much as she felt those men’s eyes burning into her naked body. Rumors of how Wanda treated her female captives filled her head. Rumor was that she gave Glinda to her Palace Guards, and some common soldiers, during the short time she held the other Witch. Just rumors, nothing confirmed, yet the thought sent her heart to racing.

What is she going to do to me? What will she make me do to her, to others?

Towering glass doors opened before them, allowing the Cardinal Witches to enter the Throne Room. They were alone in the dark chamber, their heels echoing loudly as they crossed. Wanda led her down stairs. Down past the ground floor. Down into what could only be the dungeons. The air grew colder as they descended until Wanda stopped before a large wooden door. Two beautiful women in tight black leather stood guard. One of them was a blonde with a black leather patch over her left eye.

“Hello, Pasetta, my pretty pet.” Wanda gave her a lingering kiss, that Pasetta leaned into with such passion and deep need. Then Wanda kissed the other woman, a brunette, “Mmm, hello, Cammie.”

Wanda grinned at Olivia. “Pasetta and Cammie are my pretty pets, just like you. Only they used to be Sa’Kor soldiers. Both Captains I captured in my lands back when I captured Glinda.” She grinned with wicked glee. “I had to give Glinda back to King Scarecrow, but I kept all of the Sa’Kor I captured. I broke them just like I’m about to break you. I remade them into my perfect little playthings.”

Land Forbid! Olivia thought. Please don’t allow her to do that to me!

“Pasetta.”

The blonde Sa’Kor slave moved without hesitation. Indeed, she looked eager. Both of Pasetta’s hands grabbed the Good Witch’s boobs, seconds before she kissed Olivia. Mouths opened, tongues thrusting in deep to explore as they made out hot and heavy.

“Cammie.”

The other Sa’Kor slavegirl pressed up behind Olivia. Her hands were even bolder, more aggressive than Pasetta’s. Both Sa’Kor kissed and nibbled her neck, shoulders, breasts. Their soft hands kneaded her tits, fondled her buttocks, and rubbed her pussy and anus. They quickly had Olivia panting, body hot and trembling. Soon, her sex began to throb with achy need as they rubbed deep into her slit, and pinched and rubbed her clit.

“Olivia, do not fight any orgasms,” Wanda commanded, making the magic wiggle and burn in the Good Witch’s head.

Cammie sucked on her neck, while she penetrated Olivia’s anus with a finger, while the other hand reached around and vigorously rubbed the Good Witch’s clit. All while Pasetta rubbed her face all over Olivia’s boobs, sucking and nibbling her nipples, and finger fucking her pussy.

“Oh. Oh! OH!” Olivia cried out, eyes wide and face incredulous. Her insides erupted. Waves of pleasure washed through her overheated body. “Ooooooh!”

The two Sa’Kor dropped to their knees. Pasetta buried her face up between Olivia’s thighs, eating her out with enthusiasm. Cammie pushed her face up between the Good Witch’s butt cheeks, and started licking her anus. Olivia stood straight, unsure what was happening. No one had ever done that to her before. And then Wanda stepped up close, reached out, and pushed a thumb into her mouth. Locking eyes with her mistress, Olivia obediently sucked on that thumb while the other two slaves ate her out below.

It didn’t take long before the quivering Witch felt that rush to climax again. They forced her to climax again. And again. And again until her knees buckled and she collapsed to the floor gasping and trembling uncontrollably.

“Come, Olivia. We’ve only just begun,” Wanda purred.

The magic released her wrists, and Olivia was forced back to all fours. Pasetta opened the door. Wanda led Olivia inside, crawling behind her mistress. Inside, she found three more Sa’Kor slavegirls. The slaves inside the room wore only black leather collars, cinchers, and stiletto knee boots.

“Tory,” Wanda waved a blonde up. She pointed at Tory’s feet. “Olivia, lick Tory’s boots.”

Olivia obediently crawled up, lowered her lips, and started kissing and licking those spit-shined boots. Her mouth and nostrils filled with the smell of fresh shoe polish. Didn’t matter. She was magically compelled to lick, kiss, and nuzzle those boots. Soon, all she thought about were making love to those sexy boots. She felt out of control, obsessed.

“Mmmmmm.”

“Good Witch,” Wanda purred, giving her head a pat. “Emma. Give me a butt plug.”

“Huh?” Olivia grunted, but continued making love to Tory’s boots.

The Good Witch watched a brunette cross over to a table, pick up a roughly teardrop shaped object, and then slather some lubricant all over it. Then she turned, and showed it to Olivia. She noticed a handle-like thing on the thick end, with a round amber colored disk.

It’s too big! There is no way that will fit up my butt.

A moment later, something cold and wet pressed against her anus. Wanda’s free hand grabbed her hip, while she pushed and twisted a lubed butt plug into her tight puckered hole. Oh, it hurt! Wanda didn’t give up, though. She pushed harder, twisting it back and forth, and slowly but surely pushed it deeper and deeper. That forced Olivia’s anus to spread wider and wider. Unnaturally wide from the pain. Pain increased until she thought Wanda would rip her apart, and the butt plug surged inside her and snapped into place. The “handle” proved to be a narrow neck, with the disk to ensure it wasn’t lost up inside her.

“How does that feel?” Wanda taunted.

“Intense,” Olivia gasped, not knowing how else to describe it. Then Wanda tapped the disk with her wand, speaking an unfamiliar spell. “Aaaiiiee!”

The magic flowed into Olivia like a hot vibration. It immediately forced her to climax.

“The magic will keep you at the brink of climax,” Wanda purred. “And we are going to climax you over and over, in every kinky way imaginable, until your little mind melts and I can remold it to serve me forever and ever.”

Wanda used magic to strip to just her boots and Witch’s Hat.

“Time for me to start having fun, Sister.”

The remaining Sa’Kor slavegirl, Samara, quickly buckled a strap-on around Wanda’s hips and butt. The Wicked Witch moved behind Olivia, dropped to her knees, and pressed that monstrous black dildo to the Good Witch’s pussy. She grabbed her prisoner’s flaring hips, and… THRUST.

“Aaaaggh!” she cried, climaxing.

She hadn’t felt anything like that since Scarecrow took her. That strap-on stretched her little hole out worse than the butt plug had. It felt a mile long. She felt completely filled up and stretched out.

“Felt that, did you?”

The Wicked Witch leaned into it, and started thrusting faster and faster. It didn’t take three strokes before that surge to climax claimed Olivia again.

“Aaagggh!”

Olivia struggled to kiss and lick Tory’s boots while Wanda fucked her like that. No natural penis was that big. It was bigger than Scarecrow, and he was unnaturally long and thick. She profoundly felt every long inch of that fake cock sliding in and out of her. Her eyes rolled up, as she lay her head on Tory’s foot. Body quivering like crazy. Mind quickly going completely blank.

“You will be utterly mine, body, mind, and soul,” Wanda growled. “I will break you.”


Chapter 28

“I’ve ordered my generals to fall back behind our border,” Diana said. “I’m being pressed hard by the Munchkins in the east, Winkies in the west, and now Glinda’s Sa’Kor have begun conducting raids.”

The redheaded Cardinal Witch looked as rough as Dorothy ever remembered seeing her. Her long, flame red hair was piled atop her head, so many tendrils having escaped to hang down around her face and neck. She wore her red and brown battledress, with Lesser Witches gathered behind her. It looked like they were in some field. Dorothy spoke with her from the Emerald Palace, in shiny green silks, rested and feeling guilty.

“I will send you more soldiers to help in the west against Wanda and Glinda,” Dorothy said. She stood on her personal balcony overlooking Emerald City. Leaning back against the thick marble balustrade, she faced Nick and Wilma who stood to either side of the mirror with Diana’s magically projected image. “I received messages from Olivia and Lion earlier stating they are also being pressed hard by Winkie and Munchkin forces. And Glinda’s Sa’Kor witches are helping the Winkie.”

Dorothy frowned. That was the first message from Olivia in the week since her return to Oz. Lion and Diana sent multiple messages a day, but Olivia didn’t even answer the bubbles Dorothy sent. Her Chief of Staff, Minka, replied to all messages. Did she say or do something to piss off the Good Witch?

“It feels like the Wickeds are trying to slowly grind us to surrender out of exhaustion,” Diana said. “We need to figure something out to give our troops a rest.”

“I know, Sister,” Dorothy said. “I’m working on it.”

Diana looked off to her left, frowned, and shook her head. “I have to go, Sister. Be safe. Be strong.”

The Good Witch’s image vanished, the magical message link broken. The enchanted mirror became just a mirror again. Dorothy looked at Nick’s grim eyes, then at Wilma.

“The Wickeds are definitely putting most of their time and effort against Quadling, but they haven’t committed to a full invasion.”

“Yet,” Nick said. “It’s coming. A two prong, really three prong counting Glinda, attack. Diana will fall quickly if we don’t commit a lot more soldiers to her defense.”

“But both Wanda and Jezebelle have split their forces, just like Diana.”

“Yes, but Wanda is attacking Gillikin, and Jezebelle is attacking Lion’s Country,” he said. “Neither has committed enough troops to break across the borders, much less defeat and conquer. I think they are just trying to keep Olivia and Lion from helping you or Diana.”

“I agree,” she said. “I was thinking the same thing, and I’m very happy to hear you agree with me, General Chopper.”

Dorothy stood and looked out across the city and the surrounding lands beyond. Since figuring out that Emerald City was roughly located in what would be Kansas back in her world, the Empress saw it all so very differently. She no longer saw it as a strange and exotic land, but her home. Familiar and comforting. Well, except for the thousands and thousands of Imperial Army soldiers bivouacked all across the horizon.

To open up housing for the displaced people of Oz, she’d moved most of the soldiers out beyond the walls to man the new defensive works. The soldiers worked during the day to beef up the defensive works and drilling for the coming conflict.

She’d managed to get everyone fed, and even started to build up the Imperial Stores for any upcoming siege. More cisterns were being constructed to store fresh water. And the Army had recruited more young men into their training brigades. Also, more young witches had volunteered to join the Imperial Army’s and Imperial Bureaucracy’s Lesser Witch Corps.

“How is my flying fleet coming, Nick?”

“It’s slowly growing. Training officers and sailors is our struggle right now. It is all so new to everyone.”

“Did they figure out the steering issues?”

“For the most part.”

“Good enough,” she said. “I fully expected that to be something we’d have to tweak as we gained experience and flight time.” She looked out again. “Nick, get with Marshal Picho and determine which units we can send to help Diana, Lion, and Olivia. We have to keep our allies strong and free, because the Wickeds ultimately want to take us down.” She paused, smiled. Nick and Wilma looked expectant. “Save our allies, save Oz.”

“I knew you were going to say that,” Nick said. “You and your Kansas turns of phrases are becoming…”

“A legend?” she asked.

“Maybe, but I was thinking annoying.”

“Oh my God,” she cried. “Why do I put up with you?”

He grabbed his crotch. Wilma averted her eyes, but giggled.

“Nick!”

“I have to go, Dorothy. Try to stay out of trouble,” he said. Nick gave Wilma a meaningful look. “Don’t let her do anything stupid, Wilma.”

“Hey,” Dorothy said. “Just go.”

Nick laughed as he strode away. Wilma grinned at her, shaking her head.

“He is a handful.”

“I wouldn’t know, your Highness.”

Dorothy held her eyes. “Would you like to find out? Why don’t you seduce him away from me?”

Wilma cried out, laughing. “No! I couldn’t handle half the sex you have with him, much less with both him and Lion.”

Dorothy flinched back. “What? We don’t have… You think we have too much sex?”

“Too much for me, but I’m just a simple wolf girl,” she said. “You seem happy enough, so not too much for you.”

“Does everyone…?”

“Know? Yes,” Wilma said. She laughed when Dorothy cringed. “Don’t worry about it, from what I’ve heard your lifestyle is quite puritanical compared to King Scarecrow’s reign.”

“That’s comforting,” she muttered, rolling her eyes.

She remembered, suffered even under the wicked predations of Scarecrow’s and Glinda’s reign of terror. And it would return under Glinda if the Wickeds conquered Oz, Gillikin, and Quadling. Poor Glinda’s psyche, her very soul, was corrupted by Scarecrow. She might not be as blood-thirsty as Scarecrow, but only because her wickedness seemed to be directed more sexually.

Life under Empress Glinda would be utter hell for me, Diana, and Olivia, she thought. I can’t allow that to happen.

“Wilma, we have to find a way to take out Glinda,” she said. “That former Good Witch is the key to victory. Either she will conquer me, or I will vanquish her.”


Chapter 29

Glinda sat cross-legged toward the back of the flying carpet. Her favorite love slave, Locasta, knelt behind the Witch, always ready and obedient. Isobel knelt as pilot in front of her, while she rested and meditated during the flight to Kiamo Ko. The air grew colder the further north they flew, until it was quite chilly as they approached the Winkie capital.

While she was always nervous about visiting Wanda’s palace, especially after her brief imprisonment there, Glinda was excited to see what kind of progress Wanda has had with Olivia. After all, that wickedest of Wicked Witches has had the Good Witch within her absolute power for two full weeks. Glinda understood all that that entailed. The only thing that saved her when under Wanda’s power was fear of King Scarecrow, otherwise Wanda would’ve subjugated the former Good Witch utterly and completely.

Knowing Wanda was more than capable of breaking her was worrisome, but Glinda would be extra careful while within the Amber Palace.

I will not be bound, gagged, and subjugated again.

The city appeared below after they flew over a tall ridge of mountains, glittering like gold in that high desert valley. While the native grasses were a pale yellow, the stone was an orangy-red. The Amber Palace rose up majestically in the middle of the sprawling city, atop that solid rock wedge.

Glinda stood as Isobel began her descent. The strawberry blonde smoothed down her black outfit. Both her and Isobel wore Sa’Kor black, but in cloth. Their midriff tops were off the shoulder, with long sleeves. Matching double-slitted skirts swirled around thigh booted legs. Glinda wore a large, pointy Witch’s Hat of the same black, with Isobel wearing the smaller version of a Lesser Witch. Locasta remained completely nude as was fitting a slave of her status.

Lifting her hand, palm up, Glinda summoned a message bubble. “To Wanda Darquehart. Sister, I have arrived and request permission to land and take hospitality.”

The bubble sped away. Isobel slowed their progress, turning into a large loop around the palace. They didn’t have to wait long before a yellow bubble streaked up. Glinda poked it.

“Welcome, Sister. Attend me.”

“Must she always be so imperious?”

Isobel remained silent, but gave a tiny nod. Glinda struck a proud pose as the carpet veered into a downward spiral to the deep landing terrace. She spotted Palace Guards standing at attention. Closer inspection found a blue carpet there, so Jezebelle had already arrived.

How long has Jez been here?

Moments later, they came to a soft landing. Isobel ended the magic, so the carpet lay fully on the floor. Glinda then stepped off the carpet with an, “Attend me.”

Isobel and Locasta rose up and followed their mistress into the Amber Palace’s vast, soaring Throne Room. Wanda sat upon the Amber Throne, in all black, with her legs crossed. Wand in hand. And Olivia Moonstruck kneeling at her feet. The Good Witch only wore a purple collar and thigh boots, her shapely body shiny with sweat. Indeed, Olivia was panting. Wanda reached out and tapped the vanquished Witch’s head, and Olivia obediently spread her knees as wide as she could. Her head rolled back, back bowing to thrust out her naked tits.

Glinda’s breath caught.

“Olivia never looked more beautiful or sexier, Sister.”

The Good Witch’s eyes cut to the former Cardinal Witch. Olivia’s sultry gaze locked with hers, the intensity quickly spiking. Glinda looked her over more closely, taking note of Olivia’s pebbled nips and quivering belly. Her pussy was bare and quivering as well, pre-cum oozing out.

Oh, Wanda has outdid herself. I almost feel sorry for poor Olivia.

“She looks scrumptious, Sister.”

“Olivia has proven even more responsive to tight discipline and punishment than you, dear Sister.”

“She’s completely broken?”

“Of course. Did you expect anything less from me?” Wanda purred, looking so proud of herself. “Notice her collar is just leather. Not enchanted. I’ve completely remolded this beauty to be my perfect sex toy. My perfectly obedient, loving, adoring sex slave.”

Glinda closed her eyes, insides boiling. She remembered too well what it meant to be under Wanda’s absolute power. Sometimes she wondered how she survived with her psyche intact. But the Wicked Witch didn’t realize that she’d taught Glinda just how best to break a powerful Witch. Something that could be used against Wanda as well.

Jezebelle came striding in, looking gorgeous in sky blue and white. The platinum blonde wore a skimpy halter top, what Dorothy called a “bikini” top, with a double-slit skirt.

“Welcome, Sister!” Jezebelle called as she strode up, boobs and hair bouncing sexily. “Love your outfit. You know how much I adore seeing you in your Witch’s Hat.”

“Are you even allowed to wear a Cardinal Witch’s hat?” Wanda muttered just loud enough to be heard.

The two Witches hugged and kissed. Kissed long and deeply. Glinda slipped her Sister Witch a little tongue, making Jezebelle giggle as she copped a quick feel. Then they turned to Wanda, still arm-in-arm.

“Wonderful,” Wanda groused. She looked at Locasta, and then Isobel. “Where’s Uma?”

“Attending her duties back home,” Glinda said. “Getting the army ready to go back into battle.”

In truth, neither Glinda nor Uma was comfortable with the Chief Witch in Wanda’s palace. Wanda wanted to get her hands on the beautiful Sa’Kor Chief Witch too much.

“Locasta is looking quite beautiful today,” Wanda said, looking at the former Good Witch, turned slave with lustful eyes. “But under-dressed.”

Wanda lifted her wand, and sent a bright yellow ball of light arching over Glinda and Jezebelle to hit Locasta in the head. The enslaved witch was instantly sheathed in bright yellow light. When the light vanished it left Locasta dressed in all black as well, but in what Dorothy would call a “string bikini” and stiletto ankle boots.

Glinda pointed at Wanda’s feet. Locasta dropped to all fours and crawled sensuously toward the Wicked Witch. At the same time, Wanda sent Olivia crawling down from the dais and toward Glinda. Jezebelle leaned in, kissed Glinda’s ear, and whispered breathlessly.

“You’re in for a treat.”

Olivia and Locasta met halfway to the dais, paused, and leaned into each other. Glinda watched as they kissed, pressed their faces together in solidarity, and then continued their way to the Witches they were ordered to please.

Glinda took in all that was Olivia. The exotic beauty’s waist-length brown hair was thick and lustrous, spilling all around as she crawled. Dragging on the floor to either side. So much hair, and it curtained a spectacular body. Her dangling boobs jostled and swung, nips so pointy in her growing arousal. Yes, Glinda saw the need and desire in Olivia’s dark eyes, the set of her beautiful face.

Wanda does such good work, she thought. Did I respond so well? Was I that sexy looking?

Officially, Olivia was still First Witch of the Ozian Empire. Still the most powerful Witch in the Land. But she was de-wanded. Magically, physically, and emotionally subjugated. Broke by Wanda and transformed into the most sensuous looking creature imaginable.

I should’ve given Dorothy and Diana to Wanda for at least two weeks, and asked her to thoroughly break them like this, she thought. If I had, the War of the Witches would already be over and I would be reigning supreme over one and all.

Olivia stopped at Glinda’s feet, dropping back to sit on her legs, spread her knees wide, and looked up expectantly.

“Great One, I am yours. My only desire is to please you.”

She saw only openness, sincerity, and desire in Olivia’s eyes.

“Sister, are you sure you haven’t broken her so much the Land will reject her?”

If that happened then Olivia wouldn’t be able to perform the task she wanted. She wouldn’t be able to lure Dorothy into a trap. And that meant they’d have to rethink their war plans.

“I’ve taken her to the very brink, Sister,” Wanda said. “I have been careful. But once Dorothy and Diana join her as our slaves, then I will completely break her. Another Good Witch will rise, but we’ll jump on her fast and put her under our thumb.”

Glinda dropped her gaze to regard Olivia. The Good Witch licked her lips, but continued to stare up adoringly. Reaching down, she ran a thumb across Olivia’s lower lip, before pushing it into her mouth. The Good Witch held her eyes as she started sucking that digit.

“Do you understand what we expect from you?”

“Yes, Great One,” Olivia said. “I obey. I will please you in all ways. I will help you win the war.”

Glinda scooted her right foot forward. Olivia smiled, bit her lip, and then dropped to all fours again. She watched Olivia lower her lips to the shiny black toe of her booted foot, kiss it, and then start licking. The Good Witch made love to her booted foot, kissing, licking, and nuzzling it. Her hands stroked, caressed, and fondled that stiletto-heeled boot.

“Very good, Olivia. Now sit back, back bowed and shoulders back.”

Olivia obeyed without hesitation or question. Isobel handed Glinda a navel ring with faceted purple gemstones. Glinda squatted and removed the yellow crystal navel ring Wanda had decorated her with. Then she put her own belly button ring into place. Olivia gasped, eyes fluttering closed as the obedience spell washed through body and mind.

“Is that necessary, considering how well Wanda broke and remolded her?” Jezebelle asked.

“I believe it is,” she said, standing straight. “It is a slightly altered obedience spell, one that will give her more free thought and free will, but keep her firmly under our command.”

Now Olivia was ready to return to Gillikin, under Minka’s authority. No one would be able to tell she was subverted by the Wickeds. And that ensured she had easy access to Empress Dorothy Gale.

Turning to Jezebelle, she smiled. “I think we just won the War of the Witches.”


Chapter 30

Olivia relaxed as her carpet came to a rest outside of the Lavender Palace’s Throne Room. There were no guards. The tall, glass double doors were all closed. Curtains drawn. Odd, that. She frowned and quickly entered through the middle set of doors.

The Good Witch came to an abrupt stop, eyes wide as she took it all in. It looked like every single Lesser Witch in Gillikin was in the throne room waiting for her. Minka sat upon the Amethyst Throne, legs crossed and a smirk on her beautiful face.

“Why is everyone naked?”

Every witch, except Minka, knelt in many rows and facing the center aisle from the terrace to the throne. Their clothes were folded and stacked before them. One and all had serene looks on their faces as they stared at their Cardinal Witch.

“I’ve been busy while you were receiving training in Kiamo Ko,” Minka said. “They have all been subjugated by me. Note the silver bands on their ring fingers. One and all of the Gillikin Lesser Witches obey my commands now.” She leaned forward. “Think of them as Sa’Kor auxiliary witches.”

Olivia closed her eyes and bowed her head. “It is your right, Minka.”

The Good Witch strode up to the bottom of the dais, dropped to her knees, and removed her hat. Olivia bowed until her forehead pressed into the cold marble.

“Minka, I am yours to command.”

The Sa’Kor mole stood and slowly descend the three steps down to the floor. She paced around Olivia three times, looking her charge over with pleased eyes.

“You have received your orders from Glinda Upland?”

“I have, Mistress.”

“So have I,” Minka said, lifting the Cardinal Witch’s chin with two fingers. “You and I are going to have so much fun at night.”

“I am eager to please in all ways, Mistress.”

“I know,” she purred. “Land damn you, I’m so horny right now, but we have much to do before you leave for Emerald City.” Minka turned to the chamber full of naked witches. “Get dressed. Return to your assigned duties. Speak nothing of what you witnessed here today.”

The Lesser Witches quickly redressed and filed out silently. No speaking. No laughter or giggling. Not a sound other than the rustling of their clothes as they dressed. Olivia found it so eerie. Even Wanda’s hard put upon slaves found cause to laugh and giggle occasionally.

Olivia was allowed to rest while they shared a light meal and a little wine. Minka briefed her on palace affairs, those of the eastern border, and what was going on in Lion’s Country.

“Come, Olivia, let’s go tour the Western Front,” Minka said.

Olivia stood and followed Minka back out to the terrace. Four carpets with five witches each waited. She recognized them as some of her witches, serving in one of her personal covens. Her eyes lingered on the enchanted silver bands on their left ring fingers. Now Minka’s witches to command. Now more of her personal jailers than her servants.

Another Lesser Witch knelt on Olivia’s carpet. She and Minka stepped upon it, and the witch-pilot lifted it up and away to the west. The other four carpets split into the wings of a flying “V” formation. They flew up high, making an extended arch flight pattern to the border.

Minka took her all along the contested border, allowing her to see the placement of troops on both sides. She observed three skirmishes between ground forces and Lesser Witches above. They were even attacked by Sa’Kor witches once, but fought them off.

“As you can see, the fighting is almost a formality right now,” Minka said. “I’ve been coordinating it with the senior Sa’Kor witch fighting with the Winkies, and she is conveying it to the Winkie Command Staff. It’s all for appearances sake right now. Something for you to report to Dorothy when you go to the Ozian capital in three days.”

They returned to the palace, and Olivia met with her High Command. Marshal Robs Coronet and his senior generals looked relieved to have their actual leader back. Olivia suspected they bristled under Minka’s command, especially the Marshal.

Olivia looked at Robs with longing, but she wasn’t given leave to make love to him. Minka controlled all aspects of her life in Dejah Roo. Her Chief of Staff would decided if she enjoyed five minutes, or all night, with Robs. Olivia had little hope that would come to pass.

They met in the War Room, around the mockup of Gillikin, the Kingdom of the Beastmen, and extended a hundred miles into Winkie and Munchkin. Neither the hosts facing Gillikin in the west, or the Munchkin host facing Gillikin and Lion in the east, showed a Cardinal Witch present.

“As you can see, we’ve beaten the Winkie back quite well,” Robs said. He indicated Lion’s Country. “Our ally is a little harder pressed right now. Do you want to send a brigade down to assist him?”

Olivia paused, remembering her orders from Glinda, Jezebelle, and Wanda. No help for Lion. No actual help for anyone. Gillikin now belonged to the Wickeds.

“No. Not at this time.” Her eyes swept across everyone. “I have information that says the Wickeds are about to launch another attack on Emerald City. Most of the forces facing us and Lion will soon be drawn away. Therefore, Marshal Coronet, I want you to start mustering our host to march south.”

“Very good, Great One,” Robs said, smiling and nodding. “Might I have a word with you in private after this meeting?”

Olivia cut her eyes to Minka. Hopeful eyes. The Chief Witch gave the slightest of shakes.

“I’m afraid I’m too pressed for time right now, Marshal,” she said. “You all have your orders. Execute them. Dismissed.”

Robs looked stunned, but departed with his generals. The senior Lesser Witches departed as well. She was soon alone with Minka. The Chief Witch smirked as she pressed up close. Minka leaned in and kissed her.

“The Marshal was quite disappointed,” she purred. “I think he wanted to… Fuck you.”

“He did,” she admitted.

“Did you want to fuck him?”

She hesitated. Why was Minka being so crude? She and Robs didn’t ‘fuck.” They made love. Did Minka even understand that? Was all of her sexual experience so crude and without heart?

“I did.”

“Good. Now you’re going to fuck me,” she growled. Minka turned to leave. “Heel.”

Olivia stiffened as the belly ring’s magic hit her hard. Compelled her to obey. Not that she tried to disobey, so it must be the word ‘heel’ was a trigger within the spell. Could anyone say heel and force her to obey? As far as she knew, the magic only compelled her to obey Glinda, Wanda, Jezebelle, and Minka.

Otherwise, she was allowed to make her own decisions on how best to comply with her commands.

The trip through the palace was quick. Olivia was stopped twice by palace staff with questions. Minka didn’t interfere, allowing her to interact with her people as normal. After all, it was just day to day operations questions and concerns.

They reached the ornate double doors into her suite. Minka smiled as she looked all around.

“Finally, chambers I deserve,” Minka said. She cut an unfriendly look back at Olivia. “Glinda said I can only stay in your suite with you. So for the next three days I’ll live in luxury.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Minka led her straight to the foot of the bed. Olivia’s heart started racing. Butterflies filled her belly, and she felt her sex start to tingle and leak. The beautiful brunette turned to face Olivia, pressed up close with a hungry look on her face. Leaving the Cardinal Witch hat on Olivia, she tilted her head and pushed in for a lingering kiss. Olivia pushed into the kiss, compelled to do so by the magic.

“Have you thought about how you will capture Dorothy?” Minka whispered, kissing her neck. Her hands began unfastening Olivia’s clothes. The Good Witch began removing Minka’s clothes. “How will you lure her into a trap?”

“Actually, I thought I’d get her out of the Silver Boots, and then put an obedience ring on her. That way I would have absolute control of her, and when the Wickeds were ready I’d have Dorothy drop the shields protecting the city.”

Minka paused to remove Olivia’s hat, sending it flying across the chamber. Then she pushed the gown off the Good Witch’s shoulders, and then down to expose her breasts.

“How will you get Dorothy out of those boots? I heard she sleeps in them.”

“I will seduce her. Women will do anything for their lovers, and I’m sure Dorothy feels safe enough in her own bed to remove the boots every night.”

“I love your plan,” Minka purred, and claimed Olivia’s lips in a deep, open-mouth kiss.

“Mmmm,” Olivia moaned, pushing into that kiss as she exposed Minka’s breasts.

They took turns kissing, fondling, and sucking on each other’s sensitive boobs and nipples, before they finished stripping each other. Then Minka pushed her back to sit on the foot of the bed. The Chief Witch dropped to her knees, gave Olivia’s booted foot a little kiss, and then slowly, sensuously removed the right thigh boot.

“Mmmm,” Minka moaned, rubbing her face into the bottom of Olivia’s hot, sweaty foot. “You have the prettiest feet.”

The Sa’Kor spy kissed, licked, and nibbled the sole of the Cardinal Witch’s foot, before she kissed, licked, and sucked on the big toe like it was a cock. Minka sucked all ten of Olivia’s toes, one after the other. Then she sat on the bed in nothing but her boots, and ordered Olivia to return the favor.

Olivia obeyed. On her knees, she removed Minka’s boots, and then kissed and sucked the Lesser Witches feet and toes. The evil witch moaned and groaned, so obviously loving that kind of intimate attention.

“Crawl to the center of the bed and lay on your back.”

Minka crawled up above her. The Lesser Witch lifted the Good Witch’s right leg, flipped the foot over her shoulder, and started grinding her hot, wet pussy against Olivia’s.

“I’ve waited a long time to possess you, to dominate you in bed,” Minka purred. “It’s better than I dreamed. Mmmmm.”


Chapter 31

The Emerald Parlor was packed with nobles, bureaucrats, and military officers. Everyone was splendidly attired in red, purple, but mostly green. Empress Dorothy flowed from group to group mingling, flirting with the old men, and just ingratiating herself to one and all.

Who knew being charming could be such a chore?

Diana caught her eye and waved. Men, most elderly, swarmed around the gorgeous redhead in a stunning red corset gown. It was strapless, displayed her bosom spectacularly, and hugged every dangerous curve of her body. It was the second time Dorothy had ever seen Diana with her hair up.

Dorothy had been dressed in one of the most comfortable green gowns so far. It was silk, of course, and shimmered in the light. At first she’d objected to it being a halter gown, tying off behind her neck. It had a plunging neckline, and no back at all. But since arriving, and discovering so many people in that confined space pushed the temperature up considerably, she decided the gown was perfect at keeping her cooler.

Earlier, Diana had taught her how to change the Silver Stilettos into various types of footwear. At the moment, they were stiletto pumps. Oddly, she kind of missed the comforting feel of the thigh boots, but that form didn’t seem appropriate for that gown.

My magical abilities are coming along nicely.

Diana had said that her magical talent had grown shockingly fast, just like Scarecrow’s magic had before her. The Good Witch wasn’t sure if it was the Land helping her, or if it was the Silver Stilettos. Mostly likely a combination of both. Scarecrow had a black crystal heart talisman to magnify his talents.

Nick was across the chamber speaking to some Gillikin merchants. From the particular shade of purple, and the cut of their clothes, Dorothy knew they were from the region around the Inner Sea. That gave her pause. Back in her world, that would be the Great Lake region. On Oz, it was just one massive freshwater lake that covered at least as much area as the Great Lakes. She wasn’t certain, because she’d never seen a map that showed the northern shore of the Inner Sea. It could be many times larger.

Dorothy smiled, starting to move in that direction. The Gillikin merchants might be involved in her secret ship building program. If so, she wanted to meet and speak with them. Help keep enthusiasm up. She had high hopes for those flying ships. She couldn’t imagine a fleet of flying ships wouldn’t be a game changer., both militarily and commercially.

The thought of looking up in the sky and seeing tall ships gracefully drifting by on the winds above gave her a little thrill. Since they couldn’t fly as high as jet airliners, the ships would be low enough for everyone to see and admire.

A stir at the parlor’s entry pulled her eyes over. A smile spread across her face.

“Olivia is finally back.”

Indeed, the banquet was being thrown that night because both Good Witches had sent messages that they were on the way to Emerald City. Dorothy didn’t think her friends spent enough time with her, but knew they had duties and responsibilities back home. It’d been many weeks since last she met with Olivia face-to-face.

The two Good Witches came together, hugging and kissing. Dorothy’s brow arched when their kiss lingered for a second longer than usual. Cardinal Witches greeted each other with kisses on the mouth, both Good and Wicked. Usually just a peck. It was something Dorothy had to adjust to since becoming the “Cardinal Witch” of all the Lands. A true Imperial Witch. Now the Good Witches considered her part of their little clique, so treated her as a peer. That meant hugs and kisses on the lips.

Of course, Dorothy had learned while Glinda’s slave that Wicked Witches bounced around between each other’s beds, too. At least Jezebelle was sleeping with both Glinda and Wanda. And all three of the Wicked had used her body extensively in the nastiest, most wicked ways imaginable. She was confident that they debased Diana just as ruthlessly while she was their prisoner.

The Wicked are profoundly wicked in every conceivable way. And that is only one reason why they should never be allowed to rule over all of Oz.

Dorothy moved toward Olivia, even as the Good Witch came toward her. They met in the middle of the vast chamber. Olivia’s dark eyes swept her body had to toe, with an appreciative expression.

“You look amazing, Sister,” Olivia purred.

They hugged.

“You looked even better, Sister,” Dorothy said. “Spectacular, actually.”

“Aww,” Olivia said, and leaned in for a kiss. “I’ve missed you so much.”

Dorothy felt just a touch of hesitancy. Everyone was watching, after all. But it was just a kiss. So she leaned into it. Only, Olivia didn’t give her a little peck as expected. The kiss lingered. Much longer than Olivia and Diana’s kiss. The Empress half expected Olivia to slip her some tongue, but she didn’t.

“Oh, wow, I guess you did miss me. A lot,” Dorothy giggled.

Olivia smiled, giving a tiny nod. Breathless, Dorothy guided the Good Witch to a huddle of military officers. They began mingling together. It didn’t take long before Olivia took hold of Dorothy’s hand, and held on. Odd, while both Olivia and Diana had led her by the hand on occasion, neither had continued to hold her hand constantly.

Inappropriate thoughts entered Dorothy’s head. They left her breathless.

Glinda and the Wickeds have messed up my head too much.

Dorothy and Olivia hooked up with Diana, and the three of them made one full circuit around the parlor before dinner was served. Everyone quickly moved into the equally large dining room. There was a long, wide table splendidly decorated with flowers and small statuary. Servants guided guest to their assigned seats. Dorothy sat in the middle of the table, flanked by Olivia and Diana. Nick sat on the other side of the Good Witch of the North. Marshal Picho sat on the other side of the Good Witch of the South.

No one sat until the Empress sat. No one took a bite or sip until Dorothy took her first bite. Then the guests were free to eat and drink, but with the knowledge that when Dorothy finished a course, all of their plates would be taken away.

The food was amazing. Olivia and Diana spoke so elegantly, showing knowledge of a wide range of topics. Dorothy put that to the fact they were both highly educated, and had lived quite long lives. Both were even older than her, by a lot. No one could say for sure, but Nick thought both were around a hundred and fifty. Glinda and Locasta were hundreds of years old. She knew that witches used magic to slow their aging, but learned that Cardinal Witches stopped aging all together when the Land elevated them.

Nick insisted that Dorothy was now virtually immortal.

Oh, she could still be killed, but she no longer aged. She would remain a young woman, physically, until either battle, murder, or an accident took her. That both excited and frightened her. How long was too long to live?

“How goes the war up in your Country, Sister?” Dorothy asked.

Olivia took a moment to finish chewing. “Very well. We’ve held the Winkies’ back so long that Wanda has just pulled most of them back. She just left a picket force to defend the border.”

“Why would she do that? Now you can quickly and easily invade her Country.”

“Ah, that is the problem between the Wicked and Good Witches, Sister. Wanda and Jezebelle understand we aren’t interested in expanding our borders. We are by our very natures… Well, good and well behaved.”

“I know. God, how I know,” Dorothy said. Her eyes narrowed. “Maybe we should be less good. After all, we took Jezebelle by surprise when Oz and Quadling invaded her southern border. We really knocked them back on their heels.”

“The problem is both Winkie and Munchkin have much larger armies,” Diana said. “They can more easily deal with our invasions than we can with theirs.”

“Have you not even tried to recruit more soldiers?”

“We have,” Olivia said. “And we both have thousands of men being trained, but that means we have to move soldiers off the front lines to train the recruits.”

“Which means the longer we can maintain the peace, the better,” Dorothy said. “Understood. I’ll try to contain my General Staff, who are all about attack, attack, attack. Now I can tell them you need time to train new soldiers.”

“Thank you,” Olivia said, reaching over to squeeze Dorothy’s thigh. Squeeze it just inches from her crotch. “You are so kind and compassionate, and truly care about how your actions affect everyone else. I love you to death.”

Dorothy glanced down at that hand. Olivia didn’t pull it back, and for some reason she started panting. Licking her lips, she looked up and down the table, trying to find anything to distract her from the thoughts bubbling up. And then Olivia caressed her thigh. The micro thin silk gave her no protection, so it felt like her friend was stroking her bare skin.

Olivia leaned in close to whisper in her ear, “You’re very beautiful, Dorothy.”

Wide baby blue eyes looked straight into Olivia’s eyes, locking on them. Their shared gaze grew intense. Dorothy couldn’t breathe, mind all but shut down. There was no longer any doubt. Olivia was interested. The Good Witch wanted do something wicked with her. The thought filled Dorothy’s head with all the lesbian sex she’d had since returning to Oz. Most of it with Glinda, Wanda, and Jezebelle.

Would Olivia make me do such nasty things?

Dorothy’s mind reeled. Her mouth went dry and she averted her eyes. Olivia continued to stroke her thigh, moving closer and closer to her most private parts. The Good Witch glanced at her over and over, with a tiny smile. Did she know what she caused deep within Dorothy?

When Dorothy finished her plate, dessert was served to everyone. She ate slowly, giving everyone time to finished their food. But in truth, she couldn’t stop thinking about what Olivia wanted from her. Was she reading something into it that she shouldn’t? Ozians had so many strange customs. And each Country had their own oddities. But then halfway through dessert, Olivia dragged her long nails across Dorothy’s pubic region. That wasn’t something in anyone’s social norms.

“Olivia,” she whispered, leaning over closer. “Are you…”

The Good Witch leaned in and kissed her. “Yes.”

Dorothy couldn’t eat after that. She waited until everyone else finished, and then crossed her knife and fork atop her plate and pushed it away. That signaled the staff to pick up everyone’s plates. And then Dorothy stood, and everyone got up as well.

“Shall we retire to the parlor?” she said.

As everyone moved toward the door, Olivia grabbed Dorothy’s hand and held her in place. Once everyone was out of earshot, Olivia caught and held her eyes with a sultry little smile.

“May I have a word with you?” the Good Witch asked. “Alone. Preferably in your suite so we can’t be overheard?”

She didn’t think Olivia really wanted to talk. Dorothy hesitated, staring open-mouth at the Good Witch. Her first reaction was to say she wasn’t interested in her in that way. But, then… Was she? The sex with other women hadn’t been bad. In fact, she’d had more than a few threesomes with Nick in the past, and rather enjoyed the time she spent making love to the other women.

“Okay,” she whispered, surprising herself. Are we going to do this? Tonight? Right now?

Olivia took charge. She led Dorothy to a different door, and out into a different palace corridor. Out of sight of everyone else. The Good Witch didn’t rush her. Instead, she pressed up close, arms around Dorothy, and she leaned in and snuggled while they walked. They passed guards, who snapped to attention but said nothing. No one else was in the passage to her bedroom suite.

Dorothy was pressed back against the wall as soon as the bedroom door was closed. Olivia claimed her lips in an intense, open-mouth kiss. One hand gently caressed the Empress’s cheek, while the other reached down and around to grab Dorothy’s butt. Her tongue pushed deep into Dorothy’s mouth, and their tongues began to tango. A soft moan bubbled out of both women.

“I take it…” Dorothy gasped, eyes wide. “I take it you don’t want to discuss battle plans.”

Olivia giggled, pushed a hand up under Dorothy’s silky brown hair, and pulled the bow knot loose. The green gown flowed down her body to pool around silver heeled feet. While Ozians had underwear, her servants rarely put any on her. Undergarments caused unsightly lines.

“I desire only you, Dorothy.”

The Good Witch’s left hand slipped between Dorothy’s thighs, starting to stroke and rub an already wet and slick pussy. She kissed Dorothy over and over, before bending over to suck on a pebbled pink nip.

“Mmmm,” Dorothy moaned, head lolling back and forth against the wall. “Oh, Olivia, are you sure…”

The Good Witch stopped her with a finger across her lips. “Shhh. Just relax and enjoy. I want to show my love and admiration for you tonight. I promise, it will be a night you’ll never forget.”

Olivia’s gown vanished with a flash, leaving her naked and barefooted. Dorothy fondled the Witch’s boobs, flicking her thumbs across Olivia’s pebbled nips. The Witch continued rubbing Dorothy’s sex, but then flicked a long, hard nail across an extremely sensitive clit.

“Aaiiee,” she cried, back bowing.

They made out hot and heavy. Olivia quickly kissed, nibbled, and fondled away the last vestiges of Dorothy’s misgivings. The former Kansas farmgirl started giving as good as she got. Until finally Olivia led her by the hand to the bed.

“Sit, my love,” Olivia purred, pushing her back to sit upon the bed The Good Witch dropped to her knees, lifted Dorothy’s right foot, and slowly pulled off the silver pump. “You don’t need these in bed with me.”

The left Silver Stiletto started to burn and vibrate in warning. Dorothy’s breath caught as she looked at first the window, then the door. Was someone about to attack her? The Silver Stilettos hadn’t warned her of danger like that in quite a while.

“No,” Dorothy said, rising to her feet and snatching the shoe out of Olivia’s hand. She quickly put it back on, and then both warned her of danger. “There’s something wrong. I think…”

She was interrupted by a green bubble passing through the wall and flying up to her. It pulsed, showing it was important. So Dorothy poked it with a finger, and Magnus Bilford’s voice came to her.

“Your Highness, I apologize for interrupting you at the banquet,” the Imperial Spy Chief said. “But my spies say that Glinda Upland has taken up residence in a farm three hours south of the city, along with an unknown number of Sa’Kor witches. I will get you the exact numbers as quickly as possible.”

“Glinda is here?”

No wonder her shoes warned her. There was no good reason that most wicked Witch came to light so close. Prelude to invasion? Did her spies discover another forgotten tunnel into the city? Dorothy thrust out her hand and the wand flew into it. She tapped her head, and she was instantly sheathed in her leather and silk battledress. The Silver Stilettos transformed back into thigh boots.

“Come, Olivia, we need to meet with Diana, Nick, and my generals about this development.”


Chapter 32

Olivia headed toward her suite with Diana. Each Cardinal Witch had a suite in the Emerald Palace. The Good Witches had suites in one wing, the Wicked Witches in another. Glinda didn’t have a suite anymore, but her previous suite was near Dorothy’s chambers.

The palace was much more crowded than before. Dorothy had moved in refugee families into all available bedrooms and suites. They roamed the corridors, but guards kept them out of most other rooms. The palace staff kept the corridors clean and orderly. And somehow the business of governing continued as usual.

“Would you like to join me for a little wine, Sister?” Diana asked.

Their suites were at the end of the corridor, doors facing each other. All of the other rooms and suites off that corridor were occupied by refugee families. Olivia glanced back at all of the men, women, and children mingling and playing in the corridor. Just another reminder of the continuing war, and her new part in it.

“No, but thank you, Sister,” she said, feigning weariness. “I have to contact the leaders of my military, witches, and bureaucracy before I can even think about sleep.”

“Then be strong, Sister. This war can’t last forever.”

They hugged, kissed, and entered their separate doors. Olivia carefully locked the door, and then placed spells to secure it and block sound. Then she went to a mirror and cast another spell upon it. Minka’s face appeared a few moments later. Behind her, another witch was sprawled and panting in a rumpled bed, and Minka’s hair was all tousled.

“Forgive me for interrupting, Mistress,” Olivia said. “I am sad to inform you that I failed to seduce and capture Dorothy tonight.”

“Did she appear the least bit open to being with you?”

“She did, Mistress. I seduced her at the banquet, and got her stripped down to just the Silver Shoes, and had one of them off, when a message bubble from her Spy Master arrived. Ozian spies spotted Glinda’s arrival at the farm where I was to deliver Dorothy. Now, tomorrow, they will expect me and Diana to fly down with Dorothy and a thousand Lesser Witches to capture Glinda.”

“A thousand witches? Sacred Land,” Minka said. “I will warn Glinda. Cooperate with them and take part in the attempt tomorrow. Do you think you’ll be able to seduce Dorothy tomorrow night, or the next?”

“It’s not looking good. Dorothy and Nick have secret plans that I am not privy to yet. While they didn’t say so, I think both will be leaving Emerald City in the next day or two. I will try to find out what they are up to, Mistress.”

“Very good,” Minka said. The Chief Witch glanced over her shoulder with a longing look. Then she frowned at Olivia. “You say Diana Sweetwater is there?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Have you ever slept with Diana?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Do you think you can lure Diana into a trap outside of Emerald City?”

“That would not be a problem. She trusts me implicitly. When and where do you want me to take her?”

Minka considered that a moment.

“I’ll get back to you tomorrow evening,” she said. “I need to speak to my mistress first. She might want to bring Jezebelle and Wanda in on this to ensure success.” She smiled brightly. “With both you and Diana loyal and obedient to the Wickeds, we’ll be able to crush Oz and Dorothy. The War of the Witches will soon be over and Glinda Upland will rule for a thousand years.”


Chapter 33

Dorothy stepped out on the broad courtyard filled with witches and specially trained soldiers. She looked up at a cloudless dawn sky. The temperature had dropped overnight. She knew it was the forty-second day of Autumn in the Ozian Calendar. As best she could do the quick math in her head, it was early November on her calendar. As time went, the old Gregorian Calendar began to mean less and less to her.

All of the witches, Cardinal and Lesser, wore battledresses with wool cloaks. Their carpets were enhanced with another spell that would keep everyone warm during the flight. Up to a point. The fierce winds of flight would penetrate those wards against coldness, especially as fast as they would be flying. While the witches were used to the lower temperatures of flight, all year round, the soldiers were not. The spell was more for them.

And for me, Dorothy thought. It can get colder than a witch’s… Oh. I’m a witch now.

“Mount up,” Dorothy commanded.

She stepped to the middle of her carpet. Wilma and two soldiers moved up behind her. A Lesser Witch knelt at the front of the carpet, her pilot. Except for her carpet, all had three witches and two soldiers. The soldiers were only there because Sa’Kor usually fielded both witches and soldiers on their carpets. All of her soldiers carried warbows and two quivers of twenty arrows, as well as their swords and armor. And her soldiers had been specifically trained for that kind of combat.

Diana and Olivia arrived, splitting up to go to their carpets and contingents of Lesser Witches. Diana passed by Dorothy’s carpet.

“Sister, a question,” Dorothy said. Diana stopped, arching a curious brow. “Is it possible to enchant either bows or arrows so that they never miss their target?”

That surprised the Good Witch. “Not that I know of, but it is certainly within the realm of possibility. Despite the fact that most of your training as a witch has been fighting magic, very few spells are for war. Magic’s purpose is to help people.”

Dorothy thought of healing magic. Magic that lifted things instead of cranes. But then she thought of all the erotic magic that Glinda, Jezebelle, and Wanda used on her during sex. Sex magic wasn’t to help the people, but the magic user. And it wasn’t necessarily Good Magic, either.

“Good. Thank you.”

Once the Good Witches were ready, Dorothy gave the command and all the carpets lifted up and formed countless V-formations. Looking around as she rose above the city, still within the protective shield, the Empress watched Lesser Witches rise up from other courtyards and plazas around the city. Counting the Quadling and Gillikin witches, there were just over one thousand witches gathered for that raid.

Dorothy opened a passage through Emerald City’s protective shield, and the witches all flowed out in a rush. Diana brought up the rear, closing the opening. Dorothy’s formation took the lead, with Olivia leading the right flank and Diana the left.

They flew hard and fast toward Glinda’s location. When the spies said Glinda was holed up at a farm three hours from Emerald City, they meant three hours walking. Flying carpets covered that distance in thirty minutes. So they were quickly bearing down on the enemy position when Sa’Kor witches rose up on dozens of carpets.

Instead of fleeing, the Sa’Kor flew straight at the Good Witches, splitting into three groups to attack Dorothy, Olivia, and Diana. Dorothy’s Lesser Witches didn’t allow that, and surged ahead to engage the Sa’Kor. Dorothy maneuvered around the aerial dogfights, heading straight for the farm with Diana and Olivia swinging around to cut off any retreat.

Dorothy frowned. Where is Glinda? She’s no coward. She should be up here fighting us.

She called up a message bubble.

“To Olivia Moonstruck and Diana Sweetwater. Sisters, beware a trap. Glinda is up to something we won’t like.”

The bubble split and streaked away.

The Imperial Witch and two Cardinal Witches flew down to circle the farm, with their Lesser Witches swarming around them like angry hornets. No one else came out of the ruined farmhouse, or the intact barn. Dorothy concentrated on the green-painted barn. She used her wand to send a lightning bolt down and through the barn’s roof. But no one came out to fight. No Glinda. No Lesser Witches. Not even ground soldiers.

Covens of Ozian Army Witches suddenly attacked the various structures. Teams went down to secure every outbuilding, the ruins of the house, and the barn. Dorothy ordered her pilot down, and she charged into the barn with the first wave of Lesser Witches.

And they found field desks, field chairs, and trunks with clothes, food, and other supplies. One end of the barn was covered with carpets, pelts, blankets, and pillows. Dorothy knew that Sa’Kor Lesser Witches slept in large groups like that for shared body heat. If Glinda had been there, she would have slept in the very middle of them all. But there was nothing found to show that Glinda had ever been there.

“Back to the city!”

Dorothy rushed back out, and sent messages to all covens to return to Emerald City. Diana and Olivia flew up looking concerned.

“Glinda is not here, and may not have ever been here,” Dorothy said. “But this might have been a ploy to strip Emerald City of her witches, so we have to get back as quickly as possible.”

By that time all of the Sa’Kor witches were either killed or captured. Indeed, Dorothy was quite pleased to discover they captured more than two-thirds of them. Maybe after the war they could rehabilitate them to be good witches.

Probably not, but a girl needs a dream.

Once the Sa’Kor witches were bound and gagged, made helpless with other spells, everyone formed up and headed back to Emerald City. Dorothy send Olivia and Diana around either side looking for Wicked Witches or their agents. No sign of any Wicked attack was found.

“I’m confused,” Dorothy said as she met with the Cardinal Witches a hundred feet above the ground, and just outside of the shield. “This feels all wrong. Was Glinda at the farm yesterday? Just a quick inspection? Or did we foil her plans by attacking this morning? Something is not right here.” She looked toward the southwest. “I don’t trust Glinda. We must keep our guard up.”


Chapter 34

Olivia frowned. It was late afternoon of the second day after new orders to lure Diana into a trap. The trap was set, again, and once again no Diana. If she didn’t find that Good Witch, and fast, then it would be too late and she’d have to contact Minka with her failure.

Where does that Witch go?

Closing her eyes, the Good Witch reached out to the junction of ley lines under the palace. So much energy being channeled up all over the city, but especially into the palace. The shields around the city and palace pulled up most of that energy. Lesser Witches in their thousands channeled an enormous amount, too. And then she found it, that tendril of power so thick only a Cardinal Witch could pull it up.

The Good Witch smiled. Of course. Diana was in her assigned suite, which included a conjuring room. She was either practicing her spellcasting or helping her Lesser Witches against their foes far to the south. Olivia headed toward the guest wing of the palace.

Their suites were across the corridor from each other. Olivia stopped outside Diana’s door, called up a message bubble, and… “To Diana Sweetwater. Sister, I need to speak with you. Important.”

The bubble passed through the thick oak door effortlessly. Olivia felt her heart rate increase as she looked around nervously. So many people in the palace nowadays. Common people. Refugees. Or as she thought of them… Witnesses.

Three little girls raced up to her and stopped, eyes huge as they looked up at her.

“Are you a Good Witch?” the middle child asked.

“Sometimes,” she said. With a wicked grin, “Sometimes I’m very naughty.”

They squealed with delight, turned, and raced away. She smiled and shook her head. The Land took a witch’s fertility when lifting her up to Cardinal Witch, so she would never have children of her own. After all, the position of Cardinal Witch was not hereditary.

A red bubble appeared before her. “Please come in, Sister.”

The door opened. Olivia strode through, pulling up a mask of confidence and purpose. She had a purpose, just not the one she would tell her friend. Diana stepped out of her conjuring room, completely naked and shiny with sweat. Definitely practicing the most powerful magics to be stronger. Her wand came up and tapped her head. Twice. The first spell left her body clean. Just pristine. The second spell sheathed her body in a red silk, off-the-shoulder gown.

“Actually, you might want to…” Olivia said, and tapped her own head. Her purple and black battledress appeared on her body. “Our Sister, Empress Dorothy, has asked us to check something outside the city.”

“Really? She doesn’t have Lesser Witches for that?”

“I asked the same question,” Olivia lied. She shrugged. “Dorothy says she’d trust us more.”

“What is it?”

“I don’t know. Ozian spies think Scarecrow is holed up there alone, but his location is magically cloaked. Dorothy and Nick believe Glinda has sent him to sneak into the city.”

“Another secret passage?”

“Maybe. If so, we must at least collapse it,” Olivia said. “But the real mission is to capture Scarecrow.”

“I’d rather burn him up in hellfires.”

Olivia nodded in agreement. “Only if we can’t safely capture him,”

Diana sighed and nodded. She magically changed into a red and gray battledress. They stepped out onto Diana’s balcony. A single flying carpet waited, already rolled out. They both stepped on it, and Olivia took control. The carpet rose up, and then whipped away into the sky.

Not wanting to alert the city’s witches, Olivia flew down to above the streets and followed them to one of the city’s gates. The guards didn’t challenge them as they passed out. Flying nape of the earth, she headed southwest. Toward Glinda’s little queendom. They flew as fast as Olivia dared. At speeds too fast for magic to accurately follow them. They reached their destination an hour out of Emerald City.

“There it is. An abandoned manor,” Olivia said.

The main house looked intact, but the accompanying village was burnt to the ground. The surrounding fields were a blackened wasteland. Victims of war. The inhabitants either dead or refugees in Emerald City.

“This seems awful far away to be an underground tunnel,” Diana said.

“I was thinking the same thing,” Olivia said. “And that actually frightens me more. Scarecrow being here says it is very important to the Wickeds.”

Diana shifted into a fighting stance, wand up and presented.

“I don’t feel any witches down there, but that just means no one is channeling.”

“Agreed. I can’t imagine Scarecrow being here without Lesser Witches,” Olivia said. “And they’d be Sa’Kor, too.”

Olivia didn’t slow down at all, but veered toward the manor house.

“If they are the least bit alert, then we’ve already been seen,” Olivia said, making the carpet start to drop as it sped up. “We have to hit them hard and fast before they can organize a defense.”

They flew straight up to the main entry, leaping off the carpet to press back against the wall to either side of the door. No attack came at them. No soldiers. No witches. No sound at all inside.

“Has Scarecrow already left?” Diana asked.

“Kind of looks that way,” Olivia said. “Or he is hiding.”

“Only one way to find out.”

“I’ll open the door for you,” Olivia said. “You go in to the left, and then I’ll go to the right.”

Diana gave a nod. So the Good Witch of the North reached out with her wand and touched the heavy wood door. It exploded inward, completely obliterated as the splinters spread out across the room inside. The Good Witch of the South rushed in, followed by Olivia.

“Halt!” Diana cried. “Don’t move, Scarecrow.”

Olivia’s eyes scanned the room in an instant. Scarecrow sat in a large chair against the back wall. Just grinning. He looked too confident. Too smug. She worried he would foil the whole thing.

“Hello, Di,” Scarecrow purred. “Looking good. Not as fine as the first time I took you. As I recall, I fucked you in your own bed down in Quadling. You submitted to my rule, and submitted to my big ass cock even sweeter.”

“Oooh, you are such a vile little…. Pig.”

His burning red eyes cut to Olivia. “But no one sucks my cock as well or as enthusiastically as dear little Livi.”

Olivia said nothing but started walking cautiously forward. Straight at Scarecrow. Diana hesitated, but then stepped out as well. The two Good Witches moved up to stand side-by-side in front of Scarecrow.

“Where are the others?” Diana asked.

“Others?” he said, looking surprised. “I came for a Cardinal Witch threesome. Were you expecting a full-blown orgy?”

Diana flinched back. Olivia groaned softly. Why she expected better of Scarecrow, she didn’t know. The fool was about to ruin everything with his overbearing arrogance. His stupidity. And then someone started channeling at the north end of the house, behind a closed door. Olivia recognized who it was, even expected her to be there, but Diana’s head whipped around as she shifted to face that new threat.

The door opened, and a very familiar witch stepped out in full Sa’Kor battledress.

“Minka?” Diana cried. “You’re… Sa’Kor?”

“I am, and soon you will be, too,” Minka said, lifting up a silvery collar in her left hand.

Olivia moved before Diana could figure it out. She pressed her wand to the Good Witch’s neck and sent a bolt through her.

“Aaaiieee!” Diana screamed, wand falling from numb fingers as her body bowed in agony and her eyes rolled up.

Olivia held it. Held it. And finally released. Diana crumbled to the floor bonelessly.

Catching Minka’s eyes, Olivia dropped to her knees, “Mistress, I have delivered Diana Sweetwater. The Good Witch of the South is yours.”

Scarecrow pounced on the unconscious Good Witch. He rolled Diana onto her back as Minka hurried up. She handed over the collar and Scarecrow quickly encircled her slender neck and snapped it closed. Diana’s eyes popped open, a groan escaping as her back bowed and she writhed in her struggles against that insidious magic. Olivia watched, remembering her unsuccessful fight and submission.

“Welcome back, Diana,” Scarecrow growled, one rough gloved hand grabbing a boob. “I missed using your body. Glinda plans to keep you for herself, so that means you and I will enjoy many nights together.”

“Diana Sweetwater, you are our slave. Say it,” Minka commanded.

“I…” she gasped, wild-eyed as she looked all around. Then her eyes locked on Olivia, and such sadness filled them. “I am your slave.”

“You must obey me and Scarecrow.”

“I obey you, Mistress, and Scarecrow, too.”

Minka locked eyes with Olivia. “You did well, Olivia. I’m proud of you.” She pushed one booted foot forward. “Lick boot, slave.”

Olivia never hesitated. She dropped to all fours, crawled up to Minka, and lowered her lips to that boot. As the Good Witch of the North kissed, licked, and fondled Minka’s right foot, Scarecrow stood over Diana and pulled out his long, thick cock.

“Suck it, Di.”

The Good Witch of the South only struggled a few seconds before she rose to her knees before him. Diana wrapped a hand around his meaty shaft, and started kissing and licking his sensitive cock head. He watched with burning red eyes, a look of wicked glee on his canvas face. After a few, he palmed the back of the redhead’s head, and forced her to take his cock in so deep she gagged and hacked.

“I love to gag Cardinal Witches more than anything,” he said. “The most beautiful music.”

“That’s fine, Scarecrow,” Minka said. “But finished quickly. You have to take her to Upland Castle before Dorothy and the Ozians figure out what’s happened.”

“I’ll take Olivia, too,” he said. “I want to watch the two Good Witches make out and have sex the entire way to Glinda.”

“No. I’ve already told you twice that isn’t going to happen,” she said. “We have our orders from Glinda. You are to take Diana to Upland Castle, while I am to take Olivia back to Gillikin to await further orders.”


Chapter 35

The early morning breeze came through the open windows to cool the castle so well. Being desert born, Glinda loved Autumn and Spring the most, but Winter was special, too. She looked forward to it. While Upland Castle was far enough south to rarely get cold enough to freeze water, Winter was a nice respite from the blistering hot Summer.

Glinda wore a white gown with pink decorations, and a white cloak with pink lining. Her long strawberry blonde tresses were pulled back in a high pony that bounced as she walked, diamond earrings dangling down to brush her shoulders. A dozen enchanted gold and silver bangles adorned her wrists.

“Good morning, Uma,” Glinda said, entering her throne room. “Good morning, Isobel.”

Her Chief of Staff and aid-de-camp bowed. Both wore their Sa’Kor leathers. Uma chose to wear a strapless corset, while Isobel went with a tight leather shirt, open down to below her breasts. Neither wore any mundane weapons, attending her with just wands and enchanted jewelry.

“How close?”

“Scarecrow is approaching the castle as we speak, Great One,” Uma said.

“Perfect,” she purred. “It will be good to have Diana returned to my service.”

Locasta hurried into the chamber, naked save for her tapping purple pumps. She carried a silver tray with glasses and a bottle of wine. Glinda pointed to the corner and the subjugated former Good Witch went over to kneel and wait there.

“Who did Locasta spend the night with?”

“Me, Great One,” Isobel said. “She was wonderfully submissive. I enjoyed her immensely.”

A shiver of magic flowed through the castle. Glinda smiled as she sat back on her throne. She crossed her left leg over the right, eyes turning toward the towering double doors. That magical alert told her that Scarecrow had entered the castle. She breathed in deeply, skin tingling.

The throne room doors swung open, and then Scarecrow flew in on a carpet, Diana kneeling behind him. The redheaded Good Witch’s eyes were downcast. She looked utterly miserable. Despite the collar’s magic, Glinda knew the Witch was terrified. Diana understood too well what was about to happen. What her life would be like under Glinda’s thumb. She’d endured it for a short time already.

Glinda noticed Diana glance at Locasta. Her eyes widened for a second, and then she looked grim. She feared that was her fate. Utterly broken and subjugated. Just a former Cardinal Witch and Glinda’s plaything. And that could still happen.

We’ll see how well she turns out, Glinda thought. Olivia is proving very effective as our mole.

Scarecrow landed and the carpet went limp as it settled on the floor. Scarecrow stepped off, bowed, and grinned at her.

“Great One, I was successful in capturing Diana Sweetwater,” he said. “She has responded to the collar and tight discipline quite well. Even faster than last time we captured her.”

“As expected. Once broken, it is much easier to subjugate someone,” she said. “And Diana was very responsive to her training last time. She should fall right back into her station even quicker and easier this time.”

Glinda looked her over with relish. Standing, she descended to the floor and started a slow strut around the submissive Witch. Her heels echoed through the throne room. Diana’s eyes remained downcast, her shoulders slumped in defeat and humiliation.

What a beautiful sight.

“Diana, listen and obey,” Glinda purred. “You love me. You love me with all of your heart and soul.”

She watched as the collar’s magic hit her. The Witch’s eyes rolled up, and the softest of groans escaped her lips. There was no defense against the powerful spells Glinda placed on that particular collar. It was much more powerful than the last one she used on Diana.

“You are mine, forever.”

“I am yours, Great One. I love you.”

“Yes you do,” she purred, reaching down to cup and lift Diana’s chin. She forced the teary-eyed Good Witch to look her in the eyes. Saw the earnestness in those eyes. Diana truly did love her with all of her heart and soul now. “You love and obey me.”

“I love and obey you, Great One.”

Glinda leaned over and kissed her.

“Heel.”

Glinda headed out of the throne room. Diana crawled to her left rear, with Scarecrow following her, and Uma and Isobel bringing up the rear. She led them through the opulent corridors, down stairs, and straight to her special dungeon. Her sex dungeon. Where she broke her enemies and turn them into her slaves dungeon. Sa’Kor guards smiled and opened the thick, iron-banded door.

“Remember this room, my love?”

“Yes, Great One. This is where you broke me before.”

Once everyone was inside, Glinda turned to the Good Witch. She lifted her long skirt to reveal feet shod in pink stiletto pumps. She scooted her right foot forward. Diana never hesitated. She crawled up over that foot, lowered her lips, and kissed it lovingly.

“Very good, Diana,” she purred.

With Scarecrow’s help, Glinda stood Diana up, moved her over to a bondage device, and got her strapped down into it. The Good Witch was left spread-eagle atop an adjustable rack, where they could control how wide her legs were spread. Then Uma brought up a tall mirror. The Chief Witch cast the communication spell to Wanda. The Wicked Witch slowly formed before her. And she wasn’t alone.

“Why is Olivia with you?” Glinda asked. “I ordered her back to Gillikin to prepare her host for the assault on Emerald City?”

Wanda sat on the foot of a large bed, with the Good Witch of the North naked and kneeling between her knees. Olivia was busy eating her longtime rival out with some enthusiasm. Glinda noticed a large yellow crystal over the Good Witch’s anus. An enchanted butt-plug? Wanda did love to use such talismans on the women she subjugated.

“Be more observant,” Wanda said. She swept her arms around. “See?”

Glinda’s eyes widened. Wanda was in the Lavender Palace. She then recognized the bedroom as Olivia’s. She and Scarecrow had ‘visited’ the Good Witch there many times while he was King and Wizard of Oz. Indeed, they put Olivia under Scarecrow’s thumb less than a week after the Land elevated her. Got her before she came into her full power.

“Why would you take the chance of discovery like that?” Glinda said.

“Maybe you’re right, Sister. I might be as crazy as you think.”

“You have no idea how crazy I think you are,” Glinda said. Then she looked at Uma. “Why haven’t you brought in a mirror for Jezebelle?”

“Because I’m up here, too, Sister,” Jezebelle said, stepping into view.

Like Wanda, Jez was stripped down to just her boots. Then Minka entered the field of view, behind the others and still fully dressed. The Chief Witch did not look happy, either. So an unannounced visit by the two Wicked Witches.

Glinda shook her head. Nothing she could do about it now. There was a good chance Dorothy’s spies already knew, and soon so would the Empress. It wouldn’t take them long to figure out that Diana was compromised as well. So the need for stealth was pretty much gone.

“As you can see, our lovely Sister of the South is with me,” Glinda said, indicating Diana. “She’s fallen back into submission without issue. She is ours to command, just like Olivia.”

Glinda cast a spell and thick pink tentacles rose up from the floor all around Diana. They writhed and wiggled in the air, looking slimy and dangerous. Diana cried out in alarm, eyes filled with dread. The wicked witch grinned, and cast another spell that set them upon the Good Witch.

“Aaaiieee!” Diana cried as tentacles wrapped around her arms, legs, and throat.

While she was lightly choked, more tentacles rose up and began to poke around her pussy, anus, and mouth. Another set came up to wrap around her boobs, the tips flicking her pebbled nipples. Glinda bit her lip when that first one penetrated her sex.

“Ugggh!”

“Oh, she felt that,” Wanda laughed.

Diana bucked and writhed, skin all shiny with the slime. She grunted when another tentacle wiggled up her butt hole. Her open mouth was exploited as well, with yet another tentacle pushed in deep.

“I think Diana will be a very Good Witch for us,” Glinda said. “I will ensure it.”

“Glinda, since I know you will demand Dorothy as your slave, I want Diana as my slave after the war,” Jezebelle said. “After all, it’s only fair since Wanda has claimed Olivia.”

Glinda closed her eyes. She really wanted both Dorothy and Diana. But Jezebelle was right. And she knew Jez wouldn’t be happy if she tried to pass Locasta off to her instead. So she nodded.

“So it shall be done, Sister. We will each get one of the Good Witches as our personal playthings.”


Chapter 36

Dorothy entered the dining room. As Empress, she almost never ate alone while in the palace. Every meal was an official event where the business of state was conducted. Over a hundred ministers, Army officers, and palace bureaucrats attended every meal, including that day’s lunch. Lots and lots of bureaucrats, all jocking for her attention.

Nick was in the chamber chatting with Marshal Picho. Dorothy caught his eye as she looked around. He hurried over to her as Wilma moved up close behind her.

“I don’t see Olivia or Diana.”

“I’m told they left the city yesterday afternoon and never returned.”

“Without telling me?”

“I know. Very rude,” he said. “A terrible break with custom.”

She frowned. Some of their customs annoyed her American sensibilities. Why did she, even as Empress, have to ask permission to enter their homes, and then ask permission to depart? And they were required by custom to do the same when visiting her.

“Did they return to Gillikin and Quadling?”

“That is my assumption,” he said. “Do you want me to confirm it?”

She glanced at Wilma, who shrugged.

“No, it’s just… I wanted to speak to them. Doesn’t matter. It can wait.”

“Good, because after lunch I want to show you something.”

“It’s not your…” she said, looking down at his crotch.

Nick laughed. “Well, I always want to show you that, but no. Lion is going to meet us at the shipyard. We have something special to show you.”

Her heart leapt into her throat. “What?”

“It’s a surprise,” he said. “But you’ll like it. I promise.”

“It’s not both you and Lion showing me your…”

He laughed. “That might happen, too, but it’s not the surprise.”

With that in her head, Dorothy had to sit down and discuss day-to-day operations of the palace, city, and Empire. The empire business was surprising, since her ministers and palace officials acted like Winkie and Munchkin were still part of the empire. To be honest, Dorothy wasn’t sure Gillikin and Quadling actually considered themselves under her authority.

Olivia and Diana probably think of themselves as allies of Oz.

Dorothy thought of Oz, Gillikin, and Quadling as the Allies, and Winkie as Nazi Germany, while Munchkin was Communist Russia. The forces of Good against the forces of Evil.

Does that make Oz America? she wondered. With an Empress instead of a President?

Knowing Nick had a surprise waiting, Dorothy found she’d lost her appetite. She just pushed her food around until she noticed everyone had finished their meals. Then she placed her silverware across her plate and pushed it away. Lunch over.

“Nick, shall we go?” Dorothy asked, holding out her hand. She took Wilma’s hand in her other.

“I love seeing you so excited,” he said, taking her hand. He lifted up a hand, a green bubble bobbed above it. “To King Lion. Her Most Serene Highness, Empress Dorothy of Oz. Bow to her glory.”

The bubble zipped away with supreme urgency. Dorothy rolled her eyes. “Why so formal? And what was that ‘bow to her glory’ crap all about?”

“Just having a little fun,” he said. “But believe me, Lion is eager to bow to your glory. We all are.”

Dorothy tapped the junction of ley lines below the palace, and just willed them to the shipyards up north. In the blink of an eye they stood in the shipwright’s headquarters. Men cried out when they appeared, and then laughed.

“Sorry,” she said. Dorothy leaned close to Wilma. “Not really sorry.”

Master Allistrus hurried over to them. He bowed, smiling, looking eager.

“Thank you for honoring us with your presence, your Highness. I’m excited to show you what we’ve accomplished.”

“Excellent. Shall we?”

Master Allistrus led the way out of the headquarters building. It was a three story wood structure. The top floor was the Master Shipwright’s quarters, the second floor divided up between his two senior officers. All of the workers had brought their entire families, which meant the streets of the shipyard were filled with men, women, and children. And dogs. As well as chickens, goats, cows, and all sorts of draft animals. It all looked like a lively coastal town to Dorothy.

Ships and boats bobbed in the lake, held in place by anchors. Most were swarming with workers, mostly installing the rigging. Even more ships and boats were under construction along the shoreline, a few coming along nicely. One large ship caught her attention, moored at the end of the longest pier.

“Nick?”

“Yes, that is what you are here to see.”

The ship reminded her of the USS Constitution that she visited on vacation about thirty years back. It was painted black, with three large masts. It was one long main deck, with no raised ends. But she noticed the rigging and new added “yardarms” stretched out to the side of the foremost mast.

“She’s beautiful. What’s her name?”

“We thought we’d let you name her, your Highness,” Allistrus said. “She’s a ship I was building when you called me into Imperial Service. I thought she’d fit into what you were looking for, so I sent up some witches and shipwrights to get her enchanted and work on how best to rig her to fly.”

“You’ve figured it out?”

“Well, we can fly her all around now, but rigging is still a work in progress.”

“And Master Allistrus remembered your desire for secrecy, so only practiced flying her around up on the Inner Sea at night.”

“And that wasn’t really a problem, because there’s nothing to crash into up in the sky,” Allistrus said. “The captain and crew flew her down last night.”

Lion with some of his senior pack leaders stood at the end of the docks. Dorothy hugged and kissed him, and then she went to the base of the long gangway.

“Captain!”

A middle-aged man moved up to look down at her. “Yes, your Highness?”

“Captain, I request permission to board, sir.”

“What are you doing?” Lion asked. “This is your ship.”

“It doesn’t matter, everyone must request permission to board from the ship’s master.”

The captain looked pleased hearing that. His smile was broad. “Permission granted, Empress Dorothy. Welcome aboard my ship.”

She led the way up the gangway. Lion fast on her heels. Then Nick, Wilma, and the Master Shipwright came aboard. The officers and crew stood at attention all around the main deck. She was surprised by the number of men crewing the ship.

Dorothy was introduced to Captain Kloss and his senior officers. She was shown the huge steering wheel in the stern.

“Do you really steer the ship like this in flight?”

“No, your Highness. The ship is also able to sail in water, so we still need it. In the air, we use the steering sails.” He indicated the extra rigging off the front mask. “It wasn’t too hard to figure out.”

“That makes me very happy to hear, Captain Kloss,” she said, looking around, “How large is the crew?”

“Currently, we have three hundred and ninety-five officers and crew, your Highness.”

“Nick, have we started recruiting sailors and training officers yet?”

“We have,” he said.

Dorothy turned to a small coven of five witches. Their leader was a short, chubby woman with frizzy red hair and a big smile. She introduced herself as Senior Ship’s Witch, Marsy Marshbottom.

“How hard was it to figure out the spells to lift the ship and maneuver?” Dorothy asked.

“Well, we have nothing to do with the maneuvering, your Highness,” Marsy said. “But it didn’t take too long to refine the lift spell. The biggest issue is channeling the necessary ley energy. A witch can only do that about two hours at a time.”

“So on a long flight you rotate witches?”

She nodded.

“Are five witches enough?”

“We haven’t been on an extended cruise yet,” she said. “So I’m not sure what our limit is with the current number of witches.”

Dorothy patted her shoulder. “You and your coven will be the witches that figure it all out, Marsy. Good luck, and thank you for your service.”

After a signal from Nick, Captain Kloss and his officers began barking orders. The crew sprung into action. The mooring lines were freed, and then they sailed her traditionally out to the middle of the lake. That’s when the witches sprang into action. Marsy stood with the captain, while the other four stretched out in line down to the keel next to the main mast. The extra witches relayed the captain’s orders down to the witch doing the lifting.

“Ship’s Witch, lift us up five hundred feet,” Captain Kloss called.

“Yes, sir, lift five hundred feet!”

The next witch in line, standing over the open hold. “Lift five hundred feet!”

The command then echoed up out of the hold as it was relayed down to the Lift Witch on duty. Dorothy then felt that witch start to channel. Felt the ley energy coming up to engulf the ship. And then with a groan, the ship started to rise up out of the water. It was an odd sensation, but she’d flown enough carpets to recognize it. The only difference, she didn’t feel the ship’s magic grip her and hold her down like on a flying carpet.

She heard cheers on the shore as the ship rose higher and higher. At the same time, the captain ordered some of the sails unfurled. Dorothy watched as they deployed the steering sail, their long yardarms extending out and down to catch the wind differently. Or that’s how she reasoned it out.

The ship turned to face the same direction as the wind, and started to inch forward as well. The more sails unfurled, the faster they flew. They were well away from the lake by the time the ship stopped rising. The size and massiveness of it hid just how fast they were moving. Dorothy looked over the side and was astonished by how fast the forest whipped by below.

“How fast does she fly, Captain?”

“We haven’t tried to figure that out yet,” he said. “She’s not as fast as a flying carpet, I can tell you that.”

Dorothy turned to Marsy. “Do you think it possible to use magic to propel a ship like this?”

“No,” she said. “It’s too massive. Maybe a smaller vessel. Like a rowboat could be lifted and propelled with magic.”

They flew down to Deathknight Castle, looped around it, and returned to the shipyard. The return trip took considerably longer, since the captain had to tack into the wind. But they settled back into the lake waters in late afternoon.

Dorothy couldn’t stop grinning. She’d helped create something that would surely change life for the better in her adopted homeland. Oh, the initial use of flying ships would be war, but she knew that it would quickly spread to the civilian sector. Rich merchants would commission their own flying ships, hiring witches, and otherwise spurring the economy.

Stepping away from the others, she went to the middle of the deck and lifted her hands to get everyone’s attention.

“As Oz’s first true sky battle ship, I believe she deserves a grandiose name,” Dorothy said. “So I name her… King of the Sky.”

The officers and crew cheered with a rousing, “Ozzie Ozzie Ozzie!”


Chapter 37

Dorothy frowned as she looked around. Nick, Lion, Olivia, and Diana… Everyone told her the War of the Witches was over, and that they’d won. And by winning, the status quo was maintained. According to the Good Witches that is what the Land wanted. It maintained the Sacred Balance.

The end of the war felt like isolation to her. The Good Witches stopped visiting her. Messages were few and far between. Everyone, Oz included, was busy cleaning up the wreckage of war, trying to put their lives back together. Emerald City, and the palace, felt empty to her with the departure of the refugees.

“At least I have my pet project to keep me from going insane,” she said.

She stood in the middle of the shipyards’ muddy streets with Nick and Wilma. While she was decked out in a green gown with black lace, a darker green hooded cloak keeping her warm, Nick came in his field uniform of green and brown, and Wilma got to wear a red wool shirt, brown leather pants, and blue cloak. Yes, she could wear any and every color.

“Pet project?” Nick repeated. He stood next to her as they watched all the activity in the shipyards. “You mean Lion?”

“Nick! What is wrong with you?”

He just laughed. Then, “Here kitty, kitty, kitty.”

Dorothy clutched her bosom, staring in shock at the towering steel man.

“Land Protect,” Wilma cried. “Never say that to King Lion. He will rip your head off.”

“Correction, he will try.”

“Just don’t,” Dorothy said. “Lord have mercy.” She looked at Wilma. “Men.”

“What was that thing you said?” Nick looked up in thought. “Men. Can’t live with them. Can’t live without them.”

“Yeah, well, sometimes I want to test the latter part of that.”

Wilma laughed. Nick patted her butt. Okay, he gave it a nice squeeze, too.

“Behave,” Dorothy said. The man was incorrigible. “People are watching us.”

“Come,” he said, chuckling. “We have a gift for you.”

“A gift? Now I’m interested. Please tell.”

“Come,” he repeated, striking off toward the docks.

A group of laughing, squealing children, and almost as many yapping dogs, swarmed them, before bouncing off in a different direction. Dorothy giggled, watching their antics with a happy heart. The end of the war meant children could be children again, without stress, fear, and hunger.

“Nick, has the army organized into work gangs to help rebuild the destroyed villages and farmsteads?”

“Yes, two thirds of the soldiers have been assigned that task,” he said. “And I cannot express how stressed out Marshal Picho is right now.”

She laughed. The Grand Marshal of the Imperial Army was a worrywart. He couldn’t imagine the Wickeds not mustering and attacking while his soldiers were scattered throughout the Ozian countryside. But her spies in Winkie and Munchkin were silent. No threats reported. A fact that left her spymaster worried his agents had been compromised.

Some people just can’t handle peace.

Nick turned onto a pier. It was one of the shorter piers, with five smaller ships. Four ships that she thought of as Viking ships lined the pier, two per side. At the end was another, maybe twice as long as the others, and with a cabin midships. Nick led her and Wilma straight to that largest ship.

“I took the opportunity to name this ship myself. Master Allistrus called it a yacht. Something he read in one of those books you brought him from Kansas.”

“A yacht is a ship for a private individual, not a nation’s military. It’s a pleasure ship,” Dorothy said.

“Exactly. This is the new Imperial Yacht,” Nick said, pausing for drama. “Her Majesty’s Ship… Toto.”

“Toto? Oh my God,” she cried. Dorothy turned to Wilma. “Toto was my sweet little dog when I was still a child. Oh, and Toto was with me when I first visited Oz. I miss my little baby dog.”

“I hope you don’t mind that I named your pleasure yacht after the little monster.”

She turned to Wilma again. “He was not a monster.”

Nick looked over her at Wilma, nodding and mouthing, “Yes he was.”

“Nick!”

Dorothy shook her head woefully. No one, in Oz or back in Kansas, ever understood Toto. Then her eyes locked on the ship. No, the yacht. Her yacht.

“It’s beautiful, Nick. Thank you.”

“She’s fifty paces long,” he said. “With a cabin just for you. It’s a small cabin, but it will protect you from the elements.”

Translating paces into three feet, Dorothy thought it did look one hundred and fifty feet long. She was low and sleek. No dragonhead, but it looked like a very large Viking ship otherwise. There were oars and a single mast. The officers and crew stood ready at their stations in crisp white uniforms.

Stopping at the gangway, “Captain, we request permission to board.”

“Permission granted,” a rather handsome young man called. He bowed as she stepped onto deck. “Welcome aboard HMS Toto, your Highness.”

“If everyone calls me ‘Highness’ then why call the ships ‘Her Majesty’s Ships’ instead of ‘Her Highness’ Ships,’ Nick?”

“You’ll have to ask Master Allistrus,” he said. “He said HMS is traditional in Kansas.”

She started to correct him. Dorothy wasn’t from Great Britain, after all. But then, she kind of liked it.

Nick introduced her to Captain Roddrus and his officers.

“Can we go for a ride?”

“But of course, your Highness,” Captain Roddrus said.

The officers and crew jumped into action. Soon HMS Toto was rowing away from the docks. The lone witch went to work spellcasting at the base of the mast. And even as they rowed, the yacht lifted up out of the water. The motion propelled them foreword long enough to deploy the single square sail. And before she knew it, Dorothy was flying through the sky on her personal yacht.

It felt like the higher they lifted the harder the wind blew and the colder it got. The wind chill was crazy up there. But even the biting cold couldn’t dampen her joy.

“This is lovely,” Dorothy said, then looked down at the shipyard. “But I can’t help but think we wasted time, money, effort, and an entire ship for my pleasure.”

“First of all, this ship is about ten years old, and was the pleasure yacht of a rich merchant on the Inner Sea. We purchased her, and I made the decision to keep it as is, just enchant and rig it to fly. So no one is to blame but me.” He grinned at her. “No regrets.” His eyes cut to the cabin. “Lion mentioned something about a Mile High Club…”

Her eyes instantly looked all around. They were flying between the few clouds, so she supposed over a mile up. What exactly did Lion tell Nick? And who else did he tell? And she tried to recall when she mentioned it to anyone, much less that horny big cat.

“Of course. Damn you, Lion.”

Once the thought was in her head, Dorothy got all tingly excited.

“Actually, Nick, I would like to look inside the cabin.”

“I’ll stay out here and enjoy the fresh air,” Wilma said too quickly.

“Yes. Okay,” Dorothy said. “That would be best.”

They were standing atop the small raised deck in the bow. Dorothy led Nick around to the cabin door facing the stern. Stepping inside, she stopped and looked around. While out on deck it was utilitarian, a working ship, inside the cabin was pure luxury. Of course, it was all in various shades of green.

“Can we change the color scheme?”

“Why? Don’t you like green?”

“I do, but it’s unrelenting in my life. I want this cabin decorated in… White. White with gold decorations,” she said. Waving a hand, “Make it so, Number One.”

“Make it… Number one?”

‘“Sorry, it was a joke. I forgot the first rule of comedy, ‘It’s not funny if you have to explain it.’”

The bed dominated the room. The cabin wasn’t that large, but it had enough room for a wardrobe, small round table and four straight back chairs. No bathroom.

Dorothy walked to the foot of the bed, turned to face Nick, and lifted her wand. She tapped her head and the green and black silk gown vanished, leaving her in nothing but jewelry and silver thigh boots. Holding her wand out toward Nick, she grinned and cast a spell that made his clothes vanish.

“I’m starting to like you as a Witch more and more,” Nick growled low and sexy as he wrapped her up in his arms.

As they kissed, she marveled how a man of steel could still be so warm. Of course, the steel parts exposed to the cold wind were still quite cold. Which meant she really felt his arms.

“Baby, I’m going to make you scream my…” Dorothy purred, but stopped when a flashing green bubble flew through the wall and stopped next to her face. “Oh God, what now?”

She reached over and poked the bubble, and Spy Master Bilford’s voice spoke, “Your Highness, I must inform you that both Winkie and Munchkin are mustering at our borders.”


Chapter 38

“My host has formed up on the border with Oz, Mistress,” Olivia said.

Glinda nodded at the mirror with the Good Witch’s image. Minka stood next to Olivia. Her mirror was flanked by those with Wanda and Jezebelle. Diana was on the other side of the Wicked Witch of the East with her handler, Isobel. She sat in her privy chamber. Uma and Scarecrow flanked her. Locasta knelt in the corner, ready to obey her least whim.

All of the Good Witches and Wicked Witches wore battledresses. She remained in a white gown, with pink decorations.

“Very good,” she said. “Everyone is ready to invade Oz. My own army has mustered around my castle, and I have enough flying carpets to get them all into Oz in just hours.” She grinned, looking at first Olivia, and then Diana. “I wish I could see Dorothy’s face when the Good Witches move against her.”

“It will be a beautiful sight,” Wanda said. “But nothing compared to the Empress back where she belongs, groveling at our feet.”

“I agree, Sisters, but the Good Witch’s must not cross yet. We need Dorothy and her generals to believe the Good Witches are still fighting with them.”

Generals Alizan and Kahlan entered. Both in black Sa’Kor leather.

“Great One, the army is ready to move on your command,” General Alizan said.

“Great One, our spies report most of the Imperial Army is still disbursed to help rebuild homes and villages,” General Kahlan said. She pressed the tip of her wand to her nose, blue eyes full of wicked mischief. “The Ozians are at their most vulnerable as we speak, but my spies inside the Emerald Palace report that the Ozians know about us mustering on the borders.”

“My merchant is approaching Emerald City, Glinda,” Wanda said. “It’s now or never.”

“I agree. Scarecrow, stand up and prepare yourself,” she said. He obeyed, stepping up close before her. “Do you have any questions?”

“No, I am eager to put Dorothy under my thumb, where that little bitch belongs,” he snarled. “Do it.”

Glinda stood and quickly plucked a single straw out of his neck, and then tapped his head with her wand. A ring of hellfire formed above his head, and dropped to the floor in three heartbeats. Scarecrow was utterly consumed in fire. Gone. Not even any ashes. Well, gone except for one single straw.

She handed that straw to the head of her spy service.

“Take Scarecrow to Wanda’s agent, Kahlan. Do our Sa’Kor within the city understand what is expected of them?”

“We are ready, Great One. It will be done as ordered, and I personally believe your plan is flawless.”

Glinda struck a pose, chin high as she looked down at the four communication mirrors. Four Cardinal Witches stared back at her. The Good Witches had open faces, ready to obey her every command. The two Wicked Witches looked eager to conquer and dominate.

“Sisters, tomorrow at first light we invade Oz. Destroy the Ozian Army. Encircle the city,” Glinda said. “Soon, we will reign supreme over all the Lands of Oz.”


Chapter 39

Dorothy stood in the bow of HMS Toto. Nick stood to her right, Lion to her left. Marshal Picho and his senior generals flanked them. Senior Army witches were also on board to watch. Wilma guarded her back. The Imperial Yacht floated just above the trees and overlooking a small plain. She fidgeted, looking off to the northwest. Looking toward Gillikin and Olivia.

She wanted to bring Olivia and Diana in on the secret, but Nick had argued against it. They weren’t ready yet. Soon, he promised.

“It has begun,” Nick said.

That’s when she noticed the top sails of a tall ship slowly rising above the opposite treeline.

Her breath caught. While Nick and Lion had been working with the ships, it was the first time she and the others would see how they integrated the new sky navy with the combat soldiers. Marshal Picho and his generals were particularly intrigued, but none of them seemed convinced flying ships would be of any use to them.

Dorothy watched as that tall ship, that she quickly identified as King of the Sky, approached. More and more sail appeared, with more ships rising up to either side of the Flag Ship. There had to be fifty ships in all, most of them square-rigged viking class ships. King of the Sky was one of two tall ships completed, but the only one commissioned so far.

All ships were flying under full sail. Moving so fast as they skimmed over the treetops. She heard gasps and the murmurs of excited voices all around her. They watched as the ships flew out over the small plain, quickly furled sails and dropped anchors to drag them to a stop. Yeah, that tore up a lot of dirt, but it stopped the ships pretty quickly. Then as one they dropped to just touch keels to ground and disgorged countless soldiers.

Doors along the lower decks of King of the Sky opened from bow to stern, and then beastmen rushed out to drop to the ground. The beastmen and soldiers quickly formed up in formations and charged forward. Dorothy never felt so proud. Her heart raced as she looked left and right, seeing how impressed the military men looked.

“Each one of the smaller ships can carry an entire company into battle,” Lion said. “The tall ship, what Master Allistrus calls a Capital Ship, can carry an entire brigade.”

“They don’t fly as fast as carpets, and are completely reliant on the winds, but they are what Dorothy would call game changers,” Nick said. “Our goal is to build enough ships to carry the entire Ozian Army into battle.”

“These are all we have right now, but that is almost an entire division of soldiers,” Dorothy said. “And the ships can drop off soldiers, and then go pick up more to move into battle.”

“Flying carpets will still be used to move troops more quickly,” Nick said. “But the bulk of the Army will be shipped into battle instead of marching.”

“Marching strengthens our men,” a general said.

“It also tires them out just before a battle,” Nick said. “These ships will take fresh, rested soldiers into battle.”

“Yes, let the enemy wear themselves out marching,” Lion said. “We will crush them.”

I hope so, she thought. Then aloud, “We’ll find out soon enough.”

Three weeks back, Winkie and Munchkin crossed the border into Oz. The next day Glinda’s Sa’Kor army entered Ozian territory. The Ozian Army was hard pressed to keep the Wickeds at bay, only slowing their progress. Most of the soldiers were scattered around the nation, by her orders, so were quickly returning to their mustering sites. The entire Army was in chaos because of her, so Dorothy really needed those ships to be the ace up her sleeve.

All three Wicked hosts were closing on Emerald City, sending the people fleeing toward the capital. Of course, Winkie and Munchkin were burning everything as they marched, destroying what little had been rebuilt.

“The plan is for this fleet, with its troops, to remain in hiding up here until the Wickeds reach Emerald City. Then they will be used to attack the rear of the Wicked hosts, as well as the smaller company-sized ships attacking their supply lines.”

“And as we learn what does and doesn’t work, we’ll refine our tactics and strategies concerning their use,” Nick said.

Dorothy turned to the Army witches. “You were asked here today to see what we are planning with the ships, so that you can figure out the best shields to erect around them. Witches will also be assigned to ships to raise and drop the magic shields, as well as serve as healers and help fight off attacks by enemy witches.”

“Will we have carpets?” one witch asked.

“You will,” she said. “Witches will defend the ships against magical attacks, while the ships transport soldiers into battle.”

Dorothy looked down at the soldiers and beastmen in the thousands below them. All in battle formations. All looking so proud and fierce. Her stomach pinched, knowing a lot of them would not survive the war. More death, destruction, and grieving families for what? The Wickeds’ dreams of glory and domination?


Chapter 40

Darylla watched from within a copse of trees near the Yellow Brick Road west of Emerald City. Indeed, the bright green towers of the capital dominated the view to the east. Just an hour’s walk from the Western Gate. The Sa’Kor spy-witch wore a simple peasant’s dress: white blouse, black underboob bodice, and long brown skirt. The pretty brunette’s long hair was twisted into pigtails.

The Sa’Kor perked up when a trader’s wagon pulled off the road at the designated location. Three people dismounted and started examining the horses. They looked like a peasant and his two teen daughters. So she casually strolled out and up to the road. She studied the wagon while the people fussed with the two horses pulling it. The canvas cover was faded green. A red eye was painted on the back and was the sign she was looking for. Darylla walked up to them.

“Has one of your beasts gone lame, mister?”

That was her pass code to tell them she was the person they were waiting for. The elderly man looked rough and haggard with a five day growth and long uncombed hair. He turned narrowed eyes on her.

“No, girl, we’re just giving them a rest and rubdown before finishing our journey.”

“Are you refugees?”

“We are. Winkies’ attacked our town. Looks like the war has returned.”

That completed their tests. Each knew the other was the right person.

Darylla stepped up to the older man. His clothes rough homespun. She extended her hand and he took it to shake. The Sa’Kor passed the straw over in that manner.

“Pleased to meet you, mister,” she said. “Be welcome in Emerald City.”

“Thank you kindly, young woman,” he said, closing his hand around the straw. He tipped his hat. “Now I’m afraid we must be going.”

Darylla returned to the copse and her flying carpet. She settled down to rest until nightfall, when she would fly back to her assigned post. But first, she lifted a hand, palm up. A black bubble appeared.

“To General Kahlan and Colonel Svana,” she said. “Mission accomplished.”

~*~**~*~

Tarso watched the young brunette depart. She had a sweet stride, and a sweeter butt. Once she was too far away to enjoy the view, he signaled his daughters. They all climbed back up into the wagon and got the horses moving. He merged back into the line of refugees.

They moved slow and sure, waiting their turn to be checked by the gate guards. He frowned. Was it the war or Empress Dorothy? It used to be quite easy to bribe his way into the city before King Scarecrow’s ouster. Since then, and especially since the War of the Witches started up, the gate guards had become aggressively vigilant and dutiful. Even hinting at a bribe could get a man arrested.

It made smuggling five times more dangerous. He had quite a lot of ganja hidden in secret compartments under the wagon’s floorboards. The taxes were quite stiff for that particular intoxicating herb. So now he brought his twin daughters, Heynee and Vikkee.

“Anything to declare, mister?” a guard demanded.

“No, sir. We’re just fleeing the Winkie army like most everyone else, sir.”

“Dismount.”

The guards circled his wagon, looking under it, poking, knocking on it to find secret compartments. Heynee and Vikkee split up, going to opposite sides of the wagons and started flirting with the soldiers. The twins were on the petite side, with blonde hair and voluptuous bodies. They drew men’s attention. The search for contraband became less intense, less focused. After a few, the officer ordered him to mount up and move along.

Tarso thanked him and quickly passed through the gate. He sat alone on the bench, daughters in back atop the canvas cover. The streets of Emerald City were already packed with refugees and bureaucrats out to sort them out and assign housing. He pushed through to the Plaza of Heroes and noticed a trio of striking young women checking out the back of wagons. They were well-dressed. Looked like minor nobility to him, and they carried themselves with confidence. He smiled.

He reined in his team, caught the eye of the brunette, and casually directed her towards the back. She stepped around to the rear, giving his daughters a not so friendly look, and checked out the eye. Then she nodded to one of the blondes. That woman stepped up to him as he dismounted.

“Welcome to Emerald City. Are you fleeing the war?”

Tarso hesitated. The woman scared him. Her eyes were fierce, not helped by her almost white-blonde hair pulled back in a thick braid. She stood ramrod straight, dressed gorgeously in an emerald gown.

“Flee is such a strong word, my lady,” he said, bowing. “I prefer to say my daughters and I are moving to Emerald City.”

She nodded and smiled, which never reached her eyes. The sight sent a chill up his spine.

Why did I agree to help the Sa’Kor?

Tarso extended his hand, “Nice speaking with you, my lady.”

She shook his hand without a word, or even another smile, but the piece of straw passed over. His job was over. Then he watched the three women depart together.

“Whew! Glad that’s over.”

~*~**~*~

Colonel Svana led the way through the chaotic streets. They wended their way to a gate into the inner city. The Old City. The crowds thinned out considerably after passing through that guarded gate. It helped that the current regime was quickly jumping on finding everyone housing and food before it became a disaster, like before.

Unfortunately, that also made Empress Dorothy more popular among the masses. She knew the wealthy homeowners weren’t happy about providing hospitality to peasants fresh off the farm. Indeed, as a homeowner, Svana knew the authorities would soon demand she open her house to refugees again. Quite annoying and inconvenient.

“Good morning, Lady Svana,” an elderly neighbor said in passing. “And Happy Solstice.”

She hesitated. It was the Winter Solstice. The holiest day of the year. A day to rejoice with family and friends, but that wasn’t happening under the current wartime conditions. Everyone was in survival mode, but some still greeted each other merrily.

“Happy Solstice to you, dear Lord Edmund.”

She stopped before her tall, narrow townhouse. Five floors above ground, two below, her ladies-in-waiting each occupied a bedchamber. That left two open and available for the Empress to billet a refugee family in each. No telling how many men, women, and children would soon invade and occupy her home. Most families were multi-generational, so it could be a lot she had to feed and house.

We will adapt, she thought. Just like before.

Svana pulled out her wand, tapped the door, and it unlocked with ten loud clacks. She led her ladies inside, waited while Cara threw all the bolts back in place, and then they headed for the back parlor. The informal chamber the family relaxed within during the evening hours. Of course, it was just her, Cara, and Tamille.

Tamille rushed forward to open the secret passage with her wand. Svana smiled at the pretty, dark-haired Sa’Kor witch. As she stepped into the dark, cold stone spiral stairs, the Sa’Kor spymaster changed clothes with a quick spell. Tight black leather instantly sheathed her head to toe, her heels clacking loudly as she descended. Cara, then Tamille, changed as well. Their Sa’Kor leathers just felt so much more comforting.

That stairwell dropped down to the subbasement. The city only knew of a single level of basements. Svana had the subbasement put in after being recruited by Glinda. It became her headquarters soon after she was promoted to Colonel and Spymaster of Emerald City. Of course, back then she was a very popular Courtier in King Scarecrow’s Court, so she had so much better access to vital information. Dorothy usurping Scarecrow complicated her life and duties.

She adapted.

Svana led the way into the subbasement’s parlor. It was comfortably furnished. Nothing too opulent. Floors were marble, walls painted white to brighten the chamber. The three Sa’Kor agents stopped around a small round table. She placed the piece of straw upon that table and they all regarded it with grim faces.

Despite being a member of Scarecrow’s Court, she despised him above all others. Her mistress was his to command for many decades. His plaything. And Svana only hated him more for how he used and abused Glinda. So knowing that small piece of straw was the last vestiges of his very essence made her want to just throw it into a fire. End his existence for all time.

Yet… My mistress commands otherwise.

Colonel Svana lifted her wand, poised above the straw. She hesitated, but then closed her eyes and cast the spell required. And finally, she spoke the trigger phrase that Glinda gave her.

“Scarecrow Restore!”

Fire flashed, consuming the piece of straw, but then it all blurred. And out of nowhere Scarecrow appeared sprawled across the table. He lifted his head, fiery eyes in his canvas face looked all around. Then he sat up and looked Cara up and down with lustful eyes.

“Hello, beautiful.”

“Greetings, Lord Scarecrow,” Cara said cautiously. She pulled back when he reached for her face. “Don’t touch me.”

“Scarecrow, Glinda didn’t send you here to force yourself on her Sa’Kor,” Svana said. “You have a mission, as do we.”

He turned to regard her. “Ah, Svana. So beautiful, and a dream in bed. A very popular Courtier as I recall, mostly because you never said… No.”

She studied him a second. Just a canvas bodysuit stuffed with straw as far as she could see, though he was at least part human. The only fleshy part of him she’d ever known was his cock, which he was way too proud of in her opinion. But then, it was quite large and impressive. His flaming red eyes caught hers and chilled her to the bone. Thankfully, the magic brought him back to life with his mouth loosely sewn shut. All Sa’Kor knew about his fangs, and what their magic would do to them.

“I’m Sa’Kor now, Scarecrow,” she said. “I serve Glinda Upland, not your depraved Court.”

“Mmm, maybe I’ll asked Glinda to give you to me as my reward for capturing and delivering Empress Dorothy to her,” he said. Scarecrow leaned toward her, but she didn’t flinch or shift away. “And then you’ll be my plaything again. Forever.”

“You can ask,” she said. “But until the time Glinda grants your request, you will conduct yourself properly around us. We are not here to amuse you.” She narrowed her eyes. “You have your orders. Execute them, sir. Capture Dorothy Gale and turn her over to Glinda Upland.”


Chapter 41

A chilling gust came through the open window. Glinda paused to enjoy it. While Upland Castle didn’t get as cold as Emerald City, much less Gillikin, but at the moment it wasn’t anywhere close to freezing water, so still pleasant.

Glinda stood before a full-length mirror adjusting her outfit. Uma hovered around her, her soft, delicate hands all over her as she assisted her mistress. Since it was Winter Solstice, that night Glinda would host her senior officers in a feast. All of the soldiers would be feasting as well, but there was too many to host inside the castle. So the theme of the night was white. Glinda wore her white Sa’Kor leathers, with high collar, gloves, and gold fasteners and decorations.

Uma wore her white leathers, too, not quite as fancy. Indeed, all of her guests were expected to attend in white. The Chief Witch’s long black hair was curled to cascade across her shoulders, down her back, in glossy waves. Glinda really loved Uma’s hair. The Witch’s own strawberry tresses were also curled and loose to flow down her back in silken waves.

“Any issues about tonight in Gillikin or Quadling?”

“No,” Uma said. “Minka has reported that Olivia will declare Dorothy a false empress, and declare war on Oz tonight during her Winter Solstice feast. And Isobel sent a message that Diana is also going to declare war on Oz tonight.”

“How many of Diana’s witches have been subjugated?”

“Almost all of them, according to Isobel,” Uma said. “Some of the witches out in the field with the army aren’t, but it is unlikely they will turn against their Cardinal.”

Glinda nodded. Loyalty was deeply ingrained within all witches. Cardinal Witches were seen as infallible by many Lesser Witches and common citizens. If the Land elevated them, then their word was law. But some witches did leave a Cardinal to go serve another. Glinda’s witches came from all Four Countries and Oz itself. She had Sa’Kor from almost every culture in the Lands.

Glinda turned to face Uma. Her Chief Witch stood straight, face-to-face with her mistress. Glinda admired that gorgeous face. So dark and exotic. She could, and frequently did, get lost in all of her dark, dark hair. Her eyes locked on Uma’s full red lips. Her head tilted, as did Uma’s. And they slowly came together in a deep, sensuous kiss.

Both women moaned as their kiss lingered. Glinda finally pulled away, smiled at her Chief Witch, and turned to the door.

“Attend me, Uma,” she said.

Glinda walked with purpose, sweeping through the palace-like castle with Uma at her heels. They quickly reached the banquet hall. Hundreds of Sa’Kor officers mingled in the wide corridors, sipping wine, and enjoying the holiday spirit. She paused to admire the usually black-clad women practically gleaming in white Sa’Kor leathers. Their rank displayed on their shoulders in gold.

With Glinda’s arrival, the celebration truly began. She led everyone into the hall. The high table and multiple low tables were set up, covered in white silk, with gold tableware. Silver and gold candelabras provided the low light for the holiday. She loved the dim, moody feel of candlelight.

Taking the centermost seat at the high table, with Uma to her left, General Kahlan beyond her, and General Alizan on the other side of Glinda, the Witch waited for everyone to find their seat. Everyone remained standing. Glinda lifted her glass of wine high.

“Happy Solstice, one and all!”

They responded. “Happy Solstice, Great One!”

They all took a sip, and raised their glasses again.

“Tonight we honor the Land, and the Bounty that She had given us,” she said solemnly. “To the Land!”

“To the Land!”

Everyone took a sip.

Glinda sat, allowing everyone else to take their seats. Servants began delivering the food. Locasta waited on Glinda, wearing a strapless one-piece leather teddy of palest purple. The color because she was from Gillikin, and had once been the Good Witch of the North. Her jewelry was all gold, as were her shoes and a wide belt.

All of the servants were captured Ozian, Gillikin, and Quadling witches, all similarly dressed like Locasta, only in their Countries’ color. So they were in purple and red, but mostly green. All looking young and beautiful. One and all available to any guest that desired them for the night. Glinda had already decided she’d spend the evening with Uma, so Locasta would end up in someone else’s bed.

Locasta stepped up between her and Alizan. Glinda closed her eyes and breathed in Locasta’s intoxicating scent. Then she tilted her face up, offering her lips. The subjugated witch leaned over and kissed her. It was a long, lingering kiss. At that time, every other servant stepped up to the Sa’Kor she was serving that night, and they greeted each other with a kiss.

Glinda noticed General Alizan admiring Locasta. The Gillikin witch serving her ignored. Glinda thought the blonde, blue-eyed Gillikin quite beautiful. She looked so young and innocent, with an amazing body displayed so salaciously in that uniform.

“How may I please you, Great One?” Locasta asked formally.

All of the other servants were asking the same question. A mere formality, most of the time.

“Serve General Alizan tonight, in all ways.”

Locasta turned to the beautiful general as Alizan turned and offered her lips. Locasta never hesitated, leaning over and kissing the Sa’Kor officer. Glinda waved the Gillikin servant over, offering her lips. They kissed.

“You will serve me tonight,” she said. “What is your name?”

“I am Lydia, if it pleases you, Great One.”

Message bubbles appeared before Glinda, one purple and one red. She popped the red bubble first.

“I will start in a moment, Great One,” Diana’s voice said.

Glinda popped the second bubble, and Olivia’s voice said, “I am about to start, Great One.”

“Uma, if you please,” Glinda said, and she stood. Everyone looked at her in surprise. “Remain seated.”

Uma rose up behind her on a small carpet. She flew over the Low Tables, and to the west wall. Huge mirrors were mounted on the east and west walls, two per side. Uma tapped each with her wand, executing the already cast communication spells. She opened visual connections to Jezebelle, then Wanda. The Chief Witch flew across the hall to the other mirrors, opening up connections to Olivia and Diana.

Olivia stood up, also wearing bright purple Sa’Kor leathers. She lifted a hand that brought her great hall to silence.

“Tonight, despite it being our Holiest Day, I am forced to declare that Dorothy Gale is an abomination, an usurper, and a false empress. I hereby declare that Gillikin is at war with Oz, and the Emerald Palace!”

And then Diana stood, in red Sa’Kor leathers, and declared war on Dorothy and Oz. Both great hall, North and South, erupted in cheers and support of their Cardinals.

Glinda looked at the mirrors with Wanda and Jezebelle. Both Cardinal Witches were smiling and nodding. She also smiled, a deep sense of rightness washing through her. The War of the Witches was almost won. Just one more formality to overcome. Time to put Dorothy where she belonged, on her knees at Glinda Upland’s silver-shod feet.

Glinda lifted her glass. “To victory and glory!”


Chapter 42

The midmorning corridors were still cold from overnight. Dorothy wondered why her servants dressed her in a thin silk gown. It was a halter dress, with a plunging neckline. So that left her upper chest, back, and shoulders exposed. Did they think Empresses didn’t feel cold?

While the rooms were all well-heated, the constant opening of the many doors into the palace kept the corridors on the ground floor quite cool. Nick never showed any sign that temperature affected him. Wilma was sensibly dressed in green long-sleeved shirt, brown leather trousers, and a brown leather jacket. The beastman bodyguard noticed her staring at her jacket.

“I’ll give you my jacket,” she said.

“No, then you’d be cold,” she said. “After this next meeting, I’m going back and making them dress me warmer.”

“You have magic to change anytime you want.”

“I know, but my servants need to understand what I need.”

She had already been heading upstairs when that meeting was called. It came from her spymaster, and he insisted it was urgent and couldn’t wait. Dorothy rolled her eyes as she strode purposely with Wilma. Mr. Bilford thought all of his information of the utmost importance. Kind of annoying.

They met Nick just outside of the War Room. Marshal Picho and his generals were already inside. High ranking bureaucrats were hurrying in when she arrived. Senior witches, too. Dorothy’s Chief Witch, Emeraude, greeted her just inside with a grim face.

“What?”

“It’s bad, your Highness,” she said. Glancing back at the spymaster. “I’ll let him tell you. Mr. Bilford hates it when someone tells you before he does.”

That worried her. Emeraude didn’t worry about much. If she said it was bad, then Dorothy believed her. Even Nick looked concerned. Wilma fidgeted and gnawed on her lip. The generals all looked grim, too.

“Just tell me,” Dorothy said. “What is wrong?”

Magnus Bilford rose up straighter, a serious expression on his face.

“Your Highness, I regret to inform you but Olivia Moonstruck and Diana Sweetwater have allied themselves with the Wicked Witches. Last night both Gillikin and Quadling declared you a false empress and declared war on Oz.”

Dorothy just gawked at him. Olivia and Diana turned on her? They were her enemies now? What had she done to cause that?

“The Gillikins and Quadlings crossed into Ozian lands this morning,” he continued.

“Now all four Countries are marching on Emerald City, your Highness,” Marshal Picho said. “Worse, Gillikin and Quadling have arrested many of our best officers and troops. We lost ten percent of our army last night before we even knew they were the enemy.”

“Lion’s kingdom?”

“The beastmen are still allied with us,” Emeraude said. “But now he has to defend his borders with Gillikin, dividing his forces.”

“What did I do to them, Nick?” she asked. “Why have Diana and Olivia turned against me?”

“You did nothing wrong. This smacks of magic,” he said. “I think the Wickeds captured them both, sank their claws in deep, and subjugated them. The Good Witches don’t hate you. They are being compelled to fight against you by Glinda, Wanda, and Jezebelle.”

Dorothy almost swooned. That was the worst case scenario. Her friends were subjugated by the Wickeds? She knew all too well what that meant.

“On top of that, Olivia is First Witch,” Emeraude said. “That gives her supreme power over all witches in the Lands.”

“Oh, not just the Cardinal Witches?”

“No, your Highness, all witches.”

“Then I hereby declare that the First Witch is…” She looked around. Could she name herself First Witch? “…Emeraude Greenglade.”

“Oh!” the blonde, blue-eyed Chief Witch gasped, head lolling back. “Ooooooooh.”

“Are you all right?” Dorothy asked, reaching out to her.

“I’m… Fine. More than fine,” Emeraude said. “I wasn’t expecting that, and the influx of power and ability hit me hard. It might take me a little while to get used to this.”

That’s all Dorothy needed to hear to know the transfer of power had occurred. Olivia was no longer the most powerful Witch in the Lands. Now she was third most powerful. Or fourth if Emeraude exceeded her, which wasn’t a guarantee. Dorothy still wasn’t a hundred percent sure how being First Witch changed the power dynamics among the Cardinal Witches. All she knew for sure was being First Witch increased your power and ability to channel and manipulate magic, while giving you certain powers no one else had.

I didn’t notice it doing much for Olivia against the Wickeds. Hell, she was still captured and subjugated while being First Witch.

While both Cardinal and Lesser Witches talked a lot about power and talent, ultimately the differences between them wasn’t that great. Nick once said that Cardinal Witches were roughly ten times more powerful than Lesser Witches. That didn’t seem all that much from what Dorothy had seen since her return.

One thing is for certain, Four Cardinal Witches and Glinda are vastly more powerful than I am, even with my Lesser Witches backing me up.

Her great equalizer used to be her firearms. But the Wickeds all had figured out how to shield themselves from that threat. The Null Stone was destroyed. Not looking good.

“Nick,” she whispered. “Contact Fleet Command up in Lion’s Country. Tell them what has happened, and then order them to prepare for war.”


Chapter 43

Ka-BOOM! Ka-BOOM!

More lightning bolts shot out from the walls of Oz. Glinda cut right, then dropped fifty feet as she cut back left again. Lightning thundered past her on all sides. The Ozian Lesser Witches were putting everything they had in the defense of their city.

A peel of insane laughter echoed across the battlefield. Glinda cut an annoyed look towards the north. What could Wanda be laughing about? The Wicked Witch was crazy, and loved death and destruction a little too much.

“Nothing to be happy about today,” Glinda muttered as she dodged lightning bolts and fireballs. She used her wand to channel her own bolts, aimed down at the shielded earthworks and stone walls below. The Ozians had exceeded expectations. The shields over those troops and their defensive lines were quite good. Better than she expected of Lesser Witches.

“Did Olivia and Diana help construct their shields?” She shook her head. “Who puts that much time and effort in defensive emplacements outside the city walls?”

Looking back at her own black-clad army, she watched them crashing up against the Ozian defenders. Neither her Sa’Kor nor the two Wicked hosts had been able to breach their defenses that first day of the siege. Which meant they’d failed to root out all of the spies within their ranks.

Glinda thought for sure using uncounted thousands of flying carpets that last half of the way to Emerald City would allow them to take the Ozians by surprise. Her entire Sa’Kor army flew into battle under the cover of darkness to attack just before sunrise. Wanda had enough carpets to move a third of her army into battle for their coordinated surprise attack, while Jezebelle could only bring a quarter of her host initially. Glinda had to send her carpets to help transport the rest of Jezebelle’s army. Wanda declined any help.

Worse, they never ordered the Good Witches to move their armies via carpets, so they were both marching toward Emerald City. The Wickeds didn’t think they’d need the Gillikin and Quadling forces to break into the capital. They wanted to conquer Oz without the Good Witches’ help. Glinda expected to be sitting on the throne, Dorothy groveling at her feet, before the Good Witches arrived.

After almost ten hours of battle, the sun was dropping to the west and the soldiers were exhausted. Even she was bone weary. While soldiers fought in waves, allowing some time to rest. For witches the battle was constant, unrelenting.

A yellow bubble came flashing up. She slashed it with her wand.

“Sister, I’m with Jez. Come meet with us at my headquarters,” Wanda said.

“What hair-brained idea has Wanda convinced Jez to do?” she muttered. Then pulled up a message bubble, “To Uma Trueblood. Come with me. I’m meeting with Wanda and Jezebelle.”

She veered away from the chaos of battle and flew toward the northwest. To Wanda’s Marshal’s headquarters. Uma quickly caught up with her, leaping over to her carpet. Uma wore her black Sa’Kor leathers, while Glinda went with a white leather battledress, with pink jacket and skirt.

Glinda gave her a quick hug and kiss, and they discussed the issues they were having against the Ozian defenses.

“They’ve certainly learned some hard lessons from our last invasion and siege,” Uma said. “I’m afraid we’re the ones learning hard lessons this time.”

“Agreed, but we will adapt and press on,” she said. Glancing at the Emerald Palace. “We just have to be in position for that moment when Scarecrow captures Dorothy and forces her to drop the city’s shield.”

Soldiers were running all around Wanda’s headquarters. Only a single pavilion was raised, and it wasn’t Wanda’s. Was she not planning on sleeping during the siege? Or was she over-confident again and thought they’d break through on day one? Probably the latter.

Glinda sent a message to Wanda announcing her arrival. Two Lesser Witches met them at the entry. Both wore purple and black battledresses.

“Welcome, Great One,” the blonde said. “Our mistress is waiting for you inside. Please present yourselves to her.”

“I’ll present you…” Glinda snapped, but stopped herself. They were just following orders. “Come, Uma.”

She entered to find it just Wanda and Jezebelle. Wanda was sprawled out on her field throne, looking as road weary as she’d ever seen the Witch. She wore black halter, skirt, and boots, Witch’s Hat hanging above her on the throne’s pointy peak. Jezebelle was pacing in what looked like baby blue Sa’Kor leathers, her new white wings moving in an agitated manner.

“Sisters,” Glinda said. “I assume you have had as much trouble with the Ozian defenses as I have.”

“That’s an understatement,” Jezebelle said. “Who do they have capable of weaving such powerful wards?”

“Dorothy,” she said. “And Oz has some of the oldest, most powerful Lesser Witches in all of the Lands. I’m surprised they put so much effort into the outer works’ wards, but not surprised they were capable of making them so strong.” She frowned, looking back toward Emerald City. “It has been a frustrating day.”

“Where is your stupid Scarecrow?” Wanda demanded. “He should’ve already taken Dorothy down, and forced her to drop all of the shields as soon as we arrived. This fiasco was not part of the battle plan.”

“He is struggling to find entry into the palace,” Glinda said. “Dorothy has managed to find and destroy all secret passages in and out, plus she’s increased security around the palace.”

“He’s been in the city for three days!”

Glinda tensed, grinding her teeth. “I know.”

“It was a mistake to allow the Good Witches to just march their armies down,” Jezebelle said. “Maybe with their troops we could’ve broken through today.”

“Maybe,” Glinda said. “I doubt it. More soldiers wouldn’t help against those wards. Maybe adding their witches would’ve helped. I’m not convinced.”

“I spoke to Olivia while waiting for you,” Wanda said. “She expects to arrive in less than a week.”

Glinda nodded. She estimated it would take Diana another week or so to reach Emerald City. Quadling was just a little further away.

“I’ve sent orders to my spymaster in Emerald City,” Glinda said. “I gave her and Scarecrow new orders.” She decided to not share that Scarecrow was resisting that tactic. And it was harder to control him from a distance. “I believe there is a good chance that Scarecrow will get inside the Emerald Palace today or tomorrow.”

“Wow, you sound so confident,” Wanda said, scowling at her. “Have you so little faith in Scarecrow?”

“You ask me that when we both know him so well?” She smiled. “But we need to be prepared to pounce. At any moment the shields could vanish and we will conquer Oz.”


Chapter 44

Dorothy appeared out of thin air, Wilma holding her hand. The two women dropped into squats and looked up and around. She could hear drums in the middle distance, but the sound was bouncing all around that forest.

“Over there,” Wilma whispered, pointing to the northwest. “There she is.”

Looking between the treetops, she scanned the area until she spotted the Good Witch of the North surrounded by her Lesser Witches. Olivia was leading her army from a carpet a hundred feet above the ground. Pacing the lead elements of her ground forces. Her witches were spread out along the flanks, while the army was marching in columns. Dorothy understood, though couldn’t see for sure at the moment, that armies generally moved in multiple columns, and also spread out across a large front. So those weren’t the only Gillikin Lesser Witches.

Both Gillikin and Quadling Lesser Witches had been mixed in with the Munchkin and Winkie hosts. Almost all of Wanda’s witches were Gillikin, with about a quarter being Quadling and Sa’Kor.

“Great. Now I know where she’s at,” Dorothy said, grabbing her bodyguard’s hand. “Ready?”

Wilma gave a single nod. Dorothy willed them back to the Emerald Palace. She stood up straight as surprised courtiers and staff cried out and reeled back by her unexpected appearance. Both women wore battledresses, swords on their hips. Dorothy’s wand remained in hand.

“Come,” she said, leading Wilma the short distance to the War Room.

Nick and Picho were arguing over something, pointing at the Sa’Kor host on the mockup. Dorothy didn’t have time for them. She had to let them work it out first, then she’d listen. Besides, she was in a rush. Time was ticking.

“Emeraude,” she called. Her Chief Witch turned, one brow arched. “Has my strike force assembled?”

“Yes, your Highness,” Emeraude said. “Two hundred and one Army witches are in the Lesser Gray courtyard.”

“Nick, wish me luck!”

“I have to say again, we would all be more comfortable with Emeraude leading this attack instead of you,” Nick said.

“I know, and thank you,” she said. “But I am not a send people out to fight and die while I stay home and sit prettily on my tush kind of girl.”

Nick’s eyes glazed over as he processed that. “I know. That’s why we all live with sick stomachs.”

She nodded, having heard it all before. Turning to Emeraude and Picho, “If this works, I’ll hit Diana next and try to capture her. We need the Good Witches back on our side.”

She almost said, Or all is lost. They all believed it. She could see it in their eyes, in their body language. Losing both Good Witches hit everyone hard.

Dorothy noticed Nick open his mouth to continue arguing, so she grabbed Wilma’s arm and willed them to the Lesser Gray Courtyard. They appeared in the middle of that hidden courtyard, no windows overlooking it. Nothing but tall green walls all around them, and blue skies above. No vegetation of any kind, just cold cobblestones.

“Sisters!” she cried. “Wilma and I just returned from up north. We found the Gillikin host marching towards us. Good Witch Olivia is leading them, flying thirty paces up and surrounded by her witches. Stick to the plan. We absolutely must overwhelm Olivia with numbers and capture her. It’s the only way to break her free of the Wickeds’ evil mental control of her.”

“Remember, we must try to avoid killing any of the Gillikin witches,” another witch called out.

“Exactly,” Dorothy said. “As we’d say back in Kansas…” She paused, feeling a little cheesy. “Save the Good Witch, save the world.”

The Lesser Witches all nodded solemnly. She almost smiled. Yeah, she got away with it again. Still, while cheesy, it was the truth. Oz couldn’t last long against all four Cardinal Witches and Glinda.

“Pick up your carpets and press in close. We all have to be touching.”

Wilma picked up their rolled up flying carpet. The others followed orders, rolled up carpets under every third witch’s arm. They all clasped hands, with Dorothy holding another witch’s hand and Wilma.

“Ready?”

Once everyone was physically connected, Dorothy closed her eyes and willed them all to that same spot up north. A cold north wind hit her upon their arrival. The Lesser Witches murmured, many staring at her in awe. But Dorothy just looked up and around. Gillikin witches flew slowly overhead. She heard the sound of marching feet just a couple hundred paces to the west.

With a hand signal, Dorothy had her task force spread out their carpets. One witch piloted each carpet, with two fighters. Sixty-eight carpets counting Dorothy’s. She took control of her own carpet, with just Wilma riding with her, guarding her back with that enchanted shield. Lifting up, she conjured up her bubble shield as the others rose up around her.

“We’re behind them now,” Dorothy said. “Everyone go straight at Olivia.”

The Ozian Army witches streaked up and over toward the Cardinal Witch’s position. Dorothy ahead of everyone. All of the training sessions she’d done with Olivia came to mind. She remembered how she usually responded to attacks. Her first defenses. The way she maneuvered her carpet. Her “dogfighting” skills. They didn’t make it halfway before the Good Witch looked back at them.

“Dammit, I knew she’d feel the surge of energy from the ley line.”

Olivia’s wand swung around to threaten them.

“Scatter!” Dorothy screamed. “But stay on target!”

“Ozzie Ozzie Ozzie!” her witches shouted at the top of their lungs.

Dorothy veered right as Olivia’s initial lightning bolt grazed her shield. The amount of energy the Witch put into that bolt surprised her, pulling a grunt out of Dorothy when energy surged through her and her wand to bolster her shield. She performed a corkscrew maneuver as Olivia concentrated on her, banking around to try and close the gap between them.

She noticed that half of her force had been forced to engage the Gillikin Lesser Witches. Thirty carpets continued to streak toward Olivia, but then Minka’s carpet flew in behind Olivia to defend her Cardinal. Then another, and another carpet gathered around Olivia. It didn’t take long to figure out their attack failed. They were not going to close with Olivia, much less capture her.

“We’ve already failed, Wilma.”

Seeing witches from both side dying, Dorothy called off the attack by giving the signal to converge. All of the Ozian carpets disengaged and dropped toward the ground. The other witches streaked toward Dorothy, even as the Gillikins counterattacked. Some of her witches turned back to help fend them off to save their sisters. Tears welled up in Dorothy’s eyes as she cursed herself. All those beautiful lives lost for nothing.

The Ozian witches practically crashed together around Dorothy. The second they were all touching, she willed them back to the Lesser Gray Courtyard. And they crashed down onto the hard cobblestones. Everyone huffing and puffing, eyes huge.

“Well, that didn’t work,” Wilma gasped out into the silence. “Damn.”

“Thank you,” Dorothy called. “I’m sorry that we failed. We won’t make that mistake again.”


Chapter 45

Dorothy and Wilma appeared next to the mockup, looking winded and tousled. Everyone turned expectant faces to them.

“Well?” Nick asked.

It felt like everyone held their breath. Dorothy grimaced and shook her head.

“We failed.”

A sad sigh filled the chamber as everyone exhaled and slumped. It felt like she failed them. Failed everyone. But mostly, failed herself.

“Was it just not enough witches?” Emeraude asked.

Dorothy considered that. With three hundred carpets full of witches, she might’ve succeeded. But the city’s witches were all hard pressed fighting off the Wickeds. It was a gamble to take two hundred away for that short time.

“Not worth taking the chance,” she said.

They all turned and sidled up around the mockup. Dorothy cast spells to correct some of the differences she’d notice with the Gillikin host. Lesser Witches, Good and Wicked, continued to swirl around the city, casting spells down upon the men in the trenches. The Cardinal Witches were not seen, so cloaked by magic. Probably plotting together in some secret hidey hole. Dorothy scowled and crinkled her nose. Nothing she saw as positive for her side.

“Now that the Wickeds are backed by the Good Witches, they are able to field almost three times as many soldiers as us,” Marshal Picho said. “And we only have about half of our total army surrounding Emerald City, which means they have overwhelming numbers.”

“The only thing saving us is the shields you commanded us to work on so long and hard, Great One,” Emeraude said. “While some scoffed, it’s obvious now that you were correct.”

Everyone looked at Marshal Picho and his generals, who kept their eyes locked on the mockup and pretended to not hear. Dorothy let it ride. She had no reason to rub it in. They were competent generals. But witches and soldiers had a marginally friendly back and forth relationship. Neither could win without the other, but wanted to so badly.

Dorothy studied Diana’s army a second. They were still marching, but a cloud of carpets was flying up behind them. The carpets should arrive by late afternoon. She suspected the Good Witch would lift her army up to join the siege overnight. As of yet, no carpets were flying down from Gillikin, but Dorothy assumed Olivia would soon follow suit. At the same time, the last elements of Jezebelle’s army was landing to the east of Emerald City.

“By morning full hosts all four Cardinals and the Sa’Kor will be arrayed against us,” Dorothy said. “I can’t imagine the shields protecting our outer ground defenses will last too much longer. Not with Glinda, Olivia, Wanda, Diana, and Jezebelle all attacking them at once.

“Marshal Picho, work up a plan to evacuate the troops back inside the wall. I don’t want to sacrifice even one life for nothing.” She looked at her Chief Witch. “Do you think the outer wards can hold one more day?”

“Yes. Maybe two,” Emeraude said. “But once they breach it anywhere around the city, the rest of the wards will start to collapse as well.”

Dorothy studied the mockup a little longer. “How strong of a control do you think Glinda has over Olivia and Diana?”

“Just Glinda? You don’t think Wanda and Jezebelle are the ones controlling them?”

She smiled at the Chief Witch. “I was her prisoner. I saw how she operated. I think I have a pretty good idea of how she thinks,” Dorothy said. “Glinda would have ensured she was the one that subjugated them, that’s it is her magic holding them in thrall, so their very first priority would be to obey her. She might let Wanda or Jezebelle think they are in control, but it will be her pulling the strings.”

“I agree,” Nick said. “Glinda, even while still a Good Witch, was a control freak.”

“It doesn’t matter if we pull in our troops tonight, or tomorrow night,” Picho said. “It won’t matter much. We’ll still be back to our last line of defense. Without Cardinal Witches shoring up the city’s wards, the Wickeds will eventually pierce the shield and bring it down. The Outer Wards need to be maintained as long as possible, so they have to concentrate on them instead of us.”

Dorothy’s lifted her eyes up northward. Locked on the Kingdom of the Beastmen. An image of Lion floated above it, looking arrogant and dismissive. His beastmen raged below. But in the middle of all that was her pet project. The image of a small tall ship. An image of King of the Sky.

“I’ve been thinking. Maybe it’s time we showed our ace up the sleeve.” She looked at Nick. “Is the fleet ready?”


Chapter 46

Lady Svana Southhaven stood, smoothed her tight satin bodice, and then walked over to a sideboard. Scarecrow watched the sway of her hips, the bounce of her long silver hair, and listened to the clatter of her footsteps. Such desire filled him. He struggled to control himself. Svana pulled his focus back on her when she poured herself another cup of tea. She took a tentative sip, and smiled. Then she walked back to her seat across from him.

“It’s been three days, Svana,” Scarecrow growled, flaming eyes flashing. “I cannot go much longer.”

The blonde Sa’Kor stiffened, eyes narrowing at him. He smiled, eyes cutting back to his right hand. He was deftly rolling a simple gold band all around and between his fingers, over and over again. Svana gave the ring a wary look, knowing it was an Obedience Ring. A ring she provided him to put on Dorothy.

“Cara and Tamille are out looking for a prostitute.”

“That’s your answer every single day,” he snapped, suddenly grabbing the ring deep into his gloved fist. “I’m a great and powerful man. I require release. I need relief. Now. Fuck me.”

“No.”

“You are my host, so are required to keep me happy.”

“You don’t understand hospitality at all, Scarecrow.”

He looked at the window. Just blue skies. They were on the second floor. Svana had pretty much confined him to that floor, so that was his parlor. The Lady of the House and her ladies-in-waiting had the rest of the house to themselves.

“Give me Cara.”

“No.”

“Tamille. She’s the least of you. Your operations won’t be affected if I accidentally hurt her,” he said.

Svana paused, eyes lingering on his haphazardly sewn shut mouth. Not so much he couldn’t speak, but enough to keep him from sinking his fangs into a woman. Glinda had enchanted both him and the thick threads so that he couldn’t even try to rip them out. She made them part of his very essence.

“Don’t touch Tamille,” she said. “She’s Sa’Kor. Tamille, like all of us, belong to Glinda.”

He growled, shifted in his chair, carefully set the ring on the small table next to him, and glared at her. Scarecrow knew Svana and the Sa’Kor were not responsible for his predicament. Their job was to just reconstitute him, and then provide him a hiding place until he found a way into the Emerald Palace.

I can’t believe Dorothy, that soft little cock sleeve, found all of my secret passages, he thought.

After four days in Emerald City, his messages from Glinda were getting increasingly hostile. His failure has embarrassed her in front of the Four Cardinal Witches. All of the Wicked armies were sitting on their butts outside the city walls. Waiting for him to invite them in. He was the key to the city.

I have to find a way to get my hands on Dorothy. She is the key hole to the city. He grinned. I will insert my key into her hole. Oh yes. And I’ll make that whore like it. Better than Nick, I am.

“What are you giggling about now?” Svana demanded.

“Shut up, slut,” he snapped. “At least take your clothes off for me.”

“That would not be wise,” she said. “Do you have any thoughts that don’t involve debasing women?”

He shrugged, and then grinned wickedly. She sighed and averted her eyes.

“I am fantasizing about strangling you to death right now. With my cock down your throat.”

Her face whipped back to him, eyes wide. Mouth open. One hand came up to cover her throat, stroke it nervously. Given time, he was sure he could melt that ice queen, and she would be his.

“Land Preserve. You are too much.”

He leaned forward, leering at her.

“I’ll preserve your…”

The door opened and he lost his thought. Scarecrow perked up when Tamille strode in. Cara was fast on her heels. But no one else entered. His rage began to burn deep within, quickly building.

“No one?” he demanded.

The two Sa’Kor agents stopped to either side of him, hands on hips, and glaring daggers at him. They were dressed in very nice, fashionable dresses. Green, of course, but quite snug and figure flattering. So they looked like the senior servants of a rich Lady of the Realm.

“The prostitutes that we’ve hired before don’t want anything to do with you, Scarecrow,” Tamille sneered.

“And they have warned their friends,” Cara said. “We cannot find anyone willing to be with you. Not for any price.”

He surged to his feet. All three Sa’Kor pulled their wands, dropping into fighting stances.

“You stupid pieces of — ”

“Silence!” Svana shouted, stepping closer to him. “We’ve had quite enough of you, Scarecrow.”

His eyes raked her shapely body. It would feel so great under him in bed. Writhing and struggling. Beating and biting him as he…

“Sleep with me. One of you has to sleep with me,” he demanded. He looked Svana dead in the eyes. “Glinda ordered you to take care of me. I’m not being taken care of at all. I will tell her how badly you treated me.”

“I spoke to Glinda about your demands,” Svana sneered. “She specifically said that none of us had to submit to your lusts.”

He perked up. “So she did not order you to fuck me?”

Svana stepped back a step, suddenly wary. “She did not.”

“But did she command you to not fuck me?”

Svana paused, looking concerned. “No.”

“Then you are allowed to entertain me as I see fit. Get naked.”

“Does he ever think of anything but sex?” Cara asked.

He glared at the pretty blonde. Svana pointed her wand at him when he started to respond.

“Don’t,” the spymaster snarled. “I swear, I should obliterate you right here and now.”

“It’s been done before,” he laughed. “I always come back. Bigger and meaner than before.”

Svana looked shocked, stepping back again. Then she looked back and forth between Cara and Tamille.

“If you don’t care, then why are you fighting it?” she said. “You know I can enter the palace at will, but you refuse…”

“I don’t trust you to obliterate my body, and then reconstitute me inside the palace. You are not a Cardinal Witch,” he snapped. “I refuse to allow it.”

She glowered at him.

“It’s the only plan we have, and you know it will work. Just give me one straw.”

“I will not.”

“You are going into the palace today,” Svana said, eyes narrowing. “It is Glinda’s wish that I obliterate you to one straw again, and then personally take you inside the palace. You have nothing to worry about. Once inside, I will restore you and you will be free to find and capture Empress Dorothy.”

Scarecrow sneered at her, leaning forward as he started to respond.

Tamille moved too fast to stop. She lunged at him, plucked a single piece of straw away, and jumped back. Scarecrow dropped into a defensive stance, turning back to Svana. The spymaster was grinning with wicked glee, her wand and hand already glowing with magical power.

“No! I command that you — ”

~*~**~*~

Svana felt such relief. Such accomplishment as her spell hit the former King and Wizard of Oz. Hellfires consumed him entirely. She wondered if he even felt it. Did Scarecrow feel pain? Mental anguish? Fear and dread?

Doesn’t matter, the deed is done, she thought. A big smile spread across her face. Such a satisfying conclusion.

Tamille handed over the piece of straw. Svana regarded it a moment. That was all of Scarecrow’s essence, all of his memories, his very psyche in that single piece of enchanted straw. The Cardinal that created him had to have been so powerful.

“Attend me,” she said, picking up the Obedience Ring.

Svana strode to her chambers with all due haste. The faster she got him into the palace, the sooner he stopped being her problem. Once inside, Scarecrow was on his own. There was little, if anything, she’d be able to help him with. Still, she’d be ready if he requested something.

Cara and Tamille quickly stripped her down to undergarments. Then they dressed her up in a fine two-tone green silk gown. Dark forest green, with pale green accents and decorations. Her hair was piled atop her head in a flattering style. Expensive jewelry placed on her at ears, neck, and wrists.

She placed Scarecrow’s straw in her right shoe, and then stepped into the bright green stiletto pumps. She shared a wicked grin with the other two women.

“Not everyone gets to walk all over Scarecrow.”

The other two Sa’Kor laughed. Such a terrible insult. It would be their little secret, because Scarecrow would lose his mind if he ever found out. Then she stuffed the ring down into her gown, held in place by the tight fabric stretched over her bosom.

“It’s good to be a Courtier,” she said, looking herself over in the mirror.

She waited while her “ladies” changed into appropriate attire. Then Lady Svana left her fine home and strode the short distance to the Emerald Palace. The guards recognized her, so she was allowed to pass without interruption.

Svana spoke with a few other Courtiers, learning what was currently happening in the palace. Cara and Tamille went off to speak to other body servants.

She quickly confirmed that Dorothy was in the palace, but no one knew where. She was having her usual meetings. Many complained that she kept them in the dark most of the time. All things Svana heard almost daily. The crazy immigrant from Kansas didn’t make her job easy.

Passing through the ground floor, Svana found Cara and Tamille and led them to a back room off a favorite courtyard for Courtiers to gather and gossip. Svana sat, pulled off her right shoe, and retrieved the piece of straw. She placed the straw on the floor, and then the three of them stepped back to encircle it. Svana lifted her wand, and cast the spell.

Light flashed, and Scarecrow stood in the middle of them. He looked confused and disoriented.

~*~**~*~

“Curse you, woman. I didn’t give you permission to…” Scarecrow’s voice faded away as he looked around. “Oh. Are we inside the Emerald Palace?”

Svana smiled at him and nodded. He perked up. The three Sa’Kor had really prettied themselves up. That was the sexiest he’d seen them, though he did recall Svana was always very popular as a Courtier when he was King. Of course, back then, he didn’t know she was Glinda’s woman.

“Yes, we are just off the Three Heroes Courtyard,” she said. Svana dug down into her boobs and pulled out the Obedience Ring. She handed it to him. “My job is done. Now you can execute your orders from our mistress.”

He looked around, recalling all of the secret passages within the palace itself. Surely Dorothy hadn’t sealed them all up. They were the best way for her to move around the palace unseen. And he knew how annoying it was to be constantly watched.

“Is Dorothy here? Right now?”

“She is, but I was not able to find out precisely where, but most seemed to think she is in the War Room.”

“Very good, Lady Svana,” he said, suddenly full of joy. “Be ready to assist if I need help. I doubt I will, but be ready anyway.” He waved his hand. “You are dismissed.”

That dismissal annoyed her. He’d hoped it would. Svana said nothing. She just strode out with her nose up, her pretty shadows in tow. Left him in little feminine huffs. So pathetic. Not worth his time or thoughts. Not when the ultimate prize was within reach.

“Now to get my hands on Dorothy Gale, my former friend and future slave.” He paused, eyes going to the closed door. “I’ll definitely ask Glinda to give me Svana, Cara, and Tamille as my reward for delivering Dorothy to her.”

On that happy thought, Scarecrow left that seldom used chamber. He moved quickly and stealthily to the closest secret passage. It was a test. If Dorothy had the passages blocked, then it would complicate his mission, but not stop it. He knew that palace better than anyone. But the secret door opened as expected, and the passage within was pitch black and open.

He grinned. “This is going to be so easy.”

Scarecrow moved to the other end of that passage, exited into an opulent public corridor, but quickly crossed to another secret passage. And thus the Usurped King moved effortlessly through the Emerald Palace, and to a small hidden chamber at the back of the War Room. Opening a hidden peephole, he looked in and grinned.

There she is. Looking so fine.

Dorothy stood next to Nick, and across the mockup from Marshal Picho. So many familiar faces in that chamber. Traitors to him, one and all. He would have his vengeance. Surely Glinda would give them to him, to torture. Their deaths would not be quick or easy.

Victim number one is you, General Chopper. I will melt you down and make myself a new sword. Or a steel chamber pot. Ha ha, that’s it. You’ll be my Chopper Pot.

His excitement peaked when the meeting broke up. Most of the attendees quickly departed. Dorothy, Nick, and that pretty bodyguard met with Picho and some of his generals. They surprised him by all extending hands to place atop each other in the middle.

And they simply blinked out of existence.

Oh, Dorothy’s mastery of magic, and those Silver Shoes, has become quite impressive.

He had no idea where they went, but knew Dorothy would be back. And he knew where she’d eventually end up. Her bed. With a big grin, Scarecrow headed toward her suite.


Chapter 47

The north wind was fierce and cold. Despite moving forward through the sky, the wind was at her back. Dorothy’s battledress offered little warmth, but she wore a heavy, fur-lined cloak. And there was magic that could keep her comfortable. That spell did not do a good job of fighting off cold blasts of air, and that seemed to be what most of the flight down from the shipyards had been. As the captain maneuvered King of the Sky up and down to find favorable winds, she learned that wind direction could change quickly at any level, but you just had to rise higher or drop lower to get the correct direction.

Wilma stood to her left, Nick to her right. Marshal Picho and his generals were spread out among the other sixty-one ships. All but two were galleys, the correct name the shipwright insisted for what she kept calling the viking ships. Open galleys. Most were about seventy feet long, but some as long as one hundred and fifty feet. They were her primary troop transport, one and all packed with heavily armed soldiers.

King of the Sky and the other tall ship, Victory, carried Army Lesser Witches into battle. Thousands of them. Lion was aboard Victory with Marshal Picho. All of the ships were painted black to hide them at night, but the sails were all white. Didn’t matter, Dorothy realized, because no matter what color the ships and sails might be, they were very obvious flying through the predawn sky.

With the sky starting to lighten, Dorothy ordered the fleet to fly as low as possible. Fortunately, being winter, there was a pretty brisk north wind to drive them quickly into battle. Emerald City, glowing green, slowly rose up on the horizon.

A very pale green message bubble flew up to her. The color indicated it was from their forward scout-witches. Dorothy burst it.

“Your Highness,” a woman’s voice said. “Contact. We have engaged the enemy.”

A chill went up her spine, neck and shoulders goose-fleshing.

“It has begun.” She turned to her Chief Witch halfway to the open hatch. “Emeraude! Release the witches!”

The shouted command traveled from person to person down into the hold, to all decks below. Dorothy heard the command to open the doors. Soon the creak of the lines of wooden doors along both sides of the ship, on multiple levels came to her. And then streams of carpet riding witches flowed out from either side. They streaked forward fearlessly into battle, so much faster than the ships.

Captain Kloss ordered some of the sails furled. King of the Sky began to slow. While the two tall ships slowed, the fifty-eight galleys surged forward into battle as they reached the plain around Emerald City. The campfires of the besieging armies glowed in the predawn light, tiny figures running around as that new threat appeared.

Dorothy smiled. Her spells to cloak the fleet had worked. None of the Cardinal Witches had noticed their approach. Or at least understood the threat. Surely they felt the pull of energy from the ley lines, but Dorothy had done her best to keep that to a bare minimum.

Lifting her wand, Dorothy cast the spells that triggered all of the protective wards around the ships to go to full strength. The Witches would feel that surge! She looked left and right, seeing the faint green bubble around each ship. The ships all have witches to maintain the shields once the Wickeds attacked.

“Boots on the ground!”

Dorothy looked forward. The first ship had touched ground, the company of soldiers quickly disgorging onto the battlefield. She watched as units came together, formed up, and presented orderly battle lines. Witches, Good and Wicked, battled above them. The Ozian spearhead of tight formations and heavy concentration of magic-users was winning the day so far. The Wickeds forces were spread out thin around the city.

Dorothy chose her spot carefully. Her army quickly drove a wedge between the Winkie and Gillikin armies. Most of the attack was against the Winkies. She still had hope of recovering Olivia and Diana, so didn’t want to decimate their armies.

“Here come the Cardinals!” Nick cried, pointing to the southwest.

Two flights of carpets were streaking towards them. Then Dorothy spotted another formation coming up from the southeast. There was enough light to see the latter group was dressed in purple.

“Here comes Olivia.”

“The other two are Glinda and Wanda,” Wilma said, squinting. The beastman had much better eyesight, so Dorothy trusted her. “Are we going out to meet them?”

Dorothy smiled at her even as Nick objected.

“Roll out our carpet, Willy,” Dorothy said. She turned to Nick. “I lead from the front, Nick. You know that. You are in command of the fleet.”

With that, Dorothy rushed over to the carpet. She felt the magical connection, and lifted her and Wilma up and away. They flew through the bubble shield, feeling a tingle. Then she “hit the gas” and streaked towards the fight.

She touched her throat with the wand, and then her voice thundered out across the battlefield.

“Ozzie Ozzie Ozzie!”

Witches and soldiers shouted, “Ozzie Ozzie Ozzie!”

“I just want you to know,” Wilma shouted over the wind. “If I die today, serving with you has been my greatest honor and my greatest joy.”

“Hey, don’t jinx us,” she cried, and then hugged the beastman. “I love you, Willy.” She turned back to the fight. “Now let’s kick Wicked butt!”

Dorothy weaved her carpet through the chaos of battle, heading straight at Wanda and Glinda. A hundred Army witches formed up a V-formation with her as the point. Glinda and Wanda had two dozen carpets full of Lesser Witches. The Wickeds’ had both witches and soldiers on their carpets. Dorothy ordered her witches to not close, so they could keep the soldiers down on the ground where they best served their cause.

Then the galleys lifted off and flew under the aerial battle above, while crew threw rocks down upon the enemy troops. They used Molotov cocktails to attack wagons, tents, and other emplacements. Their shields collided with magical shields the enemy witches erected, overpowering and dispelling the lesser spells below.

Her soldiers continued to drive the enemy back, but from high above Dorothy saw officers organizing the counterattack. They were going to try a pincher action to cut her army in half, and surround half of them.

And then the ships suddenly lifted straight up through the middle of the enemy formations above, scattered Gillikin and Sa’Kor witches. The wicked witches turned their fury on the ships, spending all of their strength and stamina against them. Then the Ozian witches reformed and attacked again, driving those evil witches back, back, back.

But then Olivia arrived and blasted a galley out of the sky.

“Holy shit!” Dorothy cried. “She did that too easily.”

After sending two lightning bolts at Glinda and Wanda, Dorothy pulled up a message bubble. “To all commands, ship and ground. Our raid is successful. Captains, start picking up the soldiers. Witches, provide cover.”

Dorothy put all she had into speed. She flew between Glinda and Wanda, making them come close to zapping each other in their failed attempts at her. She then led them a merry chase away from the ships and her soldiers, and drew in Olivia as well. She flew straight at Emerald City with her contingent of witches. As she closed with the shield over the city, the Wickeds slowed and turned away, thinking she’d escaped back into the city. Only she veered up and away, and looped back over them all.

By that time the galleys were picking up the soldiers. She joined in the effort to fight off the Gillikin, Winkie, and Sa’Kor witches and troops on the ground, giving her men time to scramble back on board the ships. Then they lifted up higher and higher super fast, while turning back toward Lion’s kingdom.

Dorothy and the witches protected the rear as the Ozian fleet sailed home. The Wickeds gave up the chase after another hour. She finally had time to do a count.

“Damn, we lost three ships?” Dorothy looked back to the south. Emerald City was no longer visible. “Did we do enough damage to the Wickeds to justify that raid?”

They definitely needed to bolster their shields. Olivia ripped through them too easily.


Chapter 48

Sitting in the dark reminded Scarecrow of his time in the dungeon. Dorothy’s prisoner. So he went exploring. Looking for anything that had changed. One very bad change was immediately found.

“Dorothy is letting dirty peasants live inside the palace? Entire families?”

The men, women, children, and pets gathered in the corridors between their rooms and suites to socialize. So loud. So obnoxious. And children were so unclean, so nasty. How could anyone allow, much less want, such horrid little creatures in their beautiful palace?

And they call me crazy.

He checked out the gathering places for the useless Courtiers. Lady Svana surprised him by remaining in the palace. Indeed, he found her in a side chamber for a quick little tryst with an Ozian general, pumping him for secret information while he pumped her full of seed.

Glinda’s Sa’Kor agents will do anything, or anyone, to get the Ozian secrets for their mistress.

Scarecrow watched as they shifted between sexual positions. Lady Svana was completely nude, proving to be even more beautiful than he’d daydreamed. And she was still just as good as he remembered, enthusiastically giving her body to her lover. So good, the middle-aged general had no clue he was giving up state secrets.

He didn’t see Tamille or Cara, so assumed they were elsewhere spreading their legs for the glory of Glinda. But he could only watch one of them at a time, so stood in the dark passage peeking through a small hole, and stroked his shaft while Svana knelt on all fours, long hair wrapped around the general’s hand, getting it hard from behind. The look of bliss on her face spoke volumes.

I know how to melt the Ice Queen now. A little friction between the thighs.

Someone knocked at the door just before the general peaked. One of the officer’s men spoke through the closed door, “Sir, the Empress has returned.”

Scarecrow closed the peephole and headed toward the front of the palace. Where would Dorothy go first? The Throne Room? That’s where he’d go. But she was probably more concerned with the siege, so the War Room? He guessed correctly. He found her pointing out places of concern on the mockup. So many people spoke at once that he couldn’t determine what anyone was saying. A lot of units were being shifted around as they worked out a battle plan.

It was late, and everyone looked weary. Especially Dorothy. Scarecrow smiled. He knew where she’d be going. And very soon. So he closed the peephole and hurried away, whisper-singing a jaunty war song. Oh, it was going to be great. Well, for him. Not so much for one Dorothy Gale, Empress of Oz.

It didn’t take long to work his way back up to the secret passage to her bedchamber. He remembered the previous attempt to capture her from that secret passage. Glinda and her Sa’Kor messed up everything. He would ensure Dorothy’s capture and subjugation now that there weren’t any women there to make stupid mistakes.

Dorothy and Nick entered the suite only a few minutes after his arrival. He smiled as his eyes followed them through the suite, as they flirted and got themselves aroused for bed. Scarecrow felt his member tingling, stiffening. But he also saw the weariness within Dorothy. He doubted she’d last long before going to sleep.

Nick’s going to be a problem. Unless…

Scarecrow followed the hidden passage far enough away to speak. Then he pulled up a bubble.

“To Svana Southhaven. Nick Chopper is with Dorothy. I need you to find a way to pull him away, but not something that would compel Dorothy to go with him. As soon as possible.”

He quickly returned to the suite. Just in time. Dorothy was leading Nick to the bed by the hand, a sultry look on her lovely face. He had to move to a new location to watch them in the bed chamber. There were multiple peepholes, so he chose one across from the foot of the bed. He found them standing at the foot, not that far from him.

Scarecrow felt his cock swelling, pressing against the fabric of his trousers. The magic that allowed him to even have a cock of human flesh tingled, ensuring he was ready with a full load. One hand clutching his aching crotch, eye pressed to the peephole, he watched Dorothy quickly strip Nick.

Then she touched her head with her wand, and was instantly naked save for the enchanted silver thigh boots. He soaked her feminine form in. Such beautiful tits, large but not too big. Perfectly defined pink areolas surrounded pebbled nips. His eyes dropped and locked on her crotch. Hairless. So smooth and inviting. Then Nick took a breast in hand, giving it a gentle squeeze as their lips moved into a deep kiss. And then passion erupted.

Scarecrow watched with bated breath as Nick bore the beautiful empress back atop the bed. Her booted legs wrapped around him, while a hand went around his shaft, stroking him to hardness. Nick’s hands were all over Dorothy’s body, exploring, fondling, caressing. She moaned and groaned, looking so sexy and horny at the same time. Scarecrow pulled out his cock and started stroking when she spread her legs wide and guided her lover into her sex.

“Ugggh!” she groaned.

“Mmm,” Scarecrow moaned, imagining it was him penetrating her.

Nick pounded into her like a madman. Just the way Scarecrow would. Oh, how he’d savor ever inch of his cock sliding in and out, in and out. And she’d love it, too. Oh yeah, he remembered all of the times Glinda gave Dorothy to him. Oh, it was even better than sex with Glinda, who up until he had Dorothy was the best sex ever.

Land be Praised, I’m going to enjoy capturing and subjugating her tonight.


Chapter 49

“Yes. Yes! YES!” Dorothy gasped, eyes huge as she felt that surge to climax. “Oh Nick! YES!”

She bucked and writhed, clutching desperately at his hard metal flanks. Long nails scraping across polished steel. Her booted legs kicked in the air, until that surge peaked, and then she pointed her heels at the heavens and screamed.

Divine pleasure tingled throughout her body. Followed by more hot tingles as he continued to thrust deep into her body, riding her hard even as she basked in the afterglow.

“Ooooh, Nick.”

He growled, pulled out of her, and flipped Dorothy to all fours. Grabbing her hair, he yanked her head back at the same time his cock plowed back inside her. Same ginormous cock, but a different angle. The best angle. He started hitting that special place deep inside her. Dorothy’s eyes rolled up, an expression of pure bliss spreading across her face.

All of the stress of the day gone. All of her worries, personal and about her people, vanquished in the Nirvana of Sexual Bliss. Her vagina was clenched so tightly around him, but that didn’t keep Nick from fully sheathing with every long, deep thrust. No one used the full length and girth of his dick as well as Nick. Reminded her that he’d spent decades as a pimp and brothel owner.

Time well spent learning how to please women, she thought and giggled. Would he be offended if I called him a machine?

She smiled at the feel of his nuts slapping her between the legs with every thrust. Her mouth watered at the thought of rubbing her face all up into them. Licking them. Sucking on them. And then making love to his cock. And those thoughts, combined with the way he was plowing into her, pushed her into another rush to climax.

“Oh, baby. Baby. Oh yes, baby,” she gasped in sync with his thrust. “You’re the man! YES!”

Nick slammed in deep, holding it in, and released deep inside her. Dorothy felt his hot seed filling her at the same time she peaked. And her insides erupted again, just pulsed with climatic pleasure.

He slowly pulled out, leaving her feeling empty and abandoned. Nick collapsed to his back beside her, Dorothy still on all fours. She looked at him, and then down at his semi-flaccid cock. Her mouth watered again, seeing that meaty shaft so shiny with their co-mingled cum. So she crawled over and between his legs, forcing them wider. And went down on him, while still huffing and puffing from her orgasm.

Dorothy gave him head for a bit, before going all the way down on him. Well, she took as much as she could. Maybe half his length. Once that half was sucked clean, she pulled off and began licking up and down and all around his shaft. She rubbed her face against that massive cock. Slapped her face with it.

“That’s how you do it, girl,” he growled.

She wagged her brows. “I know what you like, you disgusting pig.”

He just laughed.

Dorothy moved lower to rub her face all into his nutsack. She licked and nibbled, making him jolt and squirm. Driving him crazy. And since he was magical, his refractory time was nothing. Soon, she would be receiving a nice load of cum to swallow. And she got all tingly just thinking about it.

“Mmm, you taste wonderful,” she moaned.

His rock hard cock jerked in her stroking hand. She smiled as she quickly licked her way back up its length. Then Dorothy closed her eyes as she started sucking on the sensitive glans, rubbing her tongue against the underside, against the pisshole. And she was quickly rewarded when hot cum slathered her tongue.

“Mmmmm.”

“Fuck me,” Nick growled.

Her eyes popped open at the anger in his voice. What did she do wrong? But then she saw it. A pulsing green bubble bobbing in front of his face. The big steel man scowled, but burst it with a finger. One of his assistant’s spoke.

“Sir, we have a problem. No one will listen to me, so I’m afraid we need you here.”

Dorothy giggled. “The Land hates you.”

“Don’t joke about that,” he said. “Sometimes I think it does.” He sighed gustily, starting to roll out of bed. “I won’t be too long. Don’t go to sleep!”

“No promises, lover,” she said. “I’m exhausted.”

She lay back on the bed, spread-eagle to allow her overheated body to cool down. She could already feel the sweat in the sheets cooling. Chilling her a little. Except for her legs. Those thigh boots held in the heat, so she sat up, and removed the boots.

Tossing the Silver Stilettos to the floor, she wagged her brows at Nick. “Stop staring and get out of here. The faster you resolve the problem, the faster you return to me.”

That was all the motivation the Steel Man needed. Nick pulled on his clothes and departed. Really, he stomped out, anger returning. She shook her head and smiled. Then she fell back, arms thrown wide.

I hope he wakes me up for another round.

Her eyes closed, breathing slowed, and she felt herself slipping away into slumber. And then a familiar sound. Her half-asleep mind struggled to place it. And then her eyes popped open. That was the sound of a secret door opening. She looked down toward the foot of the bed as Scarecrow came rushing out of the secret door there.


Chapter 50

“Hello, Dorothy,” Scarecrow sneered. “Miss me?”

She felt frozen in place. Unable to breathe. Dorothy suddenly felt her nakedness profoundly when his lustful eyes raked her body. And then she remembered she’d removed her boots for the night.

Dorothy rolled toward the edge of the bed. Rushing towards the enchanted boots. Scarecrow charged forward, running straight at her discarded boots. She knew instantly he would get to them first, and there she was rolling away from her wand. Her heart felt like it would burst from her breast as she felt uncertainty. What to do?

Glinda sent him, and she wants those boots more than me.

She was already in motion toward the boots side of the bed, so she prepared to rush straight into Scarecrow when he tried to pick up the boots. As she reached the side of the bed, Scarecrow changed direction and came at her. Before she could wrap her head around that, the evil animated scarecrow pounded a fist to the side of her head.

“Aaaiiieee!” she cried, collapsing half off the bed.

He flipped her fully back on the bed, leaving her face down and limp. She remained conscious, but her head was spinning. None of her limbs were responding to her will yet. And then Scarecrow grabbed her left hand as she watched. He pulled a gold ring out of a pocket. Her eyes widened as he moved it toward her hand. Dorothy knew what it was. Obedience Ring. She’d be his to command if he got that evil item on her finger, so she tried to close her hand into a tight fist.

“No,” she gasped, fingers curling, but not going all the way into a fist.

Scarecrow chuckled as he slipped the talisman onto her ring finger. She felt the magic flow up her arm, up her neck, and into her head. It felt like worms wiggling in her brain for a moment. Only half conscious, she couldn’t defend herself against that insidious magic. Hell, fully conscious she couldn’t fight it off.

Dorothy’s chaotic mind quickly stilled. Her body relaxed, eyes closing.

“Dorothy, listen and obey.”

Her eyes popped open, then cut to Scarecrow’s face. He leered at her.

“Submit to me. You are mine,” he said. “My slave.”

She licked her lips, eyes locked on his face. “I am yours.”

“I am now your master. You must obey me in all things.”

“I obey, Master.”

“Kneel.”

Dorothy pushed herself up to all fours, turned toward him, and then sat back on her legs. She remembered her previous times with him, remembering what he wanted and expected of her. So Dorothy spread her knees wide to give him a good view of her pussy. She sat up straight, back slightly bowed, hands resting on her bare thighs, and boobs thrust out.

“Master, how may I please you?”

He reached out with desire on his canvas face. He cupped her chin, lifting her face. His thumb slid across her lower lip. She dropped her jaw, her lips parting. Scarecrow leered more intently, pushing his thumb into her open mouth. Dorothy sealed her lips around that gloved digit, and started sucking. But then he slanted a look back at the Silver Boots.

“It’s a shame only women can wear the Silver Shoes,” he said, every word dripping with desire. Then he glanced down at his booted feet. “But am I really a man? I’m a magically animated scarecrow. And why do I believe the myth that the Silver Shoes won’t allow a man to wear them?”

Pulling away from her, Scarecrow sat on the floor next to the enchanted boots. He pulled off his left boot, tossed it aside, and picked up the left Silver Boot. The evil scarecrow then tried to shove his toeless, almost formless canvas foot into the boot.

Pop!

Light flashed, and half his foot was gone.

“Aaiiee, stupid magic,” he cried, throwing the boot against the wall. He quickly pulled his boot back on and stood. Lifting a hand, a message bubble appeared. “To Glinda Upland. Dorothy is mine. The Silver Shoes are removed. I will have her drop the city’s shield on your command.”

The bubble vanished through the wall. He turned to Dorothy with a wicked grin.

“We have some time to waste while waiting for her reply,” he said. He leaned in close. “Shall we have a little fun personal time together?”

Dorothy just stared at him. The magic was starting to relent. She was able to think again, and understood what had happened. Understood her predicament, but the magic wouldn’t allow her to do anything about it. She could not fight him, or even hesitate obeying him. Fear gripped her, yet in another way she felt freed from all responsibility. Free to just obey and exist. Free to let Scarecrow make all of her decisions.

“Dorothy, I command you to… Suck my dick.”

Her eyes dropped to his crotch. It was tented, so he really wanted it. Not just a test. Dorothy licked her lips as she leaned over and he moved closer. With Scarecrow’s knees pressed against the side of the bed, Dorothy untied his trousers and let them drop to reveal his humanlike cock. A very long and thick piece of man meat. She paused to admire her beautifully manicured hand wrapped around it, squeezing, stroking.

“Mmm,” she moaned, wrapping her full red lips around the crown.

Bent over like that, she couldn’t look up at his face. Didn’t matter. She knew the look of bliss he was wearing. The demi-human scarecrow loved a good blowjob. Loved head even more. So Dorothy gave him the best head she knew how.

Scarecrow gathered all of her long, lustrous brown hair in one hand, tilted her face so he could watch his cock thrusting in deep, and finally slammed half his length into her hot, wet mouth. She moaned and groaned, sucking for all she was worth. The Empress of Oz was not in a position to enable her to bob on his cock, so Scarecrow started a slow thrusting action. Pushing deeper and deeper until she started to gag and hack. Pushing deeper until he finally pushed through to penetrate her throat.

He stretched her throat painfully. Deeply. He choked and gagged her on that cock, but Dorothy was compelled to continue sucking. Continue obeying and pleasing her master. That’s all that mattered. And then, finally fully sheathed, balls slapping her chin, Dorothy felt his cock twitch. And hot cum flooded her throat.

Pulling back slowly, he shot viscous cum five times. Slathered her tongue. Coated her mouth with it. She pulled off with a pop of the lips, and swallowed three times to get it all down. He released her hair, allowing her to rise up again as she licked her lips.

Dorothy did not ask if she pleased him. She knew that she had. His hands went straight for her tits, squeezing and kneading them a few, before he pushed her to her back atop the bed. Scarecrow then flipped her legs up and back until her feet and knees were pressed to the mattress to either side of her.

Scarecrow grabbed her thighs to hold her in place, and then he thrust down into her sex.

“Ooooh. Master.”

“Like that, did you?”

“Mmm,” she moaned. “Yes.”

“Relax and enjoy, Dorothy,” Scarecrow sneered. “I’m going to fuck you long and hard, making you come a hundred…”

The pink bubble’s arrival ruined his fun,. Scarecrow scowled at it, fully sheathed inside her. She felt his cock deflating.

“I hate that Witch with all my heart,” he said. He locked eyes with her and grinned evilly. “That is if I had a heart.”

He poked the bubble, and Glinda’s voice filled the chamber. “Well done, Scarecrow. We are all in place and ready now. Order Dorothy to drop the city’s shield.”

Dorothy groaned, both from the feel of his still hard cock sliding out of her, leaving her feeling empty, and the thought of what would happen when she dropped the shield. What would happen to her loyal people.

“Come, my pretty pet,” Scarecrow commanded. “Come with me.”

He dragged her off the bed. She barely had time to get her feet beneath her before he rushed her out onto the suite’s large balcony. Hand in her hair, Scarecrow thrust Dorothy forward. Her eyes scanned the country around Emerald City, filled with combating soldiers. The sky above dark with enemy witches. All hovering just outside of the shields. Waiting. Poised to pounce.

“Give the command,” he demanded. “No tricks. I know the spell to disperse as well, but alas, you stole my ability to use magic when you stole my heart.”

Dorothy didn’t need her wand for that. She simply said the Word, “Launitorus!”

Emerald City’s great and mighty magical bubble shield quickly dissipated away. A great cry of fear and despair rose up from the city’s defenders.


Chapter 51

That glowing green bubble over and around Emerald City that taunted her and the Wickeds for so long suddenly faded away. Just vanished. The defenders cried out in despair, while the witches of the Four Countries cried out in victory.

Glinda lifted her wand high, glowing brightest pink. Her voice thundered across the battlefield, all around the city, and through it.

“The shield is gone! Attack! Attack! Attack!”

Thousands of Lesser Witches shot down toward the defensive walls and city beyond. Glinda and the Four Cardinal Witches flew straight at the palace. Seconds after the city’s great ward dropped, the bubble around the palace vanished as well.

Fireballs and some lightning leapt out at the invaders. Their personal shields proved strong for the most part. A few Lesser Witches died, blasted into nothingness. Glinda, with Uma on the carpet closest to her, threw lightning at the witches defending the palace. Trying to defeat the defenders, while not causing too much damage to the palace she hoped to occupy starting that day. Her new Seat of Power.

Glinda looked at the Imperial Suite’s balcony. Empty. Where did Scarecrow take Dorothy?

Probably back to bed. While she wanted to go there at claim the Silver Shoes, and then Dorothy herself, first she had to secure her new throne. The throne she deserved. The Rank and Position she was born to hold — Queen of Oz. Now Empress of Oz.

Glinda threw lightning bolts at the palace defenders at the main entrance, with increasing power.

Ka-boom. Ka-Boom! Ka-BOOM!

Uma veered away, looping around so they could attack from opposite directions, and then a dozen Sa’Kor carpets of witches and soldiers joined in the attack. Glinda and Uma did the most damage, slaying more than half of the defenders, both witches and soldiers. She blasted the shielded doors to splinters with one lightning bolt after another. Then Glinda was the first to fly through and into the palace, as her Sa’Kor followed.

“Uma! Secure the War Room,” she cried, flying straight for the throne room.

The chamber was empty, so Glinda flew up to the dais, hopped off her carpet, and sat upon the Emerald Throne. Her Sa’Kor landed before her and bowed.

“Find Scarecrow and Dorothy. Bring that backbiting little bitch to…”

“Belay that order,” Scarecrow shouted, striding into the throne room.

He looked triumphant, so proud. And well he should. Scarecrow led a very naked Dorothy on leash and collar. She heeled perfectly, clutching the Silver Shoes in her arms. At the moment, they were still thigh boots. Glinda’s eyes went to the gold Obedience Ring on her left hand. The ring she created so Scarecrow could subjugate her completely.

Glinda smiled, tingling inside and out. Everything went exactly as she planned it, proving she was the superior Witch. She was the one destined to rule Oz for a thousand years.

Scarecrow stopped next to the dais and bowed. “Great One, I have captured Empress Dorothy and subjugated her as you commanded. Dorothy Gale is yours to command. Your slave.”

Glinda gave a single nod of acknowledgment, then locked her eyes on Dorothy. The now former empress dropped to her knees, pressed her forehead to the floor, and acknowledged her defeat.

“Glinda Upland, I am yours to command.”

“Perfect. Dorothy, bring me the Silver Shoes,” she purred. “I want you to personally place them on my feet. And make it pretty.”

Glinda cast a spell that made her current boots vanish. Scarecrow dropped the leash. Dorothy clutched the boots to her chest with her left arm, and crawled like that up the five steps of the Imperial Dais. She crawled up to Glinda’s bare feet.

Dorothy placed the enchanted boots on the floor. She took hold of Glinda’s right foot, lifted it, kissed it, and then picked up the right boot. Glinda’s breath caught. She already knew what to expect. Indeed, she missed those boots so much. Their power was heady.

She licked her lips as Dorothy tilted the boot back, guiding it to her toes. Dorothy forced the boot onto her foot, getting it settled in, and then slowly zipped it up to mid-thigh. It felt warm and snug. So comforting. But, she still didn’t feel the talisman’s power.

Glinda waited for Dorothy to lean down and sweetly kiss the toe of that shiny silver boot. Then she picked up the left boot as Glinda lifted her left foot. Again, the vanquished empress guided the boot to her foot, but kissed the bare foot first.

Such a good slavegirl. She remembers what I like and expect.

Dorothy struggled a little more getting the second boot snugly on her foot. Glinda felt the boot’s magic adjusting to her foot size, becoming instantly comfortable. Then Dorothy zipped it up, nice and snug. And that’s when the full power of the Silver Shoes manifested, filling Glinda Upland with unrivaled Power.

Glinda sighed gustily.

“Victory feels so good.”

Dorothy bent over her newly shod feet, and started to kiss, lick, and fondle. That’s when Uma led in Nick, a rope of energy around his neck and connected to her wand. Marshal Picho and his senior generals were herded in after them, all bound and tousled as well. Must’ve been quite a fight. The generals were all bruised and bloody, their uniforms torn. Then other palace officials, ministers, and Courtiers were forced into the Throne Room. They all stared in shock and horror at the scene before them. Their beloved Empress was defeated and groveling at the conquer’s feet.

Jezebelle flew in at that time. She landed next to Glinda. A moment later Wanda came in, followed by Olivia and Diana. While Wanda moved to the opposite side of Glinda, the Good Witches stood beside Scarecrow.

“Dorothy Gale, kneel before me.”

Dorothy obeyed, sitting back on her legs, back bowed, hands on her thighs.

“Transfer your title to me now.”

“Yes, Mistress.” She stopped to compose herself. “I, Dorothy Gale-Davis, abdicate the Throne of Oz, and bestow my title of Empress upon Glinda Upland.”

The Land responded immediately. The power of Empress of Oz flowed out of Dorothy and up into Glinda. The new Empress gasped, back bowing, an expression of astonishment on her beautiful face. Then Glinda relaxed, a big smile spread across her face, and she looked out over the chamber.

“I am Glinda, Witch-Empress of Oz!” she declared. “I am First Witch.”

Everyone of the witches, Sa’Kor soldiers, and prisoners of war dropped to their knees and bowed.

Glinda indicated Jezebelle and Wanda.

“Wanda Darquehart is now Queen of Winkie and Gillikin,” she said. “Jezebelle Silvermane is Queen of Munchkin and Quadling. Together, we are the ruling Triumvirate of Oz.”


Chapter 52

Dorothy was forced to kiss and lick first Jezebelle’s boots, then Wanda’s.

“Scarecrow, did you bring Dorothy’s wand?” Glinda asked.

He reached into his trousers, and pulled the foot-long piece of wood out.

“Dorothy, crawl to Scarecrow, and then bring me your wand in your teeth.”

The vanquished empress never hesitated, though her face burned red. She crawled down the five steps, acutely aware that everyone’s eyes were locked on her. She crawled up to her captor, glancing at Diana and Olivia. Both Good Witches stared down at her with blank faces. She wondered what they thought, how they felt. Then she rose up on her knees, face tilted up to Scarecrow. He leered down at her, and then placed the wand in her mouth, across her teeth that she clamped down on.

I feel like a dog fetching a stick.

Didn’t matter how she felt. Dorothy dropped to all fours, turned back up the dais, and crawled to her mistress. She knelt, lifted her chin, and offered the wand to Glinda. That evil Witch smirked as she took it away. Then she casually passed it over to Wanda.

“Sister, would you like to do the honors?”

“Thank you, Sister. It will be my great pleasure,” Wanda said, glaring down at Dorothy.

Wanda held Dorothy’s wand in her left hand, and then she started stroking it end to end with her own wand. The Wicked Witch of the West spoke a spell. Dorothy felt power surge up from the junction of ley lines below the palace. And then…

Ka-BOOM!

Dorothy’s wand was consumed in a thunderclap of hellfire. Vaporized. Gone forever.

“Don’t fret, Dorothy,” Wanda sneered. “You aren’t going to need that wand for the rest of your immortal life.”

“Immortal?”

She had forgotten about that. Before, she felt uncomfortable with the idea of immortality. What did that do to her soul? But now it had become even more sinister. Now she faced an eternity as a slave.

“Of course,” Glinda said. “All Cardinal Witches are immortal. We stop aging when the Land Elevates up, and you joined out ranks when you were elevated to Empress. And losing your exalted station doesn’t take that away. Just like me, Wanda, Jez, Olivia, Diana, and Locasta, you will not die.”

“At least you won’t die of old age,” Wanda said. “Nothing says we can’t execute you.”

Dorothy nodded. She knew that Cardinal Witches were virtually immortal. Even knew she’d stopped aging so was virtually immortal. Though, she’d hoped that that immortality ended when she was usurped.

I should’ve figure it out when Glinda lost her Cardinal position and remained immortal.

“Dorothy Gale, from Empress to forever slavegirl,” Jezebelle said. “Seems the perfect fate for her.”

“I agree, Sister,” Glinda said. She sat up straighter, eyes dropping to the Good Witches. “Olivia. Diana. Strip and crawl up to us. Go to your respective mistresses.”

The Good Witches touched wands to heads, all of their clothes vanishing. They dropped to all fours and crawled up atop the dais. Splitting, Diana went to Jezebelle and Olivia crawled up to Wanda. As one, they lowered their lips to the Wicked Witches’ booted feet and started kissing and licking. Without prompting. Glinda arched a brow at Dorothy, making her breath catch.

Moving to all fours again, Dorothy started kissing and licking boot. Glinda had her work all the way up those bright, shiny thigh boots, and then continue up her satiny smooth thighs. Dorothy kissed, nuzzled, and nibbled Glinda’s sensitive thighs, making the Witch-Empress of Oz jump and jolt. Her mistress pulled her skirt apart to reveal her uncovered pussy. Her glistening wet folds completely bare and smooth.

“Mmmmm,” Olivia moaned beside her.

Dorothy cut her eyes over to find Olivia kneeling. Wanda straddled her face as the Good Witch ate her out with some enthusiasm. Olivia stroked Wanda’s thighs, before she reached up and back to drag long nails across silky smooth butt cheeks. The Wicked Witch’s eyes closed, a low groan of pleasure bubbling up.

Diana knelt to Dorothy’s other side, her face also straddled by a Wicked Witch. Both of them were moaning and groaning. Then Dorothy looked up at Glinda, who smirked back at her.

“Yes, my pretty, our victory is absolute. There is no one left to save you from your fate. Eat me.”

The magic hit her hard, forcing Dorothy to obey. Her lips parted, tongue peeking out as she moved her face toward Glinda’s inviting pussy. The Witch-Empress spread her legs wider, allowing Dorothy unhindered access. She gave Glinda’s slick folds a long, firm lick right off, and then ground her nose and face all into that wet pussy. Just the way Glinda liked it.

Dorothy forced her tongue between Glinda’s folds, spreading them open to get at her drenched slit. So much pre-cum. The slavegirl lapped hungrily at those girl-juices. She found herself moaning and groaning as loudly as Olivia. And then she attacked Glinda’s clit, sucking on it so hard. Nibbling all around it. She remembered what her mistress liked, and all she wanted to do was make it the best ever.

Digging her nails into Glinda’s thigh, she concentrated on that clit. Made it as intense as she could, and was quickly rewarded for her efforts with the Witch-Empress’s climax.

“Yes. Yessss,” Glinda cried. “You are so good, Dorothy. I truly missed you after you escaped.”

Dorothy had to continue eating pussy until first Jezebelle, and then Wanda, climaxed. Then Dorothy and the Good Witches were commanded to kneel in line before the Triumvirate.

Glinda stood, picked up the end of Dorothy’s leash, and waited for her Sister Witches to leash and collar the Good Witches. Then Glinda led the way, with Dorothy heeling. Wanda and Diana followed side-by-side with their leashed Witches.

Dorothy and the Good Witches were led all through the palace, for the staff and Courtiers to see. Then Glinda led them all out of the palace to parade their prisoners through the streets. To show off and proclaimed their absolute victory.


Chapter 53

Glinda placed Dorothy’s green Witch’s hat on her own head, giving it a sassy tilt. She paused to admire the golden “crown” hat band. As Empress of Oz, everyone expected her to wear green. Head to toe green. Not going to happen. The hat was her one nod to that expectation.

She’d mostly stopped wearing a Witch’s Hat after losing her position as Good Witch. Witch-Empress of Oz was a position she felt needed a hat, at least for official events and functions. And it was the one month anniversary of her conquest of Oz, and both Wickeds were in town for the first official meeting of the Great Triumvirate. The Empress and her two Queens.

Does the hat’s shade of green clash with my outfit?

Her eyes dropped down the full-length mirror. Her body was beautifully displayed in a strapless corset gown, the corset white with pink fasteners up the front and piping. The long silk skirt was a pale pink, slit dramatically up her left leg. Her eyes settled on the silver stiletto pumps. The near mythical Silver Shoes. Hers. All hers again and forever.

No, it’s fine. Not my favorite look, but the Green will grow on me, I hope.

Glinda’s eyes cut to the side. Dorothy knelt there in nothing but a silvery obedience collar and silver thigh boots to mock her. Her long brown hair was parted and tied off into pigtails with blue ribbons. She was further bejeweled with a dangly diamond and emerald belly ring, silver bangles, and large silver hoops.

The door opened and Uma slipped inside. She looked winded and tousled.

“You’re late. Where have you been?”

Uma flushed bright red. “I’m sorry. Wanda just released me.”

She’d seen the Wicked Witch trying so hard to seduce Uma the previous night. Uma was strong, so she never believed that her Chief Witch would succumb to Wanda’s desires. Of course, Wanda’s chief desire was to drive a wedge between Glinda and Uma, if not recruit Uma as her own agent.

Glinda whirled around. “What about Wanda? What did she do to force you into her bed?”

Again, Uma flushed and couldn’t look at her mistress. “I… I might’ve had too much to drink last night. And you know how hungry I get for cock when I’m drunk, and you gave Nick Chopper to Wanda for the night.”

“So you willingly gave yourself to Wanda?”

“Yes.”

She couldn’t breathe for a moment.

“And?”

“It was pretty good,” Sa’Kor Chief Witch said, shrugging. “You taught me the joy of submission, and Wanda truly dominates. But mostly she controlled me with Olivia and Nick. I got all the cock my drunken brain desired, and then some.”

Glinda stared at her a moment longer. She studied every piece of jewelry Uma wore. Everything looked like her usual adornments. Nothing new. But was Uma compromised now? Was it time to name a new Chief Witch and sent Uma to either General Kahlan or General Alizan?

Considering the circumstances, she might make a good mole in Wanda’s Palace, she thought. More likely in Wanda’s bed.

“Interesting,” Glinda muttered. She headed for the door. “Attend me!”

Dorothy jumped to her feet and hurried after her. Uma waited to ensure the slave was moving before she followed as well. Glinda led them to a green flying carpet outside of her suite. Designs were worked with white, red, and pink threads. She felt the connection the second she stepped atop it. Dorothy knelt behind her, with Uma in the rear.

Lifting a foot above the floor, the Witch-Empress pushed the carpet toward the Throne Room at a leisurely pace. She wanted to give the Courtiers, visitors, and staff plenty of time to see the former empress as her obedient slavegirl. They flew all the way to the base of the dais.

Her ministers and generals waited patiently. Many were Scarecrow’s choices as well. Unfortunately, more than half of Dorothy’s military officers raced up to Lion’s kingdom when she conquered Oz. Indeed, quite a few of the Ozian, Gillikin, and Quadling troops also joined Lion and his beastmen.

We shall deal with them in time.

Glinda barely had time to settle onto the throne, with Dorothy kneeling to one side and Uma standing to the other, when Jezebelle entered to much fanfare. She strode in confidently, arrogantly. She was decked out in shades of blue, but missing her white wings. Diana on a long leash. Her other slavegirl was Emeraude, Dorothy’s Chief Witch.

“Greetings, Sister,” Jezebelle called. “Another beautiful day in the Empire, despite there being five hundred feet of snow outside.”

Glinda smiled. Jezebelle’s capital was in the south of her Country, where it rarely snowed. Being from the far southwest of Quadling Country, Glinda understood and agreed with her hate of the cold and snow.

“It does look quite nice,” Glinda said.

“There is that,” Jez said, not sounding convinced.

“Why no wings, Sister? Did you run out of your golden pears?”

“I did,” she said. “I had stored enough for the winter, but one of the last Quadling witch raids destroyed them. So I won’t have more until Summer comes.”

“Pity, Sister, I’ve come to really love your wings.”

She didn’t. They looked ridiculous, but Jezebelle beamed with pleasure. It was enough that Jez loved them.

Wanda strutted in at that moment, with Olivia, Locasta, and Nick in tow. In all black as usual, though Wanda’s outfit looked more like something a Sa’Kor would wear. Was that for Uma? In fact, it looked remarkably like Uma’s Sa’Kor leathers. Her Chief Witch sucked in a sharp breath, so Wanda was at least partially successful in getting to her.

Nick Chopper, a golden obedience collar around his neck, followed her. Completely nude. He shone like polished silver. Seeing his flaccid, yet still quite large, penis reminded her where Uma spent the night. But she did rather like the blank expression on his face. It was good to see his cocky arrogance vanquished forever.

Glinda turned her attention to the Good Witches. Both were sexed up for Court. Olivia wore a purple leather teddy, over the elbow gloves, and thigh boots. Diana was in lacy red bustier, the tiniest triangle of panties, and red stiletto pumps. Neither Good Witch was allowed to wear her Witch’s hat. But both Wicked Witches came wearing theirs, with the silver crowns instead of hat bands.

Locasta wore the same skimpy outfit as Olivia. Glinda gave her to Wanda, so she could own the Cardinal Witch of her youth when she grew up in Gillikin. Wanda appreciated things like that.

“All hail Queens Jezebelle and Wanda,” Glinda called.

The Court rendered honor, “Hail to the Empress and Queens of Oz! Hail to the Great Triumvirate!”

“Sisters, please join me.”

Wanda and Jezebelle ascended the dais, taking thrones to Glinda’s left and right. Their slaves and Good Witches stood behind them.

“We celebrate one month of rule,” Glinda said to all. “And we meet to discuss the affairs of state. Specifically, what we need to do to repair the damage wrought in war so the people can thrive. Mostly, though, we must help the great manors and farmers so they can plant this Spring and deliver a good harvest next Autumn.”

“I disagree, Sister,” Wanda said. “We must turn all of our armies against Lion and his rag-tag army of traitors.”

“Food is more important than vengeance,” Glinda said.

“Says you. My Country is undamaged. We have plenty of food.”

“Good for you, Sister. But Oz is devastated,” Glinda said, eyes narrowing. “I will not go to war with Lion until my Country has been restored. My people will not starve so you can enjoy vengeance.”

“Jez, you decide,” Wanda said. “Shall we destroy Lion? Or bow to Glinda and save her precious people from starvation. I say let them starve!”

Jezebelle’s eyes widened. “Well… As much as I’d love to crush Lion and his kingdom, reclaim my lands, and watch him groveling at my feet,” she said. “I have to agree with Glinda.”

“What? You chose her over me?”

“No, I recognize she is correct. Lion isn’t going anywhere. He’s surrounded, trapped. Therefore, time is on our side. We can restore all the war ravaged lands, and a large portion of my Country is destroyed, too, so I need to take time to help my people.”

“Two to one, it is decided,” Glinda said, smirking at Wanda. “Next order of business…”


Chapter 54

The Emerald Palace was decorated for the Spring Equinox. Every new season had its celebration. There weren’t many other “national” holidays in the year, but lots of local holidays, feasts, and celebrations. It was also a reminder for the girl from Kansas that Oz didn’t divide the year up in months, but in seasons.

Though it was the first night of Spring, Emerald City and all of the country north of them was still covered in snow. The spring melt hadn’t occurred yet, but there had been a noticeable rise in temperatures.

Dorothy knelt in the corridor, between the Throne Room and the banquet hall. She’d been there for many hours. Waiting. Dreading what was about to happen. Glinda hadn’t kept it a secret from her, or anyone.

She bit her lip when Glinda, Wanda, and Jezebelle came out into the corridor, glanced at her with wicked smiles, and strolled by her. She dropped her eyes until they were well past. The attendees started filing out after them, all following the Wickeds to the Throne Room. Heart hammering, she closed her eyes and prayed for strength. The last ninety-one days had been hard enough, but it was about to get even worse. While Glinda loved to use and abuse her with sadomasochistic sex and bondage, as did Jezebelle and Wanda, it was different with Scarecrow. He was just cruel and insanely insatiable.

A few minutes later, “Attend me, slave.”

Dorothy looked up at the Courtier. He leered down at her as he pulled out his cock. She never hesitated, wrapping a hand around the base and guiding it to her mouth. Dorothy’s collar compelled her. She never even thought about it. The magic drove her actions now.

“Mmmm,” she moaned, glossy red lips wrapped around his crown.

Dorothy gave the minor nobleman head. She was good, and he was too excited. It was over in just a few minutes, her tongue slathered with his seed. The slavegirl tilted her head up, opened her mouth, and stuck out her tongue so he could see. The Courtier smiled and nodded, so she swallowed it. Then she licked him clean, before sitting back and licking her lips.

He grinned down at her. “Good girl, Dorothy. Now, come with me. The Great Triumvirate wishes to see you.”

She rose gracefully, pausing to smooth down her skimpy outfit: Royal Green halter minidress. The skirt was barely long enough to cover her sex, with slits (really cutouts) on both sides up to her waist. Silver lace-up ankle boots adorned her feet. Glinda wouldn’t let her wear anything but silver footwear. Just to taunt her.

Red lips. Red nails. Even the ribbons in her hair were red.

I’m just a pretty little present to unwrap.

Dorothy’s breath caught when she spotted the entry into the throne room. Ten tall, shapely Sa’Kor soldiers guarded it now. Indeed, the entire Palace Guard had been replaced by Sa’Kor in their tight black leather.

Her eyes cut across the vast foyer. The huge double doors to outside were closed at the moment. They were so big and heavy that she’d struggle to open them for so long the guards would easily capture her. If her collar would even allow her to try. But the fact she could even contemplate escape showed how cruelly Glinda treated her. The magic shouldn’t even allow her to think about escape.

Everyone in the corridor stopped and stared at her. A deathly silence fell, so that the only sound was the tapping of her footsteps. Dorothy avoided looking above anyone’s waist, because everyone in Glinda’s Court despised her. They were fully the Wickeds’ followers, one and all, watching her every move with wicked glee.

The Throne Room doors were open wide. Dorothy stepped through them into more silent, staring Courtiers. Except in that chamber everyone had looks of wicked expectations. Her breath caught. Heart starting to thunder in her ears. The slavegirl moved slowly but surely up the open path to the thrones. Glinda, Wanda, and Jezebelle sat there waiting, smirks on their faces. Nick stood naked behind Wanda. Scarecrow stood behind Glinda. And Emeraude stood behind Jezebelle. The Good Witches stood at the base of the dais, waiting for Dorothy.

Olivia waited until she was halfway to the dais before giving the command, “Crawl.”

Dorothy dropped to all fours and continued forward. She heard cruel snickers and giggles.

“Your Highnesses,” Diana called. “The vanquished, debased, and debauched former Empress of Oz, Dorothy Gale, is presented for your pleasure.”

Stopping just short of the first step, between the Good Witches, Dorothy sat back on her legs, spread her knees as wide as she could, and bowed her back to thrust out her boobs. With hands gripping her tall stiletto heels, she lifted her chin to expose her vulnerable throat, but kept her eyes downcast as befitting a lowly slave.

“Mistresses, I am yours to command. My life is yours.”

Glinda stood and took one step forward. She signaled Scarecrow, who hurried to kneel before her. Dorothy noticed how excited he looked. Yeah, he knew. His wildest, wickedest desire was about to come true.

“Scarecrow, you served us well by capturing Empress Dorothy, subjugating her, and delivering her and the city to us to end the war,” Glinda said. “In that one fell stroke you decapitated the Ozian Empire and handed us the ultimate victory. For that, I am rewarding you Dorothy Gale as your personal slave for the entire Spring Season.”

“Thank you, Glinda, Witch-Empress of Oz,” he said. “I am your humble servant.”

Glinda’s eyes turned to Dorothy. The slavegirl felt the connection between them, Mistress and slave. Owner and the owned. Her property to do with as she pleased.

“Dorothy, my prettiest pet,” Glinda purred. “I am giving you to Scarecrow for the Spring Season. You will serve and obey him as you serve and obey me. Understand?”

The collar sent warmth through her. New orders. She was compelled to obey.

“Yes, Beloved Mistress,” she said. “I hear and obey. Scarecrow is my master until I am returned to you this Summer.”

“Scarecrow, you may take your slave now.”

Dorothy watched Scarecrow leap to his feet, and then hurry down to her. Nick’s eyes narrowed. She felt a tingle of joy to see her beloved still cared. Like her, he was magically compelled to serve Wanda without hesitation. But like her he railed against his unfair bondage.

At least Lion is still free.

Scarecrow stopped to her left. She had to turn to face him. He arched a brow at her. Dorothy grimaced, even as her hands rose up to unfasten his trousers. A moment later his erect cock was sticking in her face. The glans bobbed inches from her lips, a clear bead of pre-cum forming out of the pisshole. She licked her lips, cut her eyes up to his, and slowly leaned in as her tongue came out to pluck that bead off.

“Mmm,” she moaned, just to please him. “How may this slavegirl please you… Master.”

Scarecrow trembled. She knew that last comment would strike bone within his depraved soul. He loved to own, dominate, and debase women more than anything. She mourned the loss of the beautiful, innocent, and truly good soul he had before evil took him.

Do monsters have souls?

He wasn’t always a monster, but he was never human, either. Scarecrow was, had always been, a magically animated scarecrow. She struggled to believe a magical construct could have a soul. Yet, he was sentient. Didn’t that require a soul?

He palmed the back of her head, pushed his cock into her mouth, and started pumping in and out. Pushing a little deeper with every thrust. She stared up at his face, watching bliss slowly spread across it, his flaming eyes closed as he groaned.

A murmur of pleasure came to her from the watchers. Dorothy closed her eyes and allowed the magic to drag her along, but after a moment she felt her mind and body changing. Soon, she was moaning and groaning with pleasure. Her body tingled inside and out. Her pussy throbbed with achy need. Was it the magic compelling her reaction? Or were they turning her into the horny, loving slave they desired?

How long before I’m as obsessed with kinky sex as my mistress?

Scarecrow surprised her by pulling out of her mouth. He moved around behind her, yanked her nether closure aside, and thrust up into her. Dorothy cried out, eyes huge, an incredulous expression on her face. The Courtiers laughed and shouted out jeers. Scarecrow grabbed a fistful of hair, yanked her head back, and swatted her butt.

“I’m going to ride Dorothy day and night, for the entire season!”


Chapter 55

“Bark, dog,” the Sa’Kor snarl. Thwack! Thwack! “Bark, you little whore dog.”

“Arf! Arf! Arf!” Dorothy crawled and groveled at that evil woman’s feet, afraid to even look up at her face, terrified to look at her riding crop. “Arf! Arf!”

Thwack!

The agony of those strikes were the only thing more insane than master.

Scarecrow giggled. So aroused with cruel lust and desire. The two Sa’Kor, the bodyguards Glinda gave him, paced around in their tight, shiny black leathers. Stilettos clacking. Riding crops cracking across her soft flesh.

“I can’t take it anymore,” Sofia growled. “Scarecrow, please. Let me have her now.”

“Ha, you Sa’Kor are just as much whores as Dorothy,” he taunted, and then indicated his erection. “Prove it. Earn your right to fuck Dorothy Gale, the once and future Empress…”

Dorothy looked at him. He looked startled by what slipped out.

“Oh. No jinx! I meant to say the once upon a time Empress.”

The two Sa’Kor, Sofia and Vanesse, blonde and redhead, soldier and witch, didn’t seem to notice his slip of the tongue. Or didn’t care. Their full attention and lust was focused on the slavegirl. So far, Scarecrow had allowed them to do anything they wanted with and to her every day. He really loved watching women together.

Dorothy paused to lower her forehead to the cold tile floor. She felt her exhaustion in her bones. Her naked flesh was crisscrossed with angry red welts. Sofia had pushed a butt-plug up inside her, with a long brown tail of human hair. Vanesse put the most painful nipple clamps on her sensitive buds. And they’d forced a string of balls into her vagina an hour back.

And now they wanted her to crawl around like a dog and bark.

Vanesse grabbed the butt-plug, twisting it as Sofia dropped to her knees between Scarecrow’s legs. The blonde Sa’Kor never hesitated in wrapping her lips around his cock. Sofia gave him intense head, while staring into his flaming eyes.

Are Sofia and Vanesse really as obsessed with Scarecrow as much as they act?

If so, then Glinda would not be happy to discover he broke and corrupted another pair of her Sa’Kor. In the two months of her slavery to Scarecrow, he’d turned three pair’s first loyalty from Glinda to himself. Dorothy watched him do it, mostly by getting them involved with doing the nastiest, kinkiest things with first her, and then himself. Scarecrow broke everyone of them with sadomasochistic and bondage sex.

“Mmmm,” Sofia moaned when he came, but pulled out to come all over her face.

Excited, Sofia crawled over to Dorothy and kissed her with cum-coated lips. Not the first time they played that game. Dorothy groaned, but knew what was expected. She licked Scarecrow’s bitter seed off the Sa’Kor’s face. And then Sofia rolled Dorothy onto her back, pressed up between her legs to scissor her. Vanesse used her wand to cast the spell that left Sofia completely naked. And then the blonde started grinding her pussy against Dorothy’s.

Vanesse squealed with joy, made her own leathers vanish, and sat on Dorothy’s upturned face. Scarecrow giggled and called out suggestions and encouragement.

“Make that cold fish whore feel it,” he said.

Dorothy stiffened. She hated it when he called her a “cold fish.” The collar’s magic made her obey, not enjoy his abuse. That wasn’t enough for him. Scarecrow wanted all women to worship him. Act like he was a god or something.

While she ate out Vanesse, Scarecrow inserted himself into their three-woman scene. He came up behind Vanesse and mounted her ass. Suddenly, Dorothy had both the redhead’s pussy in her mouth, and Scarecrow’s nutsack slapping her across the eyes. And she knew that when he came, his cum would dribbled down on her face.

Just thirty more days of this.

The door opened. Dorothy couldn’t see it, but heard the tapping of high-heeled feet. Multiple people.

“What a pretty scene,” Glinda purred. “Scarecrow’s in heaven with three women.”

“Do you want me to replace Sofia and Vanesse?” Isobel asked.

“Absolutely. Send them back to Upland Castle for mental and emotional reconditioning,” she said. “Scarecrow. The fun has to stop for now. We’re heading up north.”

“What’s up north I care about? Leave me alone to play with my girls.”

“No. I want you with me, and Dorothy as well,” she said. “Now break it up.”

The Sa’Kor quickly disengaged. They moved to the side, shame-faced. Dorothy was able to roll to all fours and finally see their visitors. Glinda stood in hot pink Sa’Kor leathers, with white lacing and piping, and the silver thigh boots. Her long strawberry blonde tresses were pulled back in a thick braid. Uma and Isobel wore their Sa’Kor leathers, also with braided hair. So they looked like they were ready for battle.

Scarecrow grabbed Dorothy’s head, forcing her to suck his cock until he came. To defy Glinda? Sometimes it was just a desire to come.

“Come with me,” Glinda said.

“Take off your clothes and I can make it happen,” he said, wagging his brows.

Glinda tapped his forehead with her wand, making his body spasm crazily. After a moment, Scarecrow collapsed and writhed on the floor shaking like crazy, totally incoherent for a few. Glinda smirked down at him, waiting patiently for him to recover.

“Any defiance left, Scarecrow?”

“No,” he gasped out. “I’m good.”

“Do you want me to remove Dorothy’s butt-plug and nipple clamps?” Uma asked.

“No. But,” Glinda leaned over, reached between Dorothy’s legs, and grabbed the string coming out of her pussy. Then she slowly pulled the balls out, one by one. “Having fun, Dorothy?”

“Yes!” she cried, eyes rolled up and back bowed as the intensity increased until her insides exploded when the last ball was forced out her tight opening. “Ooooooh, yes. Yes.”

“Scarecrow, attend me with your slave.”

Glinda stood straight and waited, flanked by Uma and Isobel. Scarecrow sorted himself out, rising up on unsteady feet. He recovered quickly after that. He snapped a leash on Dorothy’s collar, dragged her to her feet, and stepped closer to Glinda. Everyone reached out and touch, and Glinda transported them with the Silver Shoes.

In the blink of an eye Dorothy found herself in an open field. It was on the cool side, but she guessed upper 60s. Oz didn’t have any thermometers. At least none she’d found. Ozians she’d spoken to about it thought the idea of measuring temperature was odd at best. Why bother, it doesn’t change anything?

It was hard to argue with that logic, but deep down she knew they had to be wrong. Knowing the actual temperature had to be a good thing. Temperatures were described as hot, warm, cold, and freezing.

Forest surrounded the field, which was quickly filling as soldiers erected six pavilions in a circle, and countless squad tents outside the circle. Not a full army, but like a headquarters encampment. The pavilions were purple, yellow, blue and red. And Glinda’s, which was pink and green striped.

Turning to the north, her breath caught. “Deathknight’s Castle.”

“That’s right. Lion is up there defying us,” Glinda said. “He’s started to raid Munchkin, Gillikin, and Ozian territories. It’s now prudent to deal with him once and for all.”

Dorothy’s eyes caught the glint of steel in the sunlight next to the road leading up to the castle. Her jaw dropped. It was Nick. Glinda had him stretched out spread-eagle, naked, between two tall poles and facing Lion’s Country.

“You noticed our little show for Lion,” Uma said. She stroked Dorothy’s hair. “See the space to his right and between two poles? That’s where we’re about to display you.”

“If they use their catapults or throw javelins or arrows at us…” Isobel said. “Guess who they will slaughter first?”

“You are going to be the protector again, Dorothy,” Glinda said. “Protecting us from attack.”

Scarecrow barked a laugh. Finally, something so cruel he could get into it. Dorothy was half-dragged straight over to Nick.

“Hello, old friend,” Scarecrow called. “I know I can always find you hanging out at a battle site.”

Nick just glared down at him. Not engaging with Scarecrow was the most cutting comeback against that evil being of rage and darkness. In frustration, Dorothy’s master roughed her up as he bound her wrists and ankles in long ropes. Then she was positioned in the exact center, before soldiers started pulling the ropes up through pulleys. Dorothy cried out in pain and terror as she was lifted ten feet off the ground, suspended spread-eagle. A naked banner. There to taunt Lion.

A great, angry roar came down from the castle. A moment later, hundreds of flying carpets rose up and attacked the combined forces of the Wickeds. Glinda’s pavilion was destroyed right away by three lightning bolts. Even more Sa’Kor, Gillikin, Munchkin, and Quadling witches lifted up to engage the Kingdom of Beastmen’s attacking witches.

Dorothy saw Glinda and all four Cardinals rise up and join the fight. They were pushing Lion’s witches back, back back, when a great cry rose up from the defenders. A moment later five flying galleys came bearing down on Glinda’s army of Lesser Witches. Two tall ships joined them a few moments later.

Glinda, Wanda, and Diana attacked King of the Sky with the full fury of their power. The ship’s bubble shield grew dark, dark, dark green, but never burst. Never collapsed. Never faded away.

“Their shields are holding!” Dorothy cried joyfully.

She could feel the enormous amount of energy flowing up from the ley lines below. She realized that they had reached the maximum amount of energy the line had to give, so everyone’s power was limited. The castle and those ships drained most of the power of the ley lines, with the Cardinals taking up so much more. The Wickeds’ Lesser Witches began to suffer when the witches fighting on the ships started striking them down. The Lesser Witches’ weakened shields were no protection now.

Glinda was forced to order the retreat. Soldiers pulled Dorothy and Nick down, rushing them to carpets and flying them away as beastmen came charging out of the forest. Then the soldiers that deserted from Oz and the Good Witches followed them.

“Ozzie Ozzie Ozzie!” Dorothy cried as she was whisked away.


Chapter 56

“Who invented those stupid flying ships?” Wanda demanded.

Glinda cut her eyes at Dorothy. Wanda turned to glare at the enslaved former empress. Dorothy pressed back against Scarecrow. They were all reclining on pillows atop pelts and blankets around a fire. She guessed five miles south of the previous headquarters campsite. None of their pavilions survived, so even the Cardinals were going to sleep in squad tents that night.

“Why didn’t your spies warn us,” Jezebelle asked Glinda.

“Lion and Marshal Robs Coronet have successfully hunted down and eliminated all of my spies,” Glinda said. Wanda and Jezebelle scowled at her. “Don’t look at me like that. Neither of you have spies within Lion’s kingdom.”

“That attack does have my former Marshal’s hand written all over it,” Olivia said. “He excels at coming up with new and innovative ways to conduct raids and battles.”

Scarecrow’s left hand started squeezing Dorothy’s left boob again, his thumb strumming her pebbled nipple. Yeah, it was sending insane jolts of pleasure spiraling deep into her loins. At the same time, his other hand was rubbing slow circles around her slick folds down there. A soft groan bubbled up, though she tried so hard to contain it. Then her hips thrust of their own accord, grinding her pussy against his hand.

I hate my body sometimes.

Glinda and Uma slanted amused smirks at her. The others were too involved with their discussion to notice. At least she hoped so. Unfortunately, Scarecrow had already rubbed her to climax four times since they’d all gathered around the fire. And it wasn’t just her getting used so casually. Both Olivia and Diana had been ordered to give their mistresses pleasure. And Glinda ordered Nick to go around and eat out each of the Cardinal Witches, along with Uma and Isobel. Then Nick had to bang the Witch-Empress in an impressive sex scene that left everyone breathless.

How are such sex-obsessed, debauched creatures the victors? How did the good people of this world lose to these degenerates?

“Are you happy, Dorothy?” Scarecrow asked.

“No,” she said, without thought. Didn’t need to think about it. She was miserable. The magic of an obedience collar could make her happy, joyful, horny, hateful, anything. That collar just forced her obedience. Nothing more. Since the Wickeds wanted her to be miserable, it seemed perfect.

“Liar,” Scarecrow snarled, crushing her boob. “We can see how you respond, Dorothy.”

Why does it bother him so much?

“Are you unsatisfied with her?” Glinda asked. “I’ll take her back early if you are.”

“She’s mine! You promised her to me until the Summer Solstice.”

“Calm down. I was just asking. You seem unsatisfied with her,” Glinda said, chuckling.

“She has no passion,” he said. “Change her spell. Make her passionate. Make her want to be with me, want to please me with all of her heart.”

“No,” Glinda said. “This is not about your feelings, but punishing her. I don’t want her to enjoy herself. I want to demonstrate my absolute power over her.”

Dorothy held her tongue. Anything she said would bring down the wrath of Glinda. That evil Witch frequently baited her, just so she could punish her. Scarecrow was just as bad, though much more straightforward about it. Sometimes she didn’t see it coming from Glinda.

When Scarecrow seduced and corrupted Glinda, he did an amazing job of it, she thought. Just for that he deserves to die a horrible death.

Glinda laughed. “That expression means she’s daydreaming of the distant past, when I was still a very Good Witch.”

The two Wicked Witches laughed, as did all of their officers and Lesser Witches. Olivia and Diana remained blank-faced. Nick frowned, looking like he had a bad taste in his mouth, as he knelt to Glinda’s right.

“You disgust me,” Scarecrow snarled, rising to his feet. “Come, slave.”

She stood up. And he backhanded her back down.

“I never said you could stand.”

Okay, it’s going to be like that.

Dorothy crawled behind her master as everyone smirked at her. He walked too fast for her to keep up on all fours, so had to stop and cuff her twice before they reached the tents. That first ring of tents went to Glinda, Wanda, and Jezebelle, separated by the tents of their Chief Witches. Uma and Isobel shared a tent between Glinda and Wanda. As far as Dorothy knew, Olivia shared Wanda’s tent and Diana served Jezebelle in hers.

Scarecrow’s tent was part of the second ring, where the senior officers had their tents. His was right behind Glinda’s tent. So he led Dorothy between Glinda’s and Uma’s tents, and into his. He ordered her to close and tie off the entry flaps. That meant they were in for the night.

A single crystal globe provided the light, it’s magic giving it a silvery light. Its light reminded Dorothy of the fluorescent lights of stores and other businesses. He had a field desk and chair, and multiple trunks with clothes and his weapons. One side was a thick pile of pelts, blankets, and pillows for a bed. A bed large enough to entertain many. She smiled when he scowled at it. Glinda had sent Sofia and Vanesse away and didn’t replace them. Now it was just her serving him. And that was the third time in her two months with him that his mistress took away his corrupted bodyguards.

Why does she keep giving him Sa’Kor? He quickly corrupts them.

Sometimes it felt like Scarecrow still had a little control of Glinda. Maybe she served him as all but a slave for so long she struggled to break completely from his chains. Other times Dorothy thought the Witch would incinerate him in her rage. That was the most volatile love-hate relationship she knew. Neither liked the other, but they stayed together. Glinda’s relationship with Wanda was even scarier.

One of these days, maybe not too far in the future, one of them will kill the other. Or worse.

“Dorothy, listen and obey, whore,” he snarled, stripping off his clothes.

She hated it when he stripped down to just a shapeless bodysuit stuffed with straw. How he kept his flesh and blood cock and balls alive was quite beyond her ability to know. Magic could do wonderful things, help all of humanity with things like healing. Yet, it could create monsters like Scarecrow.

“I want you to want me. I want you to love me,” he said, flaming eyes flashing with every sentence. “I want to see and feel your passion.”

Dorothy hesitated. Waited. The magic did nothing. She was not compelled to do any of that. Her emotions remained unaffected. So she sighed, knowing she would suffer the consequences now.

“I cannot,” she said. “The magic doesn’t help me, Master. And I despise you with all my heart and soul. You will have to be satisfied with my obedience and the use of my body any way you wish.”

He lunged forward, slapping her to the bare ground. Only the Cardinal Witches got carpets in their tents. Scarecrow dragged Dorothy to her feet by her hair, just to slap her down again. She tried to crawl away, but he dragged her by the hair to his bed.

“If I can’t have passion then I’ll have terror.”

“More like loathing,” she snapped.

He gave her a sharp look. She cringed back. Why did that hit bone? Did he care what she thought of him? If so, why?

“You show passion when you fuck Glinda. I can tell you enjoy yourself,” he demanded, face inches from hers. “What does she do to make you feel for her?”

“She… She frequently removes my collar and dominates me,” Dorothy stammered. “She humiliates me until my emotions are fired up, and then makes love to me. I… I… I can’t help but…”

“Love her?”

“Yes. No. Maybe,” she said, mind in turmoil.

Glinda knew too well how to drive her crazy. How to pull out any emotion she desired. Then she noticed hope in his canvas face. Was that a tremor? She glanced at the door, then the other side of the tent.

Is he about to…

She listened to the night sounds of the camp. Someone was snoring nearby. Men sang in the middle distance. And the Witches still held Court around the fire, the sound of laughter and giggles reaching that tent. A lot of activity.

Too early.

Yet, Scarecrow had other plans. He grabbed some rope, tying the end of one piece to her left wrist. Then he pulled Dorothy’s wrists together behind her back. He quickly wrapped the rope around her other wrist three times, before releasing it to grab her chin in a viselike grip.

“I’m going to tie you up tight, remove the collar, and make you feel it tonight,” he growled. “You will feel so much. I will drive you out of your mind with pain and pleasure, Dorothy. You will love me as much as you hate me.”

“No! That is not what Glinda wants.”

“To the Abyss with Glinda and what she wants,” he snarled. “Tonight is what I want. My needs. My desires. And your passion.”

“I don’t want that!”

“I know, and that makes it better for me.”

She wasn’t completely bound. Once he secured her wrists with a knot, she’d be helpless to resist anything he wanted from her. But at the moment she still had hope.

“Don’t touch my collar. Do not remove it, you monster. That’s an order.”

Scarecrow cried out. He backhanded her to the ground. Dragged her up, punched her in the belly, and then slapped her back down to the floor. Her right hand came free of the ropes, but she kept her wrists crossed behind her back.

“Leave my collar alone,” she gasped out. “I don’t want passion. I don’t want to love you.”

“Your desires are nothing to me, Dorothy.”

He dropped down upon her, driving a knee into her back. Scarecrow flipped her long hair out of the way, turned the silvery enchanted collar round her neck until the latch appeared. And he released it. She felt the collar fall off her neck, felt the magic flow out of her mind and body. Freed her.

He freed my magic abilities!

Dorothy thought of five spells for Hellfire. She twisted and bucked violently, and then wrapped her legs around Scarecrow. He flinched back, surprised by her aggressive actions. Still not showing any signs of concern. The fool.

“Scarecrow, you fucked up again,” she sneered up at him. Both hands clutched his flanks, where his ribs should be. And she spoke the spell she wanted. “Did you forget again just how good I am at escaping?”

Hellfire burst out of her hands, consuming dry straw in a flash. She directed it up and down his body, and in less than five heartbeats there was nothing but ash floating in the air above her.


Chapter 57

Dorothy rolled to all fours, not breathing as she listened to all the sounds outside the tent. The sounds of the camp. No alarm was shouted. No one heard? After a moment, she felt safe enough to breathe. It took a while to regain her wind. Her heart continued to pound.

Scrambling to the trunks, she opened them all to find her clothes and Scarecrow’s weapons. Her clothes consisted of a single green halter dress with the tiniest of miniskirts. She started to put on the silver ankle boots, but dropped them back into the trunk. Then she buckled a straight sword around her waist and hung a long knife off her right hip.

Dorothy knelt next to the wall of the tent, closest to Glinda’s bed. She waited, listening intently, for hours. Waited until the wee hours of the night for the Wickeds to finally go to bed. That did not bring silence, of course. She heard Uma, Wanda, Glinda all having sex with someone. Wanda was definitely having sex with Olivia. Uma was probably fucking Isobel, but her lover never made any sound Dorothy could hear. As for Glinda, she had a rousing good time with Nick.

Can’t blame her. Nick is very good. So much stamina, she thought. So virile.

He wondered what Nick thought of his sexual slavery. Glinda used him as badly as she used Dorothy. He was just a plaything for her, her Sa’Kor officers, and her Ladies-in-Waiting. They all wanted to ride the legendary steel man. After all Nick was nothing if not a sex-obsessed man. But he wasn’t naturally submissive, either.

She gave them time to fall asleep before she moved. In the wee hours of the night, Dorothy slipped out of Scarecrow’s tent. She lay lengthways in the nightshadows of Glinda’s tent and listened to the guard patrols. Then she slowly, quietly slipped under the canvas walls of the tent and inside.

Dorothy lay there a long time, trying hard to breathe silently, while listening to Glinda’s and Nick’s breathing and movements in bed. Neither snored, and their breathing sounded like they were deep asleep, shifting occasionally for comfort. There was no light inside, but fire and moon light filtered through the canvas. Enough light she could make out the two shapes in bed.

Holding her sword and scabbard so they didn’t rattle, she eased to her feet and stood in a low crouch. That’s when Nick rolled onto his back. Naked. Erection rock hard and sticking straight up. He was awake. Dorothy didn’t know what his reaction would be to a shadowy figure in the tent with them. Did the magic of his collar force him to act like a bodyguard for Glinda? She’d used Lion as a bodyguard and sex slave.

Licking her lips, one hand gripping the scabbard, the other on the hilt, Dorothy took a step closer. Then another and another. Nick stirred, sighed, and rolled over atop Glinda. Dorothy froze. What was he doing? Initiating sex? Really? But she watched him fondling the self-proclaimed Witch-Empress of Oz. Glinda didn’t rebuff him. Instead, she moaned and groaned, wiggling sensuously beneath him. The Witch’s hands stroked and encouraged Nick, even as her long legs wrapped around him.

Dorothy’s jaw dropped when she saw Glinda reach down and guide Nick’s cock straight to her sex, whereupon he thrust into her hard and deep. When Glinda groaned wantonly, it almost pulled an answering moan from Dorothy. Instead, her throat tightened and her loins tingled. Hand tightening around the hilt, her eyes narrowed as she slowly advanced on the fucking couple.

That’s my man you are using, Witch.

Pausing short of the bed, she looked around for the Silver Shoes. Nothing. No clothes whatsoever. Did Glinda use magic to strip? She usually did. But she also didn’t like sleeping in shoes. Dorothy squinted in the dark, studying the passionate couple in bed. And there it was, that faint glint of light off mirror-like silver thigh boots.

I have no choice. I have to kill her.

Dorothy pulled the sword, which produced the faintest of scraping sounds. It was enough. Nick cried out as he rolled off Glinda. In full battlelust. He was indeed Glinda’s magically compelled bodyguard. The Witch cried out, too, so Dorothy lunged at the pale feminine shape in the bed before Glinda could cast a spell. She thrust at that evil Witch’s heart.

And Glinda vanished.

“God dammit,” she cried. Damned boots saved her.

The guards outside the tent cried out, even as Nick rolled to his feet and into a fighting stance. Closer to the door, Dorothy turned to it and thrust her sword as the flaps parted. Her blade penetrated a Sa’Kor belly, before she kicked the soldier in the chest to send her tumbling back into the second Sa’Kor. And then Nick charged her.

“No!” she cried, slashing at his face.

He ducked under her blade and tackled her around the waist. She twisted free when they hit the ground. Screaming in fear and anger, she pounded an elbow across his nose. That stunned him for half a second. Dropping her sword, she scrambled around to his back, wrapped her left arm around his neck, and squeezed. Dorothy’s right hand went straight to the collar. It was gold on Nick, to contrast with his silvery steel skin? Fingers searching, turning the collar around and around his neck, she hung on when he started struggling, bucking, trying to get her off.

“Nick, it’s me. Dorothy,” she gasped into his ear. “I’m trying to help you.”

He just growled. It had to be the magic compelling him to protect the collar. Protect its power and control of him. But then her fingers touched the latch.

“You’re free!” she cried, releasing his neck and pushing away.

Nick froze, the oddest look on his face. That’s when a Sa’Kor soldier pushed through the door flaps. He spun to engage her, pounding a steel fist into her face. The poor woman was laid out flat on her back. Out cold. He immediately twisted her sword out of limp fingers. Dorothy snatched up her blade.

“Let’s get out of here,” she said, rushing past him and through the door flaps. Nick followed her straight to Glinda’s waiting flying carpet. “Yes!”

Dorothy felt the carpet’s connection as soon as she stopped moving. Nick pressed up behind her, wrapping his free arm around her and kissing her ear.

“Thanks, Dorothy,” he said. “What took you so long?”

She slanted a look back and up at him. “You looked like you were having a good time.”

He shrugged. “It wasn’t the worst thing possible.”

Dorothy heard more cries of alarm. Then she heard Wanda shout. So she lifted the carpet up, turned toward Deathknight Castle and shot out of there like a bullet. She stayed low at first, skimming just above the tents, then she called up a message bubble.

“To King Lion. Nick and I have escaped. I request sanctuary.”

They were more than halfway to the castle, with Sa’Kor in pursuit, when his message returned.

“Permission granted, Dorothy!”

Good Lesser Witches came out to swarm around her, driving the Sa’Kor away. Some of the Ozian witches cried out, “Ozzie Ozzie Ozzie!” Soon others picked up the chant as they streaked towards the castle.

Lion was outside waiting in full human form. She hugged him tightly. He and Nick hugged.

“Together again,” she said, feelings of relief and comfort almost overwhelming her. Then she frown. “I regret the loss of our other friend, Scarecrow. Evil consumed him.” She thought back when he was her first friend in Oz. “I killed him tonight. Burned him up completely in Hellfire. May he rest in peace now in the Lands’ loving embrace.”


Chapter 58

King of the Sky floated above Deathknight Castle. Dorothy stood at the bow, with Wilma at her side. Nick and Lion stood behind them. Lesser Witches in green, purple, and red were arrayed around the flag ship and in-between all of the ships of the Fleet.

The enemy was retreating in good order before them. Splitting up into five. Winkies in yellow heading southwest, Gillikin in purple heading back to their Country north and west of Lion’s kingdom. The Munchkin were already out of sight, but the Ozian army pulled out last, minus their commanding general, Scarecrow, and Witch-Empress Glinda. Diana of the South appeared to be in command of her army and the Ozians.

“If only I had my wand,” Dorothy said. “I think we could save at least Diana.”

“Can you create another wand without Olivia and Diana’s help?” Wilma asked.

“Yes,” she said. “But it’ll take some time. I actually dread the ordeal, but it must be done. And soon.”

Once again, she stood with all of her otherworld weapons holstered, strapped to her back, and hanging off her shoulders. She was so glad she had stashed them inside her cable aboard King of the Sky.

Without the Silver Shoes she had no way to return to Kansas for more firearms and ammo for her army, so she really needed her magic. A wand would allow her to channel more energy, so cast stronger spells. The question was, would she still be as strong as a Cardinal Witch? Locasta retained almost all of her power after being dragged down.

“Glinda named herself Witch-Empress and First Witch, so has pulled the maximum amount of magical power and authority to herself,” she said. “And she wears the Silver Shoes, which are like a wand on steroids.”

“What?” Wilma asked. “What’s a steroid?”

“It’s like a vitamin that makes you much stronger,” she said, before realizing Ozians had no idea what that was. “I mean, a potion that makes you very strong.”

“We have the Fleet and our combined armies,” Lion said. “You have time to recover and build your magic wand.”

“And then we can decide what to do next,” Nick said.

“Oh, I already know what I’m going to do,” Dorothy said, eyes narrowing at the retreating Wicked armies. “Once I’m back to full power, I’ll be off to killed the Wickeds.” She leaned forward. “The Wicked Witches of Oz.”

THE END
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