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Wrath of a Wonderfully Wicked Witch
Return to Oz With a Vengeance #2
 
 
            “Lies!” the little Munchkin man screamed. 
            “Your Highness, as you can see he’s as daft as his ugly little donkey,” the wainwright said.
            The four foot all Munchkin bounced up and down in his rage, face beat red. Dorothy had such a hard time taking the merchant JiJi Winkerstank seriously in his blue velvet jacket, pink ruffled shirt, and yellow boots. The red and white vertically striped leggings didn’t help.
            His tall, lean foe, Olly Ollyson, smirked down at him. The Emerald City tradesman acted like he already had Dorothy on his side, and nothing would change that. He, of course, wore head to toe green in an attempt to sway her.
            Dorothy looked at Nick Chopper. “Now I understand why Scarecrow only held Court once a month. They’re driving me crazy.”
            Nick towered over her while she sat upon the Emerald Throne. He stood by Empress Dorothy’s side as her Prime Minister and chief advisor, and looked amazing in his green robes of office. The former Tin Woodman winked at her.
            “Wait until I get you alone and out of that pretty gown,” he whispered. “I’ll drive you crazy in a much better way.”
            A thrill rippled up her back, and Dorothy’s breath whooshed out. “Promises, promises.”
            She turned back to the problem at hand. The merchant accused the wainwright, Olly Ollyson, of knowingly selling him a defective wagon. The wainwright counter-sued the merchant, claiming he failed to pay for the wagon and was in the process of skipping town to avoid that payment.
            Dorothy didn’t need to be a witch to know both were lying their butts off. Yet, she felt woefully inadequate to meting justice so summarily. By Ozian customs, beliefs, and law, as sovereign she was never wrong. Right and wrong could change according to her verdicts.
            She tried so hard to be fair and just, but sometimes neither side was clearly in the right. 
            The Empress of Oz stood, gaining everyone’s attention. During public Court, Dorothy only stood to give her decision. She heard a collected intake of breaths.
            She hesitated with a look of uncertainty for a bare second.
            “JiJi Winkerstank, you were trying to run out on your debt to the wainwright,” Dorothy said. “I rule in favor of Mr. Ollyson. He doesn’t have to pay you a single green penny.”
            Olly barked a victorious laugh. She turned cool eyes down on him.
            “Olly Ollyson, I find that you did indeed knowingly sell the merchant a defective wagon,” she continued. “I rule in favor of Mr. Winkerstank in your case against him. He doesn’t have to pay you another penny.”
            Both petitioners gawked up at her. Dorothy stood atop her raised dais and arched a haughty brow down at them. That was her best royal look, besides being decked out in head to toe green silk and lots of sparking jewels.
            Everyone just stared at her. All she wanted to do was run away, but an Empress had to be the epitome of grace and confidence. So Dorothy stood tall, lifted her chin high, before addressing them.
            “And I’m done for the day,” Dorothy declared. “I’ll see the rest of you next week.”
            Dorothy started down the steps before anyone could object or try to stop her. Nick rushed up to offer his arm and together they swept out of the throne room. A deep sense of relief swept through her.
            “Wow, what a relief,” she whispered. “So, shall we retire to the Imperial bedchamber so you can serve me in a much more fun manner? I do recall a certain promise you made back in the throne room.”
            Anticipation filled her belly with butterflies. She barely noticed the opulence of the marble and tapestries. But she could ignore her gorgeously attired subjects who bowed at her approach. It kind of grated on her Midwestern sensibilities, but they looked so happy doing it.
            “What about Scarecrow?” Nick asked. Despite his falling out with the former Wizard of Oz, Nick remained Scarecrow's staunchest supporter in the Imperial Court. “It was the Black Heart you pulled from his chest that made him evil.”
            “Wow. You know how to kill a girl’s romantic mood.”
            Dorothy wanted to believe it, but Scarecrow still had quite a bit of support among the bureaucracy. It wouldn't be hard for him to mount a successful coup d'état. Even though she felt woefully inadequate to the job, she didn't want to be usurped. Bad things happen to overthrown monarchs. Like getting their heads chopped off. 
            “I'm trying to keep an open mind, Nick,” she said. “But I think it is too early to consider an Imperial Pardon for our old friend. Have you visited him in the dungeon?” He shook his head.” Well, I have. I think he's off his rocker, crazy as a loon. He would be a danger to society, and most of the people are still terrified of him.”
            “Truly? I'd like to speak to him and see for myself,” he said.
            She nodded and veered toward the stairs up into the residential wing, and her bedchamber. Her mind filled with all kinds of naughty, sexy things she would to for him, and that he’d do to her in return. Then Nick tugged her in a different direction.
            “What? You promised to ‘drive me crazy’ after Court.”
            Her mind drifted to more pleasant endeavors. Nick excelled at finding new, naughty ways to thrill her. But he killed her mojo instead.
            “We have a meeting with Marshall Picho in the War Room first,” Nick said. “Then we can enjoy a little tryst.”
            Her heart pounded, throat tight. Lord, how she needed a nooner. But it had to wait. Being Empress was a never ending job. 
            “Oh joy,” she said. “Picho and his generals just want to fight, fight, fight.” They rounded a corner, spotting the War Room door at the end of the corridor. “But our army has no real defense against Cardinal Witches. Wanda, Jezebelle, and Glinda will slaughter us whole scale, and them snatch my sweet round butt up.”
            Dorothy understood she’d barely snatched victory over Scarecrow by the skin of her teeth. Then her enchanted Silver Stilettos vanquished Glinda, sending the powerful Witch far away. She still didn’t understand how the shoes’ magic worked.
            But every Witch in the Lands of Oz wanted her magic shoes. Big mojo going down there. And the Wicked Witches were all willing to kill thousands and thousands to get their hands on her shoes. And get their hands on her.
            “Have any of the Cardinal Witches replied to our summons?”
            Everything would change if even one of the Good Witches accepted her rule. If a Wicked Witch submitted to her rule, it would put enormous pressure on the other to follow suit. As it stood, even the Good Witches seemed to be ignoring her.
            “No,” Nick said. “We haven’t received any replies from any of the four Countries.”
            Dorothy didn’t really think any of the Witches would bend knee to her. She was mundane, after all, with no magical power to back up her army and authority. King Scarecrow didn’t get them to submit until after he proved himself more powerful as a wizard, and as an armed force. He beat them all into submission.
            I’m not in Kansas anymore, she thought. Life was so much simpler on the farm.
            Coming back to Oz allowed her to escape death from old age, but the dire situation left her future in doubt. At the same time, everyone was pushing her into a war she couldn’t possibly win. Even Nick’s eyes lit up at the prospect of war. 
            Armed guards threw the double doors open for her. Dorothy released Nick’s arm and stepped ahead of him. She strode into the War Room like a conquering general, sweeping her baby blues around the room. Picho and his generals bowed. 
            She moved up to her usual spot. The military men all stood around a large magically conjured map of the Ozian Empire. That included the four Countries: Gillikin, Munchkin, Quadling, and Winkie. The Witches ruling those Countries probably didn’t think she actually ruled over them. They were freed of Imperial Rule with Scarecrow’s ouster.
            Picho had a Lesser Wizard, instead of a witch. Wizards were few and far between in Oz, and no one could explain why to Dorothy’s satisfaction. Ozians didn’t question such things, and would just say: The Land wills it so. 
            As soon as Dorothy stepped up to the map, the army wizard started his spells, waving his wand. She watched first the Imperial Grand Army appear, with a miniature Marshall Picho standing tall and defiant in their midst. Then he conjured the Winkie Host with a doll-like figure of Wanda, Wicked Witch of the West rubbing her hands together. Then the Munchkin army appeared, looking more like a rowdy mob of brightly armored and attired nobles. The silver-haired Wicked Witch of the East appeared behind them, wiggling and giggling like an Instagram model back in 21st Century America.
            “Really?” Dorothy asked, giving the wizard a dark look. 
            Jezebelle suddenly struck a haughty pose and remained still. Dorothy cut a glance back at the red-faced wizard, but he ignored her to conjure up Glinda and her host down in the far corner of Quadling Country. Glinda stood in what Dorothy thought of a super hero pose: Chin high, chest out, hands on hips, and legs wide. The Witch looked awful smug.
            “Where are North and South?” she demanded when the wizard stopped.
            “They have not mustered their armies, Your Highness,” Picho said. “They may just sit this one out.”
            “We can’t stand alone against the Wickeds and Glinda. How many times do I have to tell you that?”
            The generals stirred. They didn’t appreciate any comments that diminished their vision of themselves and their army. 
            “I disagree, Your Highness,” Marshall Picho declared, puffing up proudly. “The Imperial Grand Army is the greatest army ever to march into battle. No army can stand against us!”
            Nick opened his mouth to object, but Dorothy silenced him with a touch to the arm. She studied the map a moment, and then walked around to view it from different angles.
            “Am I looking at actual deployments?”
            “Yes, Your Highness,” the wizard said. “Each little soldier represents a brigade.”
            Most of Wanda’s army stood about a day’s march from the border with Oz. The other units all faced that location, and were represented by walking soldiers. So the Wicked Witch was still mustering her host. Meanwhile, Jezebelle’s army of bickering, overly proud nobles was spread halfway across Munchkin. It looked like she was just getting started gathering her feudal-based army.
            “Why am I not surprised to see Glinda’s army already mustered and ready to march?”
            “Well, um, she’s good,” Picho said. 
            “Good?” Nick said. He got a faraway look. “No, Marshall, she’s amazing. And don’t underestimate her.”
            Dorothy regarded Nick a moment. The way he said ‘amazing’ made her wonder exactly about the nature of his and Glinda’s relationship. She had to agree, though, Glinda excelled wonderfully at everything she did. She remained Dorothy’s number one threat.
            “If I’m calculating the numbers correctly,” Dorothy said, gaining everyone’s undivided attention. “Their three armies combined at about two and a half times the size of the Imperial Grand Army defending Emerald City.”
            “Yes,” Nick said.
            “Good. With Emerald City’s powerful protective wards, and those numbers, we might just have a chance,” she said. “It’ll be purely defensive, Marshall Picho.”
            A senior officer stepped into the room, drawing everyone’s attention before the Marshall could object to her defensive strategy.
            “Diana Sweetwater, Good Witch of the South, begs audience with Her Most Serene Highness.”
            Dorothy cringed at being called “Her Most Serene Highness,” but it was still better than the “Imperial Majesty” they originally wanted to call her. And did Cardinal Witches, Good or Wicked, ever really beg for anything? 
            “Wonderful,” Dorothy said. “I will see her now.”
            “In here?” Marshall Picho asked. “She’ll see our deployments and…”
            “I doubt she’d come all this way to declare herself our enemy, Marshall.”
            At least she hoped and prayed so.
            A moment later, an absolutely gorgeous redhead entered the throne room. Diana had an amazing mane of fire-red hair that fell in shimmering waves past her waist. Her emerald eyes locked with Dorothy's baby blues immediately. The Witch wore a splendid, off-the-shoulder gown of brightest red, with a blood-red Cardinal Witch's hat upon her head. She held her all-important wand in her right hand. 
            Each witch created her own wand. Dorothy understood it to be arduous spellcasting. So every witch's wand looked similar, yet different/unique. Diana's wand was made of intricately carved grape vine, with a large ruby capping the thickest end. It reminded Dorothy that Quadling Country was renowned for their fine wines. 
            “Greetings, Empress Dorothy,” Diana said, with a brief nod. 
            She didn't bow or curtsy. Dorothy noticed Nick and others stiffened, taking offense. So she spoke up before someone said the wrong thing. 
            “Thank you for coming, Diana,” she said. “A visit by a Good Witch is always welcome, and we have much to discuss. Glinda and the Wickeds are arming for war.”
            The Good Witch walked up to the map and frowned at it a moment. 
            “Did you invite Olivia?” Diana asked. “My army is not that large. Without Olivia's Gillikins we cannot hope to prevail.”
            “She did, sister,” Olivia called as she strode into the vast chamber. 
            “Olivia Moonstruck, Good Witch of the North, begs…”
            “Yeah, yeah, I'm already inside, my good man,” Olivia spoke over him. She strode purposely towards Dorothy and Diana. “Hello, Empress Dorothy. I must admit, I was worried when I heard you'd returned, but you seem to be a good person. I truly hope it is so.”
            Like Diana, and Cardinal Witches in general, Olivia looked quite youthful. She was an exotic beauty, with long, very dark hair and brown eyes. Her complexion was a little darker, and her features strongly reminded Dorothy of a Eurasian. She wore multiple shades of purple, and carried an ivory wand. And like Diana, she wore a Cardinal Witch's hat: purple with a lavender band. 
            “Welcome, Olivia,” Dorothy said. “Please, join me. We have much to discuss.”
            Dorothy hugged first Diana, and then Olivia. She noticed that act surprised them. And their smiles became warmer afterwards. 
            “First things first,” Dorothy said. “We need to level the playing field a little.” That confused the two Witches. “My predecessor named Wanda First Witch of the Witches Council. I understand that took magical power away from Glinda and gave it to Wanda.”
            “Yes. Wanda is now the most powerful witch in Oz, but only by a tiny bit. Glinda is naturally very powerful.”
            “What if I named one of you as First Witch?”
            “Wow,” Diana said. “That would definitely change the power dynamics.” She glanced at Olivia. “My sister here would be the logical choice, and being named First Witch would lift her to near Glinda's level.”
            Dorothy looked at Diana. She didn’t know why it surprised her when a Good Witch proved herself honest and selfless. 
            “True. Glinda is naturally the most powerful Witch, followed closely by Wanda. I'm next in raw power, but still not that close. Being elevated to First Witch would magnify my power significantly,” Olivia said. “Just as being crowned ruler of Oz gives you enormous magical power, Empress Dorothy.”
            “I have no magic.”
            “Oh, but you do,” she insisted. “You just lack the training to utilize it.” Then she glanced down at Dorothy's feet. “And the Silver Shoes further magnify your power beyond any other witch or wizard.”
            “She's telling the truth,” Diana said, nodding. “You are as powerful as Scarecrow at the height of his power.”
            “Is magical training difficult? Does it take much time to learn?”
            “It is, and it does,” Olivia said. “Our talent was discovered as babies, and we began our training even as we learned to speak and walk. And even as Cardinal Witches, we never stop striving and learning.”
            Dorothy frowned. It didn't sound like she'd be learning magic. Just being Empress took up every minute of her day. 
            “We'll find someone to teach you,” Diana said. “You are starting as an adult, so it'll be harder, take longer, but you are now immortal. You have the time.”
            “What? Who said I was immortal?”
            “You stopped aging when they crowned you as the ruler of Oz,” Olivia said. “And honestly, I suspect the Silver Shoes would keep you from aging, as well. Now, you can still be killed, but your body will heal faster from injuries. It is also harder to kill you.”
            Dorothy slanted a frown back at Nick. “How come no one told me all of this?”
            He shrugged. “I thought everyone knew that. Is it different where you come from?”
            Dorothy shook her head and turned back to the Witches. “So be it.” And in a louder voice, she proclaimed, “Olivia, Good Witch of the North, I declare you the First Witch of the Witch's Council.”
            Olivia gasped, eyes huge, and her back bowed. A look of bliss spread across her lovely face, and then she smiled serenely. 
            “I haven't felt anything like that since being elevated to Cardinal Witch,” Olivia said. She bowed to Dorothy. “Your Highness, I pledge my wand and my life to you and your service.”
            Diana bowed, “Your Highness, I pledge my wand and my life to you and your service.”
            The War Room erupted in cheers. Dorothy brushed tears from her eyes, feeling a great weight lifted off her shoulders. 
            Marshal Picho cleared his throat, bringing her back to reality. 
            “We now have to decide what we'll do about Lion, Glinda, and the two Wickeds,” the Grand Marshal said. “They are still out there threatening the peace. Even now they are plotting all of our demises.”
            “Lion?” Dorothy asked. Her old friend, Warlord Lion, wasn’t represented on the map. A sense of dread began go creep in. “Yes. We need to deal with Lion first. He might be the key to our victory, or our defeat.”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 2
 
            The cold seeped into her bones. The aura of dread and despair chilled Dorothy's soul. She led the way, with Nick fast on her heels. Her Silver Stilettos clacked loudly on the stone steps, while Nick's tread was amazingly quiet. That steel-sheathed body didn't rattle or bang at all. 
            “I hate the dungeon so much,” Dorothy whispered. For some reason it seemed wrong to speak out loud down there. “Can we change this? Maybe build a jailhouse to hold prisoners at another location? I'd rather the dungeons be used for storage, or just abandoned and filled up with dirt.”
            “You're will is law, Dorothy,” he said. “I'll have the Imperial Architect find an appropriate site and draw up some plans for your approval.”
            “Really? That easy?” she said. “Maybe this Empress gig isn't that bad after all.”
            They emerged from the dimly lit stairwell and upon the first basement level. The lighting was only marginally better. Glowing magic half-globes were stuck to the ceiling in a line down the corridor, emitting a pale greenish light. 
            “Even the lighting is cold down here,” she muttered, rubbing her bare arms. 
            Dorothy still wore the emerald gown from the earlier Court session, where she met with the two Good Witches. Now it was night, dinner was finished, and the Good Witches had returned home. She had one last task for that day, and then she could retire to her bedchambers with Nick. 
            Thoughts of bedtime with Nick sucked the air out of her lungs. Dorothy bit her lip, belly fluttery hot. Her sex tingled, and she felt her love juices seeping out, preparing for what was coming. She struggled to vanquish all of the erotic thoughts and visions, once again wondering if Scarecrow had put a curse upon the land to make everyone horny all of the time. He'd committed worse magical crimes against the people of Oz. 
            The Officer of the Guard stepped out of their orderly room. Dorothy stopped him when he started towards them. She didn't want anyone around while they questioned Scarecrow. 
            “Scarecrow's cell is to the left,” she said, and started walking that way. “Nick, Scarecrow's dramatic rise to political and magical power makes me think. The Good Witches are going to provide me with someone to teach me magic, but Scarecrow learned magic super fast with this evil heart talisman. I wonder if there is another such talisman that will do the same for me, only without all the evil involved.”
            “Way ahead of you,” Nick said. “I've already sent your agents out in search for such an object, but you should still accept the magic training provided. It's unlikely we'll find anything like Scarecrow found.”
            Each of the overhead globes brightened as she neared them, and faded once she passed by. There was a light globe outside of Scarecrow's cell. The door was iron-banded wood, with a small barred porthole. She had to lift up on her tip-toes to see inside the dark cell. There were no light globes inside the cells. 
            “He looks so evil,” she whispered. 
            Scarecrow looked up at her words. His eyes no longer blazed red fire inside his burlap face, but his mouth was still full of sharpened teeth and long fangs. The guards had stripped him of royal finery, so the animated scarecrow wore a plain shirt and pants of brown homespun. She noticed several holes where straw stuck out. 
            “Hello, my beautiful Dorothy,” Scarecrow purred, but with an evil glint in his pitch black eyes. “Have you come to play with me?”
            Besides being locked inside the ten by fifteen foot cell, a rusty iron collar was locked around Scarecrow's neck and a five foot chain secured him to the back wall. He had enough slack to sit, sleep, or stand. Dorothy learned on her first visit that his legs gave him a little more reach than five feet. Yeah, he kicked her straight out the door that day. 
            “In your dreams,” she said. 
            Every lock in the dungeon was opened by the same skeleton key. Dorothy had one, so she unlocked the cell door and opened it. Nick pushed past her to stand threateningly over their prisoner. Dorothy shook her head, and followed him inside. 
            “Scarecrow, we have some questions for you,” Dorothy said. 
            He spat at her. 
            Nick kicked him in the head. Dorothy flinched, not expecting the huge steel man to do that. More shocking, Nick's steel shod foot flatted the scarecrow's head against the wall. And then his head sprang back. The sneer never left Scarecrow's face. 
            “You know I don't feel pain, little tin soldier.”
            “No,” Dorothy said, grabbing Nick's arm before he ripped the prisoner's head off. That probably wouldn't kill Scarecrow, either, but it would be a disconcerting sight. “Don't play into his hands.”
            “Yes. Don't play into my hands,” Scarecrow mocked. Then he leered at Dorothy, looking her up and down as he pulled his penis out. He might be straw-stuffed cloth, but his dick and balls were hot flesh. She didn't want to know what kind of dark magic created them for him. “Now, Dorothy can play in my hands anytime. How about it, babe? Want to go for a thrilling hay ride?”
            “No. I have questions about – “
            Scarecrow threw himself at her, both hands reaching for her throat. She stood just out of reach with a disappointed look. He threw curses at her, suggested she do vile things to herself, and then to him. 
            “When I get out of here, I'm going to make you my sex slave for all time and eternity! You will grovel at my feet, begging me to use and abuse you,” he spewed, face a mask of hate and rage. He just as suddenly stepped back, hands clutching at the heart he didn't have. “I'm sorry. Forgive me. Please, Dorothy, let me go.” He fell to his knees. “I'll do anything. I'll grovel and beg. I'll kiss and lick your pretty silver feet.”
            Scarecrow stopped, staring down at her magical shoes. A look of longing covered his face so fierce she stepped back. 
            “We'll leave if you don't behave,” Dorothy threatened. He nodded, but remained kneeling before her. She found it quite uncomfortable and wanted to order him to either sit or stand, but that might set his crazy off again. “I need to know where you got the black heart with all the magic.”
            “You're looking to gain magic?”
            She nodded. 
            Scarecrow's face lit up with wicked glee. “I can give you magic. Just wrap your pretty lips around my cock, and it'll be magical.”
            Remaining on his knees, the straw-stuffed prisoner strained at his chain to reach her. Dorothy looked at Nick and shook her head. It was so sad. 
            “This is why I can't release him,” she said. “As you can see, he's quite mad. I think the black heart thing corrupted him, or maybe rewired his brain. Either way, this is how it always goes when I visit. One moment he is professing undying devotion, the next threatening to cut my heart out, and the next offering disgusting sexual suggestions.”
            “I agree. Once, he was good,” Nick said. “He ruled wisely and compassionately for a long time, but then it went downhill fast. I'm afraid Lion and I got caught up in his evil, too. We broke free, but I don't think Scarecrow will ever return to that man you knew and loved.”
            Dorothy regarded Nick a long moment. The sweet, innocent Tin Woodman of old might still live deep within his heart, but Nick didn't escape Scarecrow's evil unscathed. In her mind, being a notorious pimp was evil. Indeed, Nick hadn't given up his brothel. He still owned and operated it, but on a part-time basis. His duties in the palace came first. She could only pray that Lion wasn't still as caught up in evil as her friend Nick. 
            “I still want to try and save him,” she said. “But I might need magic to do so.”
            A brown bubble flew into the room. Dorothy presented her palm for it to land upon. Then she poked it with a fingernail. Lion's deep base voice brought her answer when it burst. 
            “I agree to meet with you, Dorothy,” Lion said. “Meet me under a flag of truce at Deathknight Castle in fifteen days.”
            A sense of relief filled her. Everyone warned her that Lion would not agree to meet with her. She was certain that he would. It was good to prove the naysayers wrong. 
            “This is a bad idea,” Nick said. “Lion will subjugate you just like he did Locasta.”
            Dorothy rolled her eyes. She was so tired of hearing about Lion's pheromones. No simple scent was going to turn her brain to mush. Besides, her magic shoes would protect her. Right? 
            “Come, Nick,” she said. “We have a trip to plan. Let us pray I can convince Lion to join our cause. We already have too many enemies at our throat.” She slanted a mischievous look at him. “Maybe I'll let you bang me stupid before my meeting with Lion, so his aphrodisiac pheromones won't turn me into his love slave.”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 3
 
            Glinda strode purposely through the ornate halls of her castle. She chose luxury and beauty over the utilitarian starkness in other castles. So it might be an impenetrable fortress facing the cruel world, but she enjoyed a gorgeous palace within. 
            A double column of the twenty most beautiful young women in the land kept pace with their mistress as they followed obediently. All wore tight leather corsets in different shades of red, with silky slit skirts swirling around their long, thigh-boot sheathed legs. 
            Glinda's Ladies-in-Waiting were as fierce as their beloved mistress. 
            The vanquished Imperial Witch's eyes narrowed as they approached the door. Determination spread across her lovely face. Her waist-length strawberry blonde hair bounced and flowed around her bare shoulders. Her spectacular body was sheathed in a form-fitting pink and white silk bodice, with a long flowing pink silk skirt. Two slits divided that skirt, allowing her white thigh-booted legs to come out with each step. 
            A pair of Sa'Kor agents guarded the chamber door, sheathed in their order's tight black leather. Both were tall, blonde, and armed with swords. One of the agents opened the door for her. The first two Ladies-in-Waiting, Uma and Isobel, followed her through the door, while the rest turned and faced away to help guard it. 
            Everyone in the room came to attention. “Mistress, we live to serve.”
            Glinda paused to look them over. Five were the Sa'Kor's military branch's senior officers, and the other five were the spy branch's senior officers. Five women in black armor; five in black leather. They stood at attention, facing each other across a long table. Glinda took the chair at the head of that table, and sat. 
            Dark, desert-born Uma stood to the Witch's right, while the pale, platinum blonde Isobel took position to Glinda's left. Only then did the Witch allow the Sa'Kor to relax and sit. 
            “Where is Colonel Svana?” Glinda asked. 
            Svana was her spymaster in Emerald City. The platinum blonde's responsibility was the traditional kingdom of Oz, in the middle of the Four Countries. Until Scarecrow's ouster, Svana operated out of the Emerald Palace. 
            “She couldn't make it due to the situation in Emerald City,” General Kahlan said. The dark-haired, blue-eyed leader of the spy branch sat to Glinda's immediate left. General Alizan sat to her right, and commanded the military branch. “She's busy putting together a new headquarters at a hidden location within the city.”
            “What was the damage to our Emerald City operation?”
            “Just displaced, mistress,” Kahlan said. “None of our agents were captured, and I understand the search for them is already winding to a stop.”
            Glinda smiled. Fear of the Sa'Kor helped. She knew the soldiers and police looking for her agents were terrified of actually finding and confronting any of her secret police. Her Sa'Kor spies were just as vicious and deadly as her Sa'Kor warriors. Maybe more so. 
            Turning to General Alizan, “How are the new soldiers coming along?”
            Alizan shared her wicked grin. Scarecrow might've restricted the Sa'Kor to just five thousand active duty troops, but in truth they had maintained twenty thousand extensively trained women. She hid the other fifteen thousand in secret training bases. The officers and soldiers rotated between active duty and training under the less than vigilant eyes of the Wizard's Grand Army. And while Dorothy's spies will have already noticed the swelling within the Sa'Kor ranks, they will believe the newcomers are raw recruits and not very effective in battle. 
            “They are integrating as planned, mistress,” Alizan said. “We have them pretending to be confused and looking disorganized as you commanded. Those Imperial Army buffoons are surely laughing at us right now, but will be in for a very rude, bloody awakening once battle is joined.”
            “Excellent.”
            Alizan had escaped capture in Winkie Country when Wanda captured and almost killed Glinda. Unfortunately, Wanda still held Captain Pasetta and the survivors of her ill-fated troop. The fact the Wicked Witch of the West defeated and captured her made Glinda's stomach sour. Worst, Wanda shot her twice with that insidious otherworld weapon Dorothy lost in the fray. The Witch had since learned it was called a “pistol.” It was the foulest kind of dark magic, too. 
            Memories of her time as Wanda's prisoner crept into her thoughts. Wanda had to be the most sexually depraved creature in all of Oz. Glinda couldn't stop thinking about all of the wicked things the Wicked Witch did to her sacred body. Though she truly despised submitting and bottoming to Wanda, she had to admit how wonderful it felt to let someone else do all of the work. She experienced some of her most powerful climaxes ever while bound tightly and utterly helpless. Who knew abject humiliation could be such an aphrodisiac? 
            I have a few tricks to teach you, Wanda, she thought. I will prevail, and you will submit to me. 
            But first things first…
            “Kahlan, we have to forge alliances with East and West,” Glinda said. “As much as I despise working with Wanda, if the Wickeds don't stand together with me, Dorothy's alliance with North and South will crush us.”
            “United we stand,” Alizan said, nodding. “Divided we fall.”
            Glinda scowled at the Army general.”That's a Dorothy Gale quote. It might be true, but find a better way to express it.”
            Kahlan spoke up, addressing two of her senior officers. “Colonel Vanessa. Colonel Baena. You have your orders.”
            Colonel Vanessa started out as one of Glinda's Ladies-in-Waiting, and served as her chief of staff before Uma took the position. The gorgeous redhead had a brilliantly evil mind, and rose quickly within the ranks of the Sa'Kor once she was moved over. Now she served as head of their Munchkin Country operations, and was Glinda's chief spy on Jezebelle. While Baena started out a military officer under Alizan. As she recalled, Alizan and Baena were lovers. She wasn't as good as Svana or Vanessa, but she still rose quickly to her exalted position as head of operations in Winkie Country. 
            “Message your most politically astute agents,” Glinda commanded. “It is imperative they negotiate an alliance as quickly as possible.” She locked eyes with Baena. “Make sure Wanda especially understands that I am the leader.”
            Glinda believed Wanda would agree, but only because Dorothy named Olivia as First Witch, stripping the Wicked Witch of the West of enormous magical power. Now Glinda stood more powerful again. Unfortunately, Olivia could possibly be the most powerful Cardinal Witch in Oz due to that all-important political appointment. 
            But not by much, or for long. 
            “Kahlan, I want you to contact Svana. She has to find a way to break Scarecrow out of Dorothy's dungeons,” Glinda said. 
            “Why, mistress?” the beautiful brunette asked. Indeed, both sides of the table nodded, looking puzzled. “He's quite mad. I've received reports that he's completely lost his mind, and has been reduced to a foul-mouthed, aggressive idiot.”
            “He is indeed quite mad,” Glinda said. “Losing magical power like he held for so long can do that to you. Besides, he never really was all that sane to begin with. The black-heart crystal truly warped his mind. But, Scarecrow knows Dorothy better than anyone in Oz.”
            Glinda's mind drifted back to a more innocent time. When Dorothy first visited, her three friends were just as delightfully innocent and pure of heart as the Kansas farmgirl. In fact, she'd been a lot more innocent and naïve as well. She still couldn't believe how naïve and trusting she'd been, especially where Scarecrow was concerned. And, at the time, she'd been quite cosmopolitan and wise by Ozian standards. But then Scarecrow first sank his fangs into her neck, and then his corrupting magical claws into her heart and soul. 
            “Scarecrow is the key to capturing Dorothy,” Glinda said as she stood. “He will deliver Dorothy to me on a silver platter, and I will finally reign supreme with the Silver Shoes on my feet as the Witch-Empress of Oz.”
            The door opened and a Sa'Kor in tight black leather rushed up to whisper in General Kahlan's ear. The spy master glanced at General Alizan, then looked Glinda in the eyes. 
            “Mistress, my spies say the Imperial Grand Army is on the march,” Kahlan said. 
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 4
 
            Dorothy gasped and stirred, but didn't quite awaken. She felt…odd. Tingly. Back in the Kansas of her youth, she might say she felt hot and bothered. 
            Baby blue eyes fluttered open. Instead of darkness she found incredibly bright moonlight. Indeed, the moon looked huge behind the towers of the Emerald City off in the near distance. Dorothy sat up and frowned at the sight. 
            “I left Emerald City two weeks ago. How did I get back here?”
            When she went to sleep, Dorothy was hundreds of miles northeast of the city, way up in the wooded mountains between Munchkinland and Gillikin Country. They'd made camp below Deathknight Castle, right at the edge the Warlord's domain. Lion claimed that land now, and his beastmen warriors defended it jealously. 
            Musical, feminine laughter filled the air. At first she thought the Wicked Witch of the West was back. That was impossible, but her heart still raced. Dorothy bit her thumbnail as she looked all around. 
            “How lovely,” she said, noticing she was in the middle of a field of red daisies. Dorothy discovered she was wearing a tiny blue gingham mini-skirt and matching midriff bustier. She vaguely remembered seeing her granddaughter in that outfit once. In addition, she wore ruffled white socks and the ever present Silver Stilettos. “Is this a dream?”
            Dorothy looked around, noticing the sky might be bright, but greenish-gray. Emerald City appeared a little further away than before, and it was the city she remembered from her first visit a lifetime earlier. 
            “Hello, Miss Gale,” Glinda purred. 
            “Oh!”
            The former Good Witch came toward her through the daisies. Dorothy never recalled seeing her in all black before. Indeed, she looked like a sexy babe off the Internet or something, wearing shiny black thigh boots, black latex opera gloves, and what looked like a strapless black latex thong leotard. The only way that leotard could stay up and push her big boobs up like that was by magic. And a large, black Cardinal Witch hat sat on her head. 
            “I have to be dreaming. God, I hope I'm dreaming.”
            It was not starting out as the kind of dream Dorothy ever wanted to have. 
            Glinda bit her glossy red lip, gave Dorothy a sultry look that curled her toes, and continued walking toward her. The sexy Witch's hips swung wide, while their shared gaze sizzled and scorched Dorothy's soul. 
            “Stay away from me,” Dorothy begged. 
            “Is that anyway to greet an old friend?” Glinda asked in her sexy, sultry voice. 
            A chill slithered up the brunette's spine. She shuddered. Worse, her tits and pussy began to tingle. Memories of her last encounter with Glinda filled her mind. 
            Dorothy's insides heated up, quickly becoming a hot mess. Her pussy felt slick and achy with need. Was it Glinda's magic, her own dark sexual needs, or just part of a nightmare? 
            “Please, leave me alone,” Dorothy whispered breathlessly. 
            She never felt so weak and helpless as the Witch pressed up close, and kissed her long and passionately. Released from the kiss, Dorothy fell back into the daisies. The sexy Witch dropped to her hands and knees. Glinda crawled over her, face filled with dark desire. 
            “You look so beautifully vulnerable, my dear,” the witch purred. Dorothy turned her face away when Glinda tried to kiss her again. “Aww. So sexy and ready to be taken.”
            Dorothy pulled a knee up between them. The witch pushed that leg straight up, forcing it back against the farmgirl. Dorothy realized her mistake, because now she was forced into a dramatic split, and wasn't wearing panties. That wicked witch's pussy pressed against hers a moment later, and felt just as hot and wet. Then Glinda intertwined her fingers with Dorothy's, forcing Kansas girl's hands to either side of her head. Glinda ran her tongue up the back of the Silver Stiletto. 
            “Mmm,” she moaned. Glinda locked fierce eyes with Dorothy. That gaze made her feel so weak. “Give me your shoes. I want them.”
            Dorothy knew better than to obey. Fear made her want to give the witch the shoes so she'd leave her alone, but Dorothy knew the shoes were protecting her. Though, more often than not they didn't seem to do much protecting. Yet, everyone agreed they were one of the most powerful talismans in Oz. 
            Glinda shifted, straddling Dorothy's other leg, and started grinding her pussy into her captive's. Dorothy gasped when the witch began kissing her neck. Suddenly, it felt like her top was barely clinging to her boobs. She worried that any movement would leave her tits completely exposed to Glinda's tender debaucheries. 
            “What?” Dorothy asked, eyes huge. Glinda ground her sex into Dorothy's with relish. Their hot, wet folds slid sensuously across each other, sending the most wonderful sensations rippling through her overheating body. “W-What are you doing?”
            “In your world I think they call it tribbing,” Glinda purred. She kissed Dorothy's lips. “Or scissoring. Lesbian sex. Nice, isn't it?”
            Nice wasn't the word Dorothy would use, but she really liked it. Maybe too much. 
            “Yes. I mean…” Dorothy said, head spinning. “Oooh. What have you done to me? Why am I so weak?”
            Dorothy's hips thrust upward. She ground her pussy against Glinda's. The witch adjusted slightly and their clits ground into each other. The farmgirl turned Empress of Oz cried out. Intense pleasure spiraled through her overheated body. She felt so sexy, and so overwhelmed. 
            “Oh god! Oh god!” Dorothy cried. Glinda rubbed harder, even as she claimed her lips in a deep, passionate kiss. “Mmmgh.”
            Giving as good as she was getting, Dorothy reveled in the sensuous glory of it all. Girl-on-girl was so different than boy-girl. Maybe not better, but wonderful in its own way. Glinda knew what she was doing, pushing her closer and closer. 
            Writhing, moaning, and groaning, Dorothy felt her body rising to the occasion. Soon she was bucking, back bowing up dramatically. She felt as if she was out of control, and then that rush to climax hit her hard. 
            “Ugh,” Dorothy grunted when her insides exploded with pure euphoria. 
            “No,” Glinda cried. 
            Rough hands grabbed Dorothy. She was yanked away from Glinda. It was pure chaos, as light and darkness warred. Bestial faces flashed before her eyes. The witch screamed and was whipped away as darkness crashed down on Dorothy. 
            “Who? What are you…Aaggh, let go of me!” Dorothy shouted, struggling to break free of too many hands, grabbing her in too many places. Her thin silken nightgown was ripped off her hot, sweaty body. “Who are you?”
            Someone turned up an oil lamp. She cried out and cringed away. They were in fact beastmen. Lion's men? They all had thick, muscular bodies of men, but the heads of lions, tigers, wolves, and boars. 
            Dorothy quickly assessed the situation. She was back in her camp tent, or “pavilion” as Nick put it. Her chief advisor and lover wasn't in the bed with her, so must be out checking the perimeter. He was obsessive compulsive about checking security around her. 
            Glinda. It was just a dream, she thought, still hot, sweaty, and panting lightly. What a dream!
            She licked her lips, and looked the beastmen over. They were impressive. She had a thing for broad, thickly muscled shoulders, and they all delivered in that department. 
            “I am Dorothy, your Empress,” she said. “It is your sacred duty to assist and protect me at all times.”
            It was unlikely that would dissuade the raiders, but she needed to stall. Dorothy needed time. With the larger force, time was her friend. 
            “Shut up, Empress Dorothy,” a wolfman commanded. She arched a brow at the unkind way he said her title. “You are our prisoner. The Warlord will decide your fate.”
 
~**~**~
 
Back in Glinda's conjuring chamber…
            “Aaiiee,” Glinda cried, staggering back from the crystal ball. “Ohh, that hurt.”
            Uma and Isobel looked shaken as well. Though they were only watching via a magic link, the spell's backlash affected them as well. 
            “Fucking beastmen,” Glinda muttered while rubbing her temples. “Looks like Lion beat me to her.”
            Annoying setback, but it was better than Dorothy hiding inside the Emerald Palace's wards. Unfortunately, Glinda had an extremely bad relationship with Warlord Lion. Locasta, the fallen Good Witch of the North, belonged to and served Lion. She was quite powerful, so the Warlord was well-protected from magical attack. 
            “A minor setback,” Glinda replied. 
            It hadn't been easy to wiggle past Dorothy's protective wards. The Silver Shoes weren't perfect, so she found a backdoor that let her sneak into her prey's dreams. But that was probably her only chance. The Silver Shoe's magic “learned” with every failure, and would close that way in. 
            Glinda took a deep, steadying breath. It was never good when a spell was interrupted like that. The more powerful the spell, the harsher the backlash. Since it was a seduction and sex spell, it hit her hardest in her sex. A magical low blow. 
            She noticed Uma breathless, flushed, and squirming. Rubbing her thighs together. The dark-skinned, raven-haired Lady's nipples were rock hard and erect. Isobel looked just as aroused, if not more so. 
            “You ladies look especially sexy and naughty tonight,” Glinda purred, voice low and husky. She gave them a sultry look, biting her lip. They nodded their heads eagerly. “Shall we retire to my bedchambers? I want to show you a few especially sexy things Wanda taught me.”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 5
 
            The screams of men and beasts filled the night air. Fires blazed brightly, casting the shadows of mortal combat on the sides of her pavilion. Dorothy faced the beastmen within who wanted to kidnap her. 
            “If Lion violates the truce, then neither he nor any of you have honor!” Dorothy cried, eyes flashing. Nick had briefed her about Lion and his warriors while they travelled. And he emphasized that they were undisciplined warriors as opposed to well-trained soldiers. Bravery and honor were foremost in their thoughts and actions. The way the beastmen threatening her recoiled said Nick's words were true, and her insult stung deep. “Begone. I do not treat with men without honor.”
            They hesitated, but then one of the beastmen snarled and stepped toward her. Dorothy swung her feet to the floor. His eyes locked on her feet, a curious look crossing his bestial features. Yes, she was completely naked, save for the Silver Stilettos. 
            “Hey, they're magical,” she said, and lifted one foot to show them the soles. “See? Red soles. Where I come from, that's very important.”
            That just confused the invaders more, giving her time and chance to slip a hand under her pillow. Her hand wrapped around the pistol, and her finger went straight to the trigger. And then she swung it out to threaten them. 
            “Leave now, or suffer the consequences.”
            “Get her!”
            Pap-pap-pap! Pap-pap-pap!
            Six of nine bullets expended immediately. Dorothy kept count in the back of her mind, as she darted to the side. One of the wounded beastmen plowed into her bed, spreading bright red blood all over the fine white sheets. Everyone of them was wounded. Three were stretched out on the ground, two down on one knee, and the last sprawled across her bed moaning and growling. 
            Dorothy took that moment's respite to strap her katana across her back, and buckle her double holster pistol belt around her naked hips. She had nowhere to put spare magazines, since she was otherwise nude, so ejected that first one and slammed in a full one. 
            All six beastmen began to stir and glare murderously at her. Dorothy noticed their wounds were healing before her eyes. 
            “Holy crap,” she muttered. 
            A deep bass half-growl, half-roar sounded through the camp. All of the beastmen looked up at the sound. Was that Lion? Dorothy didn't think twice about it. She turned and raced out of the pavilion to find a scene of utter chaos. Tents were on fire. Soldiers, beastmen, and beasts ran in every direction. Everywhere she looked her men were engaged in mortal combat. 
            To her left, Nick's steel body shone brightly in the firelight. He was surrounded by beasts and beastmen, but he was more than holding his own using his huge two-handed sword. She noticed the three beheaded beastmen were completely dead, while all wounded were quickly healing. 
            “No wonder everyone's so afraid of Lion's army,” she muttered. “His warriors are ten times harder to kill outright.”
            Her soldiers outnumbered the invaders by a large margin, but they were fighting out of their comfort zone. Soldiers needed disciplined ranks. Melee combat favored the warrior, one-on-one nature of the attacking beastmen. 
            With the need to conserve ammo, Dorothy holstered her pistol and drew the katana. 
            “Lion!” she shouted. “Show your cowardly face!”
            Dorothy had to bring the fight to a quick end. Too many of her men were dying, or being brutally mauled and disabled. 
            A beastman with a boar's head appeared out of the darkness, armed with a boarspear. That made her pause. He thrust at her heart, and Dorothy blocked with her sword. Then she flattened the blade on the spear's long halt, and sliced viciously toward his hands. The beastman screamed shrilly when she chopped off a few fingers. Amazingly hot blood splattered across her nakedness. And then she silenced him with a thrust through the heart. 
            Kicking him off her blade, Dorothy spun around looking for her next opponent. 
            “Lion! Stop hiding behind your warriors, you coward!”
            He responded with an angry roar. 
            A roguish smile tugged at her lips. “Yeah, you didn't like that, did you?”
            Making her way toward Lion, she hacked, thrust, and sliced in every direction as she went. The battle was astonishingly fluid. No one seemed to stand in one place to fight. Even her soldiers were caught up in the melee. 
            A long, sleek black puma emerged from the nightshadows, hissed at her, and leapt. Dorothy spun off to the side, receiving a bloody slash across her breasts, and then lunged back in to thrust her sword into the puma's side. The big cat growled and pounced again. All she had time to do was swing her sword like a bat, and caught the beast in the throat. In a moment of rage and fear, she hacked and the puma's head came off. 
            “There. Stay dead.”
            “You'll pay for that, woman,” a deep, raspy voice said behind her. 
            She turned to find a dozen beastmen lined up and growling at her. Two carried spears, one a great battle axe, and the rest held swords. Dorothy looked at her sword, then at their weapons, and then her left hand dropped to a holstered pistol. 
            “We have you outnumbered,” the wolf-headed beastman continued. He was a particularly shaggy fellow, with light brown fur and a bushy tail. He was the only one in that group with a tail. “Drop your sword and yield.”
            Every one of them bared their teeth at her. Were they smiling? She thought it looked more intimidating. 
            “Outnumbered?” Dorothy asked. She shook her head and pulled the pistol, holding it up for them to get a good look. “This is called a pistol where I come from. It is also referred to as the 'Great Equalizer. '“
            She pointed the gun at their spokesman, and then shot him in the chest. 
            “Bang. You're dead.”
            The beastmen scattered after she shot two more. When the first wolfman shot started to rise, though struggling, she rushed him. He lunged at her, so she decapitated him. Hot blood fountained out of his neck, showering her. Nausea overwhelmed her for a second. All she wanted to do was drop to all fours and puke her guts up, but shadowy shapes moved all around her. 
            “Maybe I'm not as badass as I thought,” she grumbled, sucked it up, and continued toward the last place she heard Lion. 
            A fireball thundered past her. She spun around to find a dark-haired woman stalking toward her. Nothing bestial about her; she was gorgeous. The woman held a dark-wooden wand in her right hand. Even without the fireball, Dorothy would've recognized her as a witch. There was a look of arrogance about her, and she wore a skimpy little purple and lavender outfit: purple corset under a short lavender jacket with long tails, purple leather pants stuffed into lavender lace-up thigh boots. A shiny silver choker encircled her neck. 
            “Who the hell are you?”
            “I am Locasta,” she sneered. “Lion's witch. And you must be Dorothy. I have to admit, I was expecting more.”
            It was the former Good Witch of the North, captured and subjugated by Lion. The fact her old friend did that to a GOOD Witch still boggled her mind. 
            Dorothy pointed her pistol at Locasta. “This weapon is called a pistol. Think of it as Witch Bane. Don't make me kill you.”
            A beastman battled two soldiers as they passed between the two women. The tides of battle brought men and beasts close, then took them away. Dorothy feared concentrating too much on Locasta left her vulnerable to an attack from the rear. 
            Locasta stopped and cocked her head, a curious look on her face. “Is that what you used to defeat Glinda up on Oogaboo?”
            “That was Glinda? I thought it was the Wicked Witch of the West.”
            “No. It was Glinda,” the debased witch said. She scowled at Dorothy. “You failed to finish her off. That was unwise.”
            “Oh well, my good nature will be the death of me one day,” Dorothy replied. Her eyes narrowed, finger tightening on the trigger when the witch took another step forward, balls of purple fire around both hands. “But not before I'm the death of you. Don't move. I won't miss at this range.”
            “Neither will I.”
            Dorothy smiled. “Bet I kill you first.”
            Locasta's eyes narrowed, the fires around her fists brightened. Dorothy frowned. She had a bad feeling killing his witch would ruin any chance of an alliance with Lion. 
            Shadowy figures plowed into the witch. Beastmen were forcing soldiers back in a long line. Dorothy had to scramble to the side to avoid being bowled over, too. Then she pumped three shots into the beastmen, disrupting their line of battle, and it returned to pure chaotic melee for the combatants. 
            Lion roared one of his commands in the middle distance. It sounded like he might be in the ruins of Deathknight Castle. 
            “Where are you, my old friend?” Dorothy whispered, striking out into the darkness. 
            Lion roared over and over. She zeroed in on him, moving quickly through the darkness, avoiding humans and beastmen alike. The key to victory was Lion. 
            Kill the Lion King, win the battle. 
            The blood covering her naked body began to cool. Indeed, it became icy cold. Without the heat of battle to warm her, Dorothy began to suffer the effect of that deep chill. Even as her thoughts turned to her pavilion, and warm clothes, she spotted him. 
            “There you are,” she whispered. 
            Lion stood silhouetted against the rising moon, standing atop a hilltop. Armed and armored beastmen surrounded him, though all stood lower on the hill half-hidden in darkness. As she studied her adversary, a feminine figure joined Lion atop that hill. Locasta looked small next to the giant lion. 
            “Holy crap,” she whispered. “Lion has grown huge. I swear, he's six feet tall on all fours.”
            She couldn't imagine how deadly such a big lion would be in a fight. He was a full pride of lions in one body. It made her hesitate. 
            “I have no choice.”
            Dorothy stepped out of the trees. Everyone turned toward her, including Lion and Locasta. She made a show of sheathing her sword. Lion bared his teeth and purple flames erupted around the witch's hands. So Dorothy pulled both pistols. 
            “Hello, old friend,” Dorothy shouted. “Looking mighty…Big.”
            “And you're looking small and pathetic,” Lion growled. 
            “Really? I'm pathetic?” Dorothy taunted. “I'm not the one cowering behind an army, with a witch at my side.”
            He roared, and then leapt over his troops to land mere feet in front of Dorothy. She fell back a few steps, and almost fell on her butt. That was the last thing she expected. Who jumped that far? 
            She aimed both pistols at his center of mass. How many times would she have to shoot something that big before he died? The young brunette wasn't sure she had enough ammo to kill Lion, if it came to that. 
            A strangely compelling scent filled her senses. Her body tingled, and she felt her nipples harden and her sex grow hot and wet. 
            Pheromones!
            Dorothy quickly shifted position, getting the wind to her back. That did the trick. 
            Holy crap, Nick was right about his scent. I'll have to be careful. 
            And then he shifted. 
            “Oh!” she cried, watching Lion's huge furry body rise up and become bipedal. The lion head remained, as did the tawny fur all over his body. But it was a big, broad-shouldered male body before her. “Wow. How human can you become?”
            In answer, Lion continued morphing. She watched the fur slowly thin and vanish, leaving a muscleman behind, complete with elaborate tattoos all over his chest and arms. His head was the last to turn human, and it took her breath away. 
            “Oh. My. God,” she whispered. “You're gorgeous.”
            Lion stood before her like a Greek god. He wasn't as tall as Nick, but at least six foot five. Long, dark hair fell like a lion's mane past his shoulders, and a neatly trimmed beard covered his face. Fierce dark eyes glared down at her. 
            And he was just as naked as her. 
            “Are you a shifter?” Dorothy asked. “Or a god?”
            Lion looked surprised, and then his eyes started traveling down her body. Apparently, he liked what he saw. His penis began to rise, which took her breath away. Yeah, he was blessed down there, too. 
            Shaking away inappropriate thoughts, she remembered her anger. 
            “Why did you dishonor yourself and your warriors by attacking us under a flag of truce?”
            His eyes widened, and fury returned to his brutally handsome face. 
            “You invaded my territory!” he cried. “I did not grant you permission to march an army into my kingdom.”
            “What the hell are you talking about? You said to meet you at Deathknight Castle. We camped below the castle.”
            “You should've stopped at the border and awaited permission to enter.”
            Dorothy opened her mouth to respond, but stopped. It was a stupid reason to go to war. 
            “Let us start over, Lion,” she said, forcing her voice to be calm and reasonable. “We have a common enemy that threatens us both.”
            “No, the Wickeds threaten you. Not me.”
            “Both Good Witches have pledged their magic and armies to my cause,” she said. “If we fail, then you will stand alone against all of power of the Wickeds.”
            He scowled at her. “And we're at this juncture because you returned.”
            She shrugged. “Guilty as charged. Order your warriors to stand down and vacate my camp. We'll not pursue.”
            “Why should I?” Lion said, looking rather smug. “We are winning, and you are still pointing those puny little things at me. I assume they are some sort of weapon.”
            “Are you really winning?” she said. “I beg to disagree.” Dorothy lowered the pistols, but kept them in hand. “I'd rather be you friend and ally, Lion. Together, we can defeat Glinda and the Wickeds.”
            “I am not aware of any alliance between Glinda and either of the Wickeds.”
            “Neither am I, but they have common cause,” Dorothy said. “They will coordinate their efforts, if nothing else.”
            He looked uncertain for a moment. Locasta joined him, shooting a dirty look toward Dorothy. He turned, and they huddled in whispered conversation. Both cast frequent looks at her. The continual sounds of deadly battle wound her nerves up to the max. 
            “Decide, Lion!” Dorothy demanded. “Are we friends? Or enemies?” She looked him up and down again. “I, for one, would much rather be friends.”
            “Oh?”
            She smiled with a wag of her brows, enjoying his reaction. 
            “Perhaps we can strike a mutually beneficial deal, my friend,” Dorothy said, voice dropping an octave. She held his eyes for a long moment. “I think we'd both enjoy having friendlier, um, relations.”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 6
 
            Dorothy stood in the warmth of an early morning sun, nude and with her arms held out to either side. She still hadn't gotten used to Ozian royal bathes. Nubile young handmaidens swirled around her, some carrying in heated water, while others rubbed cleansing oils into her skin. They left nothing untouched. 
            Normally, she pretended it was handsome young men bathing her so…intimately. The whole affair aroused her libido terribly, and she was starting to enjoy them way too much. Which concerned her in another way. But that morning, all she could think about was Lion in his human form and performing that erotic service for her. 
            And his aphrodisiac pheromones. 
            Thankfully, Nick spent the rest of the night preparing her for her face-to-face with the lion-shifter. Yeah, he banged her seven ways to Sunday. He didn't stop until it was time for her bath, and her belly still quivered from all of the orgasms he'd forced. 
            For a moment, her thoughts returned to those amazing hours in bed, Nick over her, thrusting like mad. He had no refractory period. The big bastard was a one-man gangbang. And he took her every way imaginable, and a few she'd never imagined. Mostly, though, she remembered the ceaseless thrusting, thrusting, thrusting…
            Nick is a machine, she thought, and giggled. Nick also thought her Silver Stilettos would help her, but he couldn't guarantee it. If I'm not sated enough to handle Lion's pheromones now, then I'm toast and might as well kneel before my lion master. 
            Every so often, she cast a glance to her right. Her enchanted Silver Stilettos rested atop a three-legged stool. Bathing was the only time she removed the shoes while outside of the palace and its powerful protective wards. She felt acutely vulnerable during her daily baths. 
            After the maidens rinsed her off, they toweled her dry with ten of the softest, thickest towels she'd ever enjoyed. Imperial towels were one luxury she definitely thought superior to anything back in Kansas. Then they sat her down and washed, dried, and styled her hair. The maidens always tried to give her some wild, elaborate hairstyle, but Dorothy wouldn't have it. She wanted a simple part down the middle, so they compromised with a part on the right side; otherwise, loose pigtails tied off with blue ribbon, cascading across her shoulders and down her back. 
            “Gorgeous,” Nick said, stepping into the partitioned section behind her pavilion. “As always.”
            “Somehow you always manage to come for me early enough to catch me naked,” Dorothy said, wagging her brows. “Such a naughty tin statesman.”
            He chuckled. “Yes, but how many times must I tell you? I'm not made of tin anymore.” He knocked on his massive chest. His steel body was sheathed in fine brown leather riding clothes, with only his hands and head visibly made of steel. “Nothing but hardened steel.”
            Still flustered from her bath, Dorothy thought of another kind of “hardened steel” she loved about him. But they didn't have time for that. Indeed, she knew they were running a little late. So taking a deep, calming breath, she stood up and strode over to her shoes. With one hand on Nick's chest for balance, she quickly pulled on her footwear and most powerful talisman. 
            Her handmaidens immediately began dressing her, pushing Nick out of the way. For her first official meeting with Lion, Dorothy decided in a ploy that her staff and handmaidens didn't like. She demanded a blue and white gingham skirt, down to mid-thigh, and white midriff top. She also put on brown leather fingerless gloves, and her shoulder holsters with two pistols. Her katana rested across her back. 
            “Gingham to remind Lion of the good old days,” Dorothy said when Nick looked upon her with disapproval. “The weapons to remind him that I am a warrior empress, not to be taken lightly.”
            “Lion's an arrogant shifter,” Nick said. “He takes everyone lightly. Marshal Picho is waiting.”
            Dorothy led the way out of her pavilion. The commander of the Imperial Grand Army joined them, as they made for the castle atop the hill. Both Nick and Picho bristled with weapons, and the Marshal wore a steel cuirass as well. Dorothy wore no armor, walking slightly ahead with Nick to her right rear and Picho to the left. 
            They followed the ancient, mostly washed away road up to the castle's gatehouse. Everywhere she looked, Dorothy saw shifters arrayed and watching her suspiciously. Most chose to stand in their half-human forms, though a few watched her pass as bears, lions, wolves, and other predators. 
            The gatehouse proved to be in pristine condition. 
            “They are rebuilding Deathknight Castle,” Picho said under his breath. “Very aggressive on their part, Your Highness.”
            “Part of any treaty should be they have to dismantle this castle,” Nick said. 
            The gatehouse was massive. A raised portcullis gave entry to a long, covered corridor high and wide enough to admit three knights riding abreast. Nick pointed out the “murder holes” above and to either side. Another raised portcullis awaited them at the other end. A wolf-headed warrior awaited them. 
            He led them to an even more massive structure. The main keep's entrance was atop a rickety stairs and platform. Nick's forbidding weight made it creak and groan so much, Dorothy feared they'd go crashing down. 
            Locasta waited at the keep's entrance. 
            “Welcome to Deathknight Castle, Dorothy.”
            “Address her correctly,” Nick demanded. “Either 'Your Highness' or 'Empress Dorothy.'“
            “She's not my empress,” the witch sneered. 
            Both Nick and Picho reached for their hilts. The witch dropped back into a defensive stance, both hands bursting into flames. Dorothy held her hands up. 
            “Cease and desist!” she commanded. “You three shut up. It's not about you.” She gave Locasta a less than friendly look. “Take us to Warlord Lion.”
            “After you give me your shoes,” Locasta said, eyes covetous dropping to Dorothy's feet. 
            “Nice try, but no,” she replied. 
            “I cannot take you before my king while you possess such a powerful talisman.”
            “I've already met with him once, on the battlefield, while wearing them,” Dorothy said, voice taking an aggressive edge. Her baby blues narrowed, holding the witch's gaze. “You cannot hurt me while I wear them, but I can kill you. So either lead the way, or get out of the way.”
            “Let them pass, Locasta,” Lion's called. 
            Dorothy smiled at the witch, stepped around her, and entered the keep. A small entry foyer greeted her, with no decorations whatsoever. Their renovations hadn't reached there yet. Double doors stood open to her right, while the entrance to a dark, narrow staircase waited. She chose the open doors. 
            “Welcome to Deathknight Castle, Dorothy, Empress of Oz,” Lion said. 
            The chamber took up half that level of the keep, long and narrow. The only light came through the thin windows high up on the wall. Tattered, faded battle banners hung from the rafters. Lion and one of his generals waited across the room, both in their animal forms. 
            The young empress stopped and admired the tawny lion and gray wolf. After a moment, Lion shifted into his full human form as his personal witch approached. Locasta tapped the naked king on the head with her wand, causing a circle of light to drop down around him, leaving him fully clothed as it passed. Lion then stood before Dorothy in silken finery. 
            “Are you trying to impress me or something?” Dorothy asked, giving him a sultry look. “It's working.”
            He laughed, waving a dismissive hand. “No. I'm just more comfortable in my natural lion form.”
            Dorothy held her hand up to stop Nick and Marshal Picho, while she continued toward Lion. Warlord Lion moved toward her with feline grace and power, taking her breath away. Their eyes met and locked. That gaze sizzled, turning the young woman's insides all hot and fluttery. 
            Seen in daylight, she realized his skin was tanned bronze, and his big lion's mane was the same dark, tawny brown as it was in lion form. But what really amazed her was his perfect body: broad, thick shoulders and arms, and perfect six-pack abs. As her granddaughter, Megan, would say, the man was cut. 
            “You are an impressive lion, my lord,” Dorothy said. “But a very impressive man.”
            “And I see that you've grown up quite nicely, Dorothy,” he said, sounding a little breathless. “Quite nicely, indeed.”
            Instead of meeting halfway and either shaking hands or embracing, each turned slightly to the right and began a slow circle. Dorothy really liked the way he moved. Such power. So graceful. And then his scent slammed into her. It made her insides hot and mushy, and her skin tingled. A few very inappropriate thoughts sprang into her head, but she easily banished them. 
            I'll be damned, Nick was right. Sexual satisfactions helps fight off his pheromones. 
            Dorothy still wanted Lion so badly she ached. It was kind of embarrassing how much she lusted after the sexy shifter. He used to be a very good platonic friend! Then she noticed his eyes raking her body, and they kept returning to her boobs and her… Lips. Did he want a taste? Her eyes dropped to his mouth, and suddenly she wanted a taste. 
            When Nick broke their shared trance by clearing his throat rather aggressively, they stopped and faced each other. Lion extended his hand in greeting, and she took it. But then Dorothy pressed up close and offered a hug. He didn't hesitate, and their hug was fierce. 
            “You've always had a certain animal magnetism,” she whispered into his ear. “But it takes my breath away now, Lion.”
            Their eyes locked again, and for a second Dorothy thought he would kiss her. 
            “Shall we?” Lion asked. 
            He indicated a table set up at the other end of the chamber. It wasn't the proposition she'd hoped for a moment before, but was the reason they were meeting. Dorothy paused to pull herself together, and then nodded. They walked side-by-side, with their people following behind. Dorothy kept her eyes straight ahead, but noticed him not-so-covertly admiring her form. That seemed to please her more than it should. 
            “I see you have a mock-up of the entire Empire,” Dorothy said. She had a similar setup back in the palace, in her war room. Once again, she was taken by the map of the Empire's resemblance to the United States of America. Pretty much the same size and shape, with Emerald City almost dead center, or basically where Kansas should be. And really, the mountains, forests, and plains weren't all that different. 
            Small tin soldiers and horses represented the various arms assembling. The Ozian Grand Army was represented by green painted soldiers and horses, while Gillikin Country's troops were purple, Quadling Country's were red, Winkie Country's were yellow, and Munchkin Country's were blue. Lion's army was represented by silvery animals. 
            Glinda's army looked larger than Dorothy's generals claimed, as did Lion's army. 
            “The Empire looks huge like this,” she said. 
            “It's a six month march from the far border of Winkie Country to the far border of Munchkin Country,” Marshal Picho said. “On good roads and perfection conditions.”
            She knew the Grand Army averaged twenty miles a day, depending on terrain. She couldn't do the math without a calculator, but remembered from her school days that the US was about twenty-nine hundred miles across. So, three thousand miles give or take. If Oz was really the same size, then she ruled over a lot of territory. 
            “My army can do it in half the time,” Lion said. 
            “So can ours,” Marshal Picho said, leaning over the table. “But I was giving her an average, for peacetime marches.”
            “Gentlemen,” Dorothy said. “Please stop before you start yanking out your penises to compare.”
            Locasta laughed. Dorothy, though, rattled herself a bit by unwelcome thoughts of Lion's cock. How big? What would it feel like inside her? Did it taste as good as Lion smelled? 
            Lion gave her a brief nod, and directed her back to the mock-up. She took a deep, steadying breath and struggled to focus. 
            “Each piece represents one thousand soldiers, so you can see the armies of the Wickeds outnumber that of the Good Witches. Add Glinda's army, and then they match up well with your pledged armies.” He held her eyes. “In that scenario, you lose.”
            She averted her eyes, returning to the mockup. Then she slanted a look back up at Lion. 
            “I think not,” Dorothy said. “I might not be an experienced general, but my armies are the defensive force. I seem to recall my history class teaching us an invading army needs a three-to-one advantage for success.”
            “If all things are equal, I'd agree,” Lion said. “But I give the Wickeds the advantage in magical power. They are more aggressive, vicious, and don't worry about collateral damage as Good Witches do. Plus, they have three Cardinal Witches to your two.”
            “If you join forces with us, then both sides will have three Cardinal Witches.”
            “I'm no longer a Cardinal Witch,” Locasta said. 
            “I'm not so sure,” Dorothy said. “It's a technicality. You lost that status when usurped. I suspected your magic is still quite formidable.”
            That pleased the witch, who only gave a nod. So Dorothy turned to Lion, who continued to stare down at the map. He didn't look happy with what he saw. 
            “If we add your formidable army, Lion, then the scales of war are tipped in our favor,” she said. 
            “But if I join Glinda's coalition, then our side will easily crush yours.”
            “But to side with the Wickeds would be an act of dishonor,” Dorothy replied. “I don't think you are dishonorable.” It was her turn to catch and hold his eyes. “And I don't think you like Glinda or any of the Wickeds as much as you like me.”
            She discovered that was the wrong thing to say. Lion suddenly flooded the air with his pheromones. Did she arouse him? Was he doing it on purpose to mess up her head? 
            The room suddenly felt hot. Dorothy's skin prickled, as she tingled inside and out. Something about being in Oz made her so bold, so brazen. Lion's pheromones ignited her libido even more, filling her head with the wickedest, wildest thoughts. Her Kansas values rebelled, yet she felt such power and freedom. And, Lion in human form was the sexiest beast of a man she'd ever laid eyes upon. 
            “What's it going to take?” she whispered. “What do I have to do to get you by my side in this war, Lion?”
            Lion reached for her. Her breath caught, but he stopped short of grabbing her. So she reached out and placed a hand on his chest. 
            “Perhaps, we should…,” Lion said, and glanced at a closed door. “I mean, you and I should discuss this alone.”
            “Dorothy, I strongly advise against being alone with him,” Nick said. 
            She looked Lion over, biting her lip. Dorothy couldn't breathe for a second when she noticed an impressive bulge between his legs. Was that why Nick objected? Probably. Yet, seeing Lion's arousal sent warm tingles washing through her now overheated body. 
            “I think I would enjoy that, my lord Lion.”
            Locasta rolled her eyes, while Nick and Picho groaned. Lion's eyes became more intense as he offered his arm. Dorothy slipped a hand in, grasping his powerful forearm. 
            “Gentlemen, please wait here while Lion and I meet in private,” Dorothy said. “And try to behave yourselves.”
            “I was about to suggest something similar to you, Your Highness,” Nick said rather tightly. 
            Lion led Dorothy straight to the closed door. As expected, she found a bedchamber behind it. The bed was huge, the sheets already in disarray. Was that his bed? There was no other furniture, just a dozen large chests pushed against the walls. 
            “You should fire your interior decorator,” she said. 
            “It serves its purpose,” he growled in the sexiest bedroom voice. Lion pushed her back against the closed door, huge hands on her shoulders, face pressed up close. “I prefer to sleep in my animal form.”
            “Not with me, you won't,” she said, and offered her lips. “I sleep in the nude…”
            Lion growled low in his throat, like a big cat purr. “I know. My warriors said they found you in bed, wearing nothing but those sexy heels.”
            Not exactly true, but she had no desire to argue the point. 
            Dorothy forced her eyes away from his lips, and looked Lion in his fierce golden brown eyes. Everything about him screamed lion. 
            I’ve always been a dog person, she thought. But maybe I should switch teams.
            He claimed her lips. Dorothy pushed into that kiss, a low groan escaping. Her entire body tingled, inside and out. Then his arms encircled her, squeezing her so wonderfully tight. Any misgivings about jumping into bed so easily evaporated. Animal hunger and need took over, and her hands began exploring. His hands became just as bold, sliding all over her body. 
            One of his hands pulled out a pistol. “What is this thing?”
            “A potent weapon from Kansas,” she said, and snatched it away. Holstering the pistol, she then removed her holsters and set them on the floor. Dorothy set her sheathed sword atop them, before standing before him, hands on her hips. “So, do we have an alliance?”
            He just stared at her. 
            Dorothy pulled off her top. His breath caught, as his eyes locked on her exposed breasts. When his hands cupped her boobs, Dorothy caught his eyes. She loved the intensity of their shared gazes, and felt her body responding as he gently kneaded her breasts. 
            “We have so much to offer each other,” she said. 
            “In bed?”
            “And on the battlefield,” she said, rolling her eyes. “My people have a saying: Politics makes strange bedfellows.”
            In answer, Lion kissed her again. That kiss lasted forever, and ended too soon for the Kansas farmgirl. His hands returned to exploring her young, fit body. One hand snaked between her legs, under her short skirt, and rubbed her cotton undies a moment. Even she could tell her underwear was soaked and slick with her arousal. So Lion ripped them off her body. 
            “You've grown up to be a gorgeous woman, Dorothy,” Lion said, kissing his way down her neck, across her shoulder, and then down to her boobs. She giggled when he smothered her tits with kisses, before rubbing his face all over them. “So beautiful.”
            “And men are the same in every world,” she said. Lion sucked in a sensitive nipple, at the same time his fingertips began rubbing circles around her very wet sex. “Ooooh. Oh yes.”
            Back against the door, Dorothy gasped and writhed while he enjoyed her body. Lion proved himself, and then some. No man had ever rubbed one out so well or so fast. His fingers proved magical, and she soon felt that rise to climax building. 
            “Just like that,” she gasped out. “Please, don't stop. I'm… I'm almost…” Her body erupted with intense pleasure. “Oooooooh.”
            Lion stepped back and started stripping. Dorothy teetered atop her heels a second, leaning back against the door. She watched her lover strip, heart hammering. Once he was completely naked, she moved before he took her up against the wall like a redneck mother. 
            “Shall we consummate our new relationship and political alliance?” Dorothy purred, taking Lion by the hand. The Empress of the Ozian Empire led the King of Beastmen to the bed. The only sound was their panting and the clatter of her heels on the stone floor. “Lay in the middle of the bed, and I'll take real good care of you.”
            Lion didn't hesitate. He climbed to the center of that huge bed and lay on his back. His erection stood tall and proud. The sight of such a long, thick cock took Dorothy's breath away. 
            “I'm starting to really enjoy politics,” she purred, crawling up onto the bed. 
            She moved with as much sensuous grace as she could, crawling up between his legs from the foot of the bed. Lion watched with bated breath as she wrapped her long, delicate fingers around his shaft. Her sex began throbbing with achy need as she lowered her lips to the head of his dick. 
            “Mmmm,” she moaned, swirling her tongue around his sensitive head. Dorothy gave him head a long moment, before going down on Lion. They both groaned as his shaft slipped deeper and deeper into her hot, wet mouth. “Mmmmmm.”
            Lion's back bowed. He buried his fingers in her silky hair, massaging her scalp so wonderfully. She continued to suck, bobbing up and down his shaft. He gasped and writhed when she hummed, sending sweet vibrations into him. 
            “Like that, do you?” she purred. 
            “You have a gift, Dorothy.”
            She giggled, and started kissing her way up his body. Up close and personal like that, she discovered Lion's human body was even more impressive. His abs proved hard as steel, and his shoulders broad and thick. Yeah, he was a beast of a man. 
            Dorothy crawled up until they were face-to-face. “So, my lord, do we have an alliance or not?”
            He hesitated. She arched a brow, reached between her wide-spread legs, and found his erection. Dorothy eased back until his cock was nestled snugly in her pussy, poised right at her entrance. 
            “Will you pledge fealty to me?” he asked. 
            “No. I'm the Empress of Oz,” she said, pushing back until his cock head penetrated. “I bend knee to no one. But I will accept you as an equal ally.”
            Lion's hands grasped her around the waist, and forced Dorothy down, down, down his long thick shaft. She cried out, head rolling back as he stretched her out so well, filling her up. He thrust up into her at the same time, until he was balls deep inside her trembling body. 
            Dorothy gasped and groaned, and rode him hard. Soon she sat up, his hands playing with her jostling tits. The beautiful farmgirl bounced up and down, savoring every inch of his massiveness. She felt him swell even more as his ardor rose. And then that rush to climax started again, deep in her belly. 
            “Yes. Yes. Yes!” she cried, her insides erupted with the most incredible pleasure. Dorothy's core throbbed with utter bliss. And then she felt Lion release deep inside her, and felt such a sense of accomplishment and joy. “Oooh, yes.”
            They remained like that a long moment, huffing and puffing. Then she smiled down at him, and he stared up at her with a blissful expression. 
            “I accept your offer, Empress Dorothy,” Warlord Lion said, voice strained. “We will fight Glinda and the Wickeds as one.”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 7
 
            The white palfrey shifted, restless. Glinda tightened the reins for a second, reminding the horse she was in control, before a gust of wind sent her long hair flying all around her face. She had to rearrange her long pink skirt again, draping it to best effect around her mount behind the saddle. 
            “I should've let you braid my hair this morning, Isobel,” she said, sweeping it out of her face yet again. 
            Isobel lifted a wand, “I can still take care of it for you, mistress.”
            Actually, Glinda could change her hairstyle with a short spell, but decided her Lady needed the practice. She nodded. The Lesser Witch swirled her wand in an intricate pattern, looking sloppy to Glinda's refined eye. Then she felt a swirl of power around her head, quickly manipulating her long strawberry blonde tresses into a thick braid down her back. 
            “Thank you, Isobel. It looks lovely.”
            The infamous Witch's eyes returned to the scene before her. Everywhere she looked strong women sparred, practiced their battlefield formations and tactics, or otherwise trained for the coming war. Her one hundred Ladies-in-Waiting were arrayed in a semi-circle around her atop the hill, in three ranks. The ladies all rode black horses. 
            “My Sa'Kor host is the finest army in all of Oz,” she said with deep satisfaction. “And I'm going to ram it down Marshal Picho's arrogant throat. That old buffoon will regret dismissing my girls so casually.”
            Of course, he never dismissed her army until after Scarecrow disbanded the Sa'Kor. But men were all fools, allowing her to quickly reform it. She had to hide the Sa'Kor's size and true strength for decades, but now she was free to wield it. That army would win her the Imperial Throne of Oz. 
            “More recruits arrived yesterday, mistress,” Uma said. “That brings the number up to over ten thousand in the training brigades.”
            Glinda nodded, knowing they wouldn't be ready to fight in time for the war, but they'd be the replacements to her losses. Despite her fearsome and wicked reputation, young women from all over Oz flocked to her. 
            “Sa'Kor coming from the castle,” one of her ladies said. 
            Glinda glanced to the right. Her pink granite castle dominated the horizon. It was the single largest castle known, and had never fallen to force of arms in its two thousand year history. The castle had three concentric rings of defensive walls, surrounding five massive keeps. The centermost and tallest keep was her home and seat of power. Her baby blues locked on the three riders coming toward her from the castle. 
            As they grew closer to her viewing hilltop, Glinda could see it was General Kahlan and a pair of assistants. All three wore head to toe black leather, making her smile. Even in that heat, her Sa'Kor never complained or showed any sign of discomfort. Yes, she'd trained them well in pleasure and pain. 
            “Mistress,” General Kahlan said, bowing her head, as she reined up before the Witch. “We live to serve.”
            Glinda lifted a haughty brow. “And?”
            “I have just received dispatches from the field that you'd want to hear,” the dark-haired, blue-eyed officer said. “First, Empress Dorothy has successfully formed an alliance with Warlord Lion, and even now their combined armies march toward Emerald City.”
            Glinda stiffened and scowled. She almost had that sexy little Kansas beauty two weeks back. Lion's beastmen interrupted her spellcasting, depriving her of a very good time with Dorothy. Since then, though, Locasta and Dorothy's enchanted shoes had blocked every attempt to reestablish magic contact via her dreams. Indeed, she could no longer even locate Dorothy via magic. 
            “They didn't waste any time returning to Emerald City,” she said. “What else?”
            “Secondly, North and South have begun mustering their armies,” General Kahlan said. “Our agents in Gillikin and Quadling Countries believe they could be on the march within two weeks.”
            “Olivia and Diana plan to take their armies to Emerald City?” Glinda asked. That would be foolish, especially for Diana. “If so, then we will retake Quadling Country right away.”
            Jezebelle and Wanda could invade Gillikin Country from East and West, crushing the defenseless bastards between them. The war could be over within weeks. Even better, attack before they finish mustering their forces and take out the Good Witches for good. 
            “We do not know their plans, yet,” General Kahlan said. “But I don't believe they'll leave their countries defenseless. I suspect they will wait to see what we do before committing themselves.”
            “True. The Good Witches have always been rather prudent, and try to avoid fights,” she said. “Even if they don't march to Emerald City, my army can crush Diana's easily, while the combined might of East and West would overwhelm Olivia and the Gillikins.”
            Thoughts of Diana defeated and her helpless prisoner made Glinda all hot and fluttery inside. She so wanted that beautiful redheaded Witch at her mercy. 
            Diana will make a beautiful love slave, she thought. It will be so fun subverting her will, making her my adorning, obedient slave. 
            She could only imagine the dark and depraved things Wanda and Jezebelle would do to Olivia once they captured that young beauty. Memories of what Wanda did to her filled Glinda's mind, making her belly quiver. That Witch redefined the meaning of wicked and depraved. 
            Add Dorothy as my helpless and obedient love slave…
            Happy thoughts. With Dorothy as her absolute slave, and the enchanted Silver Stilettos finally on her feet, Glinda would reign supreme, practically a goddess. The thought of such power thrilled the beautiful witch. 
            The problem with that plan lay in the fact that neither Wanda nor Jezebelle had agreed to join with her. She needed them, at least for a while. Neither could be trusted to remain loyal for long. 
            Glinda lifted the palm of her hand to her face, parallel to the ground. A pink bubble materialized, perfectly still despite the wind. Glinda spoke her message into it. 
            “General Alizan, meet me in the war room with your staff.” The bubble streaked away. Glinda smiled tightly at General Kahlan. “Go. Get your staff and meet us in the war room.” Then louder, “Ladies, attend me.”
            Riding toward her castle, Glinda considered the biggest problem facing her: Warlord Lion. His army might be the smallest, but his beastmen were notoriously difficult to kill. Her Sa'Kor would need enchanted weaponry, and even so it would be harder to kill them. Yes, Lion's army was her Sa'Kor's closest rival. 
            Lion had Locasta's formidable magic to support his army, as well. Even though she'd been subjugated by Lion, and lost her position as Good Witch of the North, Locasta rivaled Jezebelle and Diana. Hell, she might still be stronger than either of them. 
            “I have to find a way to convince Wanda and Jezebelle their only chance of survival is an alliance with us,” Glinda said. Uma and Isobel nodded. “If we don't strike first and decisively, this could turn into another protracted War of the Witches. There might not be much left of Oz for the victor to claim.”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 8
 
            The banging of a door echoed through the pitch blackness. Scarecrow's eyes opened, looking toward the door. No light seeped around the edges. Footsteps echoed in the middle distance, so he closed his eyes and returned to his dark daydreams. 
            Before him knelt Dorothy, with Glinda to her left, Wanda to her right. All three were naked, eyes filled with slavish love and devotion. He stood, his massive cock out. 
            “Attend me, Dorothy,” he commanded. 
            The beautiful brunette stood. She strode towards him, her Silver Stilettos clacking. Odd, she had knelt just a foot from him, yet she was taking forever to reach him now. But those softly clattering heels sounded so far away, yet getting steadily closer. Finally, the Kansas farmgirl reached him, her large breasts all shiny with sweat and jostling enticingly. 
            “I am yours, master,” Dorothy purred breathlessly, dropping to her knees. Her delicate fingers encircled his massive cock, stroking him to rock hardness in nothing flat. And then her lips parted, and she sucked him into her hot, wet mouth. Such an amazing feeling, pushing deeper and deeper. “Mmmmmgh.”
            He signaled Glinda, who crawled up behind Dorothy, buried her face in the brunette's butt, and started licking. Then he motioned Wanda up behind Glinda. A look of lust spread across the raven-maned Wicked Witch as she lowered her face to the former Good Witch's butt…
            Scarecrow's cell door banged open. 
            His eyes popped open, his sexy daydream spoiled again. “What the hell! Leave me!”
            Dim light filled the cell. One of the dungeon guards held a crystal light globe in one hand, emitting a cold white light. This light had no effect on his magic eyes, yet he squinted at them anyway. It made him look fiercer and more intimidating to mere humans. 
            “I command you imbeciles to leave me alone.”
            A rat scampered away. Scarecrow snatched it up, and bit off the little creature's head. Then he spit the head straight at the guard to his left. The rat head bounced off him without invoking a reaction. Scarecrow scowled at him. 
            “Silence, scum,” a distinctly feminine voice commanded. 
            The two bald, stooped human males suddenly stood taller, prouder. A shimmer surrounded them a second, and then dissipated. Scarecrow sat up straighter when their glamour spells vanished, revealing two tall, haughty beauties. One blonde, the other brunette, he looked their shiny black leather sheathed bodies over head to toe. 
            “Sa'Kor,” he whispered. “Took you long enough. Dorothy must be kicking Glinda's sweet round ass pretty badly.”
            The blonde lifted a haughty brow. “Dorothy is a peace loving pussy. No one kicks our mistress's butt, Scarecrow.”
            “Tell that to Wanda,” he said, and giggled hysterically. “The Wicked One let me see Glinda bound tightly, getting it hard and long. Ho, boy, I bet Wanda humiliated her good!”
            That struck bone. Scarecrow grinned. Their hands curled into fists, but their expressions remained cool and unemotional. 
            “I am Petra,” the brunette said. “She is Cara. Glinda sent us.”
            Scarecrow snarled at them. “You Sa'Kor bitches all act so arrogant and full of yourselves, like your shit doesn't stink.”
            Cara cocked her head. “It doesn't.”
            He launched himself at them. They stepped back, but he hit the end of his chain. Scarecrow went crashing to the floor, feet flying out from under him. His failure to strike either one of them with his feet bubbled up in frustrated cursing. So he pulled his dick out. 
            “Suck me off. I command it,” he said, rising to his feet before them. “Knee and lick my royal scepter, bitches.”
            Cara nodded at Petra. The brunette pulled the coiled up bull whip off her belt, and in a flash snapped it across his sensitive genitals. Scarecrow howled, falling down in a fit. And then he threw himself at them five more times. 
            The two Sa'Kor agents watched him impassively until he wore himself out. 
            “Come on, why won't anyone suck my dick?” Scarecrow cried. “I have needs.”
            “Listen, you animated moron,” Cara sneered. “Glinda sent us to – “
            “Suck my dick. Glinda, her own fine self, sucked it a million times. She loved sucking my dick, even in front of my entire Court,” Scarecrow said, starting to stroke himself to hardness. “That's what women are for, sucking and fucking.”
            That got a reaction out of the two Sa'Kor: Looks of disgust. He giggled. 
            “No one said he had to be whole,” Petra said. “Let's cut the stupid pervert's cock off so he doesn't have anything to focus on.”
            “Oooh, that sounds like fun,” he said, nodding eagerly. “You should bite it off. Glinda has bitten it off twice. Don't worry, it's magical and grows back.”
            Cara reached behind her back and pulled out a wand. Before Scarecrow could react, she cast her spell. Intense, fiery pain engulfed his cock and balls, lancing up into his very psyche. He thrashed around for a long moment before she ended the spell and slipped her wand back into its sheath. 
            “Oooh, that hurt good,” he moaned. “I'd forgotten some of you Sa'Kor are witches.”
            “Now, are you going to listen to our proposal?” Petra asked. “Or do we have leave you here to wallow in your own misery and depravity?”
            Scarecrow sat up. He blinked at them a moment. “You're not here to murder me?”
            “No. We bring an offer from our mistress,” Cara said. “Serve her. Help her capture Dorothy. Interested?”
            “Very,” he said, hands clenched. “There's nothing I want more than to have that pretty little thing in my absolute power. Dorothy Gale will pay for what she did to me!”
            “You must understand. Glinda will be your absolute mistress. Her word is law,” Petra said. “If you fail to obey, then she will destroy you in the most horrific manner imaginable.”
            “But if you obey, and serve Glinda well, they she'll reward you with wealth and power,” Cara added. “Refuse, and this dungeon cell will be all you know for the rest of eternity.”
            “I demand Dorothy be my slave.”
            “You can ask Glinda, but you are in no position to demand anything, Scarecrow,” Petra said. “But Glinda has her eyes on Dorothy. I doubt you'll be given the Empress for more than a night, now and then.”
            Scarecrow sat there a long moment, his mind in turmoil. Serve Glinda? Impossible. But, she offered freedom, wealth, and power. And maybe a chance to exact his revenge on Dorothy, in some small way. 
            “Fine. I agree,” he said. “Get me out of here.”
            “Excellent,” Cara said, and pulled out a long, thick sewing needle and some leather cord. “But first…”
            He looked at her warily. The two Sa'Kor smiled in a very disturbing way. 
            “Glinda warned us,” Petra said. “You bite.”
            “We have to sew your mouth shut until we turn you over to Glinda,” Cara said. “Do you still want to serve Glinda?”
            He scowled at them. Since he didn't feel pain, having his mouth sewn shut didn't frighten him. It would take away his most potent weapon, his long fangs. And he really wanted to sink his teeth into those two uppity Sa'Kor. 
            “I promise not to bite anyone.”
            “Not good enough,” Cara said. 
            When he looked at the blonde Sa'Kor, the brunette pulled her wand. Before he could defend himself, she had him wrapped up in invisible tendrils. Scarecrow bucked and writhed, struggled with all his might, but the magical bindings held and the two Sa'Kor agents piled atop him. 
            It was a fight, but Cara sewed his mouth shut. And then Petra tapped the collar encircling his neck with her wand. The chains fell away, only to be replaced by a leash and collar. Cara held his leash, and half dragged the animated scarecrow to the cell door. 
            “Be quiet,” Cara whispered. “If we're discovered, you will be left behind to be recaptured.”
            Seething, Scarecrow followed the two young beauties out. Soon, he forgot all about the indignities heaped upon him by Dorothy, Glinda, and the two Sa'Kor agents. Their sweet round butts looked so fine in that tight black leather, swaying before him as they walked. 
            I'll dress Dorothy up as a Sa'Kor, before I take my pleasure of her!
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 9
 
            The terrain looked so familiar. If she didn't know better, Dorothy would swear she was on a late winter, early spring trail ride in Kansas. The only difference was the total lack of modern things, like power lines, paved roads, railroad tracks, and perfectly neat farmlands. 
            The Great Plains in Oz were mostly weeds and tall grasslands. Farming villages tended to be scattered around the few cities, and their fields were nowhere near neat or tidy. They came across a lone village every so often, but their lives were a lot tougher. The lone subsistence farm was even rarer. 
            This is what Kansas looked like before white men arrived, she thought. Dorothy could see a small deer running away to her left, and a herd of antelope watching them warily to her right. The day before they had to stop while a herd of buffalo passed. Now that song about the deer and antelope playing makes sense. 
            The greatest difference she noticed between the Kansas plains she recently left, and the Ozian plains was the weather. Back in Kansas it was summer, and extremely hot. There in Oz, it was early April, still chilly but with the promise of spring. 
            “Humans and your stupid horses,” Lion grumbled to her right. 
            “What are you talking about?” Dorothy asked. “I love horses. If I could, I'd ride every day.”
            “They're slow and plodding,” he said. Yeah, he looked agitated and restless. “I could've already led my army to Emerald City and back three times.”
            Dorothy shook her head. “I understand your frustration, my friend. In my world, we have extremely fast transportation. Almost every adult owned what we call a car.”
            “Car?” Nick asked from her left. “I vaguely recall you mentioning them on your first visit. Didn't you refer to them as 'horseless carriages’ or something?”
            Dorothy laughed. She hadn't heard that expression in ages. 
            “I might have, only since then cars have gotten bigger, faster, more luxurious,” she said. “We cruise easily down the road at seventy miles per hour, so the trip from Deathknight Castle to Emerald City would've taken hours, instead of weeks. And we have airplanes above us, carrying hundreds of people at a time, flying at hundreds of miles per hour.”
            “It sounds like your world's magic is very powerful,” Locasta said. 
            “It's not magic, but technology,” Dorothy said. The witch's eyes glazed over. Dorothy shook her head. Ozians just didn't get technology, even though they had some primitive tech as well. Most Ozians would rather rely on magic. “There is absolutely no magic in my world.”
            The witch rolled her eyes. “That you know of. Magic is everywhere. It binds the universe together.” She caught Dorothy's eyes. “You would not be here if there was no magic in your world.”
            Dorothy didn't have an argument for that. Was there ever a time in her world that magic ruled? Were there ever real witches that wielded real power? Or was the magic always there, but her world never learned to harness it? 
            A cheer rose up from the vanguard, about a mile ahead of the combined armies. Nick slanted a pleased look at her. 
            “We're home,” he said. Then he pointed. “Look.”
            The ground was rising before them, but Dorothy spotted something bright green jutting above the horizon. It took a second, but then her breath caught. The highest tower of the Imperial palace! Or, just the tip of that tower. 
            Dorothy and Nick spurred their mounts into gallops, while Lion morphed into his lion form and ran easily beside them. Dorothy's horse did try to move away from the giant lion, but the poor beast was starting to get used to having apex predators by her side. 
            A pair of thunderclaps echoed across the land. Odd, since there wasn’t a cloud in the sky. 
            The vanguard moved out, vacating the hilltop. Dorothy rode up first and reined in. Her face lit up. 
            “Emerald City,” she whispered. “Every time I see it, it's like the first time.”
            The great city was easily twice as large as the first time a much younger Dorothy visited. And war had left it battered and bruised. To Dorothy, it looked like a lot of the city's teeth had been knocked out, with many of the great towers long gone. Her predecessor hadn't allowed anyone to rebuild those destroyed towers, but Dorothy authorized building permits soon after being crowned. She hoped to restore Emerald City to its glory. 
            A very faint green bubble appeared around the city. And then another thunderclap. 
            “What the…” she started. 
            “Emerald City is under magical attack,” Nick cried, and pointed to the right of the city. 
            Lion growled, making both Dorothy's and Nick's horses skittish. That forced her to spend a moment regaining full control of her mount, before Dorothy could check out what Nick was pointing out. And it took a moment before she spotted a tiny dot flying around above the city. And the only reason she saw it was the Witch threw a lightning bolt at the city. 
            “Oh my god, a Wicked Witch!”
            Locasta came riding up at that time. The witch stood up in the saddle, and began chanting as she drew mystic symbols in the air with her wand. Dorothy surveyed the land between them and the city while waiting for Locasta. 
            Since their departure from Emerald City about a month back, farmers had tilled most of the farmland surrounding the city. Most of the farms and farming villages were to the east and south, where there was more water available for irrigation. Columns of black smoke rose from numerous villages, and then she spotted a caravan on the northern Yellow Brick Road. 
            “It's Wanda and Jezebelle,” Locasta said. 
            “I only see one Witch,” Dorothy said. Locasta pointed to the left, and Dorothy finally spotted the other Wicked Witch. The second Witch was the one devastating the villages with fireballs. “We have to stop them, protect the city, and…” She pointed at the caravan. “Protect those poor, defenseless traders.”
            Dorothy surveyed the scene a moment longer. It could still take hours for them to reach the city on horseback. Then a Witch with wings flew from the villages, around to the main gate. That blocked the caravan from entering, but she turned her wrath on the actual gate. The Witch hit it with fireball after fireball, before attacking with lightning bolts. 
            “I should've brought a long rifle when I returned to Oz,” Dorothy muttered. 
            The Witches were still out of range for any deer rifle her family owned. She only had one way to reach out and touch those wicked women. So Dorothy dug her two Uzi submachine guns out of her saddlebags. Then she dismounted, and steeled herself for the fight to come as she concentrated on the main gates, and below the winged Witch. 
            “There's no place like in front of the main gates,” Dorothy muttered, and clicked her heels together. She took the Uzis off safety. “There's no place like in front of the main gates.” Suddenly, Locasta dismounted and raced over to her, placing a hand on Dorothy's shoulder. “There's no place like in front of the main gates.” 
            It was little more than a blink of the eye that time. Was it getting easier to transport herself? Only this time, Locasta came with her. 
            “You can't fight them alone,” the witch said. 
            BOOM! BOOM!
            Those thunderclaps rattled her bones, and she felt the earth shake. The Wicked Witch hovered directly above her. Dorothy paused to look her over. 
            “It's Jezebelle Silvermane, Wicked Witch of the East,” Locasta whispered. “I think together we can kill her.”
            Jezebelle turned away from the city, and started towards the incoming caravan. Dorothy pointed both Uzis at the Witch. But just as she started to pull the triggers, Locasta released three fireballs in quick succession and startled her. 
            Ratta-tat-tat-tat. 
            Dorothy's bullets went somewhere, but nowhere near the damned Witch. Locasta's fireballs hit a bubble like “shield” around Jezebelle and fizzled out. They did manage to get the Wicked Witch's full attention. 
            “Dorothy Gale!” Jezebelle cried. 
            “Empress Dorothy Gale Davis, actually,” she replied. “Officially speaking.”
            After all, her last name had been “Davis” far longer than it was “Gale.” Indeed, she only used Gale in Oz. Back in Kansas she was Dorothy Davis. 
            “Begone, Witch, or suffer my wrath!” Dorothy shouted. 
            Jezebelle's answer came in the form of a lightning bolt. Aimed straight at Dorothy's heart. BOOM! The blast knocked Dorothy and Locasta back onto their butts. While Locasta growled and hurled a lightning bolt back at the Wicked Witch, Dorothy sat there a second and blinked. The blast of that damned thing rattled her brain. 
            “Holy Moses,” she muttered. Then she lifted her Uzis and opened fire. 
            Jezebelle flew erratically, avoiding Dorothy's fire and Locasta's lightning. She continued to rain lightning down on them, so much so Dorothy came to realize the Witch couldn't really control it that well. At least not exactly where the lightning struck. Locasta had even less control of her bolts. 
            “Here comes Wanda!” Locasta cried, dragging Dorothy to the ground. 
            The Wicked Witch of the West streaked above them, and Dorothy heard a secondary whoosh. When she looked after the Witch, she spotted a saber in her hand. Was Wanda trying to behead her? Or was she going after Locasta? 
            Both Wicked Witches unleashed lightning bolts. They rained them down on her and the witch, all stopped by a silvery bubble shield. Dorothy and Locasta returned fire. At least for a short while. 
            “Shit, shit, shit,” Dorothy cried when both Uzi's charging handles locked back. “Empty.”
            “What does that mean?” Locasta asked. 
            “I'm out of ammo,” she replied. “I only brought a few extra magazines, and burned through those too fast.”
            She still had the two pistols strapped to her sides, but no spare magazines on her person. She had to save those eighteen rounds for an emergency, so she pulled her katana. 
            “What are you going to do with that?” Locasta asked. “Shake it at them while they fly above us?”
            “Shut up,” Dorothy snapped, face burning hot. Still, what else should she do? So she pulled her left pistol. “Feel better?”
            “Not really. You can't hit anything.”
            Dorothy almost said, I can hit you! But wisely held her tongue. 
            “You and your magic lightning are just as effective as my guns,” she replied. Locasta scowled, so she added, “But thanks for using your magic shield to protect me as well.”
            Locasta froze. “Um, I'm not shielding us. You are.” The witch glanced down at Dorothy's shoes. “Very powerful, too.”
            “Great. They don't always protect me,” she grumbled. “Half the time all they do is vibrate to warn me of danger.”
            “Surrender, Dorothy,” Wanda shouted down. “I promise, we'll treat you very well.”
            “Don't listen to her,” Locasta whispered. “She'll have you bound and gagged in a flash, and then do the most perverted things to your body right here in front of the gates for all your loyal subjects to see.”
            She froze, mind going to very dark places. Once again, she wondered what happened to Oz. It was worse than a dark fantasy, BDSM website back in her world. 
            “What kind of things?” Dorothy shook her head. “No. Don't tell me. I don't want to know.” 
            She noticed raven-haired Wanda was dressed in a black leather catsuit. Dominatrix came to mind, even thought the witch hat spoiled the whole effect in her mind. Jezebelle proved to be a platinum blonde in a bright blue bikini top and long skirt, slit up both sides. Really, it was the big white wings that Dorothy stared at the most. Winged monkeys were weird enough, but winged people? 
            Hundred of fireballs erupted from atop the city walls. Emerald City's brigade of Lesser Witches were finally in the fight. Dorothy's joy was short lived. Neither of the two Wickeds seemed to give the fireballs a thought. The fireballs fizzled on the Wicked Witches' magical shields, reminding Dorothy just how much of a difference in raw power there was between Lesser and Cardinal Witches. 
            And then the Wickeds launched their attack on Dorothy and Locasta. 
            BOOM! BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!
            Just the force of all those lightning blasts drove Dorothy to her knees. Locasta held up a little better, but she was forced into a crouch. Dorothy heard Wanda's laughter even through the din of magical battle. Then the black-clad Wicked suddenly swooped down, silvery saber held high. Dorothy immediately realized Wanda was going after Locasta, who was concentrating on Jezebelle. 
            “No!” Dorothy shouted, leaping up between the two witches. 
            She parried Wanda's strike, driven back to one knee by the force of the Witch's attack. Hell, her sword arm ached all the way past her elbow. Still, she had the presence of mind to squeeze off three shots at the Witch's back as she flew up and over. And then came back at her with wild eyes. 
            “Oh crap,” she muttered. 
            Dorothy rushed back up to her feet, braced herself, and swung her blade with all her might. Wanda turned at the last second, so she missed the Witch, but not her broom. That razor sharp katana whacked through the wooden handle right above where the straw was bound to its end. 
            Wanda crashed twenty feet away with a loud, pained grunt. 
            “That's how you do it!” Locasta cried. “Quick, chop off her head before she recovers!”
            Dorothy rushed the Wicked Witch, but a lightning bolt exploded between her and the downed Witch. Dirt and rocks pelted her face and body from where it struck the ground, forcing her to stop. A second later Jezebelle swooped down. The tip of a powerful wing slapped Dorothy, even as the Wicked Witch of the East snatched up Wanda and flew away. 
            “Dammit, they got away! I wish I had a way to nullify their magic!” Dorothy cried. “This is not over, Wanda!”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 10
 
            Distant thunder echoed through the dark dungeon. Scarecrow smiled. 
            “Distraction?” he asked. 
            The two Sa'Kor agents nodded. 
            “Glinda convinced the Wickeds to attack the city,” Petra said. “They don't know about us, of course.” She slanted a look back at him. “Or else they'd be coming after you.”
            “Let them. I'll sink my fangs…” he stopped, a hand rising to his loosely sewn shut mouth. Petra gave him a warning look, so he dropped his hand. Didn't matter, he could still speak through it well enough. “I'm not afraid of them.”
            “Glinda warned us you were crazy,” Cara said, giving his leash a sharp tug. “Be quiet.”
            The two Sa'Kor moved with a sense of urgency, but continued to walk up the dark dungeon corridor. Other than the sporadic thunder of sorcerous battle far above, the only sound was the clatter of their heels. Scarecrow's eyes dropped to their feet, before rising up to their swaying butts. He so loved the way women's hips swung. Add heels, and the sight was mesmerizing. Scarecrow loved the way they moved with such grace and confidence. 
            I'm going to put you both under my thumb, and bang your tight asses all night long. I'm going to fuck the arrogance out of you, he thought. After I put that uppity bitch witch Glinda back in her proper place. 
            Then his thoughts turned even darker. A cruel smile spread across his face. 
            “I know all the secret passages in the palace,” he said. “Get me out of this dungeon, and I'll lead you straight to Dorothy's bedchamber. Glinda can have me and the Empress today.”
            “That's good to know. Glinda will be pleased,” Petra said. “But Empress Dorothy is not in the palace. She left a month ago to seduce Lion into serving her.”
            Not what he wanted to hear. How did Dorothy always slip through everyone's fingers? Elba, the late Wicked Witch of the West, captured her once. That didn't end well for the Witch. He would be more careful, and subjugate the little twit right away. No languishing in a dungeon cell for Dorothy! No, he would make her his bitch with a quick bite to the neck. Just like he subjugated Glinda. 
            They think I lost all my magic when Dorothy stole my heart away. But my teeth and fangs are separate. Dorothy and Glinda will be mine!
            “Shhhh,” Cara whispered, holding a hand up. “We can't take you out of the dungeon as easily as we entered. We can't put a glamour on you, so we'll have to fight our way out. I'm going to release your leash, Scarecrow. If you try to run away, I'll put a fireball into your dry straw body.”
            I'm going to put something a lot hotter and stiffer into your hot little body, bitch. 
            They stopped when dungeon guards came filing out of an open door. The four men stopped and gawked at the two Sa'Kor. Scarecrow grinned. The four of them out-weighed the two women, and each one of them was a lot stronger. Yet, everyone was terrified of the Sa'Kor, and their fearsome reputation. Truth be told, Scarecrow knew the two Sa'Kor would kill those hapless guards all due to their superior training, and their confidence. 
            Petra struck first, lashing out with her bullwhip across the faces of two guards. As they fell back with cries of fear and pain, Cara dropped Scarecrow's leash, pulled her sword, and then threw a fireball at the other two guards. By that time both women were charging their foes. Scarecrow watched Petra chop off one man's left arm, before thrusting her sword through his heart. Cara engaged the other, had a brief clash of blades, before he fell back with a slit throat. 
            Petra was already on the first two she attacked with a whip. Scarecrow saw his chance. Ripping the stitches from his mouth, the former Wizard of Oz launched himself at Cara. The Sa'Kor never saw him coming, and he pounced. 
            “Ha!” he cried, wrapping his arms and legs around her. Pressed up against the blonde Sa'Kor's back, he sank his fangs into her neck. Cara cried out, back bowing, and then he felt her relax. “Kneel, slave.”
            “Yes, master.”
            “What?” Petra cried, looking at him with a look of fury. “Glinda will burn you alive for that!”
            He wasn’t so sure about that. Glinda could very well still be under his sway. Of course, his control over her was always precarious. Scarecrow knew he never really subjugated her one hundred percent. And she'd become more difficult in recent years. 
            “Cara, take Petra down for me,” Scarecrow commanded. “I want her alive.”
            The blonde Sa'Kor didn't hesitate. She charged Petra with a snarl. The two black-clad agents crossed blades in the dim light of the open door. Scarecrow circled them counterclockwise, as they fought and circled each other clockwise. He shouted encouragement to his enslaved beauty, but it quickly became apparent that Petra was the superior fighter. 
            As soon as Petra began forcing Cara back toward the wall, Scarecrow saw his opening. He moved up behind the dark-haired Sa'Kor, grabbed her hair, yanked her head to the side, and sank his fangs into her neck. 
            “Aaiiee!” Petra cried, knees buckling. 
            Scarecrow dropped with her, kneeling behind the brunette to keep his enchanted fangs deep in her warm flesh. Petra trembled with her efforts to fight him. Obviously, she was the more powerful witch of the two, as well. Yet, she was only a Lesser Witch, so his magic quickly subdued her. The Sa'Kor finally relaxed, his slave. 
            “You are my slave, Petra.”
            “Yes, master. I am your slave.”
            He looked at Cara. “Remove the collar from around my neck, and place it around your own.”
            The blonde didn't hesitate, despite her exhaustion. Still panting furiously, she sheathed her sword, pulled her wand out of its sheath, and tapped the iron collar. It snapped open. Cara pulled the collar off Scarecrow's neck and snapped it around her own. It proved a nice, snug fit. 
            “Give me your whip, Petra,” he commanded. 
            Glinda's leather-clad agent docilely handed him the coiled bullwhip. It was seven feet of shiny black leather. He tied the end around Petra's slender throat. And then he headed for the dungeon's exit, leading the two subjugated women. 
            “Keep your wands ready,” he commanded. “Fireball anyone you see.”
            Most Lesser Witches didn't have the power to throw lightning bolts. Fireballs would be enough for mere men and women, though. And it would let the palace, city, and world know that King Scarecrow was loose!
            Floosh!
            He looked right in time to see Petra's fireball slam into a palace guard. The arcane flames consumed the poor fool in seconds. Scarecrow always wondered if the victims of fireballs lived long enough to feel the agony. He hoped so. 
            Scarecrow took off running, his enslaved Sa'Kor close behind. His face lit up. “I'm free!”
            Scarecrow knew the palace better than anyone. Scarecrows didn't sleep, so he explored it in depth at night. He knew all of its secret places, and how to get out quickly. 
            “We came in through the tunnel up ahead,” Cara said. 
            That secret escape tunnel went to a small copse of trees about a mile outside the city walls. There was a tumbledown hut, and a spring. He actually owned that old farm, before Dorothy usurped him. 
            Dark thoughts of the Kansas girl stopped him in his tracks. They said she wasn't in the palace, so there was no reason for him to remain inside, either. The authorities would surely do a thorough search for him within the city, so it was best to get out while he could. Besides, his slaves probably had transportation waiting. Maybe a flying carpet? 
            “Excellent, my slave. Let us escape the city,” he said. “And then go hunt down Dorothy Gale.”
            “As you wish, master, but…” Petra said, but he yanked the whip to silence her. 
            “Do not 'but' me! I am your master,” he snarled. “You only obey.”
            “Yes, master.”
            “Stupid, arrogant Sa'Kor bitch slave,” Scarecrow sneered. “You strutted into my cell, all high and mighty, and look at you now. Slapped down. Enslaved. My slave.”
            Hearing lots and lots of running feet all around, Scarecrow decided it best to berate and belittle his slaves later. After he escaped. Once far away, and safe, he would really show them who the master was. Oh yes. He would put their fine round butts to work. Just the thought gave him a tingle between his legs. 
            Reaching the hidden tunnel, he quickly found the release and opened it. After leading the two slaves inside, he closed the secret door. Small glowing crystals embedded in the ceiling gave a pale greenish light. It was just enough to navigate the twisting, turning tunnel. Cara followed at the end of the leash, with Petra behind her on the longer whip. He gave the leash and whip occasional tugs, just to keep those young beauties off balance. 
            It was fun tormenting the helpless. 
            The tunnel stretched for miles. It passed through holes chiseled through both the inner and outer city walls. When he passed through the outer walls, Scarecrow knew they were over halfway to the exit. He picked up his pace, humming a jaunty song. His mind filled with all the sick, depraved ways he could make Glinda and Dorothy pay for their crimes against him. He would practice on Cara and Petra. 
            Soon, he spotted the end. The door was stone, opened with a spell. He knew the spell, since he was the one to place it upon the big boulder. Since he no longer had magic, he ordered Cara to open it. She pointed her wand, muttered the spell, and the boulder slowly rolled out of the way. 
            Sunlight slanted down into the tunnel. 
            “Freedom!” Scarecrow shouted as he emerged from the dark and into tree-shaded light. “Watch out Glinda, Dorothy, and the rest of the world. I will have my vengeance!”
            “How cute,” Glinda purred. 
            He whirled around as Cara and Petra emerged, moving to either side of him. Glinda sat upon a boulder, legs crossed, and a wicked smirk on her face. Her baby blues cut toward first Petra, and then Cara. Then her eyes narrowed. 
            “You bastard,” Glinda snarled, her wand instantly pointing at him. “You bit my Sa'Kor!”
            “Kill her!” Scarecrow commanded. 
            Petra and Cara threw themselves at Glinda without hesitation. The Witch scowled, and then shot small bolts through their hearts. Both women fell dead to the ground. Her eyes glowed red fire when they turned on Scarecrow. 
            “You bastard, I'll make you pay for that.”
            Scarecrow threw himself at her, but she proved quicker. Glinda cast a spell that wrapped him up in pink tendrils of raw magic energy. Try as he might, he could not break free. And then she slowly dismounted the boulder, walked over to kneel beside him on the ground. She lifted her right hand, and a large needle and cord appeared. 
            “These stitches are enchanted, so you won't be able to remove them,” she sneered. The Witch quickly sewed his mouth, leaving the cords loose enough for him to speak through them, but nothing else. But Scarecrow could feel the magic in those insidious bindings. “Scarecrow, you will either serve me loyally, of your own freewill, or you will serve me as a magically bound slave. Decide!”
            “We are going after Dorothy?”
            “We are.”
            “For Dorothy, I'll serve you loyally any way I can.”
            Glinda smiled. “Nice, but I'll not give her to you. I will let you have her for the night, every so often as it amuses me.”
            Scarecrow cursed her soundly, bucked and struggled to no avail. Finally, he glowered at her. 
            “Fine. I accept your terms, Glinda Upland,” he said. “I am yours to command.”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 11
 
            The crowd cheered, chanting, “Dorothy! Dorothy! Dorothy!” Flowers rained down upon her as she looked around. It wasn't so long ago that they all cursed her name. Now she was their savior. She wondered how fast they would turn on her if the tides of war changed again. 
            “Oz, or just old age, is making me cynical,” Dorothy muttered, but she smiled and waved at the crowd. She slanted an amused look back at her companions. “Lion, I bet you never expected to be greeted like this again.”
            “True, but I've dreamed of marching down this street after conquering the city many times.”
            Dorothy led the combined armies to the palace. There, she commanded Marshal Picho to take charge of the army. And then she further ordered him to provide barracks for Lion's army. She knew there were always empty barracks for when armies visited from the far reaches of the Empire. Lion then gave his orders to his second-in-command. 
            “Come, my friends. We have much to discuss,” she said, leading Nick and Lion into the palace. 
            Courtiers and bureaucrats bowed as she walked through one opulent chamber after another. Rounding a corner, she stopped to see blood on the floor and burn marks on the walls. 
            “What happened here?”
            One of the palace guards snapped to attention. “Your Serene Highness, two Sa'Kor snuck inside the palace, broke Scarecrow out, and killed a guardsman with fireballs during their escape.”
            Dorothy stared incredulously at him. “Scarecrow escaped?”
            He looked supremely embarrassed, and nodded. She looked at Nick, who was clutching his hilt and looking all around. Lion had morphed to half-lion, sniffing the air. 
            “We have to get you to a secure location, Dorothy,” Nick said. “Quietly. Scarecrow could attack at any second.”
            She looked around warily, glad she had her Uzis hanging off her shoulders. But then, bullets had proved worthless against Scarecrow in the past. Her sword would be better. 
            “Nick, get with the Palace Guard Commander-on-Duty and arm all of the guards with torches. Fire kills Scarecrow,” Dorothy said. 
            “Um,” the palace guard said. 
            “Yes? Speak,” Dorothy snapped. 
            “Scarecrow escaped through a tunnel down the hallway, Your Highness,” he said. He pointed with his spear. “The Palace Guard has already smashed it open, and I think we are following him out the tunnel.”
            Dorothy hurried down the corridor. A few minutes later she found a dozen guardsmen and officers beside an ugly hole in the wall. A dimly lit tunnel slanted down and away to the west. She spoke with the Duty Officer a moment. 
            Turning back to Nick and Lion, “He escaped. They've already followed it to an old farm about a mile west of the outer walls. They found two dead Sa'Kor agents. No sign of Scarecrow, and no tracks leading away.”
            “Scarecrow killed his saviors?” Lion asked. “He's crazier than I thought.”
            “No. I was told a Lesser Witch checked them out. The Sa'Kor were killed by lightning strikes,” Dorothy said. “Her best guess was Wanda ambushed them, and took Scarecrow away.”
            “That is not good. Scarecrow knows Emerald City's magical defenses better than anyone. If anyone can crack the city open, it's Scarecrow,” Nick said. “I suspect he's halfway to Winkie Country by now, but he'll be back soon enough. We'd better be ready.”
            “Do you think the Wicked Witch attack was meant to distract the army while Glinda's Sa'Kor broke Scarecrow out?” Lion asked. “That's how she usually operates.”
            If it was true, then Wanda pulled a fast one over on Glinda. Still, they didn't really know who had Scarecrow. If anyone. He was a wily foe. 
            “I can't believe Glinda wanted him back,” Nick said. “He treated her like trash. I always suspected Glinda despised him, and only superior magic kept her at his side.”
            “Do you think Glinda is still loyal to Scarecrow?” Dorothy asked. “He doesn't have magic anymore.” She turned to her other companion. “Lion, do you think Locasta can divine the answers to that?”
            He'd morphed back to fully human. “No. Divining isn't a talent most witches possess. But then, she might be able to use her magic to discover where Scarecrow went. I can't promise it'll be quick.”
            “Speak of the devil,” Nick said. 
            Dorothy looked past him to find Locasta hurrying toward them. She had an odd look on her face. The witch stopped and bowed to Lion. 
            “Warlord,” she said, and then indicated Dorothy. “Empress Dorothy said something at the end of our fight with the Wickeds that stuck a memory. It remained at the tip of my tongue, until a few minutes ago. May I share openly, or would you prefer to hear it first in private?”
            “We're all friends and allies, Locasta. Speak.”
            “She said something about wishing she could nullify the Wickeds' magic,” Locasta said. She paused, worried her cheek a second, and continued. “There is way. A talisman that nullifies magic for…a distance I don't recall, but it will stop all magic within range of its power. And even a Cardinal Witch can be killed as easily as a common human once depowered.”
            “Do you know where I can find it?” Dorothy asked. 
            Locasta smiled. “I will by morning.”
            Dorothy caught Nick's eyes, and then Lion's. “Nick, gather a team. Lion, do the same from within your army. We ride at first light.”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 12
 
            Dorothy sat on the Emerald Throne. Nick stood to her right, with Lion on her left. Locasta stood on the other side of her master, and back a step. The Palace Guard officers were filing out of the vast chamber having received their final orders for the night. Dorothy sighed and rubbed her eyes. 
            It had proven a long, hard day that stretched deep into the night thanks to the fact Glinda's Sa'Kor had penetrated the palace's defenses to break Scarecrow out. Dorothy was still wearing her dusty riding clothes. By that time all she wanted was a long, hot bath and a good night's sleep. Not necessarily in that order. 
            At least when they were on the march with the army, Dorothy could go to bed relatively early. Of course, on the way to Deathknight Castle that meant more time in bed with Nick, doing very wicked things to each other. She alternated nights with Nick and Lion during the march back to Emerald City. And the lion-shifter was just as demanding in bed. 
            It was an interesting time, to say the least. 
            “But all good things come to an end,” she muttered. She smiled when both Nick and Lion gave her questioning looks. “By that I mean, I'm bushed.”
            “Bushed?” Lion asked. He looked all around. “There are no bushes in here. The bush country is a good week's run from Emerald City, and…”
            “It's her way to say she's tired,” Nick interrupted. He wagged his brows. “And it's my night.”
            Lion scowled at him. Dorothy shook her head. The legendary Warlord stayed true to his lion nature. He viewed her as part of his pride now, and as top male every female was his and his alone. Being transformed into a shifter didn't change that in the least. Meanwhile, his rival was a powerful warrior pimp and used to having scores of eager women to warm his bed. 
            She was too tired to recall how she ended up in the middle of those two, but hadn't found a problem with it while on the road. Yeah, they kept her quite satisfied. Maybe just a little sleep deprived. 
            “Ah, funny. We're back at the palace, so everything's reset,” Dorothy said. “Which means, lover boys, tonight I sleep alone. I need sleep more than I need, um, what you guys have to offer.”
            Dorothy already knew she had to get up early. First, she had to deal with all the government issues that came up during her month long absence. And then she had to leave the comfort and safety of the palace once again to go find that damned magic nulling talisman. Of course, her staff argued against her personally going on a quest. Empresses sat prettily on their thrones while big dirty men went on quests for them. She wasn't the sitting pretty and waiting around to be saved type. 
            Besides, they just want me to make all of the decisions so they aren't blamed if something goes wrong. 
            Still, it was hard to deny her lovers like that, especially Lion when he turned on the pheromones. Nick stood so tall and proud, his steel body sheathed in fine brown leather riding clothes. He might be a man of steel, literally, but he had flesh genitalia so had to wear clothes. While Lion had to strip to shift, so all too frequently he stood before her in all his naked glory. After they arrived, and before entering the city, Locasta used magic to dress him to impress in savage glory: leather buckskin pants and nothing else. 
            “We'll meet for breakfast together,” she said, standing. “I'll try to finish all my official business as early as possible.”
            She wanted to leave early enough to ride out of view of Emerald City before dark. Probably not going to happen, but a girl can dream. Locasta said the talisman was far to the east, in what Dorothy would call the Appalachian Mountains. They called them the Misty Mountains in Munchkin Country. 
            Dorothy headed for the door. She could feel both Nick's and Lion's eyes burning into her back as she descended the five steps down to the floor. Her hips began to swing a little more as she stuck a sassy strut away. 
            “I'm such a bad girl,” she whispered, grinning wickedly. Then she heard them start to follow. “Maybe too bad for my own good?”
            Once again, Dorothy wondered if there was a curse on the Land of Oz making everyone, including her, so damned horny. Maybe it was put there by Scarecrow, whether on purpose or by accident. Scarecrow accidentally cursed a lot of people, places, and groups over the years. But even in her wildest “boy crazy” teen years, she hadn't been that horny all the time. And it seemed the whole world was obsessed with the wildest, wickedest sex, too. 
            I should discuss it with Locasta when we get back. 
            Lion's personal witch wasn't going with them. They'd decided it best if no one outside the palace knew that Dorothy had left again. The plan was for Locasta to use a glamour spell to become the Empress Dorothy, and thus keep the Wicked Witches focused on Emerald City. 
            Turning toward her chambers, Dorothy heard Nick and Lion behind her as she ascended the grand stairs to the second floor. Her suite of rooms was in the residence wing, on the second floor. And then she remembered that she'd given both men suites next to her chambers so they'd be close at hand in case she ever needed one of them. 
            Dorothy's mouth dried up. She licked her lips as her heart rate ramped up. Were they slowly closing on her? Would they make another bid to share her bed that night? Just the possibility sent sweet tingles spiraling through her lower belly. Soon, her sex began to tingle and felt warmer, wetter. It got a little harder to breathe. 
            She slanted a quick look behind her. Her two lovers strode side-by-side, their eyes locked on her butt. Dorothy bit her lip, a smile tugging on the corners of her mouth. Did she really affect them so profoundly they couldn't stop thinking about her? Did they want her even more than she wanted them? 
            I really have to pick one, she thought. I can't live with a romantic triangle over my head. 
            Dorothy couldn't imagine the peace lasting long with those two competing for her affections. But she didn't want to lose either of them. She needed them to help her rule Oz, and mostly to fight off Glinda and the Wickeds. 
            Why do I have to choose either? 
            Nick still owned his brothel, and visited often. He had no problem screwing other women, and lots of them. While on the march back to Emerald City, Dorothy learned that Locasta shared Lion's bed when he wasn't spending the night in Dorothy's. So neither of them thought it necessary to be exclusive with her. 
            Dorothy's pace increased when she spotted her door up ahead on the left. Her room, and bed, were just moments away. Once locked behind that door she'd be safe from the sexual prowess of those two alpha lovers. So why was her heart pounding? And were the two men closing the gap? 
            She glanced to the right as she passed Nick's suite. Lion's suite was past hers, also on the opposite side of the corridor. Her heart started pounding in her ears when she failed to hear Nick stop and enter. Dorothy was afraid to look back. Afraid one of them would catch her eyes and see how vulnerable she felt. Afraid she couldn't say no again. 
            Finally, she reached her door. “Goodnight.”
            “Dorothy,” Nick said, grabbing her left wrist and spinning her around before her right hand could touch the doorknob. 
            In a flash, Dorothy found herself pressed up against the wall. Nick kissed her neck, nibbled her shoulder. His hands caressed her body, while not quite touching her most intimate places. And then Lion pressed up opposite him, nuzzling her ear. One of his hands grabbed her butt, squeezing so wonderfully. 
            Lion's pheromones filled her senses. Her breath caught, body instantly throbbing with achy need. Unfortunately for the big shifter, his pheromones didn't make her want him and him alone, pushing Nick out of the game. They just made her horny and left her totally uninhibited. 
            Still, a deep weariness remained. 
            “Please,” Dorothy begged. “I love you both, but I don't need this. I need sleep.”
            “But I need you,” Nick growled in his best bedroom voice. 
            Dorothy felt her resolve melting. Hell, there never was that much desire for abstinence to begin with. And it was his turn to sleep with her. On top of that, their overbearing efforts at seducing her had her insides all fluttery hot and needy. 
            “I need you more,” Lion said, and pulled her face toward him. Their eyes locked, and she felt that gaze in her toes. “I have to have you tonight.”
            “No, I have to have you,” Nick said. 
            They glared at each other, just inches apart. Dorothy gawked at them a moment, and saw her way to avoid lengthy romantic entanglements that night. A roguish grin spread across her face, and she wagged her brows. 
            “Well, boys, we seem to have a predicament. Both of you just have to have me tonight, but there's only one of me,” she said. “Unless you want to have a ménage à trois, we'll all have to sleep alone.”
            Once, on the march back to the city, she'd suggest a ménage à trois. After explaining that meant threesome, they both rejected it without further discussion. Yeah, neither of them liked to share. Though, she'd been in more than a few threesomes with Nick back in their brothel days. Never with two men, of course. And the way her horny lovers scowled at her said they still rejected the idea. Win for Dorothy. 
            “Aww, what a shame. It would be epic,” Dorothy said and giggled. She kissed Lion, and then Nick. “See you boys in the…”
            “I'll do it,” Nick said. Lion recoiled. The now hardened steel man grinned at his rival, and reached past Dorothy to open her door. “No? Then we'll see you in the morning, old friend.”
            Dorothy's jaw dropped. Nick outwitted both her and Lion. It kind of thrilled her, and she felt her body changing, starting to ready itself for the sexual marathon to come. But then Lion surprised them. 
            “I'm open to new things,” Lion said. “My threesomes have always been with two women, but we'll see if Dorothy can keep up.”
            “What?” she cried. Visions of both of them taking her at once, over and over and over, flashed before her mind's eye. “Oh my!”
            Dorothy found herself swept into her chambers, between the two horny men. She felt like they were bum-rushing her into bed, so she managed to plant her feet and stop them. The two men looked surprised. Did her Silver Stilettos help by locking down on the floor? 
            “Curb your enthusiasm, boys,” she said. She pushed them out to arm's length. “Simmer down. We don't want to hurt the girl, do we? I didn't think so.”
            They were instantly all over her again. Insistent, demanding, but touching her gently, more sensually. She was soon moaning and groaning, writhing between them. It took her a moment, but Dorothy realized they were expertly stripping her. 
            These guys are good. 
            Lion only wore a pair of tight buckskins, so Dorothy began unfastening Nick's clothes. Oddly enough, Lion wore the least but was last to be stripped bare. She paused to admire his erection, and knew it was worth the wait. 
            Dorothy slowly dropped to her knees with a wicked look on her face. Nick pressed up close to her left, with Lion just as close on her right. She found herself cock high to both, with two monster-sized erections pushed into her face. Lion's pheromones continued to fill the air, making her tingle inside and out. 
            Wrapping a hand around each cock, she began stroking them to rock hardness. She noticed beads of pre-cum forming at the tip of each, making her mouth water. Taking a deep breath, filling her nostrils with the co-mingled scent of both, Dorothy turned to Nick's dick and plucked the drop of pre-cum off with the tip of her tongue, before rolling her tongue round his sensitive head. At the same time, her hand began spreading Lion's pre-cum all over his cock. 
            “Mmmm,” she moaned, finally wrapping her lips around the helmet-shaped head. 
            She gave him intense head for a moment, before pulling off and turning to Lion. Tickling his pisshole with the tip of her tongue, she then made him gasp when she suddenly went down on him. Dorothy took the shifter's massive cock to the back of her mouth, over and over again. And then just as suddenly, she pulled off and went down on Nick. 
            Stroking, sucking, Dorothy put everything she knew into giving those two intense pleasure. It felt like a race to climax. Dorothy found herself eager to see who won. And she tried to help both along equally. 
            “Back to me!” Nick cried. “I'm about to come!”
            Dorothy pulled off Lion, only to have him grab her head. “No! I'm about to…”
            Hot cum shot out of Lion's cock and into Dorothy's open mouth. And then Nick's cock pushed up close and shot a wad, too. She froze, mouth open, as they filled it with their seed. 
            “Well, that was a lot,” she said, licking her lips. “Now maybe we can get a few hours sleep before one of you wakes me up for another round.”
            “Funny,” Nick said, grabbing a fistful of her dark, silky hair. Dorothy was forced to crawl up onto the bed. “I'm just getting started.”
            Nick and Lion maneuvered Dorothy to the middle of the huge bed. She ended up facing Lion, who also knelt on the bed, with Nick pressed up close behind her. And then she felt it. 
            “Ooh, not that.”
            “Yep, that,” Nick growled in her ear. “You know what to do. Relax, Dorothy. Just remember what I taught you.”
            Dorothy's insides turned to hot mush instantly. It wasn't her favorite sex act, but the notorious pimp always got what he wanted out of his lovers. And he liked to enter through the backdoor. 
            Nick's index finger began probing her anus. She did her best to relax, and he was able to slip inside her without too much effort. Yeah, that finger felt huge. And then a second finger joined it. Dorothy gasped, back bowed. Lion began fondling, kissing, nuzzling, sucking her breasts. He sent amazing sensations rippling through her overheated body, even as Nick increased the finger count to three. She knew it was about to happen. 
            “Gently,” she whispered when his fingers came out, and his cock pressed up to her sphincter. And then he pushed into her. “Uggh! Oooh. Yes. Slowly.”
            The two of them had done that deed hundreds of times, so it didn't take long before her old friend was balls deep up her ass. Dorothy reveled in that feeling of being stretched out to the max, and filled up as well. And then Nick did something unexpected. 
            Leaning back, and pulling her back with him, Nick said, “Mount up, Lion.”
            “What does that mean?” she asked, eyes huge. “Both of you at once?”
            “It's called double-penetration, my love,” Nick whispered in her ear. 
            “Ho-ly shit!” Dorothy gasped when Lion growled, pressed his cock up to her entrance, and grinned down at her. He thrust in deep. “Ugggh!”
            “We call this an Emerald City Threesome,” Nick said. “Just what you asked for.”
            Nick fucked her butt, thrusting nice and slowly. Lion went crazy on her pussy, thrusting into her like a madman. She felt them both profoundly, and her body reacted appropriately. Yeah, she trembled like a leaf, writhing, gasping, groaning. They made her crazy. Lion's pheromones just stoked her fires ever hotter and hotter, so soon she was bucking between them, crying out in joy. 
            “Yes! Yes!”
            Dorothy felt first Lion, and then Nick, swell up even more inside her. Just knowing they were about to come tipped her over the top, and she felt that surge to orgasm. 
            “Ooooooh,” she sighed when her insides erupted with climatic glory. Pleasure pulsed through her quivering body. Then Nick came, followed seconds later by Lion. And that made her climax again. “Uugggh. Oooh.”
            Nick slowly slipped out, followed by Lion. They moved back and she dropped bonelessly to the bed, huffing and puffing. Dorothy rolled onto her back, feeling so hot, so sweaty, so wonderfully worn out. 
            “That was… Epic,” she whispered. A naughty little smile spread across her face. “You realize, I hope, that I'm going to expect this every night now.” She giggled. “Now, do it again.”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 13
 
            “Right here,” Scarecrow said, indicating a rocky, moss-covered mound of about fifteen feet. 
            Glinda regarded the spot indicated. She used her wand to look for wards, or any other kind of spells. No glamour spell disguised it. No wards of any kind protected the site. Four Sa'Kor agents moved up to either side of her, glaring daggers at Scarecrow. They wanted Glinda to burn him alive for what he did to their sister-agents. 
            “It's a burial mound. Probably two thousand years old,” she said. “I'm sure anything of value was dug out of it centuries ago. Why did you bring me here?”
            Scarecrow grinned in a way that worried her. Even she had difficultly divining what went on inside his mind. Was it a trap? Glinda didn't trust her former master. He was beyond wicked; Scarecrow was pure evil. 
            “Fifty years ago I had an escape tunnel dug from the Royal Bedchambers to this spot,” he said. “I expect Dorothy is even now asleep in my former bed.” He turned to glare at the nearby city, glowing green in the night. “I told you I could deliver her to you quickly. Is this fast enough, Glinda?”
            “Splendid! I knew you'd prove your worth, Scarecrow.”
            “Our intelligence says Nick Chopper shares her bed every night,” Oxsana said. The blonde Sa'Kor agent was the more powerful of the two Sa'Kor Lesser Witches accompanying Glinda. “I'd feel better if you allowed Qoris and me to lead the way. If it pleases you, mistress, we can engage Nick Chopper while you take Dorothy Gale.”
            Glinda nodded. She liked it. Qoris was one of the Sa'Kor's finest and most experienced assassins. If the dark desert-bred assassin couldn't kill Dorothy's steel-sheathed protector, then no one could. Of course, Kyra had proven quite exceptional as an assassin, too. The beautiful redhead was a former Lady-in-Waiting, so the Witch knew her quite intimately. The fourth Sa'Kor was Darin, another Lesser Witch who specialized in kidnapping and interrogation. 
            “I want Scarecrow to go in first and lead, then Oxsana, Qoris, myself, Kyra, and Darin to guard our rear,” Glinda said. “Once we enter the bedchambers, Oxsana, Qoris, and Scarecrow will engage Nick. I'll lead Kyra and Darin in securing Dorothy. Darin, I'll be relying heavily upon your skills.”
            The brunette's hands lit up with dark purple fires, which quickly turned into writhing tendrils. “I'm ready, mistress.”
            They lined up in that order, but Scarecrow remained with his back to the mound. Glinda crinkled her nose at the moody bastard. Nothing was ever easy with Scarecrow. 
            “How do we open it?” she asked. “Is there a manual lever?”
            He remained silent, staring at her chest. Glinda shook her head. He was too easily distracted, and his dark lusts all-consuming at times. At the moment, she was dressed in a way to fire up his passions. She wore Sa'Kor black leathers to help hide her in the darkness. Of course, he was looking her Sa'Kor witches and assassins over just as hungrily. 
            “I asked you a question,” Glinda said with steel in her voice. 
            “Magic,” he said. He tapped two stones, one above the other. “Dorothy stole my magic, so you'll have to use yours to move those two rectangular rocks.”
            Glinda squinted at the indicated rocks. She could just make out their outlines in the night shadows. Together, they made a roughly door shape. So she lifted her wand and cast the necessary spell. The uppermost stone shifted slightly, rattled loose from the surrounding soil, and then slowly moved away from the ancient burial mound. The scraping sound made Glinda clench her teeth, despite knowing there wasn't anyone close enough to hear. 
            A dark tunnel could be seen, so Glinda moved the lower stone away. She stacked them to one side. Once they'd escaped with Dorothy, she'd restore the burial mound to its original state. No one would be able to tell there was anything amiss. And later, they could use that tunnel to capture the city. Hopefully, Scarecrow had many other secret tunnels they could also use in the taking of Emerald City. 
            Scarecrow turned and rushed inside. The others hurried in to follow. Light crystals scattered haphazardly on the floor, walls, and ceiling lit up as they approached, and faded to black after they passed. It was still enough to see the tunnel was as roughly constructed as she'd ever seen. The wooden beams and supports looked rotted and unstable, covered in spider webs. Rats and mice scampered around underfoot. 
            I doubt anyone's passed through since its completion. 
            Glinda estimated the distance between the burial mound and Emerald Palace at around two miles, but it felt like ten in that tunnel. Their passage took forever, with some spots quite tight. Finally, they reached Emerald City's outer wall. 
            The hole through the thick stone wall proved quite tight. Scarecrow's straw-stuffed body passed through effortlessly. Not so easy for the flesh and blood members of the party. Their skin-tight leather did help them, since it didn't catch on any of the sharp edges and protected them from cuts and scrapes. 
            “How many of these tunnels did you build?” Glinda asked. 
            “Twelve,” Scarecrow said. “All coming from the palace. Three have since collapsed, but I know of one other escape tunnel an unknown previous ruler built.”
            “Excellent. I'll need you to give my Sa'Kor a detailed map of them all,” she said. “Even the collapsed tunnels. We can restore them if necessary.”
            Glinda didn't think they'd have to besiege Emerald City. Once she had Dorothy in her power, then she could use either the Empress or the deposed King Scarecrow to rally support. If necessary, she would marry Dorothy to Scarecrow, install them back on the throne, and rule the Empire through them. At least at first. 
            “Spider!” Scarecrow cried, and promptly slapped Oxsana's left boob. “Got it.”
            The most wicked look of glee spread across Scarecrow's face before the Sa'Kor agent punched him in the face. Even then he laughed. 
            “That tickled,” Scarecrow said. “Do it again.”
            He reached for Oxsana's chest once more, but snatched his hands back when flames erupted around her hands. Glinda noted a tiny spark of fear in his eyes. 
            “I'll torch you if you touch me again.”
            “I'm so scared.” His hand darted back up, squeezing her tit. “Honk.”
            All five women cried out angrily, while he swiftly turned away and continued up the tunnel. Oxsana looked back at Glinda with fury in her eyes. 
            “Don't worry, I'll find a way to punish him appropriately,” the Witch said. 
            The tunnel widened a bit under the city. They moved quicker, and Glinda felt the anticipation building as they neared the palace. Her heart began racing when they reached the walls of the palace itself. 
            “Shhh,” Scarecrow said. “We're about to enter the palace. This passage is built into the very walls, so if you speak or bump into anything, it might be heard by someone in the palace.”
            Glinda listened intently, and did hear muted conversations. The passage twisted and turned, and they had to climb a ladder to reach the second floor. And then, they were forced to crawl on all fours under the floor, before entering a small hidden chamber. 
            Scarecrow grinned like an idiot, fidgeting in his excitement. “We've arrived. Listen.”
            “Uggh. Uggh. Uggh.”
            A feminine voice was grunting? Glinda frowned, and then a banging began. Her eyes lit up when the sounds registered. Nick was banging Dorothy! Perfect. They were distracted, and probably wouldn't completely regain their wits before it's too late. 
            Scarecrow stepped up upon a wooden box, slid open a secret peephole, and looked inside. They were definitely doing it in the Imperial Bed, because a big bulge swelled up between his legs. Hell, Glinda felt a little breathless and tingly thinking about that huge steel brute fucking that beautiful young thing. 
            Soon, you'll be warming my bed, Dorothy, Glinda thought. I'm going to train you to be the perfect love slave, for both men and women. 
            It would be a wonderfully wicked experience for them both. 
            Glinda quickly got them lined up, with Scarecrow, Oxsana, and Qoris leading the attack. They had to dispatch Nick as quickly and quietly as possible. Ideally, the big steel pimp turned Imperial Advisor would die in bed, while still inside Dorothy. If he died atop her, pinning the young beauty down, it would make capturing and entrancing her so much easier. 
            “Go,” Glinda whispered. 
            Scarecrow threw a bronze lever, and a section of wall glided soundlessly aside. He rushed in, and the others followed fast on his heels. 
            “Kill them all!” Scarecrow shouted. 
            Glinda cursed. Why did he shout? Silence was imperative. So the second she passed out into the bedchamber, the Witch turned to the door. She drew a series of runes in the air with her wand, muttering the spell at the same time. Light flashed, and the door was sealed shut. The Palace Guards would not interfere. 
            An enraged roar filled the room. Glinda whirled around, eyes huge. “Lion?”
            She immediately remembered how Lion subdued and subjugated Locasta. Not even a Cardinal Witch could resist his pheromones. 
            “Kill the shifter first!” Glinda cried. 
            “It's Glinda!” Nick shouted. “Protect Dorothy!”
            It went from bad to worse fast. Nick rolled off the bed to the right, while Lion went left. Scarecrow, Oxsana, and Qoris had already committed themselves to an assault on Nick. That left Lion free to engage Darin and Kyra. 
            Glinda moved between the two fights, straight to the foot of the bed. Dorothy sat there gawking, looking left and right. And then she spotted Glinda, and their eyes locked. 
            “Did you really think you were safe in Scarecrow's bed?” Glinda taunted. 
            The pretty brunette slipped a hand under a pillow, and pulled out a pistol. Glinda felt a moment of panic, having been gunned down before. Twice. Using her wand, she projected a shield against missile weapons. 
            Pap-pap-pap-pap!
            The Witch's breath caught, she froze, but then she smiled. Her arcane shield held. Four little lead bullets clattered to the floor between the two women. Dorothy's eyes briefly widened, before she turned her pistol on Oxsana. 
            Glinda threw a fireball at Dorothy, forcing her to roll off the bed and drop to the floor. The brunette rolled up on one knee, and then popped off two shots into Scarecrow. 
            “Leave him alone,” Dorothy shouted. 
            The former Wizard of Oz turned on her with a snarl. Lion seized Kyra's arm, spun around, and hurled her over Dorothy's head and into Scarecrow's chest. The scarecrow went down, taking out Oxsana as well. Nick shouted in victory as he tore into Qoris with just his fists and feet. The assassin had to give ground to the much larger foe. 
            It wasn't looking good. Glinda pointed her wand at Scarecrow, seized him with magic, and threw him at Dorothy. 
            “Grab her!”
            Dorothy managed to squeeze off another shot before Scarecrow plowed into her. She was driven back against the wall, where Scarecrow pounded a fist into her belly. She gasped, doubled over, and Glinda felt the thrill of success. 
            “Stupid bastard,” Dorothy croaked out, and then thrust her pistol into Scarecrow's side. “BURN!”
            She pulled the trigger. The bullet passed through him, but then a second later he started squealing like a stuck pig, beating frantically at his left side. It took the Witch a moment to realize that Dorothy had somehow set him on fire with the pistol. 
            The Witch cast a quick spell that killed the fire in Scarecrow's side. He immediately backhanded Dorothy, who lost hold of her pistol and fell back against the wall. Scarecrow quickly pounced, twisting the young brunette's arm behind her back. 
            “Dorothy is ours!” Glinda cried. 
            The Kansas girl struggled, but couldn't break free of Scarecrow's grasp. So Glinda looked around to see where she was needed next. 
            “Got him!” Darin cried. “Quick, Kyra, stab him in the heart!”
            Glinda glanced that way. Darin's magic was saving the day. Lion was down, wrapped up in glowing purple tendrils of pure energy. The Lesser Witch's face showed her strain, barely able to restrain the powerful shifter. Kyra rushed across the bedchamber towards them, even as Glinda heard Oxsana cry out in victory. 
            “Nick Chopper is down!”
            Nick lay against the wall. He looked unconscious, while Qoris stood over him looking for a way to finish him off. So Glinda turned to Scarecrow and Dorothy. 
            “Hold her tight,” Glinda commanded, stepping up to Dorothy. A swirl of her wand produced a shiny silver collar. It was an enchanted piece, which would subjugate Dorothy's will and make her utterly obedient. “Lift her chin so I can – “
            Dorothy cried out in rage, and lashed out with a foot. A silver shod foot slammed into Glinda's shin. 
            “Begone!” Dorothy shouted. 
            Glinda felt icy cold magic grip her. She didn't even have time to realize what happened, before it pulled her out of the room, through the tunnel at lightning speed, and out of the mound's entrance. The Witch slammed back against a thick tree, her breath exploding out. 
            She fell to her hands and knees, gasping for breath a split second before Oxsana slammed into the tree above her, followed by Scarecrow, Kyra, Darin, and Qoris. Everyone fell upon Glinda. 
            “What happened?” Oxsana gasped out. “How did she vanquish us like that? Is she a witch?”
            “In a way, yes,” Glinda said, finally able to escape the pile of humanity. She rolled over onto her back, still gasping for air. “She did that to me once before. I've got to get those shoes off her feet!”
            A rumbling came from deep in the earth, and then dust spewed out of the tunnel's entrance. She scowled at Emerald City, at the palace rising above all else. They'd just collapsed the tunnel using magic. Was it the shoes? Or Locasta? Either way, they were deprived of a path straight to Dorothy. 
            “Scarecrow, tell me about the other tunnels,” she said, eyes narrowing. “I'm more determined than ever to put Dorothy Gale under my thumb!”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 14
 
            Dorothy stood on the balcony. The city looked so peaceful in the pre-dawn light. There was a chill in the air, goose-fleshing her skin. It felt wonderful after a long, exhausting night. With Locasta's help, they'd located a dozen tunnels, and numerous hidden passages within the palace. Locasta collapsed all of the tunnels, and used her magic to seal the hidden passages. 
            The witch said some of the tunnels outdated Scarecrow by centuries. She would continue the search and destroy efforts while Dorothy was off looking for the Null Stone. Scarecrow was really good at cloaking his tunnels with magic, so she was certain there were more to find. 
            “You should eat something before you leave, Your Highness,” Locasta said. “It'll be a grueling trek, so you'll need your energy.”
            “My stomach is still sour,” Dorothy said. She leaned back on the thick marble balustrade and studied the witch. “I'll eat something in the saddle, but right now I'm more concerned that Glinda's Sa'Kor are in some passage we haven't found yet, either spying on us or waiting for an opportunity to strike.”
            Prior to the fight against the Wickeds, Locasta had kept her at arms' distance, at best. Now the witch addressed her quite respectfully, and at times acted as if they'd been friends for life. Did Lion command her to serve her? Or just be respectful and nice? Dorothy found herself amazed at how hard the witch worked to find hidden tunnels and passages. Indeed, she stood before her still flushed and sweaty from her efforts. 
            “I am worried for you while I'm off searching for the Null Stone,” Dorothy said. “You'll be back here in Glinda's crosshairs.”
            “I do not know that expression, but I assume it means I'll be Glinda's target,” the witch said. “It is what it is, Your Highness.”
            “You don't resent the fact Lion ordered you to stay behind, while he goes off with me?” Dorothy asked. Hell, she asked Lion to lend her his witch, in front of Locasta. So it was in truth Dorothy who commanded the witch stay behind as a decoy. “I'm afraid I've endangered your life even more now.”
            Locasta frowned at her, and then shrugged. “Your will is law, Your Highness. Shall I order your bath drawn now?”
            That whole “her will was law” thing made Dorothy grimace. No one should have such much raw power. Yet, it might be the only thing keeping her alive at the moment. 
            “I bathed last night,” she said. It'd been what she thought of as a “whore's bath,” but it would have to do. “Besides, five minutes on the road and I'll be filthy again.”
            Dorothy entered the bedchamber and opened one of a dozen elaborately decorated wardrobes. Once she dealt with Glinda and the Wickeds, then she planned to build a true walk-in closet/dressing room. 
            For once, she got to choose her outfit. Her servants usually put her in what they wanted, though she could reject their outfit and demand something else. Mostly, she accepted their choice in gorgeous gowns. What did it matter what an Empress wore? 
            Dorothy chose brown leather pants, paired with a long-sleeved white blouse. She buttoned a snug, black leather vest over the blouse. And then she looked down at her shoes. 
            “Boots would be so much better,” she said. To her astonishment, the Silver Stilettos transformed from silver pumps to silver ankle boots. Stiletto-heeled, lace-up ankle boots, but still better than pumps. Locasta never blinked. Dorothy, though, gawked a long moment. “How did I do that?” She extended a leg, turned the foot to admire the boot. “I'd rather have cowboy boots.”
            Nothing happened. She looked at Locasta. “How do I make them turn into what I really want?”
            The witch shrugged. “The Silver Shoes were created to be worn by witches. If I was wearing them, I could make them do anything I wanted. But since you're not trained in magic, I'm not sure you'll ever have much control over them.”
            “Can you turn them into cowboy boots for me?”
            “No, and I haven't the foggiest idea what a 'cowboy boot' is anyway,” Locasta said. “And as long as you wear them, I cannot make them do anything.”
            “I really need to learn magic,” she muttered. “Olivia and Diana mentioned arranging for me to be taught magic. I'll check into that when I return.”
            She paused, waiting for Locasta to offer to teach her. The witch remained silent. So she turned to a mirror and put her long, dark hair up in pigtails. Normally, she preferred a ponytail or braid when riding, but she was in a hurry and pigtails were easy. Dorothy tied them off with blue ribbons. 
            “I'm ready as I'm going to be,” Dorothy said. She buckled her double-holster on around her hips, and then tied the holsters down around her thighs. The katana went across her back. The sword's scabbard was attached to the vest in two places so she didn't have to endure a wide strap pressed between her boobs. Her Uzis were already stowed in her saddlebags. “Let's go.”
            “You're supposed to say, 'Attend me,'“ Locasta said. “You really don't have this Empress thing down yet, do you?”
            “I'll never get used to it,” she said. “And that's not how we speak where I come from.”
            Locasta cast a glamour spell over herself, making it look like she was Dorothy and wearing a shimmering green gown, and lots of diamonds and emeralds. Dorothy stared a moment. It was weird looking at a mirror image of herself like that. The glamour made Locasta look and sound exactly like her. Yeah, it confused her head a little. 
            “Be careful,” Dorothy said. “Don't let Glinda capture you, thinking you are me. I'm afraid her intentions are not honorable, or decent. I'll try to find the Null Stone as quickly as possible.”
            The best Locasta could do was tell them the general region. The Null Stone couldn't be located via magic, since it was anti-magic. Indeed, Locasta wasn't all that positive she was sending them to the right region. It could very well be on the other side of the Empire, deep in Winkie Country, instead of Munchkin Country. 
            “I've always wanted to visit the Blue Ridge Mountains,” Dorothy said. 
            “I wasn't aware anyone referred to the Misty Mountains as the Blue Ridge Mountains.”
            “They don't, but that's one of the names we call them back in my world.”
            Dorothy headed for the secret passage entry, still open after Glinda's and Scarecrow's attack earlier. A lot of tunnels connected to it, including one that went to the very private courtyard where Nick and Lion had assembled their small troop of soldiers and beastmen. The two women found them milling around impatiently. 
            Pausing, Dorothy looked around the secret courtyard. No windows pierced the walls above, and the floor was rough cobblestone. Horses had urinated and defecated profusely, giving it a pungent stench. The two platoons of cavalry sat upon their restless mounts, while the beastmen had gathered in one corner. Nick and Lion stood at opposite sides and glowered at each other. 
            Lion's beastmen all looked completely human at the moment. Most were young men, but a dozen were young women. One and all, men and women, only wore a brief loincloth. Many of the mounted soldiers were openly gawking at the topless shifter girls, who seemed to enjoy taunting them. 
            Dorothy glanced at Locasta, who just shrugged. 
            “They can't wear clothes?”
            “You're lucky they are wearing loincloths,” the witch said. “They rarely wear anything just among themselves.” She pointed to a spot next to the gate. “Each of them has a pack full of clothes that straps comfortably to their animal manifestation.”
            “Good, otherwise it might get uncomfortable every night at camp.”
            Again, Locasta shrugged. “Not for the beastmen. Your soldiers all might have blue balls after a couple days.”
            It was a smaller force than Dorothy had originally ordered. Nick and Lion agreed smaller was better. Too large of an armed force might trigger Jezebelle's security wards. They assured her the company sized host would be sufficient. Dorothy wasn't so sure. 
            There was one major difference in the cavalrymen. Instead of wearing green surcoats, one and all wore brown. No bright colors. Nothing was permitted in green, red, blue, yellow, or purple. Just brown and black. No one could discern their political alignment just by looking at them. 
            “Line up,” Dorothy commanded. “We're leaving now.”
            Nick signaled the gate guards. She watched the portcullis rise before the yawning black portal. It was a long, dark tunnel to a nearby village. Everyone agreed it was best to leave secretly, leaving the palace staff, bureaucrats, and city population believing their Empress sat securely on the Emerald Throne. 
            “Excuse me, Your Highness,” Locasta said, looking confused. “Do you intend to ride all the way to the Misty Mountains?”
            “Yes. How else do we get there? Everyone swore Glinda and the Wickeds could feel it in the Ley Lines if we went by flying carpet.”
            Locasta said a few flying carpets wouldn't trigger any wards, but enough to carry an entire company certainly would be detected by every Cardinal Witch. That was the reason armies marched into battle, instead of flying. 
            “Use your Silver Shoes. It is the most powerful transport talisman in all of the Lands.”
            Dorothy stared at her. “You know I don't have control of the shoes' magic.”
            “But you can click your heels and be anywhere you want in a flash.”
            Dorothy started to object. She could only transport herself like that, but then Locasta placed her hand on the Empress's shoulder. And she remembered. 
            “Oh. You mean…?” She looked around. “All of them?”
            “Yes,” Locasta said. Then she shouted. “Everyone, line up, hand-in-hand!”
            The witch arranged everyone. She placed Nick and Lion facing each other in the center, each with a hand on Dorothy's shoulder. Nick's free hand held the bridle of his horse, while his next in command held onto the mount's reins. The mounted solders were arranged sidled up close to each other, making a chain of humanity and horses. Lion and his beastmen had it easier, with no mounts. They all just held hands. 
            “I have an incredible urge to sing Kumbaya,” Dorothy whispered. Instead, she said, “There's no place like the Misty Mountains.” Click. “There's no place like the Misty Mountains.” Click. “There's no place like the Misty Mountains.” Click. 
            Her shoes became very hot, and everything blurred. She felt a brief disorientation, blinked, and looked around. 
            “Toto, we're not in Emerald City anymore.”
            Dorothy and company looked around in wonder. They stood together atop a hilltop, with bluish mist-shrouded mountains before them. A thrill raced up Dorothy's spine. 
            “Okay, boys, let's find this talisman before the Wickeds destroy our world!”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 15
 
            The sun rose over Emerald City on the horizon. Glinda scowled at the city. They were surely rejoicing in their victory, while she still felt the sting of defeat. She rubbed the spot below her knee where Dorothy's sharp heel struck her. Though she'd healed the bruise, her bone still remembered. 
            “I wonder if the late, unlamented Elba felt this frustrated while she was trying to capture Dorothy?” Glinda rarely thought of the former Wicked Witch of the West, which she still thought of as the “Green Bitch of the West.” But now she found herself in the exact same predicament as Elba: trying to capture Dorothy to steal away the Silver Shoes. “I must learn from your mistakes, sister.”
            What did Elba do wrong? Her demise was an accident. Dorothy didn't know the curse that turned her green also made water her greatest threat. But like Elba, Glinda hadn't found a way to remove the Silver Shoes from Dorothy's feet, and the woman from Kansas couldn't be truly defeated until that deed was done. 
            Cursing from the burnt out manor house caught her attention. She shook her head woefully and looked around the manor. The village lay in ruin, as well. Wanda had destroyed it with fireballs the day before. None of the villagers had returned, but Glinda expected them soon. And then Scarecrow came stomping out, trailed by a dozen Sa'Kor. 
            “They collapsed this tunnel, too,” Scarecrow said, eyes blazed red fire. “That's all of my tunnels on this side of Emerald City. I think our best chance is the tunnel ending in the village of…”
            “No more,” Glinda said, cutting him off with a fierce gaze. She indicated a blonde Sa'Kor agent. “Give Layla detailed directions to all remaining tunnel exits, and how to access each. She'll lead a team to find out if any are still open. You and I have better things to do.”
            Scarecrow grumbled and snarled, but reluctantly agreed and followed Layla back into the manor house. Layla would find any open tunnels. Whether Glinda used them to attack Dorothy again, or gave them to the Sa'Kor depended on where the tunnel terminated within the palace. She was certain Dorothy would be much better defended from now on. 
            A nearby Ley Line pulsed. She lifted her wand, drawing elaborate runes in the air as she chanted. Glinda quickly located the cause of the disturbance and smiled tightly. 
            “They're coming.”
            “Who?” Uma asked, looking around warily? “Dorothy? Nick? Lion?”
            “No. Wanda and Jezebelle,” Glinda said. She glanced at Uma. “We'll need wine.”
            Her chief-of-staff bowed and hurried away. Besides Uma, Glinda was attended by twenty-four other Ladies-in-Waiting. All were dressed for battle in dark red cuirasses and leather. Their primary weapons were wands and bows, though all wore a sword on their hips. And she also had fifty Sa'Kor agents scattered through the manor house and village. 
            “Prepare to receive the Wickeds,” Glinda called. “They are my honored guests, until they prove otherwise.”
            In truth, Wanda and Jezebelle could overpower Glinda and her Ladies. It wouldn't be easy, but possible. And Glinda had endured life as the Wicked Witch of the West's prisoner, and didn't want a repeat. Indeed, she'd really like to return the favor. Someday. 
            The thought of Wanda, helpless, naked, kissing her feet, brought a smile to the powerful Witch's face. Oh, how she'd force Wanda to crawl and grovel, begging for mercy. Begging for her touch. 
            Glinda tapped the top of her head with her wand. A bright halo of arcane light dropped down around her, transforming her leather “battle” outfit into something more appropriate to meet with the two Witches. She chose a pink corset with white side-panels, with a long white skirt and pink thigh boots. 
            “Hello, sister,” Jezebelle called as she flew up. 
            Glinda raised an eyebrow. Jezebelle still had the huge white wings? Did she find a way to make them permanent? Or a spell that allowed her to keep them longer? Otherwise, that girl was eating a lot of enchanted pears. 
            “Be welcome, sister,” Glinda replied, inviting her to land with a gesture. 
            The Wicked Witch of the East never appeared all that wicked. Glinda decided it had to be the hair. Purest white, down past her knees, Jezebelle's glorious mane whipped in the air behind her like a cloak. Like Wanda, Jezebelle was using magic to slowly transform her body into feminine perfection. She was just as curvy, and maybe a little more busty, than the Wicked Witch of the West. 
            “You're looking good, Jezebelle,” Glinda said. “But you'd look so much sexier in red.”
            Jezebelle snorted. She was decked out in Munchkin Country blue. Her silken wisp of a halter was a shimmering sky blue, as was the double-slit skirt barely clinging to her well-rounded hips. Cobalt over-the-elbow gloves and thigh boots finished out her outfit. The Wicked Witch of the East struck a sassy pose and grinned at Glinda. 
            “And, as always, you're looking pretty in pink,” Jezebelle purred. “Last time we met face-to-face, you were on your knees licking Wanda's boots, and doing a lot of wanton moaning and groaning.” She winked. “I was so jealous.”
            The taste and smell of Wanda's boot leather filled Glinda's senses for a second. She'd forgotten that Jezebelle was visiting the Amber Palace when Wanda captured her. The two of them did very wicked things to her, but Jezebelle didn't show the same enthusiasm as Wanda. 
            “Speaking of,” Glinda said, looking up and to the right. “Welcome, sister Wanda.”
            Wanda descended upon a yellow flying carpet, with black and purple designs. The raven-maned beauty fixed glowing emerald eyes on Glinda, a look of pure evil glee on her face. The Wicked Witch of the West was resplendent in all black leather: Strapless corset, over-the-elbow gloves, pants, and thigh boots. No purple. No yellow. Well, there were lots of straps and gold buckles on her corset and boots. 
            Glinda's eyes locked on the holstered pistol on Wanda's right hip. The sight of it sent chills through her body. Twice, she'd been gunned down. Once by Dorothy, and then by Wanda. She'd barely managed to heal herself in time after Dorothy shot her multiple times, but Wanda had to save her after the bitch Witch shot her in Winkie Country. And then the Wicked Witch took full advantage of her ensuing weakness. Oh, how she took advantage. 
            Wanda's flying carpet came to a rest a few inches off the ground. The Witch stood atop it arrogantly, looking Glinda over with relish. She bit her lip and wagged her brows. 
            “Hello, my pet. Still dreaming about me? Longing for my – “
            Glinda's wand moved lightning fast, a little twirl, and Wanda's flying carpet whipped away so fast the Witch was flipped into the air and came crashing down on the ground face-first. Wanda quickly rolled up to one knee, her wand pointing at Glinda. 
            They glared at each other a long moment. Magic energy began swirling furiously around them as Glinda's Ladies called up their power. After a moment, Wanda relaxed and lowered her wand. Jezebelle fidgeted next to her, watching the Lesser Witches and Sa'Kor warily. 
            “I am not your pet, sister,” Glinda said, eyes fierce. “The only reason you are still alive is the fact we need each other. Dorothy's alliances with Olivia, Diana, and Lion put us at a disadvantage. If the three of us do not stand together, then Dorothy will take us down one-by-one.”
            Wanda just scowled at her. 
            Glinda held out her left hand. “Uma.”
            The dark beauty rushed forward with a bottle of wine and three glasses. Uma gave glasses to Glinda, Wanda, and Jezebelle, before filling them starting with East and ending with Glinda. 
            “Shall we see if we can come to an agreement?” Glinda ask, taking a sip. Only then did the other two Witches drink. She gave Wanda, and then Jezebelle, a wicked sexy look. “I think we could be quite a team, and not only on the battlefield.”
            Jezebelle's face lit up. Glinda knew how to spark her interest. Of all the Cardinal Witches, Jezebelle was the most wanton. She lived for sex, whether with men or women. Wanda played more power games with sex, but was almost as promiscuous. Sex was their greatest weakness, and Glinda knew both hungered for her body. Well, Wanda wanted to own her, body and soul. 
            Not going to happen, Glinda thought, looking the sexy Wicked Witch over. But I might subjugate you in the end, my pretty would-be mistress. 
            “Why should we trust you?” Wanda asked. “You asked us to join you in an attack on Emerald City, and Dorothy. Jez and I came and fought them. You were a no show, yet now you ask us to join with you.”
            “I was there, and did far more damage to them than both of you together,” Glinda said. “Scarecrow! Attend me.”
            Scarecrow came striding out to join them. Wanda cried out, while Jezebelle's jaw dropped. Both Cardinal Witches threw fireballs at the former, depowered Wicked Wizard of Oz. Glinda threw up an arcane shield around her newly acquired minion. 
            “Sorry, sisters, but if he's to be torched, I'll be the one setting him aflame,” Glinda said with a smirk aimed at Scarecrow. He glowered at her. “While you were battling above Emerald City, I was working my magic deep inside the palace.”
            “You broke Scarecrow out?” Wanda asked. “How does that help us?”
            “Scarecrow knows Dorothy, and how she thinks, better than anyone,” she replied. “He is now one of my generals, and I propose making him the marshal of our combined armies.”
            “Why should I surrender control of my host to him?” Jezebelle asked. 
            “Because, whether you or I like it or not, Scarecrow defeated each of us, put us under his thumb, with just the Royal Grand Army under his control. Scarecrow might be crazy, but he's the greatest general in the Empire.”
            “Maybe,” Wanda said, taking another sip. “But I doubt he can deliver Dorothy.”
            “I disagree,” Glinda said. “He led me and some of my Sa'Kor back into the city, past all of the palace security, and straight to Dorothy last night, into her very bedchamber.”
            Wanda looked stunned. “You captured Dorothy?”
            “Of course not. If I had, Dorothy would be kneeling before you right now,” Glinda said. “Her Silver Shoes saved her sweet little butt again. I swear, those shoes are more powerful than any of us really understand. As Empress of Oz, the Silver Shoes have made Dorothy the most powerful witch in the world. I have word that Olivia and Diana plan to give her training, so soon she'll have control over her power. We have to conquer them before that happens.”
            “Dorothy will make Scarecrow at the height of his power look like a Lesser Witch,” Wanda said. For the first time, the Wicked Witch of the West looked worried. “And Dorothy has no love of me.”
            “Or me,” Glinda said. “So, shall we join forces?”
            “I'll not bend knee to you, Glinda,” Wanda said, eyes narrowing. “We lead as equals, or not at all.”
            Glinda carefully kept her face calm. No emotion. But deep inside she rejoiced, despite wanting the other two Witches to agree to follow her. Still, any kind of alliance was imperative. And she was sure that she could convince the other two to do her bidding. 
            “Agreed,” Glinda said. Lifting her glass, “To our new Triumvirate! Together, we will conquer and rule the Ozian Empire!”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 16
 
            The narrow, muddy road hugged the mountainside. Tall trees flanked them, giving Dorothy only a narrow view forward. Nick led the cavalry troops behind her, everyone searching the surrounding forest for threats. Lion and his beastmen were all in their animal forms, with some scouting ahead and others protecting the flanks. 
            Dorothy clutched a bearskin cloak around herself as she rode. A cold front passed through overnight, bringing near freezing temperatures and rain. The rain was the worst. Dorothy didn't bring a hat, and her cloak didn't have a hood. 
            “To think I used to do this for fun,” she muttered. After four days, her butt hurt and she just wanted her knees to meet. “I swear, I've spent ninety percent of my time in the saddle since returning to Oz.”
            That morning Dorothy realized she'd been back in Oz for over a year, fifteen months all told. She was sure her family had already sold the family farm. Did they put a tombstone up for her in the cemetery? Or did her disappearance allow them to avoid that expense? 
            “Talk about jumping out of the skillet and into the fire,” she said, looking up and around when a series of wolf howls echoed through the mountain pass. Nick could usually tell if it was real wolves, or Lion's beastmen talking to each other. They sounded the same to her. “Only this is one cold fire.”
            The temperature had risen considerably since sunrise, but remained cold. Being wet just made it worse. Dorothy worried about catching a cold and not having access to 21st Century over-the-counter medications. 
            Though, I guess I could click my heels and pop over to a pharmacy, she thought with a grin. How she would pay for her purchases was uncertain. I don't think they'd take Ozian green pennies. 
            Movement above drew her eyes upward. A flock of birds flew above her in a V-formation. Only they weren't headed north, but westward. They were too high to see what kind of birds, but there was something about them that didn't seem right. 
            Then Nick started cursing. “Sheath your blades and take up bows!”
            Dorothy reined in before slanting a curious look back at them. The soldiers quickly obeyed, all moving with a sense of urgency. Then more howls and growls rose up all around them. 
            “What's wrong, Nick?”
            He pointed upward. “Winged monkeys.”
            Her stomach clenched. She'd had a very bad experience decades earlier when attacked by flying monkeys. Insidious little creatures. Very vicious, as only sentient beings could be. They weren't very large, yet they were stronger than a grown man. 
            “Why would they attack us?” she asked. Dorothy watched them a long moment, finally understanding why they didn't look right. Now she could make out their monkey bodies with large feathered wings. “It's my understanding they don't serve any Witch.”
            Their king also refused to acknowledge Dorothy's sovereignty. 
            “They serve only the Monkey King, but claim the Misty Mountains as their own,” Nick said. “They attack any soldiers they find in their domain, including Jezebelle's troops.”
            “Will they leave us alone if we fly a flag of truce?”
            “No,” he said. “Once we entered their territory, we became invaders. Too late for a truce.”
            “Well,” she said, giving him a dirty look. “It would've been nice if someone told me we weren't allowed to enter the Misty Mountains.” Nick started to open his mouth. “Don't say you thought I already knew. I'm not from Oz!”
            “Yes, Your Highness.”
            Dorothy rolled her eyes and continued up the road. She'd pissed off Nick, so he'd be an ass and “yes, Your Highness” this and “no, Your Highness” that with her until he got over himself. He did catch up to ride next to her, ordering two troopers immediately ahead of them and two close behind. 
            “Two more formations,” Nick said after a few moments, pointing to their right. 
            The indicated V-formations were coming over the adjacent mountain. The Misty Mountains weren't particularly high or rocky. They were mostly grey, but with the bright green starting to bud. The winged monkeys were flying nape of the earth around the east side of the mountain. And they were coming straight at them. 
            “Damn.” She rose up in her saddle and twisted back to address her troops. “I want peace with the winged monkeys! Please don't kill any of them.”
            “That puts us at a disadvantage, Your Highness,” Nick said. 
            “I want peace, Nick. I have too many enemies as it is.”
            He just nodded before addressing the troops. “Captain Coldburrs! Let loose a flight of arrows as a warning before they close with us.”
            Dorothy started to object, but the cavalry officer proved too fast. Within seconds he barked the commands, and a thickly packed flight of arrows arched out in the valley, falling well short of the incoming flying monkeys. And it did make them slow, but they also split up into a dozen smaller formations of three each. Some went high, others low. 
            “Here they come!” Captain Coldburrs shouted. “Present Spears!”
            All of the soldiers hooked their bows over their saddlehorns, before taking up their ten-foot long spears. The four troopers protecting Dorothy pressed up tight around her, lifting their spears up to keep the winged monkey's at bay. 
            The vicious little bastards came in fast, screaming viciously. One and all held long, curved knives. They swooped and swirled around the Ozian troops, but most of them went after Dorothy's little group. It looked like they'd be able to fight them off, when one of the winged monkeys grabbed the reins of the soldier to Dorothy's left front. And the horse and solider were dragged away. 
            “Nick, don't let them kill him!”
            Before anyone could act, Dorothy spurred her mount forward. She pulled a pistol and emptied it at the winged monkeys, though being careful to not hit them. The little fiends released the reins and flew away in all due haste. Indeed, they all broke off their attack while screaming like banshees. 
            Nick surged past her, followed by the entire troop. The soldiers quickly surrounded Dorothy, spears pointed at the winged monkeys slowly circling. Two of the monkeys flew away at high speed. She watched them meet up with a group of eleven flying monkeys halfway to the next mountain over. And then they all returned. 
            Lion's roar thundered through the cool mountain valley, and Dorothy heard the beastmen racing through the forest all around her. It had the makings of an epic battle. And then she spotted a familiar hat. 
            One of the winged monkeys wore the golden hat. It sparkled with diamonds, with a band of blood red rubies. She'd worn that hat once, and knew whoever possessed it controlled the winged monkeys. Last she'd seen or heard of the hat, Glinda still had it. 
            “I am Jojo. King of the Winged Monkeys,” he shouted. “Declare yourselves!”
            “What does he mean by that?” Dorothy asked. 
            “He wants to know who we are and who we serve,” Nick said. 
            He started to shout his answer. Dorothy stopped him with a hand on his arm. Knowing Nick, his reply would be filled with defiance. He and her soldiers were one and all agitated and ready to fight. 
            “I am Dorothy, Empress of Oz,” she called. “We come in peace, King Monkey, and only request safe passage.”
            “Dorothy Gale of Kansas?” he asked. 
            She paused. Admitting that had caused her so much trouble in the past year. Still, she couldn't lie. 
            “Yes.”
            That set the winged monkeys off in another bout of screaming and swirling around and around. They settled down after a moment, and King Monkey dropped down a little closer to her. 
            “Dorothy Gale of Kansas who killed Elba, Wicked Witch of the West?”
            “I am.”
            That set the winged monkeys off yet again. They swirled upward in a whirlwind of beating wings and chattering voices. King Monkey went with them, right to their very center. Dorothy fought the urge to cover her ears. 
            “I swear, I'll skin a monkey if any of them craps on me,” Nick muttered. He turned to Dorothy. “I don't know what monkeys are like in Kansas, but in Oz they like to throw their dung at people. Both the regular and winged variety.”
            “Our monkeys do the same thing,” she said. “But we don't have flying monkeys where I come from.”
            “Lucky you.”
            The swirling cloud of winged monkeys suddenly disbursed. They flew to the trees above Dorothy and her troops. They all began shaking the limbs and screaming at the top of their lungs. Meanwhile, Jojo and four others drifted down towards her. To Dorothy's surprise, they landed on the road before them, their king took off his hat, and… Bowed. 
            “Dorothy Gale of Kansas, you honor us by your visit,” Jojo said. “We do not curse your name as others do. Instead, we honor you for freeing our people from the Wicked Witch of the West. For that we are in you debt.”
            He bowed again, and all of the other monkeys shook their limbs and screamed again. 
            “I wish they'd honor you more quietly,” Nick muttered. He gave a signal, and the soldiers all put away their weapons. Their long spears strapped on their mount's left side, pointing back at a 45 degree angle. “Make a hole!”
            The troopers between Dorothy and King Monkey moved aside. Nick rode side-by-side with her up to the King of the Winged Monkeys. Dorothy dismounted, and approached King Jojo and bowed in return. Then Monkey King folded his wings back, they stepped up close, and Dorothy embraced him. 
            “I am honored, King Jojo,” she said. “And I promise we mean you and yours no harm. We are here in search of an ancient citadel.”
            “Citadel?” he repeated, eyes glazing over in thought. “A citadel is a castle that is part of a city's defensive walls. Correct?”
            Dorothy paused, and glanced back at Nick. The only “citadel” she ever knew about was some kind of college or something for US Marines. She had always assumed it was just another name for a castle or fort. Nick nodded, so she turned back to Jojo. 
            “Yes, it is.”
            “I know the place, then,” Jojo said. “There are many ancient castle ruins, but only one citadel in the Misty Mountains. You will find it at the ghost city of Anark, but I must warn you against entering the city. It is haunted.”
            “Haunted by what?” Nick asked. “Ghouls? Goblins? Ghosts?”
            Yeah, it was spoken in a mocking tone. Monkey King stiffened. So did Dorothy. 
            “We'll have no more disrespect toward my friend Jojo and his people, Nick. Understood?”
            It was Nick's turn to tense up and glower. King Jojo relaxed. 
            Dorothy turned back to the winged monkey. “Please forgive us. Nick is an old soldier and sometimes is a bit brusque.”
            “He is of no concern. We do not like Tin Woodman much, either,” Jojo said, eyes fierce as he glared at Nick. 
            “Now, if I showed you a map, could you show me where to find the ruins of Anark?”
            “I can, but I strongly recommend you avoid that terrible place.”
            “Thank you, great Monkey King,” she said. “But, alas, it is imperative I find that ancient city before the Wicked Witches destroy us all.”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 17
 
            The wind thundered in Glinda's ears as she soared high above the forest land below. Her long strawberry blonde hair streamed out behind her like a banner. She wore head to toe red leather to protect her from wind burn, and used magic to protect her eyes, face, and hands. Her flying carpet streaked across the sky at a comfortable speed, set to traverse the fifteen hundred miles in about four hours. Nothing too stressful, so she could arrive at nearly full-strength. 
            “Where are you?” she muttered, looking left and right for the telltale signs of a marching army. 
            The terrain began changing from the prairies of Oz, to the forests of Munchkin County. The Great Muddy River was a silvery ribbon ahead. Jezebelle's vast host was in the process of crossing that mighty river. The river was too wide for bridges at that location, so the Wicked Witch had to ferry her soldiers across in boats and barges. It'd already been a week, and reports from her Sa'Kor with the Munchkin host said it could be another week or two before the entire army was on the west side of the river. 
            “Jezebelle is the perfect Witch for Munchkin Country. Foolishly prideful, and not very bright,” she said. “I could've crossed that river in three days.”
            Part of Jezebelle's problem was the antiquated feudal system still in place. The other Countries had modernized, replacing pure feudalism with more centralized command and control. Great Families remained the defacto rulers of their domains in Munchkin Country, and fought each other as often as not. Jezebelle spent most of her time keeping the peace, instead of ruling with an iron fist. 
            The Munchkins are vulnerable to surprise attack, she thought. Lion's beastmen, or Nick's Iron Brigade, will decimate them before the great Lords even get into their suits of armor. 
            She'd learned that both Lion and Nick Chopper had secretly left the city. Her Sa'Kor hadn't yet found out exactly when they left, or why. Did Dorothy send them on a secret mission? Were they going to harass the Winkies or Munchkins? Maybe a surprise attack on Glinda's own army? 
            Well, they can't sneak up on my army, Glinda thought with a grin. I'm not that foolish. 
            Unfortunately, Wanda was a hothead, and Jezebelle was that foolish. She immediately sent warning bubbles to both Wicked Witches, and then set out to “help” Jezebelle. 
            A very wicked smile tugged at the corners of Glinda's mouth. Oh, how she planned to help her sister-witch Jezebelle. Just the thought caused her insides to tingle, and she felt a little something down between her legs as she knelt on that flying carpet. 
            “Jezebelle won't know what hit her,” Glinda whispered, and then bit her lip. “Wanda's going to be so pissed when she learns I stole Jezebelle away from her.”
            As excited as she was about her plans for the sexy Wicked Witch of the East, Dorothy's two missing companions dominated her thoughts. She remembered how ruthlessly and efficiently they had been as Scarecrow's generals. Neither ever lost a battle, and forced both Wickeds and Good Witches to bow to Scarecrow's will. 
            A very low cloud of smoke guided Glinda. The Munchkin Host's campfires were like a beacon to anyone flying above. The smoke hung over the river, slowly being disbursed by the gentle breezes. Soon Glinda could make out the boats ferrying the men and horses across the river, as well as their monstrous baggage train. Countless wagons had lined up at the launch sites. And then as she grew nearer, Glinda spotted the Wicked Witch's sprawling blue pavilion upon a hilltop overlooking it all. 
            Lifting her hand to her face, a pink bubble appeared on her palm. “Sister, I approach your camp and would meet with you.”
            The message bubble streaked away as she slowed her flying carpet, altering direction to circle the sprawling encampment. A few minutes later a blue bubble arrived. Glinda poked it with her wand. 
            “Greetings, sister, and be welcome. Attend me in my pavilion.”
            “I'm going to attend to you, alright,” she murmured. 
            Glinda veered to her left and began her descent into the Munchkin camp. Everywhere she looked men and women looked up and pointed. Yes, she was making quite an entrance. Whether they loved or hated Cardinal Witches, everyone became excited when one flew in like that. 
            As she drew closer, Glinda spotted armored knights and their retinues standing guard around the pavilion. A dozen young women, all gorgeously dressed in flowing silk under gaudily decorated cuirasses, encircled the pavilion as well. She hadn't seen Jezebelle's Companions, all Lesser Witches, in over a decade. 
            “Welcome to the Sapphire Court, Glinda Upland,” a tall, stern Companion called as Glinda landed. 
            Glinda remained kneeling on her carpet a moment, looking around. It was awfully muddy, and it was hard enough walking in heels as it were. So she cast a spell that made her levitate up, and glide toward the entrance. 
            “Greetings, Companion. Announce me.”
            The brunette quickly moved over and pulled the flaps aside so Glinda could float inside, and then followed her. She found the interior hot and stuffy, but the ground was covered in thick rugs. Utilitarian camp furniture filled the space, with several seating areas and a large table. Curtains hid the back of the pavilion. 
            Jezebelle and a dozen men surrounded the large table, and they all turned to regard Glinda with wary eyes. Except for Jezebelle, who smiled brightly. 
            “Great One, your sister Witch, Glinda Upland,” the Companion announced in a very official tone. 
            “Be welcome, sister,” Jezebelle said, coming around the table to greet her guest. 
            Glinda dropped her feet to the ground and settled down. She met the Wicked Witch halfway, giving her a warm hug. And then she kissed the platinum blonde on the corner of her mouth. That gave Jezebelle pause. 
            “You look absolutely gorgeous, sister,” Glinda said. “But you always were the most beautiful of the Cardinal Witches.”
            Jezebelle had chosen a metallic blue bustier and matching thigh boots, with a slit skirt of sky blue. A solid silver collar encircled her slender throat, with a glittering sapphire. Glinda could feel the magic radiating from that powerful defensive enchantment. 
            “And your silver tongue has always been your most potent weapon, sister.”
            Glinda caught her eyes and gave her a sultry look. She felt the connection, and from Jezebelle's expression, the feeling was mutual. 
            She pressed up close, whispering in the Wicked Witch's ear, “My tongue's most potent talent is not as a weapon, my dear.”
            “So,” Jezebelle said, noticeably breathless. “To what do we owe the honor of your visit?”
            “Our enemies are afoot, and up to some kind of mischief,” she said, heading over to the table. After Jezebelle introduced everyone, Glinda turned to regard the table. It was a mockup of Munchkin Country and Oz. The Witch swirled her wand over the table, causing everything to shrink until Gillikin, Quadling, and Winkie Countries were also on the table. “Neither General Nick Chopper nor the Warlord Lion have been seen in the last few days. My intelligence says they have left Emerald City on some secret mission.”
            “Are they coming after me?” Jezebelle asked. “Is that why you're here?”
            “I don't know where they are, or what they plan,” she replied. “But I intend to find out and stop it. Though, honestly, I suspect Dorothy sent one to help Diana's army, and the other to help with Olivia's. Their battle skills are second only to Scarecrow.”
            “Do you want me to turn south and engage Diana?”
            Glinda caught the other Witch's eyes. Such a beautiful shade of blue, too. She held Jezebelle's eyes just long enough to make it sizzle. 
            “I want you…” she said. And then broke eye contact, and said, “I need your army to continue marching on Emerald City. Though, I'd really like you to spread out and burn every Ozian village and town to the ground as you pass through.”
            “Don't worry about that, Great One,” one of the Munchkin Great Lords said. “We excel at pillaging and plundering. We'll leave a scorched earth in our path.”
            “Excellent. Tomorrow, I'll see what I can do to help you get your host across the river faster,” she said. “Maybe seeing this magnificent army bearing down on Emerald City will force Dorothy to recall her two greatest generals.”
            Glinda tapped a spot in Gillikin country with her wand. A doll sized figure of Olivia rose up. “Olivia is marshalling her army here.” Moving over to Quadling Country on the mockup, she tapped another spot near the border with Oz. “Diana's army is already assembled, and waits right here. I'm not sure why she hasn't started for Emerald City yet.” Finally, she tapped a spot in Winkie Country, right on the border with Oz. “Wanda's army is on the move as we speak. I expect them to cross into Oz this afternoon. She'll be smashing against the walls of Emerald City within a week.”
            Glinda looked around the table. No one seemed alarmed or concerned. Finally, she tapped a spot deep inside Munchkin Country. 
            “Meanwhile, the Munchkin army is mired in the mud here, so will arrive too late to be of any use if we don't do something quickly,” she said. 
            “Where is your army?” Jezebelle asked. Glinda indicated a spot to the southwest of Emerald City. “Oh. Wow. You're fast.”
            “We have a reputation to maintain,” Glinda said. “I've hidden my force as well as I can while I await the arrival of East and West. I need you to hurry. Wanda and I cannot defeat the combined might of North, South, and the Grand Imperial Army. We need Munchkin, and fast.”
            Jezebelle's officers promised to push harder to complete the crossing. Glinda watched them depart, looking eager and confident. Then she turned sultry eyes toward Jezebelle. 
            “I have some ideas to get the rest of your army across the river tomorrow. By evening, you'll be across and moving toward Emerald City,” Glinda said. “I promise.”
            “And if you fail?”
            Glinda wagged her brows. “Then I guess I'll just have to spend another night here, with you.”
            The Wicked Witch's eyes dropped to Glinda's lips. She fidgeted, looking a little distressed. Glinda smiled, before pressing sensuously up to her. Eye to eye, lips to lips, they gazed at each other a long moment. Glinda loved the feel of Jezebelle's larger breasts pressed against her own. She rubbed her belly against Jezebelle's before reaching up to caress her lovely face. 
            “You are very sexy, Jez,” she whispered. “Now that I don't have Scarecrow riding me hard, deciding who I can and can't play with… I'd like to get to know you better.” 
            The blonde beauty's breath whooshed out. She became flushed, starting to pant. So Glinda tilted her head, lips slowly parting. Jezebelle mirrored her. A tiny smile curled Glinda's lips as she pressed closer and claimed the other Witch's warm red lips. 
            “Mmmm,” they groaned in unison. 
            “I had dreams of becoming one of your Sa'Kor in my youth, but then Dorothy killed the Wicked Witch of the East,” Jezebelle whispered. “The Land had other plans for me.”
            Glinda kissed her again, before nibbling a line down her neck, across her shoulder. Jezebelle's head rolled back, her hands clutched at Glinda. The deposed Imperial Witch felt her insides warm, becoming tingly. She shifted her left foot to a spot between Jezebelle's feet, leaving them both straddling each other's left thigh. And then she kissed and nuzzled her way back up her would-be lover's neck. 
            “You flatter me,” Glinda purred into her ear, then nibbled on her lobe. She felt the other Witch tremble for a second. “You are so beautiful, so sexy. My body aches to taste every inch of you.”
            Glinda's left hand cupped one of Jezebelle's boobs, before moving between the Wicked Witch's breasts and started to unfasten her bustier. Jezebelle stared at her, a look of bliss on her face. A moment later the flimsy garment hit the floor. 
            Glinda paused to magic away her travel clothes, leaving her in a pair of pink thigh boots and matching leather over-the-elbow gloves. Jezebelle released her skirt to fall to the floor. She took her guest by the hand and led her to the back of the pavilion, to her bed. Glinda stopped her at the foot of the bed by seizing a fistful of silky platinum hair and yanking her head back. 
            “I hear that you like it rough,” Glinda whispered into her ear. Jezebelle's only response was a wanton groan, body trembling. “So steel yourself, sister. It's about to get very, very rough.”
            A length of rope appeared in Glinda's hand. The strawberry blonde quickly twisted Jezebelle's right arm behind her back, binding it above her left elbow. Then she bound the left wrist above the right elbow. Jezebelle groaned, that look of bliss on her face intensifying. 
            Forcing the Wicked Witch atop the bed, Glinda smiled with wicked glee as a pink ball gag appeared in her hand. She pressed up behind her lover, dangling the ball gag before Jezebelle's hooded eyes. And then she very slowly forced it between the Witch's teeth, spreading her jaw wide. 
            This is going to be easier than I thought, Glinda thought. She tapped her groin with her wand, and a strap-on materialized out of thin air, already strapped tightly around her hips and upper thighs. It was a long, thick one, too, with knobs and ridges designed to intensify the experience. First Jezebelle, and then Wanda, will be put in her proper place. Dorothy will be my greatest conquest of all. 
            Glinda thrust into the Wicked Witch. 
            “Ugggh!”
            She thrust a few more times, driving deeper and deeper. Jezebelle trembled beneath her, grunting with each powerful thrust. 
            “I knew you'd like that, my dear.”
            And then a black bubble flew up to hover before her face. Glinda blinked at it a second. The bubble pulsed, indicating its urgency. 
            Why must they always send me a message at the most inopportune times? 
            Glinda poked the bubble. A woman's voice said, “Great One, we've just learned that Locasta is pretending to be Empress Dorothy under a glamour. Dorothy left the palace with General Chopper and Warlord Lion. We still haven't learned where they went, or for what purpose.”
            “Huh?” Jezebelle slanted a look back at her. 
            Glinda sent the ball gag and ropes away with her wand, and then they sat side-by-side on the bed and discussed what the message meant. Finally, Glinda lifted her hand, palm up. A pink bubble appeared. 
            “Dorothy has left the palace. She is probably with Nick Chopper and Warlord Lion. Find her!”
            The bubble streaked away, dividing up into countless message bubbles, heading for all of her Sa'Kor agents spread out around the Empire. Soon, every single one of her Sa'Kor agents would be on the hunt for Dorothy. And then, Glinda would finally have her, and she wouldn't make the same mistakes her late sister Witch did. Oh no, Dorothy would stay hers, forever. 
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 18
 
            “Is this the rainy season or something?” Dorothy asked. 
            At least three fronts had passed through the Misty Mountains since Dorothy's arrival two weeks back. None of the men or beastmen appeared the least bit distressed by the constant wet cold. She wasn't even sure Nick felt temperature, though he did worry about rust. 
            Nick had servants who polished and oiled him twice a day. Lion had some female beastmen who groomed him twice a day, both as a man and as a lion. As Empress, Dorothy had become accustomed to a team of nubile young women bathing and dressing her every day, but she was the only one of the three who failed to bring any servants. 
            A black wolf appeared ahead of them. Dorothy reined in, bringing her troop to a halt as the wolf trotted up to her. She watched as the wolf began to morph into human form, quickly becoming a very beautiful raven-haired young woman. A very naked young woman. 
            “Good afternoon, Wilma,” Dorothy said. 
            Wilma bowed. 
            “Empress, Warlord sent me to inform you of a town up ahead,” Wilma said. 
            “There's no town on the map,” Dorothy said, frowning. “Our map is seriously out of date, Nick.”
            That was the third unmarked town they'd found since arriving in the Misty Mountains. All were north of the Monkey King's claimed territory. Mostly, they tried to avoid any settlements, but they were running low on some supplies. 
            “Is it a large town? A market town?”
            Larger meant they'd find better selections and variety of foodstuffs, and usually better prices due to competition. She did bring a lot of money to feed her troops, but they were quickly emptying her coffers with their voracious appetites. Thankfully, the beastmen preferred to hunt for fresh meat, and usually brought back their leftovers for the humans. 
            “I'm sorry, Empress, but no. It's just a small, dirty human town. It stinks like a cesspit.”
            Dorothy smiled. The beastmen thought all human settlements stank like cesspits. Maybe they did, but she'd become nose-blind to the stench after a year in Oz. The fact they hadn't reached the citadel yet bothered her more. 
            “Lead the way, Wilma,” Dorothy commanded. 
            The shifter nodded, morphed back into a wolf, and trotted away. Dorothy, Nick, and the troop followed along the road cut out of the mountainside. Thick forest and underbrush lined the narrow track, with only a slight incline. 
            It took hours of riding before they passed through the saddle between two wooded peaks, and the land opened up before them. All mountain towns sat in the middle of small valleys or passes. The valley had been deforested and tilled by local farmers. The only trees Dorothy could see in the valley were next to homes, or in small villages. The town itself sat in the exact center of the farmland, with a moat and wooden palisades protecting it. 
            Dorothy glanced at the westering sun. “Nick, I'm inclined to find the inn and spend the night in a real bed. A nice, hot meal and hotter bath would be divine as well.”
            “I like the way you think,” Nick replied. He would, since it was his night to be with her. “It'll be sunset by the time we reach the town and find the inn, so we won't be able to buy all of our supplies until morning. Might as well make the best of it.”
            It actually took a little longer to reach the town. The gate guards spotted them coming, so held the gates open past sunset. Dorothy stopped her men just outside the gate, and the thirty armed men guarding it, in the still bright early twilight. 
            The town's garrison appeared to be all local. They looked more like a peasant levy than profession soldiers. None of them wore any armor save for simple iron caps and oblong shields. Only the officer carried a sword, with the rest armed with long-handled axes or eight-foot long spears. 
            “Declare yourselves!” the officer shouted, hand on hilt. 
            Dorothy smiled at him. “Just travelers passing through, Captain.” She indicated all of the armed men. “I admit I'm as paranoid as I am wealthy, so please excuse my rather large number of men-at-arms. May we enter your fine town? I yearn to spend the night in a real bed, and eat real food.”
            “We intend to spend a considerable amount of money on provisions,” Nick added. “I promise you, your merchants will be pleased.”
            Their leader, who wore no rank insignia, looked Dorothy and Nick over warily, before turning his gaze on the other troops. Finally, he scowled at the wolf. Since Lion and his beastmen never entered any of the towns they passed through, the town guards didn't have much to complain about. Beastmen would've put them on high alert. 
            “The wolf is yours?”
            “Wilma is an exquisitely trained guardian. Don't worry, she's perfectly safe as long as no one attacks us,” Dorothy said. “I'll take full responsibility for her good behavior.”
            A teenage boy came racing through the open gate and whispered something to the guard commander. He nodded, an unhappy look on his face. 
            “You may enter,” he said. “Welcome to Hycross.”
            Dorothy thanked him, and led the way inside. The gates closed for the night behind them. The townspeople all stopped to watch them pass. She noticed most wore suspicious expressions. But the stable master greeted them with a big smile. 
            The town stables were across a narrow, muddy street from the inn. Nick ordered the troop captain to billet his men in the stables. The troops were ordered to post guards around the corrals all night, as well as guard the inn with Dorothy inside. Nick always worried about security first and foremost. 
            The Prancing Elk Inn stood proudly, easily the largest structure in the small town. The fact it was three stories spoke of high traffic through that town. That was comforting, since everyone in town would be used to seeing well-armed strangers in their midst. 
            “Welcome. Welcome,” the chubby, ruddy-faced man said, meeting them at the door. “I am your host, Horace. How may I serve you?”
            “Good evening, master innkeep,” Dorothy said. “We'll need two rooms for the night. I'll need a hot bath, and all of my men will need to be fed.”
            Dorothy haggled with him over enough food for her and all of her men. No haggling over the room with a large bed for her and Nick, and a smaller room for the troop commander. Horace ordered her bath drawn immediately, and then showed her and Nick to a table. 
            Nick's small personal entourage followed them inside, and occupied a nearby table. They waited on Dorothy hand and foot, when not attending their lord. And Lion's beastman beauties occasionally helped her, too. Mostly, though, Dorothy was on her own bathing and dressing, which she quite enjoyed. 
            Captain Coldburrs began rotating his troops into the inn for dinner, one squad at a time. It was a pace the inn could keep up with. Still, Dorothy was sure they'd eat up all of his food, and then probably empty a barrel of beer. Dorothy did ask the captain to keep his men down to two mugs. 
            Right after 1st Squad, 2nd Platoon sat down to eat, a trio of tall, well-armed and armored women entered the inn. The locals all quieted down. Dorothy glanced at Nick, who frowned at the newcomers. The three women strode straight up to Captain Coldburrs. 
            “Captain, please declare you intentions,” the most impressively armored woman said. “I am Lady Kala Brightblade. I rule here while my lord husband and sons are off serving in Jezebelle's army.”
            “Greetings, Lady Brightblade,” he replied. “But I am not in command.”
            Captain Coldburrs looked meaningfully at Dorothy's table. The noblewoman frowned, and whirled around. Dorothy thought she struck an impressive figure. Kala wore a silvery cuirass, over a white long sleeved shirt, brown leather pants, and brightly shined boots. An ankle-length white “shirt” hung around her legs and swirled out when she turned sharply. Dorothy noticed it was slit up the front and back to ride a horse. She was armed with sword and dagger at her hips. 
            Wilma stood up next to Dorothy, hackles raised, and growled at the newcomers. Lady Kala's two friends stepped forward and put themselves between their Lady and the wolf. 
            “Shhhh, Wilma,” Dorothy said, and stroked the wolf-shifter's back. Wilma relaxed a bit, but remained standing. “Be welcome, Lady Kala.”
            Dorothy remained sitting, not making any move to greet the Lady more cordially. From Kala's expression, it wasn't going to be a feel good encounter. Indeed, Lady Kala just scowled at the wolf a long moment. 
            “I suspect your pet is a beastman,” Kala said. “Their kind aren't welcome in this town.”
            It was Dorothy's turn to frown at Kala. Jezebelle's army was marching toward Emerald City, and she was sure Lady Kala knew it. The fact the lady showed up armed and armored wasn't a good sign. 
            “I raised Wilma from a pup, my lady,” Dorothy said. “She is very protective of me, but won't attack anyone who isn't attacking me.”
            Kala looked Dorothy over head-to-toe with a dismissive look. Yeah, she wasn't impressed in the least. Her scowl only deepened when she turned to regard Nick. 
            “Another one of Scarecrows vanquished Iron Men,” she sneered. “Your kind aren't welcome in this town, either.”
            “Understood,” Nick said. “I am Captain Ironfist. I will take my mercenary troop away at first light, my lady.”
            One of the other two women snorted rather rudely. “Mercenaries.”
            Most of the mercenary companies peddling their services were soldiers orphaned by Scarecrow's overthrow. They couldn't, or wouldn't, pledge their service to Dorothy, so hit the road to serve anyone willing to pay their fee. Most of the Iron Brigade switched their allegiance to Dorothy due to their high regard for Nick Chopper. Others disappeared and became mercenaries. 
            “Good,” Kala said. “We'll be watching you and yours, Captain. Do not cause any trouble in my town. Or else.”
            The cavalrymen had stopped eating to listen, hands near hilts. Dorothy could feel the tension in the common room about to explode. 
            Nick scowled at her. Dorothy took the opportunity to look Kala over more closely. She stood almost six feet tall, which was even more unusual in Oz than it was back in Dorothy's world. Ozians as a whole tended to a bit shorter than 21st Century Americans. The Lady had long platinum blonde hair, twisted into a thick braid that fell in front of her shoulder. 
            That is one tough looking Elsa, Dorothy thought, forced to suppress a smile. But she doesn't look like the sort to let anything go. 
            That was the only resemblance to the animated princess. Kala looked like a badass, so Dorothy didn't want any trouble with her. Also, the two brunettes with her looked just as tough and unyielding. Warrior women born and bred. 
            “You have a problem, woman?” the blue-eyed brunette asked, hand on hilt as she glared daggers at Dorothy. 
            “And you are?”
            “Tara. And you?”
            “More trouble than you can handle,” Dorothy snapped. The open hostility of Kala's two bodyguards rubbed her the wrong way. Wilma's hackles rose again, and she growled menacingly. The other brunette turned her full attention on Dorothy and Wilma. The cavalry men all rose to their feet, but froze when Nick held up his hand. 
            “Tara. Fiona, “Lady Kala said, holding Nick's gaze with fierce gray eyes. “Stand down.”
            Dorothy lifted her hands, empty palms up, leaned back in her chair, and crossed her legs. Her heart raced at a mile a minute, but her face remained calm. Tara scowled, but straightened up and stepped back behind the noblewoman. 
            “I give you my word, Lady Kala, that we will not start any trouble,” Nick said. “But if someone else starts a fight, we will finish it.”
            “We'll be watching you and yours, Captain,” Lady Kala said. “And I'll personally escort you out of town tomorrow morning.”
            Lady Kala turned and marched out, her guards fast on her heels. Dorothy watched them leave, shaking her head woefully. 
            “Well, my friend, I thought Lady Kala was going to kick us out of the frying pan and into the fire,” Dorothy said. She paused to watch the soldiers settle back down to their dinners. “Double the guard. I want to be mounted and lined up at the gate before it opens.”
            “I agree,” Nick said. He motioned to one of the soldiers standing guard at the base of the stairs. “Sergeant! Escort our lady to her room.” He looked at Dorothy and smiled. “Your bath is waiting. I'll join you after I discuss how I want the guards deployed with Captain Coldburrs.” He held her eyes a long, intense second. “And then I'm going to get you all hot and sweaty again.”
            Dorothy's breath caught. Her insides got all hot and tingly. 
            “Promises, promises,” she whispered huskily. 
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 19
 
            Enchanted crystal globes filled the ancient hunting lodge with bright light. Men and women, soldiers in red, blue, and yellow milled around in every chamber, glaring daggers at each other. Their leaders, the Greater Witches, gathered in the Great Hall under the mounted heads of long dead big game. The expensive, yet sturdy furnishings were all pushed to the sides, with a large round table standing dead center. Glinda and her Sa'Kor generals stood together, between Wanda and Jezebelle and their generals. 
            “My light cavalry is here and here,” Wanda said, twirling her wand. Small animated figures of light cavalrymen in Winkie yellow appeared, riding like the wind save the figure remained stationary over the map. “While my heavy cavalry are stationed with my foot soldiers here, here, and there.”
            Glinda watched the tiny animated infantry and heavy cavalry appear. She nodded and tapped three places on the map with her wand. Tiny female soldiers and cavalry troops appeared, all looking eager for combat. 
            “I've deployed my forces at these locations, all mixed infantry and cavalry,” she said. Pointing her wand at a spot behind the first three, she conjured a female cavalry soldier, her tiny animated mount stamping restlessly. “I have a reserve of heavy cavalry stationed there.” She glanced at Jezebelle. “How fares Munchkin?”
            Jezebelle looked a little put out. “We're closing on Emerald City. You did ask us to take a little time to lay waste to the land as we passed.”
            The silver-haired Wicked Witch's wand twirled over the eastern side of the map, and small figures of fighting men appeared in a wide crescent. Tiny fires appeared, of burning towns and villages. 
            “So, for all practical purposes, my host is already engaged with the enemy.”
            Wanda rolled her eyes. Glinda smiled at Jezebelle and nodded. The blonde smiled gratefully back. It didn't serve Glinda's cause to point out that both she and Wanda had already laid waste to large swaths of Ozian territory, since they got there much earlier and had time to kill while waiting for their eastern allies to arrive. 
            “Excellent, Jez. You're doing a splendid job of it, too. Keep up the good work,” Glinda said. Wanda gave them each a wary look, making Glinda smile. “Now, my Sa'Kor have scouted out the Imperial Army's position within the city, and outside the walls. There are far more soldiers than any of us thought possible. I've been told Marshal Picho ordered the garrisons in Gillikin and Quadling Countries back to defend the city, and used flying carpets to transport them in record time.”
            “Damn,” Wanda said. “That has Dorothy written all over it. The fool Picho would've never thought to do anything like that.”
            “I agree,” Glinda said. “Though, I suspect it was on Nick's advice she did so. Dorothy is not a soldier, either.”
            “I don't know, sister,” Wanda said, a wicked grin on her lovely face. “She took you down quite easily.”
            “As she did you,” Glinda snapped. She glanced at the pistol on the Wicked Witch's right hip. Her insides went cold every time she looked at it. At least I can defend myself against pistols now. 
            Of course, the Wicked Witches were still vulnerable to Dorothy's gunfire since she was loath to share her new ward with Wanda. The bitch Witch would use that knowledge to create a counter-spell just so she could shoot Glinda. 
            “We all live and learn,” Glinda said. She caught and held Wanda's eyes. “And I don't make the same mistake twice, sister.”
            “I've noticed. You come up with new ways to be defeated every time,” Wanda said. She wagged her brows. “First there was Oogaboo slap down, then she slipped through your fingers in Winkie Country, and finally she tossed you out of her palace and bed chamber and onto your fat arrogant ass. Effortlessly, I might add.”
            Glinda's eyes narrowed. Her hands curled into balls at her side. Wanda tensed, her wickedly gleeful expression intensifying. But Jezebelle cleared her throat, drawing everyone's attention to her and sucking the wind out of the coming fight. 
            “What about the other secret tunnels that Scarecrow mentioned?” Jezebelle asked. “If the three of us attacked through three separate tunnels, in the middle of our hosts attacking the walls, I think we could easily conquer the city.”
            “Ah, yes. My thoughts exactly,” Glinda said, feeling her anger bleeding away. Yet, she knew that sooner or later, she and Wanda would have to settle who was more powerful. It would be winner take all, with the loser firmly under the winner's thumb. Forever. “Alas, that option has been denied us. The Palace has done an exceptional job of hunting down every secret tunnel and destroying them. I'm afraid we have to do this the hard way and batter down their shields.”
            “Olivia and Diana are on the march,” Scarecrow said. “We don't have much time before they'll arrive. If we fail to break the Ozians before they join battle with us, then I don't think we'll prevail. Not this time, at least.”
            “You don't sound confident, worm,” Wanda growled. 
            Scarecrow leered at her. It was a disturbing sight, with his mouth loosely sewn together. 
            “Excuse me a moment while I reminisce about the last time I fucked you stupid, Witch,” he sneered. “Remember? You were bound tightly, while I reamed out – “
            “Aaggh!” Wanda cried, and sent a fireball into his chest. 
            Scarecrow squealed like a little girl. Glinda sighed gustily, but used magic to snuff out the fire. Then she extended her personal shield around him and her other officers. 
            “I'll give you that one. Not again. If you attack one of my people again, Wanda, we will be at war.”
            “But he – “
            “Scarecrow is a pervert and a scumbag, as well as any and every other insult you can think to pile upon him,” Glinda said. “I know. Better than any of you, I know the depths of his depravity. But, for the moment, he is my general and the marshal of our combined armies. I'll do my best to control him, but you aren't allowed to punish him.” She smiled at Scarecrow. “I reserve the pleasure of punishing him for myself.”
            The door opened, distracting Wanda before she could speak. Glinda watched Uma enter and hurry towards to her. 
            The desert-born beauty approached quickly. Glinda noticed Wanda perk up. The Wicked Witch had good taste in women, and was worse than a nobleman in her pursuit of them. But she had to admit, Uma's body moved quite sensuously and demanded attention. 
            She idly wondered if she could use Uma to spy on Wanda. 
            “Mistress?” Uma whispered into Glinda's right rear. “May I have a word in private?”
            “Speak,” Wanda commanded. “We're all friends and allies here. Right, Glinda?”
            “It has nothing to do with your battle, Great One,” Uma said. 
            Glinda paused, needing to work out their battle plans with the other two Witches, but knew Uma wouldn't disturb her frivolously. The two Wickeds understood that as well, and would love to listen in on their conversation. They wouldn't appreciate her holding back on valuable battlefield intelligence. And Wanda was eager to make a fuss about it. 
            Still, Glinda so loved making Wanda stew in her own angry juices. 
            “Only a moment,” Glinda said. “I'll be right back, sisters.”
            Glinda led Uma away before either Wanda or Jezebelle could object. Uma closed the door behind them as Glinda turned to hear what she had to report. Her chief-of-staff looked excited. 
            “A Sa'Kor bubble just arrived from Hycross, deep in Munchkin Country.”
            Glinda perked up. “About Dorothy?”
            Uma smiled, but shrugged. That was her assumption, just as Glinda assumed it was as well. Why else would a common Sa'Kor bypass the chain of command and message her directly? 
            Uma twirled her wand, and a second later a black bubble passed through the wall and into the chamber. It went straight to Glinda's outstretched palm. The Witch poked it with her wand, and strong, deep female voice spoke. 
            “Great One, I am Lady Kala Brightblade, your servant in Hycross. This evening Dorothy Gale rode into our town with General Chopper. There are beastmen accompanying her into town, but mostly staying outside the walls and out of sight. Do you have any specific orders other than capturing her?”
            Glinda didn't recall any place called Hycross, but that didn't matter. Uma lifted an oval mirror set in a heavy, elaborate silver frame. The Witch chanted a second, before tapping the mirror with her wand. A moment later Kala's face appeared. 
            “Great One, you honor us,” Kala said solemnly, bowing along with two other Sa'Kor standing behind her. 
            “Your service honors me,” Glinda said just as solemnly. Then, “Are you sure it's Dorothy Gale?”
            “I am. She is a beautiful young brunette, with blue eyes, and wearing silver boots,” Kala said. “She came with a contingent of cavalry troops and General Nick Chopper. Who else could it be, but Dorothy Gale?”
            Glinda's skin tingled. She just wanted to jump onto a flying carpet, fly straight to Hycross, and personally capture Dorothy. Unfortunately, she had a battle to fight, and a pair of Wicked Witches watching her like hawks. 
            “Kala, I need you to capture Dorothy for me. Tonight,” Glinda said. “You have access to a flying carpet?”
            “I do, mistress.”
            “Very good. Capture her, and the three of you bring Dorothy to me as fast as you can.”
            “Mistress, it will be done,” Kala said, and bowed. 
            “Excellent,” Glinda said. “I'll expect you before sunrise. Be strong.”
            The image on the mirror faded away, and then Glinda looked up into Uma's smiling eyes. 
            “Prepare to receive your Empress, Uma,” Glinda said, eyes a-sparkle. “I'm going to enjoy putting that proud beauty under my thumb, and then taking the Silver Shoes for myself. And then everyone, including all four of the Cardinal Witches, will bow before Glinda Upland!”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 20
 
            Kala released a half-grunt, half-groan as Fiona buckled down that last strap on her corset, leaving Kala nice and snug in her Sa'Kor uniform. Being undercover in Munchkin Country for 20 years didn't afford her many chances to wear the head-to-toe black leather suit. Even better, she still fit into it at forty was well as the first time she put it on. 
            She prepared with Fiona and Tara in her chambers. At that hour, all of the other servants had all long gone home to their families. She and her fellow Sa'Kor had the house to themselves. 
            Their Sa'Kor uniforms consisted of a catsuit of the finest black leather, a stiff leather corset over that, and boots. Kala usually wore stiletto-heeled ankle boots, while Fiona preferred thigh boots and Tara liked to wear knee boots. For that night's mission, all three wore more sensible riding boots. 
            They helped each other with their hair. Long, loose hair could be used by a foe in a fight against them, so all three pulled their hair back into tight buns. Then they armed up. Kala girded her hips with a straight sword, plus numerous long knives and throwing daggers sheathed to her thighs, waist, and back. Tara carried a curved cavalry sword and throwing daggers, while Fiona only carried a pair of fighting knives. Fiona was a Lesser Witch, so preferred to rely upon her magic in a fight. 
            “Keep alert for Warlord Lion,” Kala said. “We might not have seen him today, but reports are he is with Dorothy.”
            “The wolf will die tonight, and so will Lion if we cross paths,” Tara said, blue eyes narrowing. 
            Kala frowned. Beastmen killed Tara's parents when she was just ten. They took her away, selling her to slavers. Glinda rescued her from slavery, sending her to be trained as a Sa'Kor. Tara hated beastmen above all others. 
            The wolf-shifter, along with Nick Chopper, accompanying the beautiful young stranger confirmed her identity: Dorothy Gale. Kala wasn't fooled. On top of that, she wore bright silver boots. 
            “Just remember, capturing Dorothy Gale and flying her to our mistress is our priority,” Kala said. “Killing others is a luxury. Do not lose focus on the objective.”
            “Of course, anyone who puts up a fight between us and Dorothy is dead,” Fiona said, a glint in her dark eyes. She picked up a black glass jar and wagged her brows. “And we have this for Dorothy. Poor thing is going to sleep like a baby through it all.”
            Dozz was extremely unstable, so could only be stored in darkest glass impermeable to air and light. It would evaporate quickly in a more porous container. They had to apply the potion via a cotton cloth pressed over the victim's face. A single breath of the potion would incapacitate anyone within seconds. It was so powerful each of them would have to drink an antidote prior to opening the bottle. 
            Kala and Tara each picked up a bottle of dozz as well. The small bottles went into pouches, which were stained black and fastened to their belts. A black cotton cloth was stuffed inside on top of each bottle. 
            “Let's make Glinda proud,” Kala said, and led them out into the dark courtyard. 
            A large rug was rolled up in the middle of the cobbled courtyard. Kala signaled to Fiona, who went over and double-checked it. The witch pulled out a wand, dropped to one knee beside it, and drew runes in the air. 
            “It's good,” Fiona whispered. 
            That was a relief. Kala bought it after getting her orders from Glinda. The town didn't have a witch or wizard powerful enough to create flying carpets, so she had to rely on a pawn shop. The shop's previously owned wares weren't always the most reliable. She felt better after Fiona's nod of approval. 
            They left the flying carpet rolled up. It would be there when they returned with Dorothy, and it was large enough to carry all four of them to Glinda's encampment. By morning, Kala would deliver Dorothy Gale, Empress of Oz, to Glinda. 
            After twenty long years in that backwater town, this was Kala’s first real mission for her mistress. Her long frustration was finally over. She would prove her worth, and honor her beloved mistress for the first time. Capturing Dorothy would make all the years as a secret, undercover agent worth it. Of course, that act would end her life as Hycross' Lady, end her marriage, and she'd probably never see her sons again. 
            All worth it if she could please Glinda Upland. 
            Kala led Tara and Fiona stealthily into the dark streets. The only sounds were barking dogs and fighting cats. She could see the Prancing Elk roof over the surrounding structures. It stood in the middle of town, while Kala's home was close to the north gate. 
            Although the streets twisted and turned, there still was a fairly direct route to the inn. The main street wended through Hycross between the north and south gates. But Kala had personally chosen the various posts for the watchmen assigned to keep watch on Dorothy's party. They had to be avoided since they would set up an alarm if they spotted three figures sneaking through the streets. 
            She led Fiona and Tara into the alley between the baker and cobbler shops and over to the next street. There weren't any watchmen on that street, so they could jog toward the inn. They surprised a pair of cats facing off, and then roused a dog sleeping on a door stoop. Fiona pointed her wand at the mutt, and he quickly shut up and settled back down. 
            Moments later they trotted up behind the stables. 
            “I see five guards just from here,” Tara whispered. 
            “Five?” Kala asked. “How paranoid are they?”
            She figured they'd have two guards on the corrals and stables, and another outside the inn's front door. Instead, there were four around the stables and corrals, with a guard standing in front of the inn door. She suspected they'd find another soldier guarding the back door as well. 
            “I think our visit might've spooked them,” Fiona said. 
            “Not a problem,” Kala said. “Follow me.”
            Kala led the other two Sa'Kor on a circuitous route around the Ozian guards, her own watchmen, and around behind the inn. They found another guard. 
            “Fiona.”
            The witch nodded, pulling her wand out of its hardened leather sheath. Fiona moved ahead of them, chanting and drawing arcane runes in the air as she slowly approached the guard. Kala felt a morass descend upon that back alley as the darkness deepened. The very air felt thick and sultry. Her eyes became heavy. 
            Fiona reached the guard, who never showed any indication he saw her approach. She tapped his forehead with the wand, and the guard dropped to his knees. He looked dazed, mouth open and blank eyes. Fiona finished him off with a dozz-soaked cloth pressed over his mouth and nose. 
            “Well done,” Kala said when she joined the witch. “Fiona, cast your spell in the common room. Tara, you and I will use dozz to quietly subdue any interior guards while they're entranced. And then we'll grab Dorothy.”
            “We'll be well on our way to Glinda before any of them wake up,” Tara said. 
            Kala tested the door. Unlocked. Why bother locking it when a well-armed soldier guarded it? She eased it open, and they slipped in soundlessly. The kitchen was dark and empty, faintly lit by the dying embers in the overlarge fireplace. 
            They moved stealthily to the door into the common room. Peeking inside, Kala spotted a guard at the base of the stairs and the wolf curled up under a table. She signaled the witch. 
            Fiona began her spell. The very air seemed to bend light. Kala really hated that spell, especially indoors. It messed with her vision, hearing, and balance. And it always made her groggy. She could only imagine what the victims of the spell felt. 
            The witch quietly moved into the common room, behind her swirling wand and muttered spell. Kala had to remain behind, on one knee for balance. Tara knelt beside her, one hand on the wall to steady herself. Only Fiona seemed unaffected by the spell. 
            Kala watched Fiona approach the wolf first, and then carefully press the black cloth over its nose. The wolf never moved, and remained sleeping when Fiona moved over to the guard. He leaned against the wall, chin on chest. She slowly pressed the dozz-soaked cloth over his mouth and nose, before she gently lowered him to the floor. 
            Everything snapped back to normal the second Fiona stopped chanting her spell. 
            “Well done, Fiona,” Kala whispered as she moved past her and started up the stairs. “Be alert.”
            To her surprise, Kala failed to find a guard outside Dorothy's room. She knew which rooms Dorothy's party rented from asking Horace earlier. Just two rooms. One for the soldier's commander, and one for Dorothy to share with General Chopper. She'd thought there would be at least one guard outside their door. And then she heard a familiar creaking and banging. 
            The three Sa'Kor eased up to Dorothy's door. Kala didn't need to press her ear to the door to figure out what was happening inside. Yeah, they were banging like rabbits. Dorothy's grunts and cries of pleasure came faintly through the door. 
            That explains why there isn't a guard, she thought with a grin. Though I'm sure everyone knows what they're doing. They are certainly loud enough. 
            Kala check the door. Unlocked. So she pushed it open until they could see the bed on the opposite wall. 
            Damn, she thought. 
            Dim moonlight lit the scene. Nick lay on his back, big hands fondling Dorothy's jostling boobs while she rode his cock with wild abandon. The steel-sheathed man's silvery body gleamed in the moonlight, while Dorothy's nude body shined with sweat. Neither wore anything, save for Dorothy's Silver Stilettos. 
            They had a plan of attack. The Sa'Kor just weren't expecting to catch the two in the middle of sex. Still, that didn't alter their plan. Indeed, their victims' distraction should help them immensely. 
            “Yes. Yes,” Dorothy cried out. She started bouncing more frantically, back bowed and hands tugging her pigtails. “Just like that. Just. Like. That.”
            “Go,” Kala whispered. 
            Tara raced to the left side of the bed, with Fiona going to the right side. As one, they surged up onto the bed to either side of Nick. Each held a dozz-soaked cloth in hand. Those cloths pressed over the iron man's mouth and nose, even as he was huffing and puffing from sex. Kala rushed up behind Dorothy, throwing an arm around her as she pressed up against the sweaty woman's back. Then Kala pressed the cloth over Dorothy's mouth and nose. 
            “Sorry for the coitis interruptus, my dear,” Kala sneered into her ear. “Orgasm denied.”
            Kala watched Dorothy's face intently. Her victim gasped, sucking in a heavy dose of dozz. Her body tensed, blue eyes cutting to look at Kala, before they rolled up and her body completely relaxed. 
            Nick continued to buck a few seconds longer. 
            “Damn, the old Tin Woodman was harder to put under than I thought,” Fiona said, gasping for breath. “For a second I feared dozz didn't affect iron men.”
            “Well done, ladies,” Kala said, while moving back off the end of the bed and pulling Dorothy's limp body off Nick's still erect penis. She stared at it a long moment, biting her lip. “Ah, the memories.”
            “What?” Tara asked. 
            Kala shrugged. “My first assignment as a Sa'Kor, twenty-two years ago, was undercover at Nick's brothel, the Naughty Nymphs.” She grinned at Tara, then Fiona. “I spent two years working in that brothel before being reassigned to Hycross, and let me tell you something. That is the place to gather valuable intel. Men will tell a pretty girl anything during sex.” She glanced at Nick's slowly deflating cock. “As my pimp, Nick sampled my wares many, many times. And I enjoyed every second of it. Yeah, he's good.”
            “Wow. I'll never unhear that,” Tara said, and they laughed. 
            Kala forced her memories away, turning to Dorothy. She had her orders, and a plan. First thing, she pulled Dorothy's arms back, crossed her wrists, and bound them tightly with a short length of rope. Next, she shoved a red rubber ball-gag into her prisoner's mouth, forcing her jaw uncomfortably wide. That strapped in place with multiple straps and buckles. Then she tied the captured Empress' ankles together. Finally, she tried to remove the silver shoes. 
            “Aaiiee!” Kala cried, jumping back and shaking her right hand when the shoes sent a powerful stinger into her. “Well, I guess we'll just leave the shoes on her.”
            “The shoes are enchanted, and the source of her magic,” Fiona said. “In fact, those shoes are the most powerful talisman in the world. I suspect Glinda wants those shoes more than she wants Dorothy Gale.” She caught Kala's eyes. “If I wore those shoes, I'd be more powerful than even Glinda.”
            Kala's eyes narrowed. Fiona held up her hands. 
            “Fear not, I live to serve Glinda Upland,” Fiona said. “I have no dreams of power and glory. I am Sa'Kor.”
            Kala nodded. “I am Sa'Kor.”
            And that said it all. Sa'Kor lived to serve Glinda Upland. They had no other ambitions or dreams. To serve was life. 
            Lifting her hand, palm up, Kala spoke a magic word. A black message bubble appeared. 
            “The bird is in hand. On the way,” Kala said, and blew a little puff of air that sent it flying away. “Let's get her to the flying carpet.” Her gray eyes hardened. “Tomorrow, we'll give our mistress Dorothy Gale.”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 21
 
            Something hot and wet swept across Nick's face. He felt weight on his chest, so groaned and shifted, turning his face. The wetness came again and again, before he heard the whining sound. Then the deep, severe ache in his head registered. 
            “Get off me,” he grumbled. Some kind of animal or something nipped his nose, and growled. Nick's eyes fluttered open to find a black wolf in his face. It was sprawled out atop him, which was a first. “What the hell? Wilma?”
            She nodded, and then struggled to stand. The wolf all but fell off him and the bed, and then half-staggered, half-dragged herself to the open window. And then she began a loud, soulful howl. And she continued to howl, over and over. Soon, other howls answered, as well as growls, roars, and screeches. 
            “What is wrong with…” Nick grumbled, propping himself up on his elbows to scowl at her. Then it registered. Dorothy was missing. And finally, he remembered. Shadowy shapes in the night, pressing something wet in his face. “Dammit! They took Dorothy!”
            It had to be the Sa'Kor. They were notorious for using dozz to kidnap foes. 
            Nick rolled out of bed and fell flat on his face. His arms and legs felt heavy and sluggish. Managing to get to all fours, he looked around. His and Dorothy's clothes lay all around, mixed together in their lusty haste to strip each other earlier. Her holstered guns lay to his right, with his sword to his left. Everything was there, except Dorothy. And her silver shoes. 
            “Glinda! I will end you!”
            A terrible racket filled the common room. He heard angry shouts and pounding feet. Captain Coldburrs, still in his nightshirt, charged in with sword in hand. 
            “Where's the Empress?” Coldburrs demanded. 
            “Sa'Kor. Took her,” Nick gasped out. He felt his body responding better, but he still struggled to stand or speak. “Not sure how long. Find her!”
            The troop commander raced away. Wilma continued to howl. 
            “Shut up,” he growled. “Everyone knows.”
            The wolf slanted a vicious look back at him. Her hindquarters slipped and dropped to the floor. 
            “They got you with the sleeping potion, too?”
            Wilma nodded. 
            “Can you shift to human so we can speak?”
            She shook her head. He nodded. Nick's head and body were still messed up as well, but he managed to stand. Wilma carefully walked over to him as he pulled his surcoat on, and then put on his sword belt. It was enough. 
            “Come. Can you sniff her out?” he asked. “Can you follow the Sa'Kor's trail and lead us to Dorothy?”
            Wilma nodded, and started sniffing around. She sniffed the bed, and even sniffed him. Finally, she turned and left the room. He noticed Wilma moved a little better, and so did he. The potion was wearing off. Witches created dozz to put humans under for painful medical treatments, and keep them unconscious long enough for the procedure to be completed. It affected other races differently. That was the first time the potion had been used on him, so he wasn't sure how long it'd be before he was back to normal. Beastmen appeared to recover remarkably fast, too. 
            Nick followed Wilma down the stairs, sword in hand. With every step, his humiliation burned brighter, and his need for vengeance grew hotter. 
            I failed Dorothy, he thought. Again. 
            Though Dorothy didn't agree, he felt Glinda's near successful attempt to kidnap Dorothy in the palace was a failure, too. Neither he nor Lion had saved Dorothy from the Witch and her Sa'Kor minions. In fact, it was Dorothy who saved them instead. And now this. 
            Have I lost my edge? 
            The common factor was magic. He vaguely recalled the feel of magic in the air when the Sa'Kor attacked, before they put him down with dozz. Even doubling the guards hadn't saved them. 
            Lion charged through the front door just as they reached the common room. Wilma spoke to him in the beastman's yeowing language, before Lion shifted to human form. 
            “Is it true? You let them take Dorothy?” Lion growled, fists clenched. 
            “I didn't let them do anything, old friend,” Nick snarled back. “The Sa'Kor have a witch, and they used dozz too. I'm not sure how much head start they have, but we can't waste time arguing.”
            “Wilma says it's only been a few minutes. The scent is fresh,” Lion said. “Wilma, lead the way!”
            The black wolf raced into the kitchen. Nick scowled. She was recovering a lot faster than him, but he still felt better. Maybe back to half-strength. But he didn't have time to recover. Lion shifted into his half-man form and followed Wilma. Nick followed. 
            Soldiers and beastmen joined them as Wilma yelped excitedly, increasing her speed through the dark, twisting streets. Then the town's alarm bell began tolling. The shit was about to get deep. 
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 22
 
            “Ummmgh,” Dorothy groaned. 
            Her feet felt like they were on fire, throbbing. Something was squeezing them over and over, pinching her toes painfully tight. Hot and cold washed up her legs. On top of that, her jaw ached like crazy and something hard was pressed into her belly. And her world shook and rocked in a way she'd never known before. 
            Dorothy's eyes fluttered open. Her head began to throb the second her eyes opened. Yet, she still couldn't fathom where she was, or why her world was moving so oddly. It took a second for her sluggish mind to clear, and she figured out her predicament. 
            “Uuuugh!” she screamed around the rubber ball in her mouth. 
            The young brunette started bucking, writhing, while tugging uselessly at the bindings around her wrists. Then her eyes became used to the darkness, and she made out a dark figure running behind her captor. 
            Her kidnapper's shoulder continued to grind into her belly. It was making her queasy. Or was it the drug they used to knock her out? Dorothy tried to shake the confusion, the discombobulation away. She finally figured out she was being carried over the shoulder. 
            This is just rude, she thought. And undignified for a woman of my age. 
            Being bound proved unnerving enough, but that gag was apply named. It truly was gagging her, in the rudest way imaginable. 
            Must not puke, she thought, afraid the gag would stop it and she'd drown in her own vomit. Oh man, this is bad. 
            Dorothy's struggles became more frantic. Her captor finally stopped and set her down upon her feet. She found herself face-to-face with Lady Kala. Her two guards crowded in to either side of her a second later. All three wore head-to-toe tight black leather. 
            Sa'Kor!
            “Listen up, Dorothy,” Kala sneered. “I'm going to cut your legs free. If you cooperate, I'll remove the gag next. But first we need to hurry.” She held up a black bottle and cloth. “Your other choice is to be knocked out again.”
            The last thing Dorothy wanted was to cooperate with her kidnappers. Yet, if she refused and they knocked her out with that potion again, then she had no chance whatsoever of escaping. So she nodded. 
            “Good girl,” Kala sneered. “You will make a nice, obedient slavegirl for Glinda.”
            Her words sent a chill through Dorothy. She understood what slavery to Glinda meant. That evil Witch had a very bad reputation. 
            Dorothy's ankles were cut free. Tara and Fiona each seized one of her arms, and Kala took off at a fast jog. The two Sa'Kor forced Dorothy to follow. The Empress' eyes darted left and right, looking for something, anything, to help her break free and escape. And then the night erupted with howls, growls, roars, and other animal sounds. 
            “They know,” Kala said. “Faster.”
            They ran up the narrow, twisting street. The houses leaned in over them, blocking out what little moonlight was available. Dorothy stumbled. It was hard enough to walk down a muddy street in stilettos, but impossible to run in them. The Sa'Kor half-dragged her along. 
            Kala stopped when the town's bells started tolling. She heard shouts of surprise and fear in the homes around them. Soon, the townspeople would pour out to defend their town, carrying whatever they had to use as a weapon: bows, cudgels, maybe just rocks to throw. 
            “We're almost there,” Kala whispered. “Be vigilant.”
            They started running, even faster. Tara leaned closer as they ran, and spoke into her ear. 
            “We have a flying carpet waiting to whisk you away,” the Sa'Kor said. “By noon tomorrow, you will be kneeling before your mistress.”
            Dorothy's heart froze. Cooperation ended. 
            “No!” she screamed around the gag, and dropped her weight. 
            That brought the two Sa'Kor to a stop as they struggled with their unexpected burden. Dorothy lashed out with a foot, sweeping away Fiona's feet. Then she reversed direction and caught Tara behind the knees. The Sa'Kor cried out as she face-planted in the mud. 
            Rolling onto her back, Dorothy spotted Kala charging her. She kicked up, using the force of that kick to lift her off the ground and onto her feet. 
            Damn! I haven't done that in over thirty years. 
            Dorothy lunged at Kala like she would engage her, making the Sa'Kor stop and drop into a defensive stance. Only Dorothy didn't engage. Instead, she turned on a heel and raced back the way they'd come. Tara kicked at her feet, forcing her to jump over that kick. She heard Tara and Fiona, cursing venomously, scramble to their feet to pursue. 
            Running while naked, hands tied behind her back, proved harder. Still, the gag was worse. She couldn't get enough air. 
            The Sa'Kor quickly overtook Dorothy. They forced her back against a wall, huffing furiously through her inadequate nose. They spread out and moved in slowly, long knives in their hands. 
            “So be it, Dorothy. You made your choice,” Kala snarled. “We'll just take the shoes. And your head!”
            A dark shape flew into Fiona's side. The witch went down with a cry of surprise. Dorothy heard a growl, and more cursing. 
            “It's that godforsaken wolf-shifter,” Kala cried. “Kill it!”
            Wilma savaged Fiona's arm, quickly turning it into a red ruin. The witch squealed in fear and pain. Dorothy saw Kala pull her sword, so lunged forward and kicked out at her feet. The Sa'Kor went down with a cry of surprise, while Dorothy squared off with Tara. 
            She heard Kala rising behind her, and her stomach clenched tight. Shifting to the side, she got the two Sa'Kor in front of her. And then Fiona made a gurgling noise. 
            “That wolf tore out Fiona's throat!” Tara cried. 
            Dorothy didn't hesitate. She charged Tara, who stood half-turned away to stare at their fallen comrade. The wolf attacked Kala, further holding the Sa'Kor's attention. Bound, gagged, and with no other weapon, Dorothy used what she had. 
            “Aaiiee!” Tara screamed when Dorothy kicked her as hard as she could in the ribs, stiletto heel snapping bone. 
            Yanking her foot back, Dorothy sent a roundhouse to the stunned woman's face. Tara dropped to her back, but wasn't out. She still had her sword, forcing the Kansas girl to step close, lift her stiletto-shod foot over the Sa'Kor, and then thrust that sharp heel straight down into Tara's forehead. 
            “Ouch,” Nick said. “Talk about killer heels.”
            Dorothy blinked up at the silvery figure before her. Then she looked around for Kala. The blonde Lady lay in a pool of blood at Lion's feet. He shifted from lion-man to fully human and slanted a disapproving look at her. 
            “I don't approve of your choice in friends, Dorothy,” Lion said. “Next time you need a kinky midnight adventure, come see me.”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 23
 
            A black bubble streaked up to her. Glinda noticed how it pulsed with urgency. Wanda remained a quickly growing speck to her left, with Jezebelle flapping up from her right front. Glinda had called the meeting high above the ground halfway between hers and Jezebelle's armies, forcing Wanda to travel the farthest. 
            Glinda looked down. The battlefield looked peaceful five hundred feet below the Witch. Campfires flickered, showing where the four armies waited in the pre-dawn. The eastern horizon was beginning to brighten, soon the sun would paint the sky in another glorious sunrise. And the battle would begin. 
            She reached out and thumped the bubble with her finger. 
            Uma's deep voice burst out, “Great One, the armies of North and South approach. General Scarecrow says we have to attack now and destroy the Ozian Grand Army, or we'll be forced to turn around and defend ourselves. And we'll be trapped between two larger armies.”
            “Your timing sucks, sisters,” Glinda snarled, glancing north and south. 
            “Really?” Jezebelle asked. “You're the one who called me over.”
            The Wicked Witch landed before Glinda, folding her huge white wings back. The flying carpet trembled a brief second as its magic adjusted to the added weight. Glinda looked her fellow Witch over. Maybe Jezebelle really was the most beautiful of all the Cardinal Witches. She looked spectacular in her light blue halter, over-the-elbow gloves, and slit skirt that barely clung to her hips. In comparison, Glinda wore head to toe Sa'Kor black leather. 
            “I wasn't talking about you, my love,” Glinda said. “I just received word that Diana and Olivia have arrived with their hosts.”
            Jezebelle glanced to the south, face twisting into an ugly sneer. “Good. I've wanted to watch Diana beg and grovel before me for ages.”
            Glinda caught and held the blonde's eyes for a long, sizzling moment. The Wicked Witch of the East's expression softened. Then a mischievous look spread across her face, before she twirled her wand at Glinda. 
            Her skin tingled, and Glinda felt the tight leather vanish. It was replaced with a pink and white leather corset, and a pink slit shirt. Her long legs were protected by white thigh boots. 
            “That's how we all want to see our favorite Imperial Witch,” Jezebelle growled, biting her lip. “Pose pretty in pink for me, baby.”
            Glinda rolled her eyes. Maybe she shouldn't have seduced Jezebelle until after the final battle. The blonde Cardinal Witch had a reputation of being the most wanton of all the oversexed Witches. 
            “You're a worse misogynist than… Any man ever born,” Glinda said, shaking her head. “But that's why everyone loves you so much.”
            “Everyone? Yeah. I believe that.”
            “Believe this,” Glinda said as Wanda flew up to hover before them on her broom. “Olivia is bearing down upon us from the north, while Diana is coming up from the south. We have a short window of opportunity to crush the Ozian Grand Army before they join the battle. Let us not squander this advantage we have right now.”
            Glinda studied the Winkie host to the northwest of Emerald City. Wanda's army looked ready, already assembled and arrayed for battle. Their bright yellow battle flags and pennants stirred in the light breeze. To the northeast, Jezebelle's Munchkin army was spread out as they marched into battle. Her eyes lifted a bit, finding a nightmare of fire and death behind that host. 
            “I don't like Scarecrow commanding my army, Glinda,” Wanda said. She looked in a foul mood. “I don't trust him, or you, for that matter.”
            Wanda looked very…shiny for battle. Everything she wore, save her Cardinal Witch's hat, was shiny black leather: off-the-shoulder corset, over-the-elbow gloves, tight pants, and thigh boots. 
            “Let's not argue about that again,” Glinda said. “Now is not the time. We will never have a better chance of crushing our enemies as we have right now. Dorothy, General Chopper, and Warlord Lion are off on some adventure, leaving Emerald City ripe for the plucking. The hosts of North and South are no match for our combined armies, so if we can crush the Grand Army before Olivia and Diana join the battle, we'll be able to drive them off the field.”
            Wanda barked a laugh, her eyes filled with evil glee. “Yes. And then the Good Witches will be forced to bend knee to us.”
            “Then we are in agreement,” Glinda said. She looked to the northeast. “The Munchkin army is in place. It is time we seize the Ozian Empire for ourselves.”
            “Wahoo!” Wanda cried, and whipped away in a flash. 
            Jezebelle did a swan dive off the flying carpet, before deploying her wings. Glinda watched the two Wicked Witches dive down toward the Imperial Grand Army. She opened her palm before her face. A pink bubble appeared. “Scarecrow. Unleash the armies. Vanquish our enemy!”
            The bubble streaked away. The strawberry blonde Witch watched Wanda and Jezebelle pelting the Grand Army with fireballs. A moment later, all three armies lurched toward the Imperial Grand Army's positions surrounding the city. She smiled when the first elements of both sides came together. 
            Scarecrow's clear message bubble appeared before her and burst. “Great One, we have engaged the enemy.”
            Glinda leaned forward, sending her flying carpet racing toward the great city. She pointed her wand, drawing tiny runes in the air a moment. Lightning shot out of her wand to striking the city's arcane shields. 
            Boom! Boom! Boom!
            She hit the city's defenses over and over, until a powerful bolt shot back at her from the palace's highest tower. Glinda dodged aside, avoiding death and destruction. She smiled. 
            “Nice try, Locasta,” she muttered. 
            Wanda, and then Jezebelle, turned their attentions from the soldiers to the city's magical defenses. Their lightning bolts struck the bubble-like mystical shield over and over as well. While the soldiers fought to the death below, the witches strove to shatter Emerald City's most powerful defenses. The city could not be taken until those shields and wards were destroyed. 
            While the lightning bolts of the Cardinal Witches thundered and shook the ground, the Lesser Witches within the four armies threw all they had at each other. Fireballs were the preferred weapons of Lesser Witches at the moment, once the two sides met the witches' battles would become a lot more intimate, and deadly. 
            “Yes. Well done, Scarecrow,” she muttered, seeing the Wicked armies slowly pushing the Imperials back. Then she noticed her own army had the Imperials facing them on the run. “General Alizan, you are my beast of the battlefield!”
            A black bubble flew up and hovered before her. The Witch blinked at it. A Sa'Kor message bubble? Then he eyes widened. Could it be? 
            Popping the bubble, she heard Kala's voice, “The bird is in hand. On the way.”
            Glinda's skin tingled. Dorothy is mine!
            Considering how fast a Lesser Witch could push a flying carpet, Glinda estimated her Sa'Kor would deliver Dorothy and the Silver Shoes to her around noon. The battle should be over my then, and she really wanted to receive Dorothy while sitting upon the Emerald Throne. 
            To do that, she had to destroy Emerald City's magical defenses. Then take down Locasta. 
            With the Silver Shoes on my feet, and Dorothy on her knees groveling before me, I'll assume the throne for real. I'll be the Witch Empress of Oz! I'll be First Witch and Empress, and all the Witches will bow to me!
            A purple lightning bolt flashed by her, missing the Witch by inches. Glinda gasped when it didn't vanish in a thunderclap, but whipped around her. 
            “Olivia!”
            Glinda struggled within the glowing purple rope of energy. 
            “Hello, sister,” the Good Witch of the North said. “Yield!”
            With that command, Olivia sent power through the arcane trap. Glinda threw her head back and screamed her throat raw. The electrical power of lightning pulsed through that sticky tendril of energy, zapping Glinda over and over again. Blackness began closing in on her, but she mustered the last of her strength to twirl her wand in a counter-spell, and tapped Olivia tendril just as her vision shrunk to a pinpoint. 
            Boom!
            Both Witches went flying in opposite directions. 
            Glinda felt her body tumbling through the sky, dropping fast toward the hard, unmerciful earth. Her numb body continued to twitch and tremble, but she sucked it up and forced her wand through a series of runes. 
            Just as suddenly as the explosion hurled her halfway across the battlefield, she stopped in midair, and then slowly drifted to the ground. Her head started to clear as the pain and trembling faded. By the time her booted feet touch the ground, Glinda was alert and looking all around for a foe. 
            She spotted Olivia far to the north. The Witches of North and West circled each other high above, the magical battle invisible to the naked eye. It only took a second to see Wanda was not prevailing. 
            “Damn Dorothy for making Olivia First Witch!” 
            She pulled up a message bubble, “Jez, be alert! The Good Witches are here!”
            Jezebelle could hold her own against Diana, so Glinda called her flying carpet. She had to get to Wanda before Olivia defeated her. Then she heard more explosions, and realized it was Diana attacking the ground forces. And worse, she'd brought a hundred Lesser Witches with her. They spread out wreaking havoc among Glinda's own troops, while Diana attacked Scarecrow and his command and control operations. 
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 24
 
            The common room proved a riot of noise. Soldiers shouted, everyone moving with a sense of urgency. Horace cowered in the corner in his nightshirt. Nick and Lion stood studying the map from opposite sides of a table. Dorothy descended from her room, fully dressed and armed with pistols and a pair of Uzi submachine guns strapped across her body. 
            “Are we ready to ride?” she asked. 
            “If you're ready to kill a few dozen locals,” Nick said. “The town's watch, backed by the local militia, has secured both town gatehouses. We have to fight our way out of Hycross.”
            She scowled at him. Three dead was already too many, though they were all Glinda's evil Sa'Kor agents. The townspeople weren't evil, and were probably just scared. Of course, killing the town's ruler didn't help their situation. 
            “There is another way,” Dorothy said. “I can magic everyone out of the city with my shoes. I doubt they'd pursue.”
            Lion gave her a curious look. “You mean teleport all of us just outside the town gate?”
            “Yes. Do you have a better idea, that doesn't involve a slaughter?”
            He waved her over to the table and pointed at the map. “I sent advance scouts out to find the city. They returned just before Wilma sounded the alarm.” He pressed a finger down on the map. “Anark is right there. Using the map, can you use your magic to take us there?”
            Dorothy stared at the map a moment. “So far, I've only used the Silver Stilettos to transport to places I know.”
            Nick gave her a sharp look. “Not true. You transported us all here to the Misty Mountains from Emerald City. I thought you said you'd never been here before.”
            “Well, no, but I'd seen pictures of the Blue Ridge Mountains, which is what we call them where I'm from,” she said. “My shoes magicked us to a place I'd seen in pictures.”
            “The pictures were a place you'd seen in your old world,” Nick said. “The shoes didn't take us there, but to the Misty Mountains in our world. So you can do it.”
            Dorothy blinked at him a moment. She hadn't thought of it, but yes. And then a smile spread across her face. 
            “Assemble your men, Nick,” she commanded. “Gather your beastmen, Lion. Everyone has to be holding hands or touching, just like back in Emerald City.”
            Lion morphed into a half-lion and raced out to roar his commands to the sky. Nick rolled up the map and grinned at Dorothy, before striding out barking commands. The common room cleared in seconds, leaving Dorothy alone with the innkeeper. 
            “Master Horace, I am deeply sorry about the trouble we brought into your fine establishment,” she said. Dorothy placed a heavy coin purse on the table. “I hope you find this adequate compensation. Farewell, sir.”
            Organized chaos ruled the street between the inn and stables. Dorothy watched her generals, Lion and Nick, quickly bring order to it all, gathering everyone into a tight circle with her mount in the middle. 
            “Now would be a good time to use your magic, Your Highness,” Nick said, indicating an angry mob approaching. “Unless you changed your mind and want to unleash us upon those poor fools.”
            Dorothy pushed through to her horse and took the reins in hand. And then she held hands with Nick and Lion, before starting the transportation spell. She closed her eyes and concentrated on what she wanted, driving all other thoughts and concerns from her head. 
            “There's no place like Anark,” she said, clicking her heels. “There's no place like Anark.” Click. “There's no place like Anark.” Click. 
            She felt a brief disorientation, and then opened her eyes. They no longer stood in the middle of Hycross, but upon an ill-used, overgrown road in the middle of a forest. Towering trees cut off any available moonlight, plunging them into the darkest of nightshadows. And then she lifted her eyes. 
            “I did it!”
            The ruins of an ancient walled city stood before them. The forest had pretty much overrun it, with weeds, bushes, and even trees growing atop the crumbling walls and gatehouse. It looked dark and foreboding in the night. 
            “Lion, did your scouts locate the citadel?” she asked. When he nodded, “Then lead the way, my friend. Let's find this Null Stone and get back home.”
            Lion, still in his half-human form, took off at a trot. Dorothy followed. 
            “We're going in dismounted,” Dorothy said. “Nick, post guards on the horses.”
            The beastmen could see well in the dark, but not the humans. Dorothy, Nick, and the cavalrymen all pulled out baseball-sized crystals. With a word from its owner, each crystal began emitting a bluish-white light. Dorothy rather liked them better than flashlights in her own world, or actual flaming torches. 
            Anark proved to be a city to rival pre-war Emerald City in size. It was once upon a time the seat of the ruling Cardinal Witch. She'd died so long ago that no one in their troop remembered her name. 
            The structures within Anark were even more tumbledown than the walls. Most had once been half-timbered, so there wasn't much left besides their stone foundations. The vast majority did appear to have had their ground floor walls constructed of stone. The once glorious palace stood in the middle of the city, still a good hundred feet tall. Most of the palace's blue tiles had fallen off over the centuries, leaving behind bare grey stone. It looked dreary and spooky, with many of its spires and towers still standing. 
            In reality, Dorothy didn't need Lion's scouts to lead them to the citadel. The soaring stone edifice occupied the southeastern corner and stood half as tall as the palace ruins. Like the palace, blue tiles speckled its cold stone keep and towers. 
            “Be wary of magical traps,” Dorothy said when they passed through the citadel gates. The actual doors had long rotted away, as well as the portcullis. “I can't even imagine what nasty wards that long dead Wicked Witch left behind.”
            “What makes you think she was a Wicked Witch?” Lion asked. 
            Dorothy paused. “Well, Anark sounds like a derivative of anarchy, and we are in Munchkin County, land of the Wicked Witches of the East.”
            Lion shrugged. Nick picked up the argument. 
            “I guess you are not aware that sometimes the Land makes the North and South Witches Wicked, and the East and West Witches Good.”
            “What? That's crazy.”
            “Why? Is there something inherently wicked about Munchkins and Winkies?” Nick asked. She just stared at him. “Right. So, like I said, every time all four Cardinal Witches are vanquished at the same time, the Wickeds and Goods that rise up flip-flop their cardinal positions.”
            Dorothy found the idea too weird to contemplate. Wicked Witch of the South? Good Witch of the West? It just seemed wrong. So she turned her full attention to the ruins before them. 
            The citadel looked in far worse shape up close. She did not relish the thought of going inside. Most of the service structures built inside and against the outer walls had long since crumbled away. There was a well before what she assumed had been the stables, and a huge stone keep as part of the city and citadel's outer walls. The top half of that impressive keep had been blown away. 
            “I can't even imagine the spell that destroyed that keep,” Dorothy said. “Shall we go inside, my friends? As much as I hate to say it, I have a bad feeling the talisman is below ground, down in the dungeon.”
            “That's where they usually put the treasury,” Lion said. “Follow me.”
            Lion strode in like he owned it, before half his beastmen swarmed in around him. The other half spread out throughout the citadel to post as guards, while Nick assigned an entire platoon of soldiers to guard the citadel's gate and the keep's entrance. 
            Dorothy followed Lion, with Nick close on her heels and hovering protectively around her. He barked orders, sending soldiers to check all the side chambers. Their light crystals revealed the upper levels had all rotted away, leaving behind nothing but a stone shell. Even the rotting wood was long rotted to dust, leaving behind what few bits of metal that had been left behind. Rusty swords, arrowheads, knives lay on stone floor, along with shattered pottery and plates. A single, crushed human skull lay in one corner. 
            Lion's scouts quickly returned. 
            “We found the basement, Warlord.”
            “Lead on,” Lion commanded. 
            The stairs were part of the keep's wall, basically a circular stairwell from the lowest dungeon to the roof. Worse, it spun upward in the opposite direction that she felt was natural. Nick explained it was for defensive purposes, so the defenders above would be able to swing their swords right-handed and down, while the invaders would be hampered using their right handed swords. Of course, at ground level the direction reversed down into the basements, going counterclockwise. 
            “Are the steps irregular, too?” she asked after the second time she stumbled. 
            “Yes.”
            They found the treasury on the lowest level, three floors below ground. The door had rotted away, so they strode in to find it empty. Nothing but bare stone floor, walls, and ceiling. 
            “Well, this sucks greasy balls,” Nick said. 
            “Eww,” Dorothy replied, taking a step away from him. Then she looked around. “Look for a hidden door. Check the floor, too. One of the paving stones might be a trapdoor.”
            “How the hell are we supposed to find a secret door?” a soldier muttered. 
            Dorothy spoke before Nick could explode on him. “Look for scratches that could indicate a door swinging open across the floor, or a seam that looks too wide.”
            Even as she said it, Dorothy stepped up to the back wall and noticed scratches on the floor. The scratches curved in arches from a single point on the wall. She studied the wall, noticing it was a single piece of stone, but carved to make it look like stacked stone. On top of that, she found matching scratches on the ceiling above. 
            “Found it,” Dorothy called. “A hidden door swings out here.”
            Finding the door and opening it proved two different problems. They spent an hour trying to pry the hidden door open. It didn't budge. Being granite, they couldn't quickly pickaxe through it, either. 
            “It's held closed by magic,” Lion said in disgust. “I should've brought Locasta.”
            Dorothy waved everyone away and stepped up close to lay a hand on it. The stone was cold. She Willed it to open, hoping her magic shoes would help. Well, she tried anyway. Nothing happened, so she started to place the light crystal on the floor so she could use both hands, when the light reflected off the mirror like Silver Stilettos. 
            Of course!
            “There's no place like the chamber beyond.”
            Click. 
            “Wait, what are you doing?” Nick cried. 
            “There's no place like the chamber beyond.”
            Click. 
            “No!” Nick and Lion shouted as one, lunging at her. 
            “There's no place like the chamber beyond.”
            Click. 
            She felt a different sensation. More of a surge forward, and in an eye blink Dorothy stood alone in a small chamber. 
            Thank God I didn't put the crystal down, she thought, holding it up to illuminate the ornate chamber. “Wow!”
            The walls looked like something found in an ancient Egyptian pharaoh's tomb, minus the hieroglyphics. The colors were amazing, so bright and looked like they'd been painted yesterday. One wall was covered in battle scenes, both magical and mundane. Four Cardinal Witches fought. It showed cities in ruin, burning. Then on the other walls it showed a beautiful blonde in Munchkin Blue with a blue crystal mounted on a golden scepter, she fought with the scepter, striking down Witch after Witch. Until there was just one. And then it showed her placing the scepter in an underground chamber. 
            “Only, there is no scepter here,” Dorothy whispered, looking all around the otherwise empty chamber. She circled the room, looking for any sign of another hidden door. Nothing, but the walls were covered in plaster. To find the door, they would have to destroy those ancient paintings. “I don't have a choice.”
            Dorothy stepped to the middle of the chamber, facing the direction of her friends on the other side. Only the flagstone underfoot clicked and dropped a bit. She jumped back and stared as the flagstone made a grinding sound as it slipped to the side. And then a small stone thing, looking like a five foot tall obelisk, rose up. The pyramid atop the obelisk was a crystal that glowed blue. 
            “Well that's…”
            Before she could finish, light flashed from the blue crystal, straight up, and an image began to form. It quickly coalesced into a beautiful young woman with long golden hair and bright blue robes. 
            “Greetings, seeker, I am Carissa, Good Witch of the East. If you are listening to this, then I am dead. Hopefully, long gone from this world. I pray you are here to save the world, not conquer it. The Null Stone was created for Good, not evil. Do you have any questions?”
            “Yes,” Dorothy said. “I am indeed fighting on the side of Good. Only, I don't see any talisman? Is it the blue crystal projecting your image?”
            Carissa smiled. “I'm but a messenger, seeker. Do you have any questions?”
            Well, this is going to get annoying real fast. 
            “Are the Null Stone and the golden scepter shown on the wall paintings one and the same?”
            “Yes.”
            “Okay, feel free to elaborate,” Dorothy said, feeling her shoulders tighten. “Tell me, O Great One, where is the Null Stone right now?”
            Carissa nodded and waved her hand. Dorothy noted she wasn't using a wand, but would a ghost need a wand? And really, Carissa was really just a magical projection. Yet, she heard another grinding of rock against rock, and looked up to see the golden scepter slowly descending from an opening. She held out her hands and it fell into her grasp. 
            The scepter wasn't much larger than a witch's wand, maybe eighteen inches long. It was much lighter than she anticipated. The crystal on the end proved much darker than in the paintings, being a deep cobalt. 
            “I don't feel or sense any magic, Carissa.”
            “You must active the spell, seeker,” Carissa said. “The trigger word to activate and deactivate is the same: Dispel!”
            Dorothy lifted the scepter up before her, “Dispel.”
            The crystal flashed and glowed brightest blue, overwhelming the light crystal's light and bathing the chamber in blue. Carissa also vanished. 
            “I think it's working,” Dorothy said, so closed her eyes. “There's no place like the next chamber over with Nick and Lion.”
            Click. 
            “There's no place like the next chamber over with Nick and Lion.”
            Click. 
            “There's no place like the next chamber over with Nick and Lion.”
            Click. 
            And nothing happened. 
            “Yes!” Dorothy cried, giving a fist pump. “Dispel.”
            The Null Stone stopped glowing, and then Dorothy felt a tingle in her feet, that quickly washed up through her body. It felt…comforting. And a second later, Carissa reappeared above the small obelisk. 
            “Well done, seeker,” Carissa said. “The Null Stone is yours. Use it wisely.”
            “Are there any dangers to using it?”
            “Only that all magic within one mile will cease working. If you are in a place that requires magic, like high in the sky on a flying carpet, it could prove deadly if you activated it.”
            “Oh, yes, good to know. Thank you, Carissa.”
            The long gone Good Witch vanished. Dorothy looked around one last time, and then used her shoes to return to her friends in the other chamber. Nick and Lion were shouting at each other, blaming the other for her leaving them behind. 
            “Oh, hush,” Dorothy said. “Neither of you is responsible for my actions.” She held up the scepter. “Behold the Null Stone, my friends. Now it's time to take the fight to Glinda and the Wickeds!”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 25
 
            The Imperial Grand Army began to fall back. Glinda cried out in victory. Locasta would have to drop some of the wards protecting the city for the soldiers to get back behind the protection of its walls. When she did that, Glinda and the Wickeds had their best chance of battering down the shield of interwoven magic. And since she helped Scarecrow build the shield, Glinda knew precisely where to strike for best effect. 
            I'll just have to rebuild the magical defenses back up after we take the city, she thought. 
            She'd hoped they could take the city without her revealing secrets to Wanda and Jezebelle. Some of her most powerful defensive spells protected Emerald City, so she'd make herself more vulnerable by revealing counter-spells to unweave them. But she hadn't anticipated Locasta being so effective and adding her own spells to the weave. 
            Glinda called up a pink message bubble. “To Wanda Darquehart and Jezebelle Silvermane. Meet me above the palace. I know how we can quickly destroy Emerald City's shield by coordinating our attacks.”
            She gave the bubble a little puff, and it split in two as it flew away. 
            Actually, I think we can break the shield by attacking Scarecrow's spells, instead of mine. 
            A different plan began to form while studying how her wards had interweaved with Scarecrow's spells to form the magical shield. The spells he contributed to the shield were so like the man – bold, powerful, yet reckless and not always up to potential. If he'd just been a little more articulate and careful with his magic, Scarecrow would still rule Oz and all the Cardinal Witches would serve him with complete loyalty. 
            I've learned from your mistakes, old friend, she thought. And I won't make the same ones. I'll bring every man, woman, and witch to heel, and make them love it. Make them love ME!
            Pausing to look around the battle field, she smiled. She loved the thrill of battle. The Ley Lines vibrated from all of the Cardinal and Lesser Witches battling, hurling spell after spell. The clash of arms, the cry of the wounded and dying, it all called to something deep and dark. A darkness that Scarecrow had either awakened within her, or had placed there to corrupt her. Either way, battle excited her. 
            Turning her flying carpet toward the meeting spot, Glinda glanced to her right. And spotted her. Locasta. The once Good Witch and now Lion's royal witch, stood upon the palace's highest rampart, casting spells furiously. For the thousandth time, she wondered how Lion subjugated her. His pheromones were powerful, but no other Witch had felt a desire to surrender it all to him. 
            Twice, Lion had seduced Glinda with his pheromones. He got what he wanted from her body, but he failed to subjugate her. But did he really try to break her like he did Locasta? After all, he'd still served Scarecrow at the time. 
            No, I'm too powerful to fall so easily, she thought. She hoped. Locasta is quite powerful even now, so he must've found a talisman or something to subjugate her. 
            Glinda felt a rare pang of guilt. She had once been good friends with Locasta. Now she had very wicked plans for the other witch. Wanda and Jezebelle also wanted Locasta under their thumb. She couldn't allow either of them to have control over such a powerful witch. 
            She bit her lip, gazing down on her once friend. Her body tingled when she thought about how best to break Locasta, and make the powerful witch her loving and very obedient servant. It was going to be so much fun…
            “What the…?” she cried when the Ley Lines pulsed. 
            It took a powerful spell to make the Ley Lines pulse like that. Only a Cardinal Witch could accomplish it, or a talisman of equal power. Like Dorothy's Silver Shoes. 
            Her first thought was Dorothy had returned to Emerald City. But the pulse wasn't that strong. Dorothy had been quite active with her magical shoes earlier, far away on the other side of Munchkin Country and around the time her Sa'Kor should've captured her. She prayed that last Silver Shoe pulse had been them removing them from Dorothy's feet. 
            Another pulse came up from the south. 
            “Diana Sweetwater! Come to me, Diana. Come closer.”
            That meant the previous pulse came from Olivia. The Good Witch of the North felt closer, and was First Witch now, so was the greater threat. They had to be dealt with before she could finally breach the walls of Emerald City. 
            Glinda continued to her meeting spot with the Wickeds. Jezebelle had already arrived, and a moment later Wanda came racing up on her broom. They came together in a rough triangle. 
            “We have to deal with Olivia and Diana,” Glinda said. “I'll have Scarecrow press on, crushing the Grand Army. I'll take care of Diana if you two deal with Olivia.”
            “You claimed the weaker of the two?” Wanda asked. “Why? Do you think Olivia will defeat us?”
            “No, it's personal,” Glinda said, eyes narrowing. “I want to personally deal with my usurper.”
            She knew Wanda would approve of that sentiment. Vengeance was near and dear to a Wicked Witch's heart. Jezebelle nodded in agreement, a knowing smile tugging on the corners of her mouth. 
            “Shall we go welcome Olivia to the party, sister?” Jezebelle asked. “I'll hit her low, if you go in high.”
            Glinda called up another bubble when they flew away. 
            “To Scarecrow and General Alizan. Be alert. The hosts of North and South bear down upon us. Wanda, Jezebelle, and I are off to deal with their Witches. Press the attack, destroy the Imperials, and take the city.”
            The bubble split in two as it flew away. In truth, she only had to send Scarecrow a message. General Alizan served under him during the assault on the city. But she always favored her Sa'Kor like that. 
            Scarecrow had effective control of all three hosts. He stood upon a hill overlooking the city, between Glinda's and Wanda's armies. He communicated with the three armies via Lesser Witches and enchanted mirrors. An entire troop of Sa'Kor cavalry protected him. 
            Glinda turned south, pushing her flying carpet faster and faster as her wand drew runes in the air trying to zero in on Diana's position. A small pulse came up from the south, and she veered toward it. 
            Diana might be the weakest of the Cardinal Witches, but her Lesser Witches were not. Thanks to Glinda's programs to find and cultivate Lesser Witches, Quadling Country had the most and most powerful Lesser Witches of all the Countries. By all accounts, Diana had continued those policies and continued to build her power. In contrast, Wanda had the smallest and weakest contingent of Lesser Witches due to her distrust of competition. 
            Dropping low, Glinda flew nape of the earth over the Ozian countryside. Burning farms and villages whipped by below. Her skin tingled as she drew closer and closer. It became darker as she left the battlefield, the land lit only by the moon and stars. And then she spotted them. 
            Diana's host spread across the horizon, with countless dark columns of soldiers in front, witches in the middle, and baggage trains bringing up the rear. The Good Witch of the South stood on a flying carpet above her leading elements, but behind the vanguard. A dozen Lesser Witches flew with her, their flying carpets in a V-formation twenty feet above the soldiers. 
            Glinda smiled, which quickly became wicked as a plan of attack formed. 
            Zeroing in on the vanguard, Glinda found the commanding officer and his witch. Dropping even closer to the ground, she sped up just a foot off the ground across a pasture. It was dangerous, forced to watch for fences and other obstacles even as she cast her spells. But as soon as the soldiers spotted her, reining in their mounts, she laughed and unleashed hell. 
            Ka-Boom! Ka-Boom!
            The first two bolts hit the commander and his witch square in their chests. Their bodies exploded into a million pieces. Then she cast another spell that attacked the horses by forming a thousand shadowy wolves. Just ghostly images, but enough to terrify even the bravest battle horse. 
            Ka-Boom!
            Diana's bolt missed, but not by much. Glinda soared up, before veering left. 
            Ka-Boom!
            Missed again, sister, she thought. 
            Glinda threw five quick bolts at Diana. They struck a powerful shield, protecting the Witch and her soldiers. When Glinda called up more ghostly wolves, Diana shielded her army behind thick mist so the mounts couldn't see them. 
            A cloud of crossbow bolts arched up, but Glinda easily rose up above their range. So with Diana so well-protected, she turned her attention to the host following behind and began raining bolts down upon them. That brought Diana out from behind her protective shell. 
            “Glinda! I will destroy you!” 
            “Aww, you're so cute, sister,” she replied, amplifying her voice with a short spell. 
            The dozen Lesser Witches attending Diana swarmed up toward Glinda. One and all were quite powerful, as Lesser Witches go. If Diana was killed, one of them could be the witch the Land picked to replace her as Good Witch of the South. But it wouldn't be right away. Sometimes it took up to a year for a new Cardinal Witch to rise. 
            “Glinda, I command you to yield,” Diana shouted, also using magic to amply her voice. 
            “Make me,” Glinda said. “Oh, please, make me.”
            Banking hard left, Glinda threw her most powerful lightning bolt straight down at Diana. Just fifty feet apart, she couldn't miss. But she did. 
            “What the…?”
            Diana surged forward faster than Glinda thought possible. Her Lesser Witches moved in, too. Obviously a battle tactic they'd practiced. 
            “Nice trick, sister,” she muttered, seeing how the Good Witch and the others were quickly surrounding her as they closed in for the kill. “Diana! Stop running and fight me like a Witch!”
            “Yield, Glinda!” Diana cried, coming up behind her. 
            Glinda spun around, wand poised and ready for anything. Diana stood in an aggressive stance, wand pointed at her. She looked her foe over. The Good Witch wore a red ankle-length gown, with waist high slits up both sides to reveal her long, shapely legs. Her long red hair was pulled back into a thick braid. 
            “Look at us, sister. Red-on-red violence personified,” Glinda said. “You in red silk, me in pink and white leather. Leather trumps silk in battle.”
            “This is your last chance, Glinda,” Diana snarled, eyes two emerald slits of fury. “Yield or die!”
            The two Witches faced each other, separated by a few feet. Glinda knew she only had a moment before a dozen Lesser Witches would bear her down with their sheer weight of numbers. A dozen Lesser Witches could kill or capture a Cardinal Witch if they got their hands on her and took away her wand. 
            Fools, she thought. I am the one who first came up with this tactic. 
            Seconds before the Lesser Witches reached her, Glinda dug deep as her wand drew a series of ancient and very powerful runes. And then she unleashed her spell. 
            Ka-BOOM!
            A bubble of lightning exploded around and away from Glinda. It made her ears pop and ring, but the force of it spread out to sweep the sky clear of Lesser Witches. Diana withstood the blast, and even attacked into it. 
            “Just me and you,” Glinda snarled. 
            Diana looked startled. Glinda laughed, and attacked by leaping over onto Diana's flying carpet. Their wands instantly turned into great glowing swords; Glinda's glowed pink and Diana's red. 
            The clash of steel sounded like thunder when they crossed blades. Diana proved significantly stronger, physically, than Glinda anticipated. Maybe too strong. Yet, Glinda had centuries more experience, and quickly kicked the Good Witch's feet away. 
            Diana went plunging toward the ground. Glinda's breath caught as she watched, but the other Witch took control of Glinda's vacated flying carpet, and caused it to race down and catch her just a dozen feet off the ground. 
            Glinda's hands tightened into fists, eyes narrowing as her glowing sword turned back into her wand. “Well played, sister, but that only delays the agony of defeat a moment.”
            She swirled her wand, drawing the tiniest runes to intensify their power. Her magic seized the other flying carpet and yanked it out from under Diana even as the Witch climbed to her feet. 
            Diana plummeted to the hard earth. “Ugh!”
            The Lesser Witches came streaking in screaming bloody threats, but Diana lay dazed and vulnerable. Glinda held up her hand, muttering a short spell, and a solid silver collar appeared in it. An enchanted collar. 
            “No one can save you,” Glinda cried. “Diana, you are mine!”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 26
 
            “To the witch Locasta, Good Witch Diana, and Good Witch Olivia,” Dorothy said to the green bubble in her palm. “We have succeeded in acquiring the Null Stone. I'm on my way back to Emerald City.”
            “You do realize that your magic will get us back before the bubble arrives?” Nick said. “It could take the bubble an hour to get all the way back to Emerald City.”
            “Oh, never mind,” she said, closing her hand and popping the message bubble. “In my world communication is instantaneous. But we use telephones instead of bubbles and hold actual conversations.”
            “Yet you keep insisting there is no magic in your home world,” Lion said. 
            “It's a different kind of magic. I told you. It's technology,” she said. “Basically, instead of magic we do everything with powerful machines.”
            They just stared at her. To Ozians, machines were magical. 
            “We can debate magic at another time,” Dorothy said. “Assemble the men. Let's go rejoin the rest of our party and get the hell out of here before Jezebelle descends upon us.”
            Even though they remained deep in the citadel's dungeon, everyone looked up and around at the mention of the Wicked Witch of the East. Nick broke the spell by ordering the soldiers to form up around Dorothy and escort her out. Lion raced away to gather his beastmen. 
            They moved quickly. The men seemed inspired by the success of their mission, but Dorothy felt bone tired instead. All she thought about was her bed back at the palace, and how amazing it would feel to snuggle into it once she teleported everyone back home. And how amazing the sex would be if she could lure Nick and Lion into another threesome. 
            Home? Wow, I do consider the Emerald Palace, and Oz, my home now, she thought. Are Nick and Lion my family? Actually, more like my harem. 
            That thought left her feeling all warm and fuzzy. And more than a little scandalized. Boy, how everyone would be gossiping about her back in Kansas if they knew. She'd be the scandal of the year, if not the decade. A woman with a harem of big, strong men? Yeah, they had very nasty names for women like her back in her hometown. 
            Did I somehow, unwittingly change Oz when I visited so long ago? she wondered. Did I taint it with my world's dark obsessions with sex and violence? Maybe they're right after all, and I am responsible? 
            She wasn't sure who bore responsibility for her own dark needs and urges. 
            She'd noticed a big change in her attitudes about sex and violence since returning to Oz. She liked to blame Scarecrow and how his evil magic corrupted the Lands of Oz. But did being rejuvenated and set free in that wicked world allow her true salacious colors to shine through? 
            Once I deal with Glinda and the Wickeds, maybe I can find a way to heal the Lands of Scarecrow's corruption? 
            The eastern sky began to brighten with predawn before Dorothy made it out of the city. The soldiers milled around, cold and hungry, but with smiling faces. Nick ordered the soldiers mounted, but Lion was still gathering his beastmen. Their barks, yips, and howls filled the night air. She could hear them stirring in the surrounding forest and city. 
            A tawny bubble flew up to Dorothy. She opened her hand, palm up, and it dropped down upon it. She burst the bubble with a finger, and expected Lion's voice. But it was Locasta's bubble. 
            “Empress, Emerald City is besieged by the armies of East, West, and Glinda. I don't know how much longer we can hold out. Please hurry and bring a relief force.”
            Dorothy stared at Nick, who just stared back. If Emerald City fell…
            “Gather everyone together and wait here,” Dorothy said. “I'll be right back.”
            Before he could object, Dorothy tapped her heels together three times. In a flash she found herself standing next to Locasta, high atop the Emerald Palace. Locasta hadn't bothered with the glamour spell, so appeared as herself in a purple form-fitting, off the shoulder gown. 
            “You dress nicer for battle than I do for a royal ball,” Dorothy said, startling the witch. “I just got your message. What's the situation right now?”
            Locasta paused to look at the golden scepter in Dorothy's hands. She gave a nod, and the witch visibly relaxed. 
            “Yes, but you like to run around in your underwear,” the witch teased. Yeah, too many Ozians thought her shorts and sports top were underwear. “As for the situation? Dire. The Wickeds have temporarily abandoned their assault on the city's magical defenses to attack the Good Witches. I just received an urgent request for help from Diana. Glinda has her backed into a corner or something.”
            “And Olivia?”
            “Wanda and Jezebelle are attacking her as we speak. But I wouldn't worry about Olivia. She's First Witch and the defensive is ten times easier than the attack.” Locasta pointed to each of the three armies fighting their way toward the city. Dorothy could see some elements of her own army throwing down their weapons and running. 
            “Can you project my voice to the soldiers fighting?”
            “Yes.” Locasta muttered some odd sounding phrase and tapped Dorothy's throat, sending an odd sensation up and down Dorothy's throat. “Done.”
            “This is Dorothy! Hold your ground, men. Relief armies are on the way,” Dorothy commanded. “I promise, before the sun sets tonight, the field of battle will be ours!”
            She turned to Locasta and pointed at her throat. The witch tapped it with her wand, and the odd sensation vanished. Dorothy could speak normally again. 
            “Hopefully that'll give them some backbone,” she said. “Now, give me a map with the situation I can show Lion and Nick. Then I'll use my shoes to gather up an army to attack the Wickeds' rear.”
            “Three armies would be better,” Locasta said. 
            The witch quickly rolled out a map of Emerald City and the surrounding territory. Her wand was a blur above it, and one by one the armies arrayed against each other appeared on it. It occurred to Dorothy that in her short time as Empress, she'd spent way too much time staring at maps and battle plans drawn upon maps. 
            “Thank you, Locasta,” she said, rolling up the map. Then she held the map in one hand, and the scepter in the other, before tapping her heels three times. Locasta vanished, replaced by Nick's angry face. “Miss me?”
            “Yes! Are you crazy, woman?” he cried. “Don't do that again. You are Empress of Oz. You can't leave your bodyguards behind.”
            Lion came running up in full-blown lion form. He morphed into half-human, and then full human as he approached them. And then he stood before her in all his naked glory. The grin on his face showed he understood how that affected her. 
            “At least put on some pants,” she said, turning away. “Bring me a field table.”
            Dorothy rolled the map out atop the small table while Lion pulled on a pair of linen trousers. Then Dorothy, Lion, Nick, and Captain Coldburrs studied the map. She advised them of her plan to gather up the armies and garrisons scattered across the empire, using the magic of her shoes to transport them into the battle. 
            Nick immediately stood straight and summoned an urgent message bubble. “To all army field commands and garrisons. Assemble your troops for battle! Close formation! Emerald City is under siege, and Empress Dorothy will be appearing before you to magically transport you into battle. Be ready to receive her!”
            “We can't just throw them into battle as you pick them up,” Lion said. “They'll be outnumbered and slaughtered.” He tapped three spots, each behind one of the three armies attacking Emerald City. “Put half your units here and the other half here, behind the Winkie and Munchkin hosts. But first, put me and my beastmen here, behind Glinda's Sa'Kor.”
            “And on Dorothy's command, we'll attack as one and crush them between us and the walls of the city,” Nick said. “I like it.”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 27
 
            The battlefield was evolving quickly below. Wanda studied it with a trained eye from a thousand feet above on her broom. Jezebelle's feudal rabble of an army remained in better order than her Winkie professionals. Stupid noblemen loved fighting impossible odds and winning glory and honor on the battlefield. Her professional soldiers thought more rationally. 
            Yet, with Olivia's Gillikins bearing down on them, a disorganized mass of her own troops had turned to face them. Her commanders had lost control of their units, which could lead to defeat and dishonor. 
            Her blood boiled. 
            And then she felt something in the air. Magic. Her eyes widened. 
            “Olivia! You insidious Witch!”
            Wanda recognized the spell the Good Witch of the North had cast to precede her army. It instilled fear and uncertainty in her foes. Worse, Wanda's Lesser Witches either didn't detect it, or couldn't stop it. Either way it was unacceptable. 
            She slanted a scowl over her shoulder. Jezebelle couldn't fly as fast with her wings. They looked impressive, but Wanda didn't think the Wicked Witch of the East's beloved wings were practical. But you couldn't tell Jezebelle anything. 
            Like her army and governing style, she's antiquated and slow. 
            There was nothing slow or weak about Olivia Moonstruck. Good Witch or not, Olivia excelled at magical duels. Wanda had known Olivia all of her life, both being Gillikin born and bred, and had once upon a time counted the exotic beauty as a friend. 
            Then Dorothy arrived that first time, so long ago, and threw their world into chaos. 
            Movement rising up from the Gillikin Host caught Wanda's attention. A shapely young woman in purple halter and slit skirt stood upon a flying carpet. She wasn't wearing her purple Cardinal Witch's hat. Shame, because Wanda wanted to claim it as a battle trophy after she defeated her old friend. 
            Pulling up a yellow bubble, “Jez. I'm going to attack Olivia. I'll keep her attention on me, so you can swing around and attack her from behind.”
            The message bubble streaked away with a wave of the hand. Wanda's eyes narrowed, even as a wicked little smile spread her lips. The thrill of battle rippled through her body and psyche. 
            Let us dance, sister. 
            Tightening her grip on the flying broom's handle, Wanda dove and accelerated into battle. Olivia's carpet ride upward couldn't achieve that kind of speed. A peal of laughter escaped the Wicked Witch's lips. 
            “Olivia!” Wanda cried, voice enhanced with magic. “You are MINE!”
            “Take me if you can, Wanda!” she replied, and threw a lightning bolt. 
            Ka-Boom!
            Wanda easily avoided that deadly blast. She whipped around to the other Witch's left, putting extra oomph in her broom. Olivia threw six more thunderbolts, but missed miserably every time. 
            I'm going to wear you out magically, Wanda thought. And then wear your body out afterwards. I bet you submit prettier than even Glinda. 
            Wanda lifted her wand of gnarly black wood. She drew a glowing red rune, and then poked it with a barked word of power. The rune exploded toward Olivia as it expanded and spread out into an intensely glowing mystical net. She thought the other Witch was done for, but Olivia's wand transformed into a ten foot long blade of purple energy and sliced through the incoming threat. 
            There was a muted thump in the air, and Wanda felt the back blast of her failed spell like a punch to the gut. She grunted and growled, while continuing to fly in circles around her foe. Then noticing Jezebelle's approach, she whipped around to the north of Olivia and stopped to face her. 
            “Well met, sister,” Wanda called. “But I've never lost a sparring match against you. Ever. You will kneel before me!”
            Olivia shifted into an aggressive fighting stance, one purple thigh-booted foot forward and left hand out, fingers splayed and glowing with purple fire. Light reflected off a sheen of sweat on her exposed belly, arms, and face. 
            “Your pathetic lust for power and domination sickens me, sister,” Olivia said. “If the Cardinal Witches would work together, we could build a truly wonderful world. Give up your wicked dreams, sister, and join with Diana and me in service to Empress Dorothy.”
            “You dream small, sister,” Wanda sneered. 
            Wanda concentrated on Olivia's wand, and quickly whispered a spell while drawing the required runes. The air cracked when she cast, but the Good Witch countered and deflected the spell. Instead of snatching the wand out of Olivia's hand, Wanda's spell ripped the halter top off her foe's body instead. 
            “You always did enjoy spell-fighting,” Wanda taunted, holding Olivia's top and staring at the other Witch's erect nipples. “I'm quite aroused, as well. You wanna?”
            “You disgust me,” Olivia snarled. She covered her naked boobs as best she could with her left arm. “Strip me all you want, sister. In the end, I'll strip you of the only thing that matters. Power.”
            Wanda grinned at her, but inside she scowled. If only Olivia would pause to use magic to cover her nakedness, then she could pounce. But stripping her opponents during magic duels was a trick Wanda used, so the Good Witch had suffered that indignity many times in their youth. 
            She knows me too well. 
            Jezebelle came in high above, and Wanda avoided looking up. Olivia remained oblivious to the threat. Visions of Olivia, naked and kneeling, flashed before her eyes. The Good Witch would bow to her power! She would swear fealty, or Wanda would completely subjugate her and Olivia would lose her position as Cardinal Witch. Either way, the exotic beauty would obey!
            A visceral thrill washed through the Wicked Witch of the West when Jezebelle began a power dive toward the Good Witch's unprotected back. Poor Olivia never stood a chance. Victory never tasted so sweet. 
            “Surprise, sister!” Jezebelle cried as she plowed into Olivia's back. 
            The redhead's arms wrapped around the brunette, keeping her from falling off the flying carpet. She also pinned Olivia's arms down to her side, knocking her wand out of her hand. Wanda attacked, eager to finally put an end to Olivia as the Good Witch cried out in shock and fear. 
            “I am First Witch!” Olivia shouted. “I command you to release me.”
            Jezebelle looked startled, then dazed. Wanda cried out when the other Wicked Witch released Olivia and staggered back a step. Then Olivia held out her hand, and a second later her wand flew back into it. So Wanda changed course slightly, and crashed into Olivia at full speed. 
            All three Cardinal Witches grunted when Wanda ricocheted off Olivia and into Jezebelle. In a flash, they found themselves plummeting to the ground below. Olivia recovered first, using her wand to call her flying carpet. Then Jezebelle's wings began to flap, saving her. Fortunately, Jezebelle also grabbed Wanda's left ankle. 
            Calling her broom, “Let me go!”
            “You're welcome, bitch,” Jezebelle said under her breath, and released Wanda. 
            Her broom swooped in to catch her seconds before she struck the ground. It took a few seconds to sort herself out, but Wanda found Olivia attacking Jezebelle high above. 
            The air vibrated and the ground shook when their sorcerous attacks and counterattacks commenced. Wanda quickly looked around and found a pair of fallen trees. She pulled as much magic energy as she could from the nearest Ley Line, used her wand to channel it, while the runes she drew in the air with the wand formed the energy into the spell she desired. The massive tree trunks rose off the ground, and then went hurling through the air and straight at Olivia. 
            A dozen lightning bolts thundered down from the Good Witch, splintering the logs into little more than a thick dust cloud before they reached her. So Wanda picked up a nearby boulder with her magic. Just breaking it free from the surrounding earth almost drained the Wicked Witch. She felt her insides burning hot, but it broke free before her channeling became critical. 
            Olivia's bubble-like mystic shield flashed purple when the boulder smashed into it. The Good Witch gasped, eyes huge, as her personal wards crumbled under the mass of that assault. Wanda cried out in victory when the beautiful Witch bounced off the flying boulder and plummeted all the way to the ground. 
            Olivia laid face up and spread eagle on the ground, her all-important wand nowhere to be seen. Jezebelle immediately swooped down toward her. Wanda forced her broom faster to reach Olivia before the other Wicked Witch. 
            “She's mine, Jez!”
            “We'll see about that!”
            They landed to either side of the unconscious Good Witch, dropping into crouches with their wands presented. Wanda had full confidence in her ability to defeat Jezebelle, but she didn't want to lose an ally either. 
            “Wait, sister,” Wanda said. “Why are we fighting over the spoils of war? Olivia is ours, just as Glinda promised. She's woman enough for both of us, so let's share.”
            Wanda quickly cast a little spell that yanked Olivia’s double-slitted silk skirt off. The Good Witch began to moan and writhe, sweat shiny body looking amazing in the grass. All Olivia wore were those purple thigh boots, both wrists loaded down with enchanted bangles. 
            “We can break her together,” Wanda said. “Imagine how much fun we'll have taming her spirit, and then claiming her body and soul.”
            “Mmm, when Good Witches go wicked, they… Ooooh,” Jezebelle said breathlessly. 
            Jezebelle froze, lost in her own dark lusts, just as Wanda hoped. Perfect time to attack, or pull her in and seal the deal. Together, they could defeat Glinda after they captured Emerald City and all of the Lands of Oz bowed to them. Wanda would give Jezebelle Olivia to get her hands on Glinda. 
            “I don't know…” Jezebelle replied, watching her warily. “I don't exactly trust you, sister.”
            “You're smarter than I thought,” Olivia said, and suddenly lashed out with her legs. 
            Wanda saw the Good Witch's right hand open wide. Her wand flew into it. Olivia barked a command, and one of her bangles exploded. A powerful percussive force blasted the Wicked Witches back a dozen feet. Before Wanda regained her wits, Olivia was on her feet and once again fully dressed: Purple leather corset and lavender silk skirt. 
            “You always were half-again too sneaky to be a Good Witch,” Wanda said. 
            Olivia wagged her brows. “And, to your detriment, you have always been ruled by lust, my sinister sister.”
            A bright red, flashing bubble appeared before Olivia. She slapped it, making Diana's voice cry out, “HELP!”
            Olivia didn't hesitate. Her wand spun, and a flying carpet appeared under her feet. The Good Witch flew off at high speed before either Wanda or Jezebelle figured out what happened. 
            “Get her!” Wanda growled, jumping onto her hovering broom. 
            Olivia had too great of a head start, despite brooms being just a little faster than flying carpets. She flew straight as an arrow toward the southwest, and only veered slightly more southward after passing by Emerald City. Wanda spotted the trouble immediately. 
            Glinda stood over Diana, who fought on her back. They were locked in mortal combat, their spells flashing and writhing all around. Glinda had unleashed on the redhead like nothing Wanda had seen before. 
            Olivia started with the lightning bolts as soon as she was within range. The first one knocked Glinda down, but the former Good Witch returned as good as she got. Seconds later, Diana, Wanda, and Jezebelle unleashed their magic as well. 
            Three against two seemed good odds, but Olivia and Diana quickly switched to defensive spells. The three Wicked Witches lost their advantage at that time. They needed an advantage of at least two to one to win, and with Olivia being First Witch, probably a three to one was needed. 
            Within a few minutes the sorcerous battle petered out and all five Witches stood glaring at each other, huffing and puffing, clothing soaked with sweat. And then the tenor of the mundane battle changed around them. 
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 28
 
            “Send a messenger to General Chopper,” Dorothy commanded. She paused to get her breath. Her body shone with the sweat of her efforts. “Let him know this is the last unit I'm giving him today. I want him and his army ready to attack on my command.”
            “Yes, Your Highness!” the brigadier barked, snapping to attention. 
            Dorothy regarded the tall, muscular man a long moment. The senior officer looked as tough as she'd seen so far. He also looked eager for battle. His men, not so much. They still looked confused, looking around at their new surroundings, and listening to the sounds of battle in the middle distance. 
            “Men!” Dorothy shouted, gaining the heavy infantrymen's attention. “You will be ordered into battle in a few minutes. Know that I have full faith in you and your fighting skills. You honor me with your service! I could not be more proud to fight with you at my side this fine day! To victory! To Oz!”
            The soldiers cheered, and shouted, “To victory! To Oz! Long live Empress Dorothy!”
            Their love and devotion thrilled her. Is this why men love war so much? 
            Dorothy reluctantly turned her attention back to the task at hand. Gathering her far-flung army was going a lot faster than she anticipated. Her magic heels were amazing in that regard. But no one ever told her how grueling nonstop magic could be. Her insides burned in the oddest way, and she instinctively knew that wasn't good. It had reached the point that she could feel the magic flowing through her when she transported a large number of men, horses, and gear across the empire. Each transport took a little bit more out of her than the last. 
            Just one more time, she thought, a sense of relief flowing through her. 
            Sucking in a deep breath, Dorothy studied her map. She only had one more garrison to gather, and then they'd be ready to launch their attack. Of course, Lion had already launched an attack against Glinda's Sa'Kor host. Not what she wanted, but the big shifter did what he wanted, when he wanted to do it. No discipline. 
            Nothing like Nick, she thought. 
            A distant boom roused her out of her reverie. Dorothy stared down at the map in hand, concentrated on the location she wanted to go, and tapped her heels together three times. In the blink of an eye, the young woman found herself teetering atop a paved parade field at the far corner of the Empire. Going from soft dirt to hard cobble always left her unbalanced atop those sky high heels. 
            “Excellent. Dragoons,” she said, spotting thousands of armed, armored, and mounted heavy cavalry troops arrayed before her. Their commanding officer sat his horse before them, their regimental and squadron flags flapping in the wind behind him. “Are you ready, Brigadier?”
            “Her Majesty's Horse, 11th Regiment of Dragoons – Blackhorse! Stands ready to fight!” the commanding officer barked. He was a splendid example of military manhood, tall and muscular. His gray eyes looked eager. Even his fine black stallion appeared ready to fight. “Brigadier General Alfonz Hardcastle at your service, Your Highness.”
            Every man in the regiment shouted, “BLACKHORSE!”
            Dorothy's skin goose-fleshed. 
            “Men, I need you to all move closer, clasp hands with those to either side, because I'm going to use magic to transport you to Emerald City, where the Wicked Witches are attacking us! But we will not fight Wanda and Jezebelle alone! No, the Good Witches Olivia and Diana are already on site and fighting the good fight for the Empire!”
            The soldiers all cheered. 
            “I've placed armies behind the three armies of Glinda, Wanda, and Jezebelle, and we're about to give them a big surprise! So, are you ready to fight?”
            “Blackhorse! Blackhorse! Blackhorse!”
            “I'll take that as a yes,” she muttered. 
            It took a few minutes to get the troops pressed in close, front and back. Everyone had to be touching for her to transport them all. She really hated going back for stragglers. So once everyone was positioned, holding hands or the tails of the horse before them, Dorothy stepped up next to the brigadier and laid a hand on his thigh. 
            “Take a deep breath!”
            They didn't really need to do that, but she'd found giving them something to occupy their minds ensured they didn't panic. Despite how common magic was in Oz, it was still a scary thing to most people. Dorothy concentrated on a spot atop a hill overlooking Emerald City, and tapped her silvery heels together. The scene before her changed in an eye-blink the second her heels met for the third time. 
            Dorothy stood at the very top of the hill. To her immediate left were the soldiers she'd transported there earlier. Behind them, and not too far back, Olivia's Gillikin host was marching toward the rear of Wanda's army. The rear elements of the Winkie host were starting to turn around and face them. Beyond them, she could see Jezebelle's great host on the eastern horizon as it fought the lead elements of the Imperial Grand Army. To her right, on the western horizon sat Glinda's Sa'Kor army, fighting Dorothy's soldiers. 
            On a hilltop between the Winkies and the Sa'Kor stood a small force. According to the map Locasta gave her, Scarecrow controlled all three armies from that location. Scarecrow was protected by a full troop of Sa'Kor cavalry. 
            “Well, that wasn't so bad, was it, Brigadier?” she asked. 
            “Fastest and easiest forced march ever,” Brigadier Hardcastle said. He looked out upon the battlefield. “Squadron commanders! Take command of your troops! Prepare for battle!”
            Her mount waited all by itself, munching on grass. Dorothy hurried over and pulled out her two Uzi submachine guns. She hung them on her shoulders, their straps crossing her body, with the double-holsters on her hips. Armed for bitches and witches, she thought after a glance at the Sa'Kor defending Scarecrow. And then she stuffed the Null Stone scepter into her saddlebags before mounting and pulling her sword. 
            Dorothy held her palm to her face, summoning a message bubble. “All commands. Advance to contact. Destroy the enemy. Now.”
            She sent the bubble flying, watching it split up and fly away in all directions.
            “Blackhorse!” Dorothy shouted, gaining everyone's attention. She pointed her sword at Scarecrow's command and control site. “The EVIL Scarecrow commands the Wicked armies from atop that hill. We're going to go over there and kill every one of them, including Scarecrow! Regimental front! Follow me!”
            Dorothy spurred her mount forward. The 11th Regiment of Dragoons followed, thousands of hooves rumbling as they churned up the rich soil. She rode side-by-side with Brigadier Hardcastle, three squadrons arrayed behind them. 
            Halfway to the other hill, Dorothy saw the Sa'Kor surrounding Scarecrow turn to face her. The element of surprise was lost, so she ordered them to increase their pace. The bugler blared her command to the regiment, which surged forward. 
            The deep rumble turned into thunder. Horses screamed. Men shouted. Dorothy's heart pounded in her chest. 
            And then as they reached the base of the hill…
            “Charge!” Dorothy screamed. 
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 29
 
            “The tides of battle have turned in our favor!” Glinda cried. 
            They were close enough to see the Sa'Kor forcing the Imperial Grand Army soldiers back, some of whom threw down their weapons and ran toward the city. The sound of clashing steel sang to her soul, proclaiming her ultimate victory. 
            Olivia and Diana stared in disbelief. Glinda saw her opening, covertly pointing her wand at the ground and sending a spell down into the earth. There was the faintest of rumbling underground as it moved under the two Good Witches. And then she made a slashing motion with her wand, unleashing the magic on the two unsuspecting beauties. 
            “What the…” Olivia cried. 
            Dark red tentacles erupted from the earth around her. In an eye-blink both ankles, both wrists, and her neck were encircled by powerful magic tendrils. Diana wasn't much better off, with both wrists, her left ankle, and waist captured. The magic tentacles lifted Diana up, shaking her violently. 
            “Glinda!” Olivia shouted, bring her First Witch power to bear. Wanda and Jezebelle cringed, and even Glinda's breath caught. “Release us, or know my wrath!”
            The Witch quirked a brow. Wrath? I'll show you wrath, my pretty. 
            She quickly created another tendril, which she sent slither up and around Olivia's right leg. The Good Witch of the North gasped, eyes huge when it slipped under her skirt as it closed on its target. 
            “GLINDA!” Olivia screamed with a magically enhanced voice. 
            Glinda's wand swirled in the air, conjuring a spell to rip the wands out of the Good Witches' hands. 
            “Yikes!” Glinda cried. 
            A pulsing black bubble appeared right in her face, demanding her undivided attention. Her spell backfired, sending a painful jolt up her arm and into her core. She bit down on the agony, desperate to not show any sign of weakness before Wanda and Jezebelle. And then more bubbles appeared before her, and the other four Witches. Red, pink, yellow, purple, and blue bubbles bobbed in midair, all pulsing with urgency. 
            Olivia regained her wits, and easily dispelled Glinda's insidious tentacles. She and Diana fell back into defensive stances. Glinda scowled at them. And then Jezebelle burst her message bubble. 
            “Great One! We need your help! General Chopper and an Imperial army has appeared out of nowhere behind us!”
            Everyone froze. Glinda's heart skipped a beat. She had two black bubbles demanding her attention, so jabbed one with her wand. 
            “Mistress! Beastmen are attacking our rear, led by Warlord Lion. What are your orders?” So she popped the other bubble. “Glinda!” Scarecrow's voice shouted angrily. “Dorothy is attacking me! Her troops outnumber us!”
            The Witches all popped all of the bubbles, receiving cries for help, warnings of at least three Imperial armies appearing out of nowhere. The whole affair stank of magic, but Glinda had been so caught up in the throes of battle she hadn't noticed such powerful spellcasting. 
            “Take care of the Good Witches,” Wanda shouted, jumping back onto her broom. “I'll go take care of Dorothy!”
            “Stop!” Glinda cried, but Wanda flew away. 
            Olivia and Diana attacked. She had to defend herself, and help Jezebelle as well. Then the Wicked Witch of the East took flight, abandoning her to the two Good Witches. Olivia had such a look of satisfaction on her face. 
            Glinda scowled at her. “Gloat, Olivia. This little victory will prove fleeting, for I will make you both grovel and beg before me.”
            With that, Glinda summoned her flying carpet and sped away. The two Good Witches cried out in frustration, but went their separate ways as well. Diana headed south, back toward her own host, while Olivia flew due north and back toward her army. 
            Once she had a little height, Glinda surveyed the damage. Three new armies had indeed appeared behind the three Wicked armies. Plus, Olivia's Gillikins had maneuvered to bring Wanda's Winkies between them and the new Imperial army. Wanda's army was about to be crushed while she chased after Dorothy and her Silver Stilettos. 
            Looking back at her Sa'Kor. Her soldiers were fighting on two fronts. They had the Imperials running, but Lion's beastmen were slowly pushing them back. More and more of her troops were being forced to turn back to fight the shifter army. If the Imperial army found it's backbone before they dealt with Lion, then her army could be destroyed as well. 
            “Today is an unmitigated disaster, and it's all Dorothy's fault.”
            Wanda had a good head start, and was slowly pulling ahead even further. Nothing was faster than a broom. Well, except pure magical energy. 
            An evil grin curled Glinda's lips, even as her eyes narrowed. She thrust her wand toward Wanda, muttering her spell as she drew tiny runes of power in the thundering air. A rope of shining pink energy shot out. The end raced straight at Wanda, while a loop formed in the end. Glinda watched intently, controlling the “lasso” with runes and words, until it looped around the shaft of Wanda's broom, just inches behind the Witch. 
            “Ha!” Glinda cried, yanking it back with supernatural power. 
            Wanda squawked, but hung on for dear life. The power of Glinda's spell yanked her straight back and then flung her toward the city walls to the southeast. Glinda felt such accomplishment. 
            “We're still not even, Wanda,” she sneered. “You will pay for every indignity you heaped upon me while your prisoner.”
            Her full attention turned toward Scarecrow's command hill. A full regiment of Imperial dragoons were surrounding the single troop she'd given Scarecrow. The former King and Wizard stood in the very center, a sword in each hand, fighting off the enemy. He fought like a demon. It took a moment longer to locate Dorothy within that undulating mass of humanity. She'd already fought her way halfway through the Sa'Kor, coming up behind Scarecrow. 
            A blade wouldn't kill Scarecrow, but they could cut off his arms and legs, thus rendering him helpless. Hell, even cutting off his head wouldn't kill him. Did Dorothy understand that, and he'd not be dead until every last straw and scrap of fabric was burned? Even one tiny speck could bring him back. 
            The Witch adjusted her flight, changing to an intercept course. Dorothy would not reach Scarecrow. She would not win the day. That honor would go to Glinda. 
            My wrath will be terrible!
            Glinda tapped her throat, and shouted, “Dorothy Gale! You are mine!”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 30
 
            The 11th Regiment of Dragoons thundered up the gentle slope, Dorothy in the lead by half a length. Her sword pointed forward at the grim-faced Sa'Kor soldiers arrayed before them, all armed with swords and round shields. No lances. No spears. Nothing to stop a cavalry charge. And nothing to stop her bullets!
            Her left hand released the reins, giving her mount his head. He was well trained and would continue the charge. But a second later her hand wrapped around the handgrip of an Uzi. She pointed it at her intended point of contact with the enemy, and opened fire with short bursts. 
            Ratta-tat-tat-tat! Ratta-tat-tat-tat!
            Women dropped. Shields and swords flew off in both directions. Horses screamed in terror as they fled. The whole first rank of troops wavered. That was a weapon they'd never faced, never trained for, and didn't have a defense against. Their hesitation would be their undoing. 
            “Death to Scarecrow!” Dorothy cried. “Death to the Wickeds!”
            Dorothy released the Uzi to fall back to her side, took her katana in both hands, and started slashing left and right as her powerful mount drove deeper and deeper within the crumbling ranks of Sa'Kor. 
            The wings of her regiment swept around to encircle the Sa'Kor and the Wickeds' commanding general. How they could free such an evil creature as Scarecrow, and then hand over control of their combined armies, Dorothy couldn't fathom. Desperation? Were they so desperate to vanquish all good in the world that they'd follow anyone? 
            “Scarecrow! Where are you hiding, you craven bastard?”
            “I fear no one, Dorothy!” he answered to her front right. She leaned in the saddle, and her horse veered in that direction. “I told you. You will grovel and beg at my feet, woman!”
            “Never! Show yourself, and let us settle this for once and all.”
            Dorothy glanced up and around. She couldn't imagine the Wickeds would allow her to snuff out Scarecrow's life without a fight. They'd come. They'd come to save their insanely cruel and ambitious general. They’d come for the chance to take her down, and steal her Silver Stilettos. But they didn’t understand just how ready she was to fight them. 
            She felt the weight of the Uzis at her side. Felt them jostling and slapping into her ribs. Her pistol belt rode low on her hips, tight and heavy with a pair of pistols. Those powerful weapons gave her comfort and confidence.
            Hot lead will bring the Wickeds down, she thought. And Glinda, too. 
            Scarecrow might be the hardest of them all to kill. Fire was the only way she could think of to end his vile existence. So she had to capture him, and then burn him. Then it occurred to her. 
            Scarecrow is a magically animated being. Will the Null Stone cancel out his magic? Will activating it destroy him? 
            “Empress! The Winkie forces are attacking,” Brigadier Hardcastle shouted. “What are your orders?”
            Dorothy reined in, stood up in the saddle, and surveyed the battle. Her regiment had encircled the Sa'Kor, but Wanda's army had come to the rescue. She'd been counting on them to engage the Imperial and Gillikin forces attacking their rear ranks, but their commander had broken off a third of his cavalry to help Scarecrow. And they were threatening to trap the 11th Regiment between them and the Sa'Kor. 
            A fireball streaked across the sky, followed by two more. Dorothy searched the sky to the southwest, and spotted a black clad Witch flying in on a broom. Another Witch approached her location on a flying carpet. 
            Witches!
            “Brigadier, fight your regiment as you see fit,” Dorothy commanded. “I'll take care of the Wicked Witches!”
            And then Glinda's magically enhanced voice pierced the din of battle, “Dorothy Gale! You are mine!”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 31
 
            Lightning bolts and fireballs thundered past Glinda. The Witch slanted a sneer back, spotting both Diana and Olivia flying toward her. Those two hadn't suffered enough already? And then Wanda joined in the attack. 
            “You can't trust a Wicked Witch,” she muttered, and then grinned. “Yeah, well…”
            The situation on the ground looked dire. The Gillikin host was fully engaged with Wanda's Winkie army. Indeed, Wanda's army found itself caught between the Gillikins and the Imperials. Didn't look good. Even worse, Dorothy had brought in a considerable Imperial army, which was splitting itself between attacking the Winkies and going to Dorothy's aid. 
            My Sa'Kor army has it almost as bad, she thought. Glinda was sure Lion specifically asked to lead his beastmen against her Sa'Kor. The big shifter had always resented her Sa'Kor's reputation as the biggest, baddest army in all the Lands. I swear, I'm going to skin Lion alive and use his pelt as a carpet before my throne. 
            Jezebelle probably had it pretty bad against General Chopper, too. It didn't look good. Their only chance at salvaging a victory out of the day was by capturing Dorothy. The Empress of Oz was the key to ultimate victory. 
            Her eyes locked on her foe below. 
            Dorothy was almost to Scarecrow's position, but Glinda's magically animated general was nowhere to be seen. It took her a second to find him. She shook her head. That man was resourceful, and really good. 
            Scarecrow was circling around behind Dorothy, mostly by crawling under, around, and sometimes straight through both Imperial and Sa'Kor soldiers. He moved through that maelstrom of death with astonishing speed and skill. For the thousandth time, she wondered how that wonderfully devious mind worked. 
            Well met, Scarecrow. Help me capture Dorothy, and I'll give you your heart's desire, she thought. Of course, knowing Scarecrow's appetites, and the depraved nature of his corrupted mind, he'd ask for a threesome with her and Dorothy. Deliver Dorothy, and you might get that wish. 
            Glinda altered course to land in front of Dorothy. She couldn't wait to see Dorothy's face when she found her waiting instead of Scarecrow. By that time, Scarecrow should be in position to pounce. The Empress of Oz wouldn't know what hit her, until it was too late. 
            Ka-Boom!
            All she knew was a heartbeat of white hot fire and excruciating percussive power. Crying out, Glinda fell through the air. It took her jumbled mind a second to realize an especially powerful thunderbolt had pierced her arcane shield and destroyed her flying carpet. Her wand drew runes, even as she muttered her spell. Glinda's fall stopped just feet above the hard ground, allowing the Witch to ease down feet first. 
            Better luck next time, Olivia. 
            The mundane battle raged all around the Witch as she quickly took stock. Besides losing her flying carpet, Glinda lost more than half her clothes. The explosion left what remained on her body in tatters. She tapped her head with the wand, sending a bright halo down her body, head to toe, leaving her usual pink and white outfit sheathing her body. It was good enough for sorcerous battle. 
            “Let's see how well you like it,” she snarled, and cast a lightning bolt at Olivia. 
            The Good Witch effortlessly took the bolt on her shield, but it did slow her a bit. Diana split away, and even Olivia veered the other way. Glinda recognized the tactic, but she wouldn't allow them to get her in their crossfire. She summoned a huge pink bubble to encapsulated her, and then shot straight up. 
            Wanda came flying back in at that time, but went after Diana. Glinda felt a moment of relief. She'd have to deal with Wanda at some point. First they had to deal with those meddlesome Good Witches. Only then could she claim Dorothy. 
            Glinda smiled. Poor Wanda. She was a woman torn. Dorothy and the Silver Shoes were within reach, but her army teetered at the edge of annihilation. She had to break off from Diana to concentrate her attacks on the Gillikins and Imperials, but then Diana attacked and Wanda had to defend herself. Glinda only really had to worry about Olivia. Scarecrow would take care of Dorothy. 
            “Shall we finish this, sister?” Glinda called, dropping into a fighting stance and pointing her wand at the Good Witch of the North. 
            “My pleasure, Glinda,” Olivia replied. Eyes narrowing, “You of all people should know that ultimately Good always prevails.”
            “Actually, it has been my experience that evil usually wins, but Good fights back to even the odds. Good rarely truly triumphs or vanquishes evil. But the Wickeds have vanquished the Good Witches several times in the past.”
            In all of the history of Oz, only Dorothy Gale ever managed to kill both reigning Wicked Witches. Glinda knew Dorothy had never intended to kill either of them. Both killings were fortuitous accidents. 
She won't catch me off guard like that. 
            “It is sad how Scarecrow corrupted you,” Olivia said. “You were once the shining beacon of all things Good.”
            That comment brought back memories. Cora, the reigning Wicked Witch of the West had captured her during the last War of the Witches, before Cora killed the then reigning Good Witch of the South in personal combat. During her captivity, Glinda learned so much at Cora's knee. Well, mostly while kneeling before her and answering the Wicked Witch's every depraved desire. Her sexual servitude continued even after the Land lifted Glinda to Good Witch of the South. 
            She had been forced to bend knee to the ruling Wicked Witch for over a hundred and sixty years. But the Land created her and the new Good Witch of the North to be extra powerful, so together they shrugged off the yokes of the ruling Wicked Witches and restored the Balance once they came into their full power.
            Glinda wagged her brows. “Even then I wasn't that good, Olivia. I've always had a very naughty bent. Ask my Ladies-in-Waiting.”
            A roar echoed across the battlefield. Glinda looked past Olivia and spotted Lion racing toward them. Actually, he looked like he intended to help Dorothy. She couldn't allow that, so cast her spell. 
            A bright pink “rope” of energy erupted from the end of her wand and went out to lasso the charging shifter. She missed his neck, but snared his left rear leg. Lion snarled and chomped down on her magic rope. 
            Boom!
            The spell exploded, but Glinda was ready for it. She disengaged at the last second, so Lion took the full brunt of that magical backlash. Glinda threw extra energy into her bubble before Olivia's fireball arrived. Then the Witch spotted various weapons lost or discarded on the battlefield below. Another spell seized a round Sa'Kor shield behind Olivia, and hurled it into the Good Witch's back. 
            Olivia grunted, knocked off her flying carpet. She recovered quickly, landing on her feet near Lion, who lay unconscious. Olivia replied with a pair of fireballs. Glinda's bubble shrugged them off easily. But it gave the Good Witch time to summon her carpet and become airborne again. 
            The two Witches glared at each other. 
            A blood-curdling roar thundered, followed by a second roar. Glinda whirled around to see a pair of flying dragons passing through a rip in space and time. 
            What the hell are you doing, Wanda? 
            The Wicked Witch of the West shouted commands, and the two dragons split up to attack the Gillikin and Imperial armies with dragonfire. Hundreds of men were incinerated within minutes. Both armies broke and ran. 
            She saved her army, but at what cost? 
            Summoning a single dragon could lay a Cardinal Witch low for a few days. Wanda summoned two. Glinda couldn't imagine she had the strength to control them much longer, if she could even keep herself airborne. But then Wanda barked her final command, before she took off after her own fleeing army. 
            The dragons split up, each locking eyes on a different Good Witch, and roared. Olivia made the most pathetic squeaking sound, and tore out of there. Diana was already halfway to the protective wards of Emerald City. 
            Glinda smiled. All of the Cardinal Witches had fled. The field was hers!
            She dropped down to the ground near Lion. He was just beginning to stir, so she had to move fast. The Witch rushed up beside him, muttering her spell, and then tapped his thickly maned neck with her wand. A silver collar appeared around his neck, flashed brightly, and then she watched his body stiffen. Lion's eyes fluttered open. 
            “Hello, old friend. You belong to me now. Shift to human, kneel, and submit.”
            Lion roared, rolling onto his back in his struggles. She had to retreat a little and give him room, less she be bowled over. Amusement filled her eyes as she watched him fighting the powerful spell. But even a shifter couldn't shrug off an obedience spell. At least not one of hers. 
            Growling, snarling, and writhing, Lion fought with all his might. She watched him slowly shift from lion to half-human. Still he fought before ending up on all fours before her. He glared murderously at the Witch, but then he shifted again. Fully human, naked, his fingers dug into the soil and his back arched up like a spited cat, before he slowly calmed down. 
            Lion looked up at her with baleful eyes, “Glinda, I am yours.”
            “Yes, you are, my pet,” she purred, moving her right foot forward. “Kiss it.”
            Lion stared at her white thigh-booted leg. She saw him tremble, fighting the compulsion to obey. Then his cock rose, becoming rock hard. She arched a brow. Really? And finally, Lion crawled up, lowered his face, and gave the toe of her booted foot a little kiss. And then a lick. 
            “You must obey my every command, Lion.”
            He gave her boot a lick from toe to knee, and then locked eyes with her. She didn't see any defiance left in his eyes. 
            “I am yours to command, Mistress.”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 32
 
            “Holy crap!” Dorothy cried. “Dragons? Since when does Oz have dragons!”
            She watched the two dragons split up, and then chase Diana and Olivia away. Diana went toward Emerald City, but Olivia veered off to the west. Dorothy prayed the Good Witch knew what she was doing, because the dragon was slowly gaining on her. Diana would make it behind Emerald City's magical shield with time to spare. 
            The Witches were out of effective range of her guns, so Dorothy continued her onslaught toward Scarecrow. Only, he'd vanished in the melee. She frantically searched the chaos around her. Dorothy couldn't imagine the evil scarecrow running away. He was half-again too brave and brazen, and she knew he desired to claim her in the worst way. 
            “Scarecrow! Stop hiding from me, you hay-stuff craven!”
            “Why?” Scarecrow's voice came from behind her. “Are you ready to grovel and beg at my feet?” 
            His insane laughter filled her world, allowing her to follow his swift movement through the fight all around her. How did he move so swiftly and effortlessly through that close press of fighting humanity? By the time she could rein her mount around to face him, Scarecrow was a dozen feet to her side. It did sound like he was getting closer. Spiraling in toward her? 
            Despite his odd tactic, Dorothy knew she didn't have to go find her foe. Scarecrow was coming to her. She grimly stared at the surrounding fight. Dorothy might enjoy a certain visceral thrill in combat, but she didn't want to live her life like that. She wanted peace for Oz, her people, and for herself. The people of Oz deserved peace, at long last. 
            “Come to me, old friend,” she whispered, eyes narrowing. “Let the fires of your passion to possess me be your undoing.”
            Movement off to the south caught her attention again. They were so far away, but was that Glinda with some man kneeling before her? No, he was licking her boots. Dorothy rolled her eyes and shook her head. 
            What is wrong with these people? Even Glinda is obsessed with sex, domination, and submission, she thought. Wait, is that…
            Dorothy wasn't allowed to complete that thought. A man came flying out of the writhing battle beside her. She recognized him as Scarecrow, just a fraction of a second before he slammed into her side and swept her out of the saddle. She hit the hard ground with a pained grunt, but managed to keep the air in her lungs. The fact Scarecrow landed atop her wasn't as bad as she'd feared. The scarecrow wasn't that heavy. 
            She lost hold of her sword upon impact with the ground. Scarecrow pounded fist after fist into her, but she rolled and quickly got the upper hand. Straddling him, she pounded his face with her fists. He giggled. 
            “Stop. That tickles,” Scarecrow cried, writhing beneath her. Then she felt his erection trapped between her legs. “Oh baby. Yes. Yes. Beat me. Bite me. Make me squeal like a Kansas farmgirl in love!”
            “You disgust me,” she shouted, leaping off him. Dorothy pulled both pistols, and fired a dozen rounds into Scarecrow's face and chest. Again, he writhed and giggled. “I'll find a way to end you, dammit.”
            Kicking his feet up, Scarecrow flew up off the ground and dropped into an aggressive fighting stance. He held two curved swords, and a wicked grin on his face. 
            “You're going down, Dorothy,” he sneered. Scarecrow's eyes raked her body a few times. “The only question is which of my three swords will I impale you upon?”
            He thrust his hips to emphasize this question. Her eyes dropped to his bulge. 
            “You're a sick and depraved asshole,” she said. 
            “Those are my better qualities,” he replied, taking a step closer. 
            She quickly scanned the area. Her men were slowly winning the fight, due more to overwhelming numbers more than anything else. Still, a victory was a victory. She faced Scarecrow in a small pocket of calm, with her horse still trapped in the clear space. But she knew the horse was gone the second he spotted an opening. 
            Dorothy holstered her pistols. The Null Stone was inside her saddlebags, and with Glinda and Wanda in the area, she needed to stay close to it. Her katana lay on the ground just a few feet away. She glanced at it. Scarecrow glanced at it. He grinned evilly. 
            “You poor, delusional thing,” Scarecrow said. “The sword can't kill me, either. You're all out of luck, Dorothy. If you kneel, submit, and give yourself to me, then I'll be merciful. If you fight me, well…”
            He took another step closer. There was no way she could reach the katana before he skewered her. Dorothy knew she'd never get away if she tried to run for it. Scarecrow had her. 
            “I beg for mercy,” she said, bending her left knee to kneel. Scarecrow relaxed, a big smile spreading across his wicked face. And then she pushed off with her right leg, propelling her toward the katana. “But not from you!” Dorothy spun to face him, sword in hand. “There's not a merciful bone in your body.” 
            Scarecrow shrugged. “Actually, there's not a single bone in my body.”
            Yet, he could stand, walk, and fight like a man. Hell, he even had a fleshy cock. 
            Magic is the bane of my existence. 
            Dorothy didn't want to meet Scarecrow on his terms, so she attacked. The katana's razor-edged blade sliced deep into the scarecrow's arms and legs, and she even managed a thrust through his chest. All that in the first fifteen seconds, and then Scarecrow took control. Bones or not, Scarecrow's blows were fast and powerful. She parried with her sword, and the force of his strikes radiated up her blade and into her arm. She almost lost hold of it a few times. 
            “Not so smug and self-righteous now, are you, Dorothy?”
            Fighting someone using two swords proved more difficult than anticipated. Dorothy struggled to block and parry, while continuing to back away. She tried to reassert herself, but he brushed her aside effortlessly. 
            “You can't win. Surrender to me,” he said, leering at her. “I'll treat you well. Promise.”
            “I'm going to burn you up, Scarecrow,” she said, hating the fact she was almost too breathless to speak. He had her huffing and puffing, body hot and sweaty, arms feeling like lead. “And then feed your ashes to pigs.”
            “Ooh, burn,” he sneered. “Your threat game is weak, old friend. As are you.”
            Scarecrow lunged at her, thrusting one sword at her belly. Dorothy slashed down and across her body, parrying his thrust aside. But he brought his other sword around and caught hers just in front of the guard. The katana was ripped from her suddenly numb fingers. 
            The point of a sword nicked her neck, right under her chin. 
            “Kneel to the sword.”
            Dorothy gawked at him, eyes huge and mouth open in astonishment. For the life of her, she couldn't think of anything to do. Hell, she could barely think. He arched a brow, his arm tensing. 
            “I surrender,” she whispered, dropping to her knees. 
            Scarecrow relaxed, a look of wicked depravity spreading across his burlap face. She wondered why Glinda kept his mouth half-sewn shut, but then spotted the fangs. Yeah, he was a biter. But then he pulled the sword back from her throat. 
            Dorothy didn't hesitate. She kicked out and swept his feet away. Instead of going for her sword, she pounced upon him again. This time, she seized an arm and ripped it off his body. Scarecrow screamed like a gut-stuck pig. So she took the sword from his lost hand, and drove it hard through Scarecrow's chest and deep into the ground below him. 
            “Nailed to the ground,” she said. 
            “I'm going to nail your ass!” he screamed. “Let me go!”
            A rope of pink energy whipped past her, wrapped around the hilt of that sword, and yanked it out of the ground and out of Scarecrow. Dorothy spun around to find Glinda Upland smiling back at her. 
            “Forget about him, my dear,” Glinda purred. “I'm the Witch you're looking for.”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 33
 
            “Glinda!”
            “In the flesh,” the Witch said, giving her a sultry look. “Miss me?”
            “I won't this time,” Dorothy snarled, pulling both pistols. “Die, Witch!”
            Dorothy didn't hesitate. She pulled both triggers, over and over. Glinda dodged to the side. For a second all Dorothy saw was strawberry blonde hair whipping around, and then the Witch dropped to one knee, wand pointing at her. Her pistols swung over to threaten the Witch, while Glinda muttered her magic and drew runes in the air. 
            The former Good Witch froze, tense. Even Scarecrow froze with big eyes. But Dorothy's bullets had no effect. Then she noticed the faint pink bubble surrounding the Witch. A magic shield that could stop bullets? Glinda grinned and stood up. 
            “Your magic lead slinger was an interesting challenge, but I figured out a shield to protect against it,” Glinda said. “Surprise.”
            “Now you face two who are immune to your foul magic, Dorothy,” Scarecrow said. “You will not escape us again.”
            “Escape? I don't think so,” she replied. Baby blues narrowed. “I'm here to kill you.”
            “Our sweet, innocent little girl from Kansas isn't so sweet anymore,” Glinda said. The Witch looked her up and down with lecherous eyes. “And I've heard, not anywhere close to being innocent. Rawr, girl. I hear you prefer threesomes with two big, strong men.”
            Dorothy just blinked at her. From the looks in both Glinda's and Scarecrow's eyes, she had no doubt what they'd be doing to her if captured. 
            Her eyes darted briefly to her mount, still trapped in the small clearing within the larger battle. Her only hope was hidden in her saddlebags. Getting to the horse was the problem. Scarecrow stood between her and the horse. 
            A lion's roar filled the air. It was close. Was Lion coming to her rescue? Dorothy smiled. If he did save her, she was going to make him so happy come bedtime. But, while Lion might be a match for Scarecrow, she wasn't so sure anyone was a match for Glinda. 
            “Surrender, Dorothy,” Glinda said, starting a slow advance toward her. “You have no defense against my magic, while your weapons are useless against me.”
            She had such a look of lustful confidence, too. Dorothy worried the inside of her cheek while her mind raced at a mile a minute. Nothing she could think of would save her from them, much less get her to the Null Stone. And then Scarecrow started towards her. 
            Scarecrow was closer, and moving faster. The look on his face scared Dorothy even more than Glinda's expression. Despite only having one arm, he looked fierce and dangerous. She already knew he was deceptively strong and fast. 
            Maybe I shouldn't have returned to Oz, she thought. My shoes!
            She thought of standing next to the horse, and started tapping her heels together. Glinda shouted, pointing her wand at Dorothy, while Scarecrow pounced at her. Dorothy flashed out of existence half a second before he could plow into her. She reappeared next to her mount. 
            Holstering her pistols, Dorothy ripped open the saddlebag holding the powerful talisman. The Null Stone was right on top, and she pulled it as she spun around to confront Glinda. 
            “The Null Stone will be the end of you, Glinda Upland!”
            “No!” Glinda cried. “It you activate it, your own shoes will be neutralized.”
            “I know, and don't care.”
            Glinda looked panicked, but then pointed at Emerald City. “You will destroy all of the defensive wards protecting Emerald City. It has taken centuries to build up those wards. And they are a major reason Emerald City and Oz are so powerful. Is that what you want to do, Dorothy?”
            Dorothy glanced toward Emerald City. How far away was the city? Within one mile range of the Null Stone's power? Maybe. She wasn't a good judge of distance like that. 
            “Lion!” Glinda shouted. “Defend!”
            A roar shook the air from behind Dorothy. Her horse let out an equine scream of terror, and raced away, plowing fearlessly into the melee surrounding them. Dorothy cried out after it, cursing herself for not mounting up as soon as she had the Null Stone. And then men screamed in pain and fear, seconds before Lion in all his animal glory broke through. He paused at the edge of the battle, locking eyes with Dorothy. 
            “Lion! Help me!” Dorothy cried, feeling elated. 
            He did not help her. Lion lowered his head, and growled long and low, exposing his vicious fangs. She gasped, stepping back from the threat. 
            “I don't understand,” she stammered. 
            “I captured him,” Glinda said. “He's mine to command now, as you will be shortly.”
            Having been in Glinda's power briefly once before, Dorothy understood too well what that would mean. Her body got all tingly, then felt energized as her resolve stiffened. No way, no how would she allow herself to be captured by Glinda. Emerald City's wards be damned, Glinda Upland was going down!
            Squaring off against Glinda, Dorothy lifted the Null Stone. Glinda's eyes widened, and she shouted something. Dorothy locked eyes with her. 
            “Dis – “ Dorothy started to speak the trigger word to activate the talisman, but Lion slammed into her back. Driving the air out of her lungs, and forcing her face first into the hard ground. “Ugh!”
            She lost her hold on the talisman. To her shock and horror, the Null Stone flew into the surrounding melee. Out of sight. 
            “Oh my.” Scarecrow spoke inches from her ear. “You've been captured.”
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 34
 
            “Don't let her tap her heels,” Glinda shouted, rushing towards them. 
            Dorothy sucked in as deep a breath as she could, rolled over, and kicked Lion where it hurt the most. The Warlord of the Beastmen's roar came out more of a screech. He leapt aside, even as Dorothy flung herself back at Scarecrow, bowling him over as she frantically rolled. But his hand caught her right ankle. 
            A lightning bolt struck the spot she'd just vacated. 
            Ka-Boom!
            The percussive force threw her a dozen feet away, but Dorothy managed to roll back onto all fours. She and Glinda gawked at each other, before both charged toward the other. Glinda threw another bolt of lightning, but Dorothy dodge aside. 
            Ka-Boom!
            The explosion staggered Dorothy, but she kept her feet. Glinda proved too fast with her wand, so Dorothy veered away and headed for the spot she'd seen the Null Stone vanish. 
            Kill the Witch, save the world, she thought. 
            Zigzagging, she avoided a pair of fireballs. Then a glowing rope of energy sped past her when she dodged right. It came from the end of Glinda's wand, and looked white hot to her. Something told her it wasn't Wonder Woman's Lasso of Truth, but an insidious instrument of evil. 
            “Soldiers! To me! To me!” Dorothy cried. 
            Glinda cursed behind her, and then whipped her magic rope around to wrap around Dorothy's left ankle. A hard jerk sent the Empress of Oz to the ground. So Dorothy pulled her pistols and started shooting at Glinda. Nothing penetrated Glinda's arcane shield, but it made the Witch flinch. That was enough to kill the spell and free her leg. 
            A quick scan of the situation found Lion growling, glaring murderously to her left. Glinda straight ahead, and Scarecrow way too close and creeping closer to her right. The scarecrow's remaining hand was cupping his crotch protectively. Or lovingly? 
            “Wahoo! Victory feels so good, Dorothy,” Scarecrow called, leering at her. “You look primed and ready to play.”
            “Stay away from me, you perverts!”
            Glinda paused, catching and holding Dorothy's eyes. Wicked glee spread across the Witch's face. 
            “I'm going to teach you so much,” Glinda purred. “I'm going to train you so wickedly wonderful.”
            Dorothy's jaw dropped. Then anger filled her, and she opened fire again. And… The sliders locked back. Empty. And her spare magazines were all in her saddlebags. 
            “Fuck me,” she muttered. 
            “I will,” Glinda said. “Lion! Scarecrow! I think her magic weapons just ran out of magic. Get her!”
            Turning, she raced toward the Null Stone's location. Scarecrow proved faster, tackling her just short of the fighting soldiers. Even one-armed, the evil scarecrow managed to take her down, and hold her for a little too long for comfort. With fists, knees, and elbows, Dorothy fought free only to be wrapped up in Glinda’s magic pink rope as soon as she regained her feet. 
            Glinda yanked Dorothy off her feet. Scarecrow was on her a second later, with Lion standing over her and growling. Face down in the dirt, Dorothy lifted her head to find Glinda smirking wickedly as she strutted towards her. 
            “Bind her,” Glinda commanded. 
            Lion shifted back to human, accepted two short lengths of rope from Glinda, and then bound Dorothy's ankles together. Scarecrow then placed a sharp blade to her throat, forcing Dorothy to stop struggling. That allowed Lion to easily pull her arms back and bind her wrists. 
            Dorothy screamed her rage and frustration. Kicking and bucking, she struggled in vain to break free of her bindings. Scarecrow giggled insanely, while Glinda bit her lip and watched. Lion remained angry silent. 
            “I'm afraid our new friend Lion is not happy about his subjugation,” Glinda taunted. “It doesn't matter. He's perfectly obedient.”
            Dorothy twisted enough to look up at him. Lion stood there naked, wearing only a silver collar around his neck. A collar of obedience. A slave collar. She felt relief flush through her, relieved that he didn't betray her. Yet, he remained Glinda's to command. 
            “Fight the collar, Lion! You are a warrior!” Dorothy cried. “Don't let Glinda win.”
            “I've already won, my pet,” Glinda purred. She pushed the toe of her left boot against Dorothy's mouth. “Kiss it. Lick it.”
            “And make it pretty,” Scarecrow said. 
            Dorothy bit it instead. Glinda yanked her foot back, though she didn't look the least bit upset. Then she pointed her wand at Scarecrow's disembodied arm. The arm flew back to its owner, and reattached. 
            “Thanks, boss, you're the best,” Scarecrow said. 
            “Strip her.”
            Scarecrow used his knife to do the job. Before her mind could wrap around her dire straits – naked and helpless before her enemies – Dorothy was stripped down to just her Silver Stilettos. With her ankles crossed and bound tightly, she couldn't tap her heels to save her life. 
            Glinda gathered the two Uzis, both pistols, and the holster, and even her katana in a pile next to Dorothy. So close. Then the Witch cast a spell with her wand, causing a pink bubble to form around the pile of weaponry. Then, with a flourish of her wand, Glinda sent the bubble full of 21st Century Earth weapons flying away. 
            “Those weapons all belong to me now,” Glinda said. “You will teach me everything you know about them.”
            “I will not.”
            “Oh, you will,” she said. “Scarecrow. I want you to slit her throat on my command.”
            Scarecrow pressed his knee into Dorothy's back, right between her shoulder blades. He grabbed a fistful of hair, yanked her head painfully back, and then placed the razor-edged blade to her throat. 
            “What? Are you crazy?” Dorothy cried, eyes huge. 
            “I bet your blood is bright red,” Scarecrow whispered. He kissed, and then nuzzled her ear. “I bet it tastes delicious.”
            “Dorothy. Listen carefully. Your life depends on it,” Glinda said. She moved down to Dorothy's feet, dropping down to one knee. “If I kill you, the shoes will release and I can claim them. You'll be dead. Or, you can give them to me of your own free will. Your choice.”
            “But I'm helpless without the shoes.”
            “I know. That's exactly how I want you,” Glinda purred, stroking her captive's bare calf. 
            Dorothy gasped and panted. It was all going so terribly wrong. Her mind writhed in turmoil. She couldn't think of any way to escape. Her only choices were death or submission. 
            “I…” she gasped, hot tears starting to flow, “I… I submit.”
            “And?”
            Dorothy closed her eyes, huffing and puffing. It was the hardest thing she'd ever done. Her next words would seal her fate. Her body flushed with heat, knowing bad things were going to happen. 
            “I give you the Silver Stilettos,” Dorothy whispered. “Take them. They are yours.”
            Glinda hesitated. She stared hungrily at the silver ankle boots. Dorothy's ankle bindings kept her from just taking them. Suddenly, the boots blurred before her eyes and shifted into silver stiletto pumps. Her breath caught. 
            With a trembling hand, Glinda reached out to gently touch one shoe. It did not attack her. It did not zap her hand away. Glinda's fingers slid across the satiny smooth leather, before wrapping around the tall stiletto heel. She gave it a little tug, and the shoe pulled off Dorothy's foot. 
            “Oh yes.”
            Glinda gently, slowly pulled the other Silver Stiletto off. Dorothy released a groan of misery. The Witch smiled at her naked captive. Dorothy lay face down in the dirt, helpless and vulnerable. And Glinda possessed the most powerful talisman in all the Lands of Oz. 
            The Witch stood, placing a hand on Lion to steady her. With a slash of her wand, Glinda's white thigh boots vanished, leaving bare legs and feet. She carefully slipped on one Silver Shoe, and then the other. With just a thought, the stiletto pumps transformed into shiny silver thigh boots. 
            Glinda's face lit up. “Oh yes! Yes! I feel it. I feel the power!”
            Dorothy was pulled up to her knees next to Glinda. Scarecrow knelt behind her, one arm thrown around the captive's throat. Lion in his animal manifestation moved up close behind Glinda. And then she cast her spell. 
            Dorothy's breath caught. A pink bubble formed around them, and then started to rise up into the sky. Glinda leaned over, cupped the back of Dorothy's head, and forced her to look up into her eyes. 
            “I win, Dorothy. You are my plaything now,” Glinda said, voice deep and husky. And then she kissed Dorothy. Kissed her long and passionately. 
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 35
 
            The thirty foot tall throne room doors groaned as they swung open. Uma and Isobel stood to either side of her, wearing red leather cuirasses and silk skirts. Glinda sat upon her throne in her usual pink and white, silver thigh boots on her feet. A tiny smile tugged on the corners of her full lips. 
            “O Great One,” her majordomo called. “The Cardinal Witches Wanda Darquehart of the West and Jezebelle Silvermane of the East beg audience.”
            Glinda lifted one finger. Uma stepped forward. 
            “Show them in,” Uma said in her deep voice. 
            Wanda and Jezebelle entered, side-by-side, striding up the long, narrow red carpet. Wanda came in a black leather catsuit, with some purple lacing holding a leather cincher around her tiny waist. Jezebelle wore a blue halter top and matching slit skirt. Glinda admired their confident strides, and the way their hips swayed, boobs jostled, and long hair bounced. Yes, both Wicked Witches knew how to work it. 
            Jezebelle's face remained neutral, but Glinda saw the rage seething behind Wanda's eyes. That was one pissed off Wicked. The strawberry blonde Witch's smile spread as the warm fuzzies filled her. 
            “Be welcome, sisters,” Glinda said. “So kind of you to answer my summons.”
            Wanda stopped and gave her a wary look. “I came of my own free will. Summons be damned, sister.”
            “We are partners, Glinda,” Jezebelle said. “Capturing Dorothy and stealing the Silver Shoes didn't make you God Queen of Oz.”
            “Ooh, God Queen. I like it,” Glinda said, wagging her brows. The other two Cardinal Witches scowled. Glinda laughed and waved that away. “Just a joke. You are correct. We are all partners in this endeavor.”
            “Equal partners,” Wanda said. 
            “Of course. I called you… I asked you to come so we could finalize our plans to capture Gillikin and Quadling Countries. Once Olivia and Diana are firmly under our thumbs, then we can turn our full attention on breaking Emerald City. And then the Reign of the Three Witches will begin.”
            Glinda waved her wand, and a map of Oz appeared between them, floating a foot off the floor. The different Countries were shown in their national color. All of the major cities, rivers, and mountains were shown. Another twirl of her wand, and the deployment of all armies appeared on the map. 
            “I don't see why we have to force Olivia and Diana to submit to us,” Wanda said. “I say subjugate them totally. I claim Olivia as my slave. You can have Diana.”
            “No,” Glinda said. “Don’t be a fool, Wanda. I came of age during a War of the Witches. Remember your history. When either the Wickeds or the Goods triumph and completely vanquish both of their rivals, then the Land replaces the lost Cardinal Witches with even more powerful Witches to overthrow the victors. The Land wants balance. We will keep the current balance, only Olivia and Diana will be forced to pledge fealty. They will serve us.”
            She could see Wanda considering her words. After a moment, the Wicked Witch shrugged and smiled with sinister delight. 
            “I rather like the idea of Olivia serving my every desire, and hating every second of it,” Wanda said. “Okay, I agree. But speaking of obedient slavegirls… What have you done with Empress Dorothy? 
            “You didn't kill her, did you?” Jezebelle asked. 
            “Kill Dorothy? Perish the thought,” Glinda said, and smiled. “She's much too beautiful, and eager to please, to just kill like that.”
            “Where do you have her hidden?” Wanda asked, looking around. “Is she off entertaining your troops?”
            Glinda gave her a withering look. Wanda would think like that. But the Winkie army was almost entirely male. Men enjoyed passing captive women around. Her own Sa'Kor had pretty much all paired off, so had little desire to abuse captives. Though, there were a few of her officers who'd enjoy some private time with Dorothy. 
            “Dorothy is too special to share,” Glinda said. “She's my pretty plaything. I would never dream of allowing mere men to soil her feminine perfection.”
            Wanda and Jezebelle glanced at each other, before turning lecherous eyes on Glinda. 
            “You will share with us, right?” Jezebelle asked. “After all, all prisoners of war belong to all of us.”
            “I captured Dorothy, so she is mine,” Glinda said. The other two Witches stiffened. “But, I might be persuaded to share. Dorothy has so much to give.”
            Glinda stood, nodded first to Uma, and then Isobel. “Attend me.”
            She swept out of the throne room, with Wanda and Jezebelle following, and Uma and Isobel bringing up the rear. Glinda led them through her luxurious castle-palace. Their heels clattered and scraped on the polished marble floors. Soldiers snapped to attention at her approach, looking so fine in their silvery armor and red clothing. 
            Glinda led them through the Hall of Mirrors, and through smaller audience chambers. They turned down a wide, ornate staircase of purest white marble, with a red carpet down the middle. Down they went, two levels below ground. And then Glinda stopped before a guarded, iron-bound door. 
            “I'm not sure I'm comfortable going down into your dungeons, Glinda,” Wanda said. 
            The Witch slanted a cool look back at the Wicked Witch of the West. “I don't blame you. Not after what you did to me in your dungeon. Shall we turn around now?”
            She loved the turmoil in Wanda's eyes. The Wicked Witch really wanted to get her hands on Dorothy, yet her primary concern was her own skin. Yet, to back out now would mean a loss of face. Cardinal Witches loathed to show any sign of fear at any time. 
            “We are partners, so I have no fear of retaliation,” Wanda said, returning an aloof look. 
            For now, Glinda thought. And at the same time, she was sure Wanda and Jezebelle were thinking the same thing. Can't trust a Wicked Witch. Am I the first Wicked Witch of Oz? Her grin spread. I prefer Wonderfully Wicked Witch of Oz. 
            “This isn't part of my dungeon,” Glinda said. “It's my…um…playroom.”
            The door opened when Glinda tapped it with her wand. She strode in, followed by the others. Wanda, and then Jezebelle, gasped with delight. The sight before them always made Glinda all tingly inside and out. 
            Dorothy lay stretched out spread-eagle on a rack. Her pale skin glistened with sweat as she panting furiously. Barely discernible pink tentacles writhed all over the young beauty, exploring her every curve, crevice, and orifice. The ghostly appendages quickly faded away as Glinda approached. 
            “I see you started her training and brainwashing,” Wanda said. “I approve of your methods. I seriously considered doing the same when I had you in my power. Ah, regrets.”
            Glinda narrowed her eyes at the other Witch, before turning back to her slave. She gently raked long nails across Dorothy's taut belly, making her back bow up and a gasp bubble out of her lips. The slave's smooth skin was so hot and sweaty. 
            “How are you doing, my slave?”
            “Good, Mistress Glinda,” Dorothy gasped out. “I live to please.”
            “Yes, you do,” Glinda said, her hand sliding down to caress Dorothy's bare thigh. “And soon you will be ready to serve me as you were born to do.”
            “Yes, Mistress. I serve and obey.”
            “You will help me,” Glinda said, but stopped to glance back at Wanda and Jezebelle. “I mean, help us conquer Emerald City and all of the Lands of Oz.”
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