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        The Scarecrow’s warm flesh pressed against Dorothy’s breasts, his cock sliding between them, fucking the valley there while his hands gripped her shoulders. The Tin Woodsman positioned himself behind her, his metal fingers spreading her ass cheeks, his cool shaft pressing against that tight entrance. And the Lion—the Lion’s magnificent tongue was already in her pussy, lapping at her, tasting her, driving her wild with its rough texture and impossible length.

        Then they took her.

        The penetration was simultaneous—the Tin Woodsman’s cock pushing into her bottom while the Scarecrow shifted position and drove into her pussy. Dorothy’s mouth opened in a scream that had no sound, her body stretched impossibly full, claimed by both of them at once. The sensations were overwhelming—the warmth of the Scarecrow’s flesh and the coolness of metal, the contrast between them, the way they moved in rhythm, one pulling out as the other thrust deep.

        The Lion’s tongue never stopped its work, somehow finding room to lap at her clit even while she was stuffed full of cock. The rough texture sent sparks through her body, and Dorothy felt herself building toward orgasm with terrifying speed.
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      The prairie stretched in every direction, an endless roll of grass that bent and rose beneath the wind. Sky met earth somewhere far beyond sight, the line between them soft as breath. In summer, Kansas turned gold; in winter, it faded to grey; and always the wind moved through it, carrying dust and the scent of distances too vast to cross. The farmhouse stood alone in all that space, its wood bleached pale by years of sun, its windows small and dark. From afar, it looked like something left behind, a single mark on a page that would otherwise be blank.

      Inside that mark, life moved to rhythms older than memory. Dorothy scattered grain across the yard, the chickens clustering at her feet in a flutter of rust-coloured wings. The bucket hung heavy in her left hand, its handle smooth from years of use, and dust clung to the hem of her dress where it brushed the dry earth. Her hair, black as the soil after rain, fell in a loose plait down her back, and strands of it lifted in the breeze to brush her cheek. She wore no bonnet—Aunt Em had long since stopped scolding her for it—and the sun warmed her neck and shoulders, a heat that sank into her skin and made her aware of her own body in a way the cold never did.

      She moved with an easy grace, her gestures economical but not hurried. The chickens knew her; they came when she called, their soft clucking a sound she’d heard so often it had become part of the silence. Grey eyes—the colour of the sky before a storm—followed the scatter of grain, then lifted to survey the yard. Freckles dusted the bridge of her nose, faint as scattered seed, and her lips held a curve that suggested neither smile nor frown but something patient, waiting.

      Aunt Em worked near the kitchen door, her hands busy with a basket of mending. She was a spare woman, weathered by the same wind that shaped the land, her hair the colour of ash pinned neatly beneath a faded kerchief. Her fingers moved with practised efficiency, the needle and thread disappearing into the fabric and emerging again in a rhythm that required no thought. She glanced up as Dorothy passed, and her eyes—grey like her niece’s, but more guarded—softened for just a moment.

      “Mind the rooster,” she said, her voice clipped but not unkind. “He’s been quarrelsome all morning.”

      Dorothy nodded, and the silence returned. It was not an uncomfortable silence, but it was heavy nonetheless, filled with all the things neither of them said. Years of this—grain scattered, water drawn, storms watched from the doorway—had worn grooves in their speech, left only the necessary words. Affection lived in the way Aunt Em set aside the largest biscuit at breakfast, in the way Dorothy always checked the latch on the henhouse door at night, but it moved beneath the surface, unspoken and therefore safe.

      The bucket emptied, Dorothy walked to the pump. Uncle Henry was already there, his sleeves rolled to the elbow, his hat casting a shadow across his weathered face. He was a wiry man, sun-browned and lean, his hands scarred from a lifetime of labour. He glanced at her and gave a small nod, then returned his attention to the pump handle.

      Dorothy set down the bucket and took her place beside him. The handle creaked as she pulled it down, a sound so familiar it might have been her own heartbeat, and cold water gushed from the spout in a silver rush. She filled the bucket, feeling the weight of it grow as the muscles in her shoulders pulled taut. Her arms were strong from this work, her hands roughened by rope and wood, but she didn’t mind the ache. It was proof of something—that she existed, that she moved through the world and left marks upon it, even if those marks were small.

      “Storm building to the west,” Uncle Henry said, his voice low and even.

      Dorothy followed his gaze. Far off, where the land blurred into sky, a line of clouds gathered, dark and bruised. Lightning flickered inside them, too distant to hear, and the air carried a faint electric charge that lifted the hairs on her arms. She watched the clouds build and churn, felt the pull of them, the promise of rain and wind and something wild breaking loose.

      But the storm wouldn’t reach them. She knew that without needing to be told. They built and dissipated out there, spent themselves on the empty miles, and by the time the wind arrived, it carried only dust and the memory of rain.

      “Might get some wind,” Uncle Henry added, and that was all.

      They returned to work. Dorothy hauled the bucket to the kitchen, her muscles singing with effort, and Aunt Em took it from her with a brief touch to her wrist—acknowledgement, gratitude, affection compressed into a gesture. The afternoon unrolled in its accustomed pattern: laundry hung on the line to snap and billow in the rising breeze, a tear in Uncle Henry’s work shirt mended with small, careful stitches, potatoes peeled and set to boil, the smell of cooking filling the rooms.

      The farmhouse was spare but clean. The floors were scrubbed smooth, the few pieces of furniture polished until they gleamed faintly in the sunlight. Everything had its place, and everything stayed in that place, year after year. Even the light seemed predictable: gold in the morning, white at noon, amber in the evening, and then the slow descent into grey.

      Dorothy moved through it all with a practised ease, her thoughts drifting. She loved them, Aunt Em and Uncle Henry. Even at the tender age of twenty-one, she knew that in the wordless way one knows the sun will rise.

      At the age of 16, they had taken her in after influenza had claimed her parents. For five years, they had fed her, taught her the shape of this life. But beneath that love—beneath the affection and the gratitude she felt for them—lived something else, something she couldn’t name but felt in the tightness of her chest when she looked at the horizon, in the restlessness that woke her some nights and left her staring at the ceiling.

      She wanted—what? She didn’t know. Something more than this. Something that made her skin feel alive the way the sun did, that filled the silence with sound and colour and motion. She wanted to be touched by the storm, not to watch it fade in the distance.

      After supper had ended and the dishes were washed and put away, Dorothy stood in the doorway and watched the last light drain from the sky. The prairie turned violet, then deep purple, and the first stars appeared overhead, cold and distant. She stood there until the stars grew bright, feeling the night air cool against her skin, and wondered if she would spend the rest of her life like this—watching, waiting, confined by love and routine to a world that felt both infinite and impossibly small.

      Far off, too distant to see, the storm that had built on the western horizon finally broke. Thunder rolled across the empty miles, rain lashed the grass, and lightning split the sky. But here, the night remained still, and the farmhouse stood silent beneath the weight of all that space, a small and fragile thing waiting for the wind to find it.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Morning light slipped through the thin curtain of Dorothy’s bedroom window and pooled on the quilt, turning the faded fabric to the colour of honey. She woke slowly, rising through layers of sleep like someone surfacing from deep water. For a moment, she lay still, feeling the warmth of the sun on her face, the slight roughness of the sheet beneath her cheek, the way her breath moved in and out, steady and soft. Her body felt heavy and light at once, alive in a way that had no name, and she stretched beneath the covers, feeling the pull of muscle and the pleasant ache of waking.

      The dream she’d been having slipped away, leaving only fragments—colour, movement, a sense of elsewhere. She tried to hold onto it, but it dissolved like mist, and she was left with the familiar outline of her small room: the slanted ceiling, the worn dresser, the single window looking out over endless grass. The world returned in pieces: the creak of floorboards below as Aunt Em moved about the kitchen, the distant crow of the rooster, the smell of coffee drifting up through the cracks.

      She rose and dressed, her hands moving through the routine without thought. The fabric of her dress was soft from washing, thin in places, and it settled against her skin like a second layer of warmth. She combed her hair and braided it, fingers working through the dark strands, and caught her reflection in the small mirror. Grey eyes stared back, wide and clear, framed by lashes dark as ink. She looked the same as always—young, healthy, pretty in the way prairie girls were pretty—but something in her expression made her pause. There was a hunger there, a question she couldn’t quite form.

      This was home. She loved it in a way that went deeper than words—the smell of it, the sound of it, the way the light changed with the seasons. But sometimes, when she stood on the prairie with the wind in her face and the endless miles stretching before her, she felt the edges of the world pressing close, felt the shape of the life already mapped out for her: more days like this, then years, then a lifetime, all measured in chores and weather and the slow passing of time.

      But she wanted more.

      More touch, more sensation, more proof that she existed as something other than a pair of hands doing work. She wanted to feel the way she did in dreams sometimes—breathless, burning, opened to something vast and overwhelming. She wanted the world to reach for her the way she reached for it, wanted to be consumed by something larger than the narrow borders of her life.

      After breakfast, Dorothy returned to her chores. As she pinned wet clothes to the line to dry, she felt as though she were playing a role, pretending to be content, going through the gestures of a life she no longer quite believed in. The wind tugged at the clothes, and she watched them snap and billow, thinking how easy it would be for them to tear free and tumble away across the grass.

      She finished the task and stood for a moment with her hands pressed to the small of her back, feeling the ache there, the warmth of her own skin through the thin dress. The prairie shimmered in the heat, the air above it rippling like water. Far off, the horizon wavered and blurred, and she thought she could see the line where earth met sky beginning to darken.

      The air tasted different. There was a charge to it, a faint metallic tang that made her pulse quicken. She lifted her face to the breeze and felt it shift direction, carrying with it a coolness that hadn’t been there before. The grass around her feet rustled, bending low, and overhead the sky seemed to gather itself, the blue deepening to something richer and more ominous.

      A storm was coming. Not the distant kind that spent itself on the horizon, but something closer, something real. She could feel it in the pressure against her skin, the way her hair seemed to lift and crackle with static. Her heart beat faster, and she felt suddenly awake, more present than she had been in months.

      She picked up the empty basket and walked back toward the house, her steps quickening despite herself. The wind followed her, warm and insistent, pressing the dress against her legs, and she felt the weight of the sky above her, the sense that the world was holding its breath.

      Inside, Aunt Em was rolling dough, her hands dusted with flour. She glanced up as Dorothy entered, and her expression shifted—something tightening around her mouth, a flicker of worry in her eyes.

      “Storm coming,” Aunt Em said, as if Dorothy might not have noticed.

      Dorothy nodded as she set the basket down and moved to the window. The horizon had gone dark, the line of clouds building higher and spreading across the sky like spilt ink. Lightning flickered inside them, quick and bright, and she counted the seconds until the thunder reached her. Close. Getting closer.

      “Best check the animals,” Aunt Em said. “Henry’s still out by the fence.”

      The chickens were shut in the coop, the animals fed and watered, the last of the chores completed in the fading light. Uncle Henry had come back from the fence line just as the sun touched the horizon, his face shadowed beneath his hat, and Aunt Em had served supper without comment. They’d eaten in the usual silence, the scrape of forks on plates the only sound, and afterwards Dorothy had washed the dishes while the lamplight flickered and steadied on the table behind her.

      Now the house was quiet. Aunt Em and Uncle Henry sat together in the front parlour, their voices a low murmur. Dorothy couldn’t make out the words, but she knew the rhythm of them—practical talk, plans for tomorrow, the small observations that filled the space between sleep and waking. She listened for a moment, standing at the base of the narrow stairs, then climbed up to her room.

      The attic was dim, the only light coming from the lamp on the bedside table. Dorothy undressed slowly, folding her clothes and setting them on the chair, then slipped into her nightgown. The fabric was soft and worn, thin enough that it barely seemed to exist against her skin. She crossed to the window and looked out at the darkening land.

      The horizon was a bruised line now, clouds building again in the west. Lightning flickered inside them, brief and silent, and she watched the flashes illuminate the sky from within. The wind had picked up, rattling the glass in its frame, and the whole house seemed to shift and settle around her, groaning softly like something alive.

      She turned from the window and climbed into bed. The mattress was thin, the quilt faded, but both held the scent of sun and soap, familiar and comforting. She lay on her back, staring up at the slanted ceiling, and listened to the sounds of the house: the creak of wood, the rustle of wind through the eaves, the faint murmur of voices below fading to silence. Aunt Em and Uncle Henry would be going to bed soon, and then there would be nothing but the night and the wind and the distant threat of a storm.

      Sleep should have come easily—she was tired, her body heavy with the day’s work—but her mind refused to settle. Thoughts drifted through her like the wind through the grass, formless and restless. She closed her eyes and tried to still them, but instead of darkness she saw colour: the deep green of forests she’d never walked through, the brilliant red of flowers she’d only imagined, the gold and silver shimmer of cities she’d read about in books. She saw movement—people dancing, their bodies turning and swaying to music she couldn’t quite hear. She felt textures she’d never touched: silk and velvet, cool marble, warm skin.

      The visions came without logic, blending into one another like watercolours running together. She saw herself in them sometimes, moving through landscapes that shifted and changed, her body alive with sensation.

      She opened her eyes and the room returned, shadowed and still. But the feeling remained, humming beneath her skin—the awareness that there was more to the world than this narrow space, more to her own life than the routine she’d fallen into. She was twenty-one years old, young and strong, and she felt the future pressing against her like the storm pressing against the window: insistent, inevitable, waiting only for the right moment to break through.

      Outside, the wind rose higher. It swept across the prairie in great invisible waves, bending the grass flat and rattling the boards of the farmhouse. Dorothy felt the vibration of it through the mattress, through the walls, through the very air she breathed. She slipped out of bed and stood by the window.

      The sky had gone black, the stars hidden behind banks of cloud. Lightning split the darkness in jagged lines, and this time the thunder followed close—a deep, rolling boom that shook the glass and made her heart jump. The storm was coming closer. She could feel it in the way the air moved, in the charge that lifted the hairs on her arms and made her skin prickle with awareness.

      She pressed her hand to the window, feeling the cool glass against her palm, and watched the lightning flash again. For a flash, the prairie was illuminated in stark white, every blade of grass standing out in sharp relief, and then the darkness returned, deeper than before.

      Her pulse quickened. She should have been afraid—storms on the prairie could be dangerous, unpredictable—but instead she felt something closer to exhilaration. The storm was wild and enormous, and it made her feel small and alive at once, aware of her own fragility and her own strength. It was coming for her, or she was going toward it; the distinction didn’t seem to matter.

      Lightning flashed so bright it turned the room to noon, and in that instant, she saw everything with perfect clarity: the worn quilt, the faded mirror, the small chair with her folded dress. These were the objects of her life, familiar and unchanging, and they seemed suddenly fragile, as though a strong enough wind might scatter them like dust.

      The thunder came immediately, a crack so loud it felt like the sky breaking open. Dorothy gasped and stepped back from the window, her heart pounding, and then the rain came—sudden and violent, hammering against the roof and the walls with a force that drowned out all other sound.

      She stood in the centre of the room, breathing hard, and felt the storm surround her. It filled the air and the darkness, filled the space between her thoughts, and for the first time in her life, she felt the edges of the world dissolve. There was no inside or outside, no past or future, only the present moment stretching wide and wild around her.

      She climbed back into bed and pulled the quilt over herself, but she didn’t close her eyes. She lay there in the darkness, listening to the storm rage outside, feeling the house shake and shudder beneath its force. Her body was relaxed but alert, ready for whatever came next.
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      The storm had passed in the night, leaving nothing behind but a hushed stillness. Morning came bright and relentless, the sun climbing into a sky scoured clean of clouds. By late morning, the heat had settled over the farmhouse like a weight, pressing down on the roof and walls until the air inside felt thick enough to taste. Dorothy moved through her chores with the same mechanical precision as always—sweeping, washing, hanging the last of the laundry—but the routine felt heavier today, each task a reminder of all the days that had come before and all the ones that would follow, identical and endless.

      She stood at the kitchen basin, her hands moving through soapy water that had already gone lukewarm. The last plate came clean, and she set it on the rack to dry, then wiped her hands on the cloth hanging by the window. Through the glass, she could see the prairie stretching away, the grass bleached pale by the sun, shimmering with heat. Aunt Em was in the garden, her figure bent over the rows of vegetables, and Uncle Henry’s hammer rang out from somewhere near the barn—steady, rhythmic, a sound that had become part of the landscape.

      Dorothy dried her hands and hung the cloth, then stood for a moment in the kitchen’s dimness, feeling the sweat gather at her temples and the hollow of her throat. The house was quiet. Empty. Aunt Em would be outside for another hour at least, and Uncle Henry longer than that. The thought settled over her like the heat itself—a heaviness that made her limbs feel slow and her thoughts drift.

      She climbed the narrow stairs to her room, each step creaking softly beneath her weight. The door at the top stood slightly ajar, and she pushed it open, stepping into the small space beneath the slanted roof. The heat here was even more intense, trapped beneath the boards and shingles, turning the air to something solid. Sunlight poured through the thin curtains, transforming the room into a haze of gold. Dust motes drifted in the light, slow and weightless, and the floorboards gleamed where the sun touched them.

      Dorothy crossed to the window and pulled the curtains wider, letting in more light. The glass was warm beneath her fingertips, almost hot, and beyond it the prairie shimmered in waves of heat. She stood there for a moment, her gaze unfocused, then turned back to the room. The bed with its faded quilt. The dresser with its chipped paint. The bedside table. Everything familiar. Everything small.

      She moved to the bed and sat on its edge, feeling the mattress give beneath her. The springs creaked softly, a sound so familiar she barely heard it. She unlaced her boots and set them aside, then peeled off her stockings, the cotton damp with sweat. The air against her bare feet felt like a caress, cool by comparison to the heat trapped inside her boots. She flexed her toes against the floorboards, feeling their smoothness, and let out a slow breath.

      Her dress clung to her body, the fabric sticking to her skin wherever moisture had gathered. She could feel the weight of it—the way it pressed against her shoulders, her breasts, the curve of her waist. The sensation was uncomfortable but also strangely vivid, as though the heat had made her more aware of every surface, every point of contact. She shifted on the bed, feeling the quilt beneath her thighs, and the movement sent a ripple of sensation through her body that made her pause.

      Outside, the hammer continued its steady rhythm. Thud. Thud. Thud. The sound seemed to come from very far away, muffled by the walls and the heat. Dorothy lay back on the bed, her arms stretched above her head, and stared up at the slanted ceiling. The wood was dark with age, the grain visible in places where the light caught it. She watched the dust drift through the golden air and felt her body settle into the mattress, sinking slightly, held.

      The heat pressed down on her like a hand. She could feel it on her face, her throat, the exposed skin of her arms. Beneath her dress, her body was damp with sweat, the fabric clinging to her in ways that made her intensely aware of herself—the rise and fall of her breasts with each breath, the hollow of her stomach, the press of her thighs together. She shifted again, restless, and the friction of fabric against skin sent another ripple through her, deeper this time.

      Her breath came slower, deeper. The heat wrapped around her like a second skin, and beneath it she felt her pulse quicken, a steady throb that seemed to echo the rhythm of the hammer outside. She was alone. The house was empty. No one would come looking for her, not for hours. The thought was both reassuring and intoxicating, a permission she had not realised she needed.

      She opened her eyes and stared up at the ceiling, seeing nothing, feeling everything. The weight of the day. The stillness of the air. The ache inside her that demanded attention, that refused to be ignored any longer. She let her hands slide up from the quilt to rest on her stomach, feeling the damp fabric of her dress, the warmth of her skin beneath. Her fingers pressed gently, and the pressure sent a shiver through her that made her breath catch.

      The room held its breath with her. The light, the heat, the silence—all of it seemed to press closer, wrapping around her like a cocoon. And inside that cocoon, Dorothy felt herself begin to unfold, her body responding to her touch.

      Her hands moved slowly up her body, fingers tracing the curve of her ribs through the damp fabric. The dress felt like a barrier now, something in the way. She wanted to feel her skin, to know the shape of herself without anything between. Her pulse quickened as her hands reached her breasts, and she pressed her palms against them, feeling their weight and softness, the way they yielded to her touch even through the cloth.

      The sensation made her breath catch. She let her hands linger there, exploring, feeling the way her nipples had already tightened beneath the fabric. The friction of cotton against sensitive flesh sent small sparks of pleasure through her chest, and she arched slightly into her touch, seeking more. But it was not enough. The dress was in the way, muffling sensation, keeping her from what she needed.

      She sat up slowly, her body heavy with heat and desire. Her fingers found the buttons at the front of her dress and began to work them open, one by one. Each button released felt like a small freedom, the fabric parting to reveal a strip of creamy skin beneath. The air touched her newly exposed flesh, and she shivered despite the warmth, her body responding to the contrast of temperature, the sensation of being revealed.

      When the last button came free, she shrugged the dress from her shoulders and let it fall away. The fabric pooled around her waist, then slid down her legs as she lifted her hips. She pushed it aside, and it fell to the floor with a whisper of sound. Beneath it, she wore nothing—she had stopped wearing her undergarments in the summer heat weeks ago, finding them unbearable in the Kansas warmth. Now she was glad of it. Now she was bare.

      Dorothy lay back on the bed, her body naked and exposed to the golden light streaming through the window. The sun touched her skin and turned it to honey, illuminating every curve and hollow. Her breasts were full and firm, crowned with tawny nipples that had puckered tight in the air. They rose and fell with her breathing, the movement slow and deliberate. Her stomach was soft and smooth, a gentle curve that led down to the dark triangle of hair between her thighs. Her legs were long and graceful, shaped by years of farm work but still feminine, still beautiful.

      She looked down at herself, seeing her body as though for the first time. The light made everything more vivid—the pale skin, the darker pink of her nipples, the shadow between her legs. She felt beautiful. She felt powerful. She felt like something wild and secret that had been waiting to emerge.

      Her hands moved to her breasts again, this time without the barrier of cloth. Her palms cupped them, feeling their weight, their softness, the way they filled her hands perfectly. She squeezed gently, then more firmly, feeling the flesh give beneath her fingers. The sensation was richer now, more intense, and she let out a soft sound that was half sigh, half moan.

      Her thumbs found her nipples and brushed across them, teasing. The contact sent a jolt of pleasure straight down to her core, making her thighs clench together. She did it again, more deliberately, circling the tight buds with her thumbs until they ached. Then she pinched them, gently at first, then harder, rolling them between thumb and forefinger. The pleasure was sharp and bright, edged with just enough discomfort to make it overwhelming. She arched her back, pressing her breasts more fully into her hands, and gasped.

      One hand remained at her breast, continuing to tease and pinch, while the other began to slide down her body. Her fingers traced the curve of her ribs, the softness of her stomach, the subtle dip of her navel. Her skin was damp with sweat, and her hand glided smoothly over it, leaving a faint trail of sensation in its wake. She moved slowly, savouring the journey, feeling her anticipation build with every inch her hand descended.

      When her fingers reached the neat bush of black hair crowning her mound, she paused. Her thighs were pressed together, and she could already feel the slickness there, the evidence of her arousal. She was wet. She was so wet it surprised her, the moisture gathering between her folds, making her slippery and ready. She let her thighs part slowly, opening herself to her own touch, and slid her fingers lower.

      The first contact made her gasp. Her pussy was hot and swollen, the delicate flesh slick with her arousal. She traced her fingers along the tight crease, feeling how wet she was, how ready. Her fingertips slid easily through the moisture, gliding over the sensitive skin, and the sensation was so intense it made her hips lift from the bed. She was aching. She was empty. She needed to be filled.

      She found her clit, the small bud of nerve endings already hard and throbbing, and circled it slowly with one fingertip. The pleasure was immediate and sharp, making her thighs tremble. She circled again, applying more pressure, and felt her body respond with a rush of heat that seemed to spread from her core outward. Her other hand continued to work her breast, pinching and rolling her nipple, and the dual sensations merged into something overwhelming.

      Her fingers grew more insistent, moving faster now, no longer teasing but seeking. She slid two fingers down through her slickness and pressed them inside herself, feeling her body open and accept them. She was tight and hot and so wet that her fingers slid in easily, filling her. She moaned, the sound escaping her lips unbidden, and began to move her hand in a steady rhythm, her fingers thrusting in and out while her thumb worked her bud.

      The pleasure built quickly, a wave rising inside her that grew stronger with every stroke. She moved her hips in time with her hand, fucking herself with her fingers, chasing the sensation that seemed to coil tighter and tighter in her belly. Her breath came in short gasps, her body slick with sweat, her muscles tensing as the pleasure mounted.

      And as her body responded, her mind began to drift into fantasy. She imagined herself not alone but surrounded—by bodies, by hands, by mouths. She imagined strong hands on her thighs, spreading her wider, holding her open. She imagined the weight of a man pressing down on her, his cock thick and hard as he pushed inside her, filling her more completely than her own fingers ever could. She imagined his mouth on her breast, sucking and biting, while another pair of hands—softer, a woman’s hands—stroked her face and tangled in her hair.

      In her mind, she was the centre of a storm of flesh. Men and women surrounded her, touching her, tasting her, taking her. She imagined a woman’s mouth between her thighs, tongue lapping at her slick folds while a man fucked her from behind, his hands gripping her hips. She imagined being passed from one to another, each taking their pleasure from her body while she took hers from theirs. She imagined the press of naked skin against naked skin, the tangle of limbs, the sounds of moans and gasps and the wet slap of bodies joining.

      The fantasy merged with the reality of her hand working between her legs. She was greedy now, her fingers moving faster, harder, her thumb pressing firm circles against her clit. The pleasure was building to an unbearable peak, a pressure that demanded release. Her body tensed, her thighs trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She was close. So close.

      But she did not want it to end. Not yet.

      She forced herself to slow, to ease the pressure, to draw it out. The orgasm hovered just out of reach, a wave cresting but not breaking, and she held herself there, balanced on the edge. Her body ached with the effort of restraint, every nerve ending singing, her pussy clenching around her fingers. She wanted to stay in this moment forever—this exquisite tension, this feeling of being full and wanting and alive.

      She moved her hand again, slowly at first, then faster, building the pleasure back up. Her hips rocked against her fingers, seeking friction, seeking release. The fantasy returned, more vivid now—hands everywhere, mouths, tongues, cocks and pussies pressed against her, filling her, overwhelming her. She was no longer Dorothy of the grey Kansas farmhouse. She was something else—something wild and free and utterly consumed by sensation.

      The pleasure spiralled higher, tighter, until she could no longer hold it back.

      The wave crested, and she could not stop it. Her body tensed, every muscle taut, her back arching off the bed as the pleasure gathered into a single point of white-hot intensity. Her fingers pressed deep inside herself, her thumb working frantically against her bud, and the sensation exploded through her like lightning splitting the sky. She was falling and flying and shattering all at once, her body no longer her own but something wild and uncontained.

      Beneath her, the bed trembled.

      At first, she thought it was her own body—her legs shaking, her hips jerking against her hand, the convulsions of pleasure making everything move. But the trembling did not stop when she expected it to. It grew stronger, a vibration that seemed to rise through the mattress and into her bones. The bed frame rattled softly, the metal springs creaking, and she felt it in her spine, in her skull, a low thrumming that matched the pulse pounding through her veins.

      She barely noticed. Ecstasy still consumed her, crashing through her in waves that made thought impossible. Her fingers moved inside herself, stroking, coaxing every last tremor of sensation from her body. Her pussy clenched around them, wet and hot and desperate, and she gasped for breath as another surge of pleasure rolled through her. The world narrowed to the feeling between her thighs, the pressure in her belly, the exquisite tension that refused to fully release.

      The vibration grew more insistent. It travelled up through the floorboards now, a steady rumble that made the water glass on her bedside table rattle against the wood. The sound was faint at first, barely audible over the rush of blood in her ears and the ragged sound of her breathing. But it was there, persistent, and it seemed to match the rhythm of her hand, the thrust of her fingers, the desperate rocking of her hips.

      Outside, the wind began to rise. It started as a whisper, a soft hiss through the grass that grew louder with each passing second. The curtains at the window stirred, lifting gently, then more forcefully. The windowpane rattled in its frame, a soft tap-tap-tap that became a louder clatter. Dorothy did not hear it. She was lost in the storm inside her body, the tempest of sensation that had taken over every thought, every nerve.

      Her other hand left her breast and gripped the edge of the mattress, fingers digging into the fabric as her body convulsed. Another orgasm was building to something beyond what she had ever felt, a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Her thighs trembled violently, her toes curled against the sheets, and her breath came in short, desperate gasps that sounded almost like sobs. She was breaking apart. She was becoming something else.

      The light in the room began to change. The golden glow that had filled the space dimmed, the brightness fading as though a cloud had passed over the sun. But this was no ordinary cloud. The air itself seemed to darken, turning from honey to amber to something bruised and grey. Shadows stretched across the walls, wavering and shifting, and the temperature dropped suddenly, the oppressive heat giving way to a cool draft that made her damp skin prickle.

      Still, she did not notice. Her eyes were closed, her head thrown back, her entire being focused on the sensation spiralling higher and higher inside her. Her fingers worked relentlessly, her hips grinding against her hand, chasing the peak that seemed always just out of reach. The pressure built until she thought she might burst, until her body felt too small to contain what was happening inside it.

      Outside, the wind roared. It was no longer a whisper or even a howl but a sound like a freight train bearing down on the farmhouse, a deep bellow that shook the walls and made the roof timbers groan. The windows rattled violently in their frames, the glass flexing inward. Dust exploded from the corners of the room, swirling in the suddenly wild air. The curtains whipped sideways, snapping like flags in a gale, and the door at the top of the stairs slammed open, then shut, then open again.

      Dorothy’s body seized. The orgasm crashed over her with a force that stole her breath, that made her scream silently, her mouth open but no sound emerging at first. Then it came—a moan that started low and rose higher, a cry of release that was torn from somewhere deep inside her. Her pussy clenched around her fingers in rhythmic pulses, each contraction sending another wave of pleasure radiating outward. Her hips bucked against her hand, her back arching so sharply she thought her spine might snap, and the sensation went on and on, rolling through her in endless cascading surges.

      And as she came, the world came apart around her.

      The roar outside became deafening, a wall of sound so immense it drowned everything else. The house shuddered violently, the walls groaning, the floorboards bucking beneath the bed. Dorothy’s eyes flew open, her vision blurred and unfocused, and she saw the room tilting, swaying, everything moving in ways that made no sense. The water glass toppled from the bedside table and shattered on the floor. The chair by the dresser skidded sideways, scraping across the boards. The curtains were horizontal now, streaming into the room as the wind poured through every crack and gap.

      Her moan of pleasure turned into a gasp of shock, but the sound was lost in the roar. Her fingers slipped from her body, her hands grasping at the bedclothes as the orgasm still pulsed through her in fading waves. Her mind struggled to make sense of what was happening, to separate the internal chaos from the external, but it was impossible. The pleasure and the terror merged into a single overwhelming sensation that left her paralysed, unable to move, unable to think.

      The vibration beneath her was no longer subtle. The entire house shook as though gripped by a giant hand, and the roar grew louder still, filling her ears, her chest, her skull. The light through the window had turned a sickly greenish-grey, and when she turned her head to look, she saw the curtains streaming horizontally, saw dust and debris flying past the glass, saw the world outside dissolving into motion and chaos.

      Something was very, very wrong.

      Her body was still trembling with the aftershocks of her climax, her pussy still clenching and releasing, her skin still flushed and damp. But the pleasure was fading now, replaced by a cold rush of fear that cut through the haze of sensation like a knife. She tried to sit up, but the bed bucked beneath her, throwing her back down. Her hands scrabbled for purchase on the mattress, on the bed frame, on anything solid.

      The roar became everything. It filled the room, the house, the world. It was inside her, around her, consuming her. And beneath it, beneath the wind and the shaking and the terror, her body continued to pulse with the fading echoes of pleasure, a reminder of what she had been doing just moments before, a shameful contrast to the danger now surrounding her.

      The house lurched sideways with a grinding shriek of wood and nails tearing free. Dorothy was thrown against the bed frame, her shoulder striking the iron post hard enough to send pain shooting down her arm. The bed itself slid across the floor, scraping and juddering, and she clung to it as the only solid thing in a world that had suddenly lost all sense of direction. The roar was everywhere, so loud it stopped being sound and became pure sensation, a pressure that made her teeth ache and her vision blur.

      Another violent jolt and the room tilted sharply to the left. The dresser toppled with a crash, drawers spilling open and scattering clothing across the floor. The chair skidded into the wall and overturned. Dorothy’s boots tumbled past her, followed by the book from her bedside table, its pages fluttering wildly before it slammed into the far corner. Everything that had not been secured was now in motion, sliding and tumbling in a chaos of objects that seemed to defy gravity.

      Dorothy struggled to her knees on the bed, her hands gripping the iron frame so tightly her knuckles went white. The mattress shifted beneath her, threatening to slide away, and she had to brace herself with her legs to stay upright. Her breath came in short, panicked gasps, her heart hammering against her ribs. The lingering warmth between her thighs, the slick evidence of her pleasure, felt obscene now—a shameful reminder of what she had been doing when the world decided to end.

      She was naked. The realisation cut through her panic like a blade. She was completely bare, exposed, vulnerable in every way possible. Her dress lay crumpled on the floor somewhere in the chaos, unreachable. She looked around wildly, trying to spot it, but the room was a whirlwind of motion, and her eyes could not focus on anything for more than a second before it was gone, swept away or buried beneath something else.

      There was no time to dress. No time to cover herself. The house gave another massive lurch, this time lifting slightly before slamming back down. The impact sent shockwaves through the floorboards, and Dorothy was thrown forward, her body sprawling across the bed. She cried out, the sound swallowed instantly by the roar, and scrabbled for purchase as the bed began to slide again, this time toward the window.

      She had to see. She had to know what was happening. The need for understanding overpowered even her fear, and she clawed her way across the shifting mattress toward the window. The curtains had been torn from their rod and now whipped wildly through the air, tangling around her arms and legs as she fought through them. The glass rattled in its frame, flexing inward with each gust, and she was terrified it would shatter and send shards flying into her naked skin.

      Dorothy reached the window and grabbed the sill with both hands, pulling herself upright. The wood was vibrating so hard it felt alive, buzzing against her palms. She pressed her face close to the glass and looked out.

      The world had gone mad.

      The prairie was no longer visible. In its place was a swirling wall of debris—grass, dirt, pieces of wood, objects she could not identify spinning past at impossible speeds. The sky was a sickly green-grey, churning and roiling like water in a pot brought to a boil. And rising from the ground, massive and terrible and impossibly real, was the tornado itself.

      It was a column of darkness, a funnel that stretched from earth to sky, its edges blurred and indistinct but its presence undeniable. It moved with a terrible grace, swaying and undulating as it carved across the prairie. The sound it made was beyond description—a roar that contained within it a thousand other sounds, the screams of wind and the grinding of earth and the splintering of everything in its path.

      And there, in the yard below, two figures ran.

      Aunt Em and Uncle Henry. Dorothy saw them clearly despite the chaos, their forms small and fragile against the immensity of the storm. They were running toward the root cellar, their movements frantic, desperate. Aunt Em’s skirt whipped around her legs, threatening to tangle her, and Uncle Henry had one arm around her waist, half-carrying her as they fought against the wind. The cellar door stood open, a dark mouth waiting to swallow them.

      Dorothy pressed her hands flat against the glass, her mouth opening in a scream they would never hear. She wanted to reach them, to warn them, to make them look up and see her. But even as the thought formed, she watched them reach the cellar and tumble inside. Uncle Henry grabbed the heavy wooden door and hauled it shut behind them, the metal latch falling into place. They were safe. They were underground. They would survive.

      And she was not with them.

      The realisation struck Dorothy with the force of a physical blow. She was alone. She was trapped in the house, naked and helpless, while the people she loved sheltered below. The tornado was going to hit. It was going to tear the farmhouse apart and scatter the pieces across the prairie, and she would be scattered with them, her body broken and lost in the wreckage.

      The house gave a massive, wrenching lurch, and this time it did not come back down. Dorothy felt the floor drop away beneath her feet and then rise again, tilting at a sickening angle. The bed slid across the room and slammed into the opposite wall with a crash that sent splinters flying. The walls groaned, the timbers shrieking as they were wrenched from their foundations. And then, impossibly, the entire structure began to lift.

      Dorothy lost her grip on the windowsill and fell backwards, landing hard on the floor. She rolled, her naked body sliding across the boards as the room tilted further. Her hands found the bedpost, and she clung to it, wrapping her arms and legs around the iron as though it were a lifeline. The house spun slowly, ponderously, rising into the air with a grinding scream of wood and metal being torn apart.

      The roar reached a crescendo, a sound so immense it seemed to come from inside her own skull. The walls shuddered and flexed, boards creaking and splitting. Dust filled the air in choking clouds, and the light through the window became a mad strobing of shadow and brightness as the house turned in the grip of the wind. Dorothy squeezed her eyes shut, pressing her face against the bedpost, and felt her body go weightless.

      And then, as suddenly as it had begun, the violence stopped.

      The roar faded to a distant rushing sound, like water heard from far away. The shaking ceased. The house hung suspended, no longer rising but not falling either, held in some impossible balance. Dorothy opened her eyes slowly, afraid of what she would see.

      The room was still. The bed, the overturned dresser, the scattered objects—all of it floated for a moment before settling gently back into place, as though gravity had paused to reconsider. Through the window, the world outside was a blur of grey and green, moving but distant, no longer immediate. The house was sailing now, not flying—gliding through the heart of the storm with an eerie, dreamlike calm.

      Dorothy uncurled herself from the bedpost and rose shakily to her feet. Her legs trembled, weak from fear and the aftershocks of pleasure that still tingled faintly through her body. She crossed to the window on unsteady feet and looked out.

      The farmhouse, with Dorothy inside it, was airborne. The prairie below was invisible, hidden beneath a blanket of churning cloud. Above, the sky was a swirling vortex of grey and black, lit occasionally by flashes of distant lightning. The house turned slowly in the grip of the wind, rotating with a gentle, almost peaceful motion that belied the violence of how it had been lifted.

      Dorothy stood naked at the window, her hands pressed to the glass, and watched the world fall away. The Kansas prairie, Aunt Em and Uncle Henry, the life she had known—all of it receded into the storm, growing smaller and more distant with every passing second. She was weightless. She was untethered. She was alone.

      And somewhere in the back of her mind, beneath the fear and the shock and the impossible reality of what was happening, a small voice whispered that this was what she had wanted. Change. Freedom. Escape.

      The house sailed on into the storm, carrying Dorothy with it, and the grey world she had known disappeared behind the churning clouds.
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      The impact came without warning—a collision so violent it drove the breath from Dorothy’s body and sent her sprawling across the floor. The house struck earth with a grinding crash that seemed to go on forever, wood shrieking against wood, nails tearing free, the whole structure shuddering as though it might simply come apart. She was thrown against the wall, then rolled across the tilting floor as the house settled with a series of smaller jolts and tremors. And then, as suddenly as the chaos had begun, it stopped.

      Silence rushed in to fill the void left by the roar. Dorothy lay on her side, her cheek pressed to the floorboards, and heard nothing but the sound of her own ragged breathing and the frantic hammer of her heart. Dust hung in the air, golden motes drifting through slanted beams of sunlight that fell through the window at an odd angle. The house had come to rest tilted slightly to one side, and everything felt wrong—the floor beneath her, the walls around her, the quality of the light itself.

      She pushed herself up slowly, wincing as pain flared in her shoulder where she’d struck the wall. Her hands were scraped, her knees bruised, but nothing seemed broken. She was alive. She had survived. The realisation came slowly, filtered through layers of shock and disbelief. She sat up fully and looked around the room, trying to make sense of what had happened.

      The bed had slid across the floor and now sat wedged against the far wall. The dresser lay on its side, drawers spilt open, her few belongings scattered. The chair was overturned. The water glass she’d heard shatter earlier lay in pieces near the door. Everything was chaos, disorder, the careful arrangement of her small life torn apart and left in disarray.

      And she was still naked.

      She scrambled to her feet, her gaze darting around the room until she spotted her dress crumpled in a corner. She snatched it up, shook the dust from it, and pulled it over her head with trembling hands. The fabric caught on her damp skin, sticking and bunching, and she had to wrestle it into place. Her fingers fumbled with the buttons, missing holes, starting over, finally managing to fasten them with shaking hands.

      Her undergarments lay nearby, and she pulled them on quickly, the routine motion bringing a small measure of calm. Stockings, boots—she laced them with fingers that still trembled, focusing on the simple task to keep panic at bay. When she was finally dressed, she stood in the centre of the wrecked room and tried to slow her breathing, tried to think.

      The house had been lifted. Carried by the tornado. And now it had landed—somewhere. But where? And how far from home? The questions pressed against her mind but found no answers. She needed to see. She needed to know.

      Dorothy picked her way carefully across the littered floor and opened the door at the top of the stairs. The narrow staircase was intact, though the railing had come loose in places. She descended slowly, testing each step before putting her full weight on it. The house groaned around her, settling, and she froze halfway down, waiting to see if it would collapse. But the groaning faded, and the structure held.

      The lower floor was in worse condition than her room. The kitchen was a wreck—crockery shattered across the floor, the table overturned, one of the chairs broken into pieces. The stove had shifted from its place against the wall, pulling the pipe free, and soot streaked the floor where it had spilt. In the parlour, Aunt Em’s mending basket lay on its side, spools of thread unravelled across the boards. The photographs that had hung on the wall lay face down in a scatter of broken glass.

      Dorothy moved through the wreckage carefully, her boots crunching on debris. Each broken thing felt like a small grief—the cup Aunt Em always used for her morning coffee, the chair Uncle Henry had sat in every evening, the quilt she had sewn herself, now torn and ragged on the floor. These were the objects of her life, and seeing them destroyed made the unreality of everything feel suddenly, painfully concrete.

      But beneath the grief was something else: hope. The house had landed. That meant Aunt Em and Uncle Henry, safe in the root cellar, would have felt nothing more than the passing wind. They would emerge to find the farmhouse gone, carried away by the storm. They would search for her. They would worry. But they would be alive. The thought steadied her, gave her something to hold onto as she crossed to the front door.

      Dorothy stood before it for a long moment, her hand on the latch. Beyond this door was the answer to where she had landed, how far the storm had carried her, and whether there was any hope of finding her way home. She was afraid to open it—afraid of what she might find, afraid of how lost she might be. But standing here would change nothing. She took a breath, lifted the latch, and pulled the door open.

      Light flooded in—bright, golden, almost overwhelming after the dim interior of the house. Dorothy squinted against it, raising one hand to shield her eyes, and stepped forward onto the porch. The boards creaked beneath her feet, and she felt the house shift slightly, settling further. She gripped the railing for balance and looked out at the world beyond.

      Her breath caught.

      This was not Kansas.

      It could not be Kansas. Kansas was grey and brown and pale gold, muted tones worn soft by wind and sun. This place was every colour she had ever imagined and a thousand more she had not. The grass that spread before her was not the dried stalks of prairie grass but something vivid and impossibly green, each blade seeming to catch and hold the light so that the whole field shimmered like glass. Flowers grew in wild profusion along the edges of the clearing—blooms of crimson and violet and gold so bright they seemed to hum, their petals trembling as though moved by music rather than wind.

      The air itself felt different. It was soft against her skin, carrying scents she could not name—something sweet like honey and warm bread, something floral and rich, something earthy and alive that made her think of spring rain and growing things. When she breathed it in, it seemed to fill not just her lungs but her whole body, a warmth that spread through her chest and down into her limbs.

      The sky above was a blue so deep and clear it looked painted, and the sun—when she dared glance toward it—seemed larger, closer, its light honey-gold rather than the harsh white she was used to. Clouds drifted past in lazy curves, their edges tinged with rose and amber, and birds she did not recognise wheeled overhead, their calls bright and melodic.

      In the distance, winding through the landscape like a ribbon dropped by careless hands, was a road. Not the dirt tracks she knew from home, but something smooth and golden, each brick gleaming as though polished. It curved away toward the horizon, disappearing into groves of trees whose leaves shimmered silver and green. The sight of it made her pulse quicken—a path, a direction, something purposeful in a world that seemed otherwise dreamlike.

      Dorothy stepped down from the porch onto the grass. It felt strange beneath her boots—too soft, too yielding, as though it were not quite solid. The sensation travelled up through her legs, a tingling awareness that made her skin prickle. Everything here felt alive in a way the prairie never had, as though the land itself were breathing, watching, waiting.

      The colours seemed to pulse around her, too vivid to be real but too insistent to dismiss. She could feel them against her skin—the crimson of the flowers like a warm touch, the violet like cool silk, the gold of the road like sunlight made solid. The air hummed against her bare arms, and beneath her dress she felt her body responding, her nipples tightening, warmth pooling low in her belly. This place did not just invite the senses—it demanded them, pulled at them, made her aware of herself as a physical being in ways that left her breathless.

      She turned slowly, taking it all in, and her gaze fell on something that made her freeze.

      Two feet protruded from beneath the edge of the porch. Small feet, clad in glittering silver slippers that caught the light and threw it back in dazzling points. The rest of the body was hidden beneath the collapsed section of the house’s foundation.

      Dorothy stared, her mind struggling to process what she was seeing. Someone had been beneath the house when it landed. Someone had been crushed. The thought should have filled her with horror, but instead she felt only a strange numbness, a sense that this too was part of the unreality of the place. The feet did not move. The slippers gleamed in the sunlight, beautiful and terrible at once.

      She opened her mouth to speak—to call out, to ask if anyone could hear her—but the words died before they reached her lips. The air around her seemed to thicken, to shimmer, and she felt a presence gathering just beyond the edge of her vision, something bright and powerful drawing near.

      The light came first—not from the sun but from the air itself, gathering and condensing like mist drawn into form. It began as a shimmer, gold and white and rose all blending together, and then it brightened until Dorothy had to squint against it. The radiance pulsed once, twice, and then resolved into shape: a woman, standing in the grass as though she had always been there, as though the light had simply remembered her into existence.

      Dorothy took an involuntary step back, her boot heel striking the edge of the porch. Her hand flew to her chest, fingers pressing against the rapid beat of her heart. The woman before her was unlike anyone she had ever seen—not because she was strange or frightening, but because she was so utterly, impossibly beautiful that looking at her felt like staring into the sun.

      She was tall and graceful, her body moving with a fluidity that suggested bones made of something lighter than flesh. Her skin held a faint luminescence, as though lit from within, and her hair fell in waves of silver-blonde that shimmered with each subtle movement. It cascaded down her back and over her shoulders, the strands so fine they seemed to float rather than hang. Her eyes were the colour of a clear morning sky, pale blue and steady, filled with a mischief and warmth that made Dorothy’s breath catch.

      But it was not just her face that commanded attention.

      The woman wore almost no clothing.

      Dorothy’s gaze travelled down before she could stop herself, her cheeks flushing even as her body responded with a heat that had nothing to do with embarrassment. The woman’s clothing—if it could be called that—consisted of sheer fabric so fine it was barely visible, draped across her body in ways that revealed far more than they concealed. A band of translucent white silk wrapped around her breasts, but the material was so delicate that Dorothy could see through it clearly. Beneath the fabric, the woman’s breasts were full and firm, crowned by nipples the colour of rose petals that stood erect against the silk.

      More fabric—the same gossamer material—hung from her hips in panels that swayed with her movements, framing rather than covering her body. Her stomach was bare, the skin smooth and taut, and her hips curved with a feminine grace that made Dorothy’s mouth go dry. Between the panels of fabric, her quim was fully visible—shaved smooth, the delicate folds pink and perfect. There was no modesty in the display, no shame or self-consciousness. The woman stood as though nakedness were simply the natural state of being, as though clothing were an afterthought rather than a necessity.

      Her legs were long and shapely, the muscles defined but not harsh, and even her feet were beautiful—slender and elegant, bare against the shimmering grass. She wore no jewellery, no adornment save for the faint shimmer that seemed to cling to her skin like dew.

      Dorothy could not look away. Her body responded before her mind could catch up—a tightening in her nipples, a warmth spreading through her belly and lower, settling between her thighs with an insistence that made her clench them together. She had never felt this before, not for a woman, not with this intensity. But the sight of this radiant, near-naked being stirred something deep and undeniable, a hunger that felt both foreign and utterly natural.

      The woman smiled, and the expression was kind but knowing, as though she could see every thought racing through Dorothy’s mind. When she spoke, her voice was musical, lilting at the edges, soft but clear.

      “Welcome, Dorothy,” she said, and the words seemed to shimmer in the air between them. “I am Aurelle, the Good Witch of the North.”

      Dorothy’s lips parted, but no sound came out. A witch. The word should have frightened her—back home, witches were creatures of stories, dark and wicked. But there was nothing dark about this woman. She radiated warmth and light, and her smile was gentle, inviting.

      Dorothy finally found her voice, though it emerged as a trembling whisper that barely carried across the shimmering air between them. "Where am I?" she asked, her fingers twisting nervously in the worn fabric of her dress. "What is this place?"

      Aurelle's lips parted in a smile that revealed teeth like polished pearls. Her sapphire eyes sparkled with an inner light that seemed to dance across her perfect features. "This is the Land of Oz," she said, her voice flowing like honey, "a place where the impossible breathes and walks, where pleasure flows as freely as water, where the chains that bind the spirit in your world have never existed."

      Dorothy considered the witch's words, feeling them settle into her body like warm stones. Oz? The name itself seemed to vibrate with possibility, though she had never heard it spoken before this moment.

      Aurelle’s gaze shifted past Dorothy to the feet protruding from beneath the house. Her expression did not change, but something flickered in her eyes—acknowledgement, perhaps, or satisfaction.

      “You have done Oz a great service,” Aurelle said, her tone matter-of-fact. “The Wicked Witch of the East has long oppressed this country. Your house has freed us from her tyranny.”

      Dorothy looked back at the silver-shod feet and felt a cold knot form in her stomach. “I—I didn’t mean to⁠—”

      “Of course you didn’t.” Aurelle’s voice held no judgment, only calm acceptance. “The storm brought you here, and fate placed your house upon her. These things happen as they must.” She paused, tilting her head slightly. “But her death should not go unremarked.”

      Aurelle raised one hand, her fingers tracing patterns in the air that left faint trails of light. She murmured something in a language Dorothy did not understand, words that sounded like wind through leaves and water over stone. The air around them seemed to thicken, to hum with a vibration Dorothy could feel against her skin.

      The silver slippers began to glow. Faintly at first, then brighter, until they shone like captured starlight. They lifted from the dead witch’s feet—rising slowly, smoothly, as though drawn by invisible hands. Dorothy gasped and stumbled back another step, but Aurelle’s smile only widened. Dorothy’s stockings and boots then vanished, dissolving in a puff of mist, leaving her legs and feet bare.

      The slippers floated through the air toward Dorothy, turning as they came, their light pulsing in time with her heartbeat. She wanted to run, to turn and flee back into the house, but her body would not obey. She stood frozen as the slippers hovered before her, then descended slowly to her feet.

      The moment they touched her, warmth flooded through her.

      It began at her feet—a tingling heat that spread up from her toes and into her soles, wrapping around her ankles like invisible hands. The sensation was not painful but intensely present, a rush of energy that seemed to pour into her body and fill spaces she had not known were empty. The warmth climbed higher, sliding up her calves and into her thighs, and with it came a prickling awareness that made her gasp.

      Her pussy clenched, a sudden pulse of pleasure that caught her off guard. The warmth pooled there, settling low in her belly and between her legs, and she felt herself grow wet, the slickness gathering as though the magic itself had touched her most intimate place. Her nipples tightened further, pressing against the fabric of her dress, and she bit her lip to keep from moaning.

      The slippers fit perfectly. Not just in size, but in the way they seemed to mould to her feet, becoming part of her rather than something she wore. They were smooth and cool against her skin now, the initial heat fading to a pleasant glow that lingered in her bones. Dorothy looked down at them and saw her feet transformed, encased in shimmering silver that caught the light and threw it back in dazzling flashes.

      She lifted her gaze to Aurelle, her breath coming fast, her body still thrumming with the aftershocks of whatever magic had just passed through her. The witch watched her with those knowing eyes, her smile soft and approving.

      “They suit you,” Aurelle said. “The Witch of the East kept them for their power, but they were meant for a traveller. They are yours now, Dorothy.”

      “How do you know my name?” The question came out hoarsely, barely more than a whisper.

      Aurelle’s smile deepened. “Magic knows many things. And you have been expected, in a way. Not you specifically, perhaps, but someone like you—someone from beyond, someone who would change what has grown stagnant.” She gestured toward the silver slippers. “Those will protect you, guide you. None may take them from you without your consent. Wear them always.”

      Dorothy nodded, unable to form words. Her body still hummed with the residual warmth of the spell, and standing before this radiant, near-naked woman, she felt more alive than she ever had in Kansas. The sensations flooding through her—the arousal, the wonder, the strange rightness of everything—left her dizzy and breathless.

      Aurelle stepped closer, her movements fluid and graceful, and Dorothy caught the scent of her—something floral and sweet, like blossoms after rain. The witch reached out and brushed a strand of hair from Dorothy’s face, her fingers cool and soft against Dorothy’s flushed cheek. The touch sent another shiver through her, and she felt her pussy clench again, wetness seeping into her undergarments.

      Dorothy’s breath hitched. The witch’s gaze seemed to see straight through her, past the fear and confusion to the hunger beneath—the longing she had felt on the prairie, the restlessness that had driven her to pleasure herself in the stifling heat of her room. Aurelle knew. She understood. And there was no judgment in her eyes, only acceptance.

      Aurelle’s gaze travelled over Dorothy with an assessing quality that made her suddenly aware of how plain she must look—the faded dress, the modesty of her clothing that seemed laughably out of place in this vivid world. The witch’s lips curved in a small smile, and she lifted one hand, her fingers moving in a graceful pattern as she murmured words that seemed to hang in the air like music.

      The spell touched Dorothy’s skin before it touched her clothing. She felt it as a warmth that spread across her shoulders and down her arms, a tingling sensation that made the fine hairs stand on end. It was not unpleasant—quite the opposite. The magic felt like hands caressing her, exploring every curve and hollow, learning the shape of her body with an intimacy that made her breath quicken.

      Then her dress began to change.

      Dorothy looked down and watched the transformation unfold. The faded fabric shimmered, colour bleeding into it like ink spreading through water. The dull cotton brightened to a vivid cerulean that seemed to glow in the sunlight, rich and saturated. But it was not just the colour that changed. The shape of the dress began to shift, the fabric rippling and reforming as though alive.

      The neckline plunged. Dorothy felt it happen—the bodice loosening, then tightening again in a new configuration that left her breathless. The modest collar that had covered her to the base of her throat dropped away, the fabric reshaping itself into a low, sweeping curve that bared her chest almost to the nipples. Her breasts swelled above the edge, pushed up and together by the way the bodice now clung to her torso. They were barely contained, the tawny peaks of her nipples just hidden by the fabric, and the slightest movement threatened to spill them free.

      The dress hugged her body in ways it never had before. The waist pulled tight, accentuating the curve of her hips, and the skirt—what little remained of it—ended abruptly just below the swell of her bottom. Her legs were exposed from mid-thigh down, bare and creamy white in the golden light. The hem fluttered with each breath of air, brushing against her skin in a way that made her intensely aware of every inch of exposed flesh.

      And the fabric itself had changed. No longer the rough, practical cotton of a farm girl’s dress, it was now something silken and soft, clinging to her curves and moving with her body like a second skin. When she shifted her weight, the dress moved with her, the material sliding across her breasts and hips in a caress that made her nipples tighten further.

      She reached down, her hand sliding over her hip and down to where the skirt ended. Her fingers brushed the bare skin of her thigh and kept going, expecting to encounter the fabric of her undergarments. But there was nothing. Just skin, and the soft curls of hair, and⁠—

      Her breath caught. She pressed her hand between her thighs and felt only herself—the slick heat of her pussy, fully exposed, nothing between her most intimate place and the open air. Her undergarments were gone. Vanished. The cool breeze that had been playing across her legs now touched her there as well, a sensation so vivid and unexpected that her knees nearly buckled.

      Dorothy’s cheeks flamed. She looked up at Aurelle, her hand still pressed between her thighs as though she could somehow shield herself, and saw the witch watching her with that same knowing smile.

      “My—my knickers,” Dorothy stammered, her voice barely more than a whisper. “They’re⁠—”

      “Gone,” Aurelle finished, her tone calm and matter-of-fact. “As they should be.”

      “But I—” Dorothy’s hand did not move. She could feel the wetness there, the evidence of her arousal slick against her fingers. “I can’t—people will see⁠—”

      Aurelle stepped closer, her expression gentle but firm. “Here in Oz, we do not hide what is natural and beautiful. Our bodies are gifts, Dorothy, and to cover them in shame is to reject that gift.” She gestured down at herself, at her own near-nakedness, the sheer panels of fabric that revealed everything. “Look at me. Do I seem ashamed? Do I seem diminished by being seen?”

      Dorothy swallowed hard, her gaze travelling once more over the witch’s body—the exposed breasts, the smooth quim, the long legs. There was no shame in Aurelle’s posture, no self-consciousness. She stood as though her nakedness were the most natural thing in the world, as though clothing were an afterthought rather than a necessity.

      “Most people in Oz do not wear clothes at all,” Aurelle continued, her voice soft but insistent. “They go bare beneath the sun, their bodies free and unconfined. Here, pleasure is not something to be hidden or denied. It is central to our lives, as essential as food or water. We celebrate the joy of touch, of taste, of sensation in all its forms. Openness of spirit is the first magic of this land, and it is a magic you must learn if you wish to truly understand Oz.”

      Dorothy’s hand trembled where it pressed against her pussy. The words should have shocked her, should have filled her with horror or disgust. But instead, they sent a thrill through her that settled hot and insistent in her core. Pleasure. Freedom. Openness. These were things she had dreamed of in the small attic room of the farmhouse, things she had touched in secret and alone. And now this radiant witch was telling her that here, in this impossible land, such things were not just permitted but expected.

      “The pleasure you felt this morning,” continued Aurelle, “that was not wrong or shameful. It was natural. Here, you need not hide those desires. Here, you are free to explore every pleasure your body can give and receive.”

      The words hung in the air between them, and Dorothy felt something inside her shift—a barrier crumbling, a tightness loosening. Her whole life, she had been taught to be modest, to keep herself covered, to deny the urges that rose unbidden in the night. But here, standing in this vivid landscape with her breasts barely contained and her quim exposed to the warm air, she felt those old lessons begin to fall away.

      She lowered her hand slowly, letting it fall to her side. The movement left her fully exposed, the short skirt doing nothing to hide her, and the sensation of being seen—of being bare and open—sent a rush of arousal through her that made her thighs tremble. She was wet. So wet that she could feel the moisture gathering, threatening to slide down her inner thighs. And she was not ashamed.

      Or perhaps she was, but the shame was mingled with something else—excitement, exhilaration, a wild joy that she could not name. Her body responded to the exposure with a hunger she had never allowed herself to fully acknowledge. Her nipples ached where they pressed against the silken bodice. Her pussy throbbed with each beat of her heart. And beneath it all, a need rose that felt both familiar and utterly new.

      “You feel it, don’t you?” Aurelle’s voice was low, intimate, and Dorothy nodded before she could stop herself. “Good. That is the beginning. That is how you will know you belong here.”

      Dorothy’s breath came faster. The fear that had gripped her when she first opened the door and saw this strange land was still there, but it was fading now, replaced by something else. Anticipation. Desire. A sense that she was standing on the edge of something vast and unknown, and that if she let herself fall, she might discover things about herself she had never dared to imagine.

      She looked down at her transformed body—the dress that revealed more than it concealed, the silver slippers that gleamed on her feet, the bare skin of her thighs and the dark curls between them. She looked like someone else. She felt like someone else. And perhaps, she thought, that was the point.

      “I want to understand,” Dorothy said, and her voice was steadier now, though still breathless. “I want to know this place.”

      Aurelle’s smile widened, and she reached out to cup Dorothy’s chin with one cool hand. The touch was gentle but possessive, and Dorothy leaned into it without thinking.

      “Then you shall,” the witch murmured. “And you will find more wonders here than you ever dreamed.”

      The witch’s hand lingered on Dorothy’s cheek, her thumb brushing softly across the flushed skin. Her gaze held Dorothy’s, those pale blue eyes seeming to look deeper than the surface, seeing past fear and confusion to whatever lay beneath. When she spoke, her voice was gentle, almost tender.

      “Tell me, Dorothy,” she murmured, “what is it you desire most?”

      The question settled over Dorothy like a weight. What did she want? The answer should have been simple—she wanted to go home, to return to Aunt Em and Uncle Henry, to the familiar routines of the farm. But standing here in this vivid land, her body transformed and exposed, something in her hesitated. The life she had known suddenly seemed small and grey compared to the colours surrounding her now. Still, duty and love pulled at her, stronger than curiosity or desire.

      “I want to go home,” she said, and her voice wavered only slightly. “I want to see my aunt and uncle again. They’ll be worried. They’ll think I’m—” She could not finish the sentence.

      Aurelle nodded slowly, her expression thoughtful but not surprised. “Home is a powerful pull,” she said. “The heart remembers where it began, even when it has travelled far.” She let her hand fall from Dorothy’s chin and stepped back, her gaze turning toward the golden road that wound away through the landscape. “If that is truly your wish, then there is one who may be able to grant it.”

      “Who?” Dorothy asked, hope flaring in her chest.

      “The Wizard of Oz,” Aurelle said, and her tone held a note of something Dorothy could not quite identify—respect, perhaps, or caution. “He dwells in the Emerald City, at the end of that road.” She gestured toward the golden, gleaming path. “His power is great, and if anyone can return you to your world, it is he. Follow the road until you reach the city. Seek an audience with the Wizard. He may grant your wish.”

      Dorothy’s gaze followed Aurelle’s gesture to the golden road. It stretched away into the distance, curving through groves of shimmering trees and fields of grass that seemed to glow with their own light. The sight of it filled her with both hope and trepidation. It was a path, a direction, but it was also unknown, leading into a land she did not understand.

      “Will it be safe?” she asked, turning back to Aurelle.

      The witch’s smile was enigmatic. “Oz is many things, but safe is not always one of them. You will encounter wonders and dangers both. But you are stronger than you know, Dorothy, and the slippers will protect you.” She paused, then added, “Trust in yourself. Trust in your desires. They will guide you as surely as any map.”

      Dorothy wanted to ask more—what dangers, what wonders, how far—but before she could speak, Aurelle stepped close again. The witch’s movements were fluid and deliberate, and Dorothy’s breath caught as those cool hands cupped her face, tilting it upward. Aurelle’s gaze held hers for a long moment, and then she leaned in and pressed her lips to Dorothy’s.

      The kiss was soft at first, a gentle brush of mouth against mouth that sent a shiver through Dorothy’s entire body. But it did not stay gentle. Aurelle’s lips parted, and Dorothy felt the witch’s tongue slide between her own lips, exploring, tasting. The sensation was overwhelming—wet and warm and impossibly intimate. Dorothy had been kissed before, chaste pecks stolen behind the barn by boys who did not know what they were doing. But this was nothing like that. This was a kiss that demanded response, that pulled at something deep inside her and made her open herself to it.

      Dorothy’s hands rose without conscious thought, her fingers gripping Aurelle’s bare shoulders. The witch’s skin was cool and smooth beneath her touch, and the contact sent sparks racing up her arms. She kissed back, tentatively at first, then with growing confidence as her body took over where her mind faltered. Her tongue met Aurelle’s, sliding and twining, and the taste of the witch was sweet and faintly floral, like honey and blossoms.

      The kiss deepened. Aurelle’s hands slid from Dorothy’s face down to her waist, pulling her closer until their bodies pressed together. Dorothy felt the soft weight of Aurelle’s breasts against her own, felt the heat of the witch’s skin through the thin fabric of her transformed dress. Her nipples ached where they brushed against the bodice, the friction delicious and maddening, and she arched into the contact, seeking more.

      And then she felt it—a warmth spreading from Aurelle’s lips, through Dorothy’s mouth, down her throat and into her chest. It was not just heat but something alive, something that pulsed and throbbed as it travelled through her body. The sensation pooled in her belly, then lower, settling between her thighs with an intensity that made her gasp into the kiss.

      Her pussy clenched, a sudden spasm of pleasure that sent wetness flooding through her. The tingling that had started when the slippers appeared on her feet returned now, magnified a hundredfold. It spread up from her toes and down from her lips, converging between her legs in a rush of sensation that left her trembling. Her exposed pussy throbbed, slick and hot, and she felt the moisture gather and begin to slide down her inner thighs.

      The kiss went on, Aurelle’s tongue stroking hers, the witch’s hands gripping her waist, holding her steady as the magic worked its way through her body. Dorothy moaned into the witch’s mouth, the sound desperate and needy, and her hips rocked forward involuntarily, seeking friction that was not there. She was burning. She was melting. She was coming apart at the seams, and the only thing holding her together was the press of Aurelle’s lips against hers.

      When the kiss finally broke, Dorothy sagged in the witch’s arms, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Her pussy still throbbed, the wetness slick and undeniable, and her nipples ached so fiercely she thought they might burst through the fabric of her dress. She felt marked, claimed, transformed in ways that went beyond the change in her clothing.

      Aurelle stepped back slowly, her hands sliding from Dorothy’s waist. Her lips were curved in a satisfied smile, and her eyes held that same knowing gleam. “That,” she murmured, “is a taste of what awaits you in Oz. Pleasure, Dorothy. More than you have ever known.”

      Dorothy could not speak. Her body was still humming with the aftershocks of the kiss, her mind reeling from the intensity of it. She could only nod, her gaze locked on the witch’s face.

      Aurelle’s smile softened. “Go now,” she said gently. “Follow the road. Find the Wizard. And do not be afraid of what you discover along the way—about Oz, or about yourself.”

      The light around Aurelle began to brighten, the same shimmer that had heralded her arrival now gathering around her once more. The witch’s form grew indistinct, her edges blurring as the radiance intensified. Dorothy reached out, her hand grasping at air, but Aurelle was already fading, dissolving back into the light from which she had come.

      “Be brave,” the witch’s voice echoed, growing fainter. “Be open. Be free.”

      And then she was gone. The light dissipated, scattering into the air like mist burned away by the sun, and Dorothy stood alone in the clearing. The grass shimmered around her. The flowers hummed their silent song. The golden road gleamed in the distance, waiting.

      Dorothy took a breath, feeling the cool air against her exposed skin, the warmth of the sun on her face, the lingering tingle between her thighs where Aurelle’s kiss had left its mark. Then she turned toward the golden road and took her first step.

      The slippers carried her forward with an ease that felt almost magical. Each step was light, effortless, as though the path itself were welcoming her. The grass whispered around her ankles, and the flowers turned their faces toward her as she passed, their colours so vivid they seemed to pulse with life.

      Dorothy did not look back at the farmhouse. She did not think about Kansas or the grey prairie or the life she had left behind. Instead, she kept her gaze fixed on the golden road ahead, on the shimmering trees and distant hills, on the promise of the Emerald City somewhere beyond the horizon.

      She was walking into the unknown. She was exposed and vulnerable and utterly transformed.

      And she was ready.
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