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Chapter 1:

 


“It feels good to be wicked,” Jadyn remarked to
himself as he crossed number four off his checklist of important
things to do. The list had been written on a piece of parchment in
black ink, and read as follows:

World Domination Plan:


	
Become the Goblin King



	
Become King of the Direwolves



	
Befriend Theodore Gale, the Foretold Savior of Oz



	
Save the Emerald City from peril



	
Become King of the Trolls



	
Defeat the Good Wizard of the North



	
Defeat the Wicked Warlock of the East, Dr.
Doppelganger



	
Defeat the Good Wizard of the South, Reginald





The people of Oz had lowered their guards against
Jadyn ever since he’d befriended Theodore Gale. And because he’d
helped to save the Emerald City from Dr. Doppelganger’s army of
robots and lovely cyborg assassins he looked like a bona fide hero.
A sly smile curled Jadyn’s lips at the thought.

They’d never suspect the villainous activity
he was currently up to. Now was the perfect time to strike the
North and catch his brother Noryn by surprise.

“Oh, yes. The North will be mine! Muahaha!”
Jadyn threw his head back and let out an evil cackle.

“Halt! Who goes there?” a deep, gruff male
voice demanded as a tall, humanoid figure stepped into the
moonlight. The silvery rays illuminated the intimidating sight of
an eight-foot-tall troll with bulging muscles. The troll had blue
skin, tusks jutting out from its mouth, and an impressive set of
horns curling out of the top of its head. The troll was wearing a
crudely made steel breastplate, vambraces, and greaves. The skin of
what appeared to be a direwolf was wrapped around its waist as a
loincloth.

The warlock lowered his hood to reveal his
face and since the troll was a good two feet taller than Jadyn he
had to crane his neck to meet the troll’s questioning gaze. “A
fighter,” he drawled coolly.

The troll guard raised a skeptical eyebrow as
he looked down at Jadyn. Jadyn had glamoured himself to have the
appearance of a troll. The warlock’s green skin was currently a
dark shade of purple. He also had tusks, horns, and yellow eyes.
Jadyn had decided to forgo heavy armor that would have only slowed
him down, and had chosen to wrap an animal skin around his waist to
protect his loins. Marzanna, his trusty demon-possessed sword, was
strapped to his side.

Jadyn raised his chin as the troll’s critical
gaze raked over him. He may have been short for a troll, but…he
wasn’t as lanky as he used to be. His chest was now leanly muscled.
Still, he wasn’t as muscular as say, Theodore Gale, and that stung
a little bit that no matter how hard Jadyn tried to put on muscle
before coming here to participate in the Trolls’ Fighting
Competition, his current physique was as good as it was going to
get.

Jadyn was well aware that he didn’t look very
formidable. But that was all part of the plan. He wanted to
be underestimated. First things first, he still needed to get past
this tiresome troll guard…

After the troll had finished his assessment
of Jadyn he let out a loud snort. “Pffft. You a fighter?”
His yellow eyes narrowed into thin slits. “You’re small for a
troll. Are you a half-breed?”

Jadyn stiffened at the unwelcome term
‘half-breed’. That’s exactly what he was, in truth, being
half-goblin half-human, but that troll guard didn’t know this. If
he didn’t need the troll guard alive to open the portal to Troll
Kingdom by using his unique, innate magic he would have disposed of
him already. Jadyn’s hand twitched and he had to resist the urge to
use Marzanna to slit this insolent troll’s throat. “I’m a runt,”
Jadyn explained through gritted teeth.

The troll guard’s eyes widened in
understanding before he threw his head back and guffawed. He
laughed for several minutes while Jadyn grinded his teeth.

Finally, the troll guard stopped laughing,
and wiped a tear from his eye with his index finger. “That you are.
You are a very tiny troll. Are you sure you want to enter the
Competition? The King’s Champion will probably snap your arms in
half like twigs.” The troll had a gleeful time pretending to snap a
branch in half and made the accompanying sound effects. “You’ll be
dead meat. Very dead.”

“I like to live dangerously,” Jadyn
challenged with a glint in his eyes.

“Okay. If you’re sure. It’s your funeral.”
The troll guard spun to face the large, arching stone bridge that
was the only way to enter Troll Kingdom. The guard walked towards
the stone arch, stood in front of it, waved his hand, and muttered
the words of the incantation that would activate the portal to
open.

Jadyn memorized the words of the incantation
in case things went south, and he had to make a quick getaway. At
any rate, he wouldn’t need the guard’s help again. After all, he
could perform magic too.

Runes, glyphs, and ancient symbols that had
been carved into the bridge started to glow with a blue light, and
pulse with magic. Seconds later, a portal of blue, swirling energy
appeared beneath the bridge.

Jadyn raised his chin and walked confidently
towards the portal. He wished he were as confident as he probably
appeared to be. Just as he was about to step through the portal the
troll guard called after him, “Hey, runt! If you lose…can I eat
you?”

A vein at Jadyn’s temple throbbed in
irritation at the callous request, and pointedly ignoring the troll
he stepped through the portal. In a blink, Jadyn was standing on
the edge of a precipice that overlooked an enormous underground
cavern that contained a city inhabited entirely by trolls.

Trolls were a bit simple-minded, and they had
a primitive culture that mostly revolved around mining, mating, and
fighting, but despite this Jadyn found himself to be impressed by
their city. The trolls made their homes out of the hundreds of
caves that existed inside of the cavern. Most of the caves had been
there to begin with while others had been carved into the
stone.

Jadyn caught sight of several male trolls
that were wielding pickaxes while they mined emeralds from the
walls of the cavern. Wheelbarrows filled with glittering emeralds
were being transported towards the marketplace situated in the
heart of the city where trolls had set up stands to sell their
wares. Troll females were known for being skilled at making
jewelry, and troll males were good at making jewel-encrusted
weapons.

The emeralds that decorated the Emerald City
had all come from Troll Kingdom. The Sultry Sorceress, Ozlyn, had
paid the trolls handsomely for their emeralds. Their Kingdom was
rich…or rather should have been rich. Jadyn frowned as he
noticed that several of the trolls appeared to be malnourished.

That didn’t make a lot of sense. And even
though the troll females were selling jewelry none of them were
wearing it. Jadyn noted that their customers were human denizens
from the Emerald City. Jadyn ducked his head in case he would be
recognized by the structure of his face, which had remained the
same even with his troll glamour spell.

Jadyn glanced around and saw that several
precious stones were sticking out of the cavern’s walls just
waiting to be mined. He narrowed his eyes on a red stone and hoped
it wasn’t Ozanite. He shuddered.

The city’s most impressive feature, at least,
in Jadyn’s opinion, was the gargantuan, enchanted emerald that hung
from the center of the cavern’s ceiling. It glowed so brightly that
it served as an artificial sun, shedding a green-tinged light over
the entire city.

Jadyn’s eyes fixated on a round building in
the distance, which was his destination. The coliseum was where the
Trolls’ Fighting Competition took place. Jadyn started to make his
way down a narrow, winding path, and headed for the coliseum.

He kept his head lowered, not wanting to draw
too much attention to himself, but even so he could feel the
trolls’ curious eyes upon him. A few of the troll males muttered
‘runt’ cruelly under their breath, and sniggered at him. Curiosity
getting the better of him, Jadyn looked up to see who’d insulted
him and spotted two male trolls walking past him.

Jadyn gulped. Troll males were
eight-feet-tall, and had blue, purple, pink or yellow skin. All
trolls had horns curling out of the tops of their heads, and tusks.
Troll eye colors tended to be yellow or black. The males were very
muscular and had loincloths made out of animal skins wrapped around
their waists.

A giggle captured Jadyn’s attention next, and
he spotted two troll females watching him from a shadowed alcove
with enamored looks on their faces. Jadyn’s eyebrows shot up to his
hairline at their expressions, and he glanced behind him, assuming
that there was a handsome troll male standing directly behind him.
But there was no one there.

Troll females were seven-feet-tall and more
delicate in physique than Jadyn would have expected from this race
that was known for being powerful and bloodthirsty. The females
were dressed in short dresses made out of animal skins that left
little to the imagination.

Jadyn’s gaze accidentally settled upon the
impressive cleavage of one of the females and he quickly wrenched
his gaze away, feeling a blush creeping up the back of his neck.
Still, his frown deepened at their primitive, cheap clothing. The
Troll Kingdom was one of the wealthiest Kingdoms in all of Oz.
Their people should be dressed in finer clothes and the females
should be wearing silk and be adorned in jewelry.

Jadyn shook his head as he passed the
giggling females. He wondered if he should have changed his regal
facial features to match a troll’s better. He’d always been proud
of his straight, Romanesque nose. Most trolls had button noses, and
Jadyn kicked himself for his vanity. He could end up blowing his
cover before he even reached the coliseum. Jadyn’s nose was so
unique that the troll females seemed interested in him, even though
he was a runt.

The coliseum was the largest architectural
structure in the city, and was an essential part of troll life.
According to Jadyn’s spies, the winged monkeys, competitions were
held daily. Trolls would participate in the Fighting Competition in
order to win monetary prizes granted by the Troll King. Champions
had the option of forgoing their monetary prize and instead make a
request of King Bellwort, who was honor bound to grant anything to
them within his power.

The Troll King was known to grant boons of
all kinds, and it was a boon that Jadyn was there for. Jadyn
intended to fight King Bellwort’s Champion, win, and then make a
certain request.

Jadyn reached the coliseum unhindered and
made his way inside. The coliseum had a large, oval-shaped, sandy
arena surrounded by tiered seats that were carved out of stone. The
seats were filled with cheering male and female trolls.

Jadyn walked down an aisle between two
sections of tiered seats, and peered out over the arena to try and
catch a glimpse of the Troll King’s beloved, undefeated
Champion.

“Hawthorn! Hawthorn! Hawthorn!” the trolls
chanted loudly as they clapped and waved their arms through the
air.

The eight-foot-tall troll with bulging
muscles, who had two enormous, curling black horns on the top of
his head was hard to miss. Hawthorn had dark purple skin, the same
shade as Jadyn’s. His shoulder-length black hair was shaggy and
unkempt, and the troll’s yellow eyes were gleaming with malice.

Hawthorn grinned widely at the crowd, showing
off his impressive tusks, and raised his great sword high over his
head. The dimensions of his sword were insane: five-feet-long and a
foot wide. Jadyn knew that he wouldn’t be able to lift that sword
no matter how hard he tried. It was the type of sword that could
literally cleave a man in two with one swing.

The female trolls were letting out
appreciative shrieks, which made Jadyn think that for a troll
Hawthorn must have been considered handsome. Jadyn just
thought he was terrifying and demonic in appearance.

Hawthorn’s armor was less crude than most of
the armor Jadyn had seen the trolls wearing thus far, and consisted
of a black steel breastplate, spiked shoulder armor, and spiked
vambraces. The pelt of a black direwolf was wrapped around his
waist.

Hawthorn’s opponent looked angelic in
comparison with his yellow skin, small horns, and tiny tusks that
barely peeked past his puffy lips. He was wearing a brown loincloth
and wielding a large battleaxe.

The two trolls let out roars before charging
towards each other with thunderous steps. Their weapons clashed
with such force that a shockwave of power spread out through the
coliseum that almost knocked Jadyn right off his feet. A loud
clanging sound reverberated through the air following their vicious
attacks.

Then Hawthorn swung his great sword
horizontally, and when it impacted with his opponent’s battleaxe,
the axe shattered, pieces of metal soaring through the air
dangerously. Hawthorn continued his swing and sliced his opponent’s
head off.

The troll’s head went flying through the air
and the crowd went wild: “Hawthorn! Hawthorn! Hawthorn!” Jadyn
unconsciously rubbed his neck at the gruesome sight.

Hawthorn grinned up at the stands, showing
off his sharp teeth. He waved at the troll females and sent a wink
their way. Several females swooned in response. Hawthorn stomped
over to pick up the head of his felled opponent by the hair and
showed it off like a trophy. “Yeah! Who’s your Champion? I’m your
Champion!”

Bile rose up Jadyn’s throat at the crude
display, but he stubbornly swallowed it down. I’m going to have
to fight that demon…if I want to cross off number five on my
list. Jadyn gulped as he watched Hawthorn parade across the
bloody arena floor. I’m doomed. No! Jadyn slapped his cheeks
in an effort to pull himself together. He could do this. He
had to this. For them. Er, for World Domination, of
course.

King Bellwort stood up from his throne that
had been specially situated in the stands, and raised his arms to
get everyone’s attention. Instantly, the cheers died down. “Well
done, my Champion! Well done! Sadly your opponent, Hyacinth, lost,
and therefore will not receive the precious gems he wanted.
I suppose his starving wife and daughter will just have to continue
starving. Such a pity.” Jadyn had the feeling that the sad look on
King Bellwort’s face was insincere, and he narrowed his eyes at the
Troll King.

Bellwort’s height and size were similar to
Hawthorn’s, and only his long white hair and beard gave away his
age. Even though the king was wearing a silver breastplate, Jadyn
was still able to see that his chest and arms were covered with
battle scars. The pelt of a white direwolf was wrapped around the
king’s waist. Bellwort’s skin was a sky-blue color, and his yellow
eyes gleamed with wisdom. The horns that curled out of the top of
the king’s head were an ivory white.

Hawthorn was obviously physically powerful,
but didn’t appear to possess much intelligence. Intelligence was
much more dangerous in Jadyn’s opinion than physical strength. One
didn’t become King of the Trolls easily, and Jadyn would make sure
not to underestimate the elderly troll.

Seated to King Bellwort’s right was his son,
Prince Periwinkle. Jadyn was surprised to see that the king’s heir
was, in fact, a runt, and only seven-feet-tall. From the unhappy
and self-conscious expression on the young man’s face, Jadyn had
the gut feeling that he wasn’t accepted by troll society. He bore a
very similar appearance to his father. They both had sky-blue skin,
the horns curling out of the top of Periwinkle’s head were white,
and his eyes were yellow. The only notable difference was that
Periwinkle’s shoulder-length hair was a dark blue color.

Due to the small size of Periwinkle’s horns
and tusks, Jadyn thought the troll prince looked almost human in
appearance, which in his opinion wasn’t a bad thing. Jadyn had the
feeling that the other trolls probably ridiculed Periwinkle for his
unusual appearance, however.

Jadyn’s gaze was drawn to the troll female
that was seated to King Bellwort’s left next. He instantly deduced
that she must be Bellwort’s daughter, Princess Dahlia. Jadyn had
gotten so used to seeing the troll females dressed in primitive,
animal-skin dresses that Dahlia’s pink, silk gown caught him by
surprise. She was also wearing a gold and amethyst necklace that
looked lovely against her purple skin. Princess Dahlia’s long pink
hair was decorated with scattered braids.

If not for her horns and tusks Jadyn would
have called Princess Dahlia ‘beautiful’. But he supposed she was
beautiful in her own special way.

Beautiful. Special. Those words made Jadyn
recall a certain cyborg assassin named Tina Woodcutter. There was
something about Tina that drew Jadyn to her like a moth to the
flame.

Head in the game. Jadyn slapped his
cheeks. He didn’t have time to be thinking about some
woman.

“Now, who here has the stones to face my
Champion?” King Bellwort bellowed, his voice carrying across the
coliseum. “The victor will win the current pot of gems, or I will
grant them a single request!” The Troll King arched an eyebrow at
the crowd expectantly.

A few minutes ticked by and a sinister smile
spread across the king’s face. “Well, if no one is going to
volunteer for my entertainment I suppose I’ll just have to draw a
name from the lottery.” King Bellwort made an impatient motion with
his hand and a troll appeared at his side carrying a large ceramic
pot that was filled with tiny, folded slips of paper.

Jadyn’s eyes narrowed on the pot and he
frowned. Lottery? He mused. His spies hadn’t mentioned
anything about a lottery. Those slips of paper most likely had the
names of trolls written on them. This was a new development, but
not one that really concerned Jadyn. “That won’t be necessary, Your
Majesty!” Jadyn called out in a loud voice, amplified by his
magic.

With all eyes now on him, Jadyn hopped down
into the arena. It was a ten-foot-drop, but nothing Jadyn couldn’t
handle with a murmured cushioning spell.

King Bellwort’s yellow eyes pinned on Jadyn
and narrowed in suspicion, but he ultimately smiled. “Well, well,
well, what do we have here? A brave young troll.” He raked his eyes
over Jadyn’s form, a sneer curling his lips as he took in the fact
that Jadyn was only six-feet-tall. Jadyn was even shorter than his
useless son Periwinkle. “Brave and very foolish. What do you fight
for, young troll. Riches or a boon?”

Jadyn met King Bellwort’s condescending stare
and raised his chin. “I have a request I’d like to make.”

“Win…and if it is within my power to grant it
to you, it shall be granted,” King Bellwort promised in a booming
voice. “You have my word as the Troll King.” Jadyn regally inclined
his head in King Bellwort’s direction.

Hawthorn shot King Bellwort a questioning
look. King Bellwort slashed his index finger across his throat. His
meaning was quite clear.

Very subtle. Jadyn thought
sarcastically. Why do I get the feeling that these little
matches are rigged so that the greedy Troll King can keep his pot
of gems all to himself?

King Bellwort took a seat on his heavy, stone
throne, and then raised his hand. “Fighters…begin!”

Hawthorn gripped his sword’s hilt in a
two-handed grip, and raised it before him. Jadyn unsheathed
Marzanna and mirrored Hawthorn’s movements. Alright, Marzanna,
let’s do this! Jadyn thought confidently as he spoke to his
demon-possessed sword in his mind, but received no response. The
warlock paled, causing his skin to turn a lavender color.
Marzanna?

Hawthorn let out a roar and charged towards
Jadyn. Jadyn gulped as the ground beneath his feet trembled. As
soon as Hawthorn was close enough he swung his sword at Jadyn.
Jadyn ducked, the sword whizzing over his head and taking a few of
his dark locks with it.

Hawthorn executed an overhead downward slash
next. Jadyn leapt backwards to avoid the attack and the troll’s
sword impacted against the ground forming a small crater there.

Hawthorn rushed forward with surprising speed
for such a large troll and swung his heavy sword horizontally.
Instinctively, Jadyn raised his sword before him to block the
attack.

Big mistake.

The force of the impact from Hawthorn’s great
sword colliding against Marzanna’s blade had Jadyn flying back
through the air, head over heels. He slammed into the arena wall
hard, and had the wind knocked out of his lungs. Jadyn’s eyes
bugged from the pain, and he coughed up a trickle of blood. There
was a Jadyn-shaped crater on the arena wall now.

I’m such an idiot. Jadyn berated
himself. Why did I think I could handle blocking Hawthorn’s
powerful attack? I’m physically weak. Only my Dark Magic is strong.
What was I thinking?

You really ARE an idiot. Haughty,
mocking feminine laughter filled his head. And you obviously
weren’t thinking.

Marzanna! Jadyn thought, as a feeling
of relief swept over him upon hearing the voice of the she-demon
Marzanna inside of his head. You must help me defeat this
troll…

Must I? Marzanna said in a petulant
voice in Jadyn’s mind. Why would I want to defeat a stinky old
troll anyways? It sounds quite dull.

This is all part of my evil master plan
for world domination. Jadyn replied silkily.

Don’t lie to me, Jadyn. Marzanna
snapped, her irritation evident in her tone. I’m inside of your
head, remember?

Jadyn ground his back molars out of
frustration. This troll’s death should please you. He is the
Troll King’s Champion. A worthy soul for you to take with you to
hell, and one that you should find delicious.

The Troll King’s Champion. Marzanna’s
tone had turned pensive, considering. I bet I’m better.

After I have defeated the Troll King’s
Champion…I plan to kill King Bellwort. Jadyn revealed, knowing
that Marzanna wouldn’t be able to resist helping him now.

Ooo why didn’t you say so in the first
place, Jadyn? Marzanna sounded pleased inside of his mind.
That should cause some wonderful chaos within the Troll Kingdom
indeed. You’ll be lucky to get out of here alive after you do that,
you naughty boy.

I know what I’m doing. Jadyn retorted
in his mind-voice. Or at least I hope so.

Let’s end this troll. Marzanna
announced, her voice laced with malice.

Jadyn slid down the arena wall, leaving a
trail of blood behind him. He pushed himself up off the ground, and
straightened. He took a step forward and staggered. I need to be
fast. Faster than he is. Jadyn spoke in his mind-voice.

I know…just leave it to me. Marzanna
assured, her purring voice filling his mind. I’ll control your
body just like a puppet whose strings I now control.

Jadyn ran towards Hawthorn. At first, his
steps were staggering, but then he picked up speed. Hawthorn
grinned and charged forward to meet him. They met in the center of
the arena and immediately began to launch attacks at each other.
Jadyn ducked and sidestepped the massive sword that was trying to
cleave him in two.

We just need to get past his defenses.
Jadyn spoke in his mind-voice before ducking another horizontal
slash of Hawthorn’s sword, running forward, and slashing his sword
through the air in a horizontal slash of his own. Jadyn was
surprised he’d managed it as he watched Marzanna slicing through
Hawthorn’s flesh just below his breastplate, and cutting his
stomach open. We got him! Jadyn crowed triumphantly in his
mind.

Watch out! Marzanna cautioned.

Hawthorn growled and backhanded Jadyn,
sending him flying, head over heels. The warlock hit the ground and
rolled across it. “Ugh,” Jadyn moaned. What the hell
happened?

I may have forgotten to mention…trolls
have incredible regeneration abilities. Marzanna spoke in his
mind, sounding morbidly pleased.

Jadyn inwardly swore. Marzanna, you
traitorous bitch. He had to be careful. Marzanna wasn’t his
friend or ally, really. She was a demon…who liked to consume
delicious souls. She wanted to eat his soul eventually. Marzanna
had explained to him that the more Jadyn suffered the more
delicious his soul would become. She liked it when he suffered for
this very reason. Apparently, suffering was spice to a soul
for a demon.

Jadyn pushed himself up off the ground into a
sitting position, and looked up at Hawthorn. His gaze went to the
wound on Hawthorn’s stomach that was healing right before his eyes.
Damnation! Jadyn inwardly swore again. Marzanna, you
useless-!

Marzanna cut Jadyn’s rant off, speaking in
his mind. The only way to kill a troll is to decapitate it. I
thought you would have known that already. You usually do
your research before doing something like this. Did you have no
books on trolls in your library?

Jadyn ground his back teeth. Marzanna was
right. When he’d gone off to challenge the leader of the direwolf
pack he’d done his research on direwolves first to discover their
leader’s weakness. Apparently, direwolves were terrified of fire,
and Jadyn was rather skilled at conjuring fireballs, so it had been
an easy victory.

Oh, shut up. Jadyn snapped in his
mind-voice before pushing himself up off the ground and
straightening. He swayed on his feet and coughed up a glob of
blood. He cringed, disgusted with himself. Yuck. He craned
his neck up to glare at Hawthorn. How the hell am I supposed to
cut that monster’s head off when it’s all the way up there?

I have an idea. Just leave it to me.
Marzanna assured in her purring voice.

It can’t look like magic. Jadyn
warned. He didn’t want to reveal his trump card to King Bellwort so
soon.

I know. Marzanna snapped.

Jadyn started to run circles around Hawthorn
while cackling maniacally until he was running so quickly that to
the naked eye it looked like multiple Jadyns had appeared out of
thin air, and were running circles around Hawthorn.

Hawthorn’s eyes widened in surprise, and he
gaped at the duplicates running circles around him. “What the?”
Hawthorn let out a roar of frustration and stabbed forward with his
sword, impaling one of the false doubles.

Now! Marzanna commanded.

Jadyn bent his knees and leapt up onto
Hawthorn’s shoulders from behind the troll. He placed Marzanna to
the troll’s throat and wrenched the sword back, decapitating
Hawthorn. As Hawthorn’s decapitated body started to collapse Jadyn
leapt off the troll’s shoulders, and landed nimbly on his feet. The
crowd of spectators had been rendered silent out of shock for the
unexpected victory.

King Bellwort was looking particularly
gobsmacked by this unexpected turn of events. A six-foot-tall runt
had managed to defeat his eight-foot-tall champion. Unreal.
“What…?” he muttered to himself in disbelief.

Jadyn raised his bloody sword high in
victory. And the trolls went wild. A chant started up from one or
two trolls, and then the entire crowd was chanting the same thing
over and over: “Runt! Runt! Runt!”

A muscle at Jadyn’s temple throbbed out of
irk. He should have told King Bellwort some made-up name before
fighting his champion. Hindsight.

A deep scowl formed on King Bellwort’s face
and he dug his nails into the arms of his throne. The stone began
to crack from the pressure as King Bellwort tried to contain his
anger. How dare this no-name runt slay his Champion! And now he’d
have to hand over his pot of precious gems to him.
Inconceivable!

Jadyn stalked across the arena and stood
before the Troll King. Jadyn watched in amusement as a flash of
quickly concealed rage flitted over the Toll King’s face. Jadyn
could only imagine what King Bellwort was feeling in that moment.
If it were him…Jadyn would already be plotting his demise.

King Bellwort schooled his expression though
and did his best to look pleased. “Well done, Young Troll. I’m
impressed. My Champion has been undefeated for years, and suddenly
you appear out of nowhere and slay him. A troll runt, at that! It
was almost like…” The Troll King stroked his chin thoughtfully.
“Dare I say…magic?”

At the mention of magic, Jadyn flinched, but
managed to keep his composure. “King Bellwort, I have defeated your
Champion. I would like you to please hear my humble request…”

“What is it you want, Young Troll?” King
Bellwort waved his hand through the air. “You want the gems, don’t
you? Everyone does.”

“No,” Jadyn said firmly. “I wish to challenge
you for the throne of Troll Kingdom.”

King Bellwort was so surprised he almost fell
right off his throne. He gawked at Jadyn open-mouthed for a few
seconds before he shut his mouth. “You wish to fight
me…in single combat?” A slow, sinister smile spread across
the Troll King’s face. Bellwort had planned to send trolls after
Jadyn’s head as soon as he left the coliseum, but now Bellwort had
the perfect opportunity to get rid of this runt himself. “Very
well. I accept your challenge for the throne, Young Troll. What
would you say if I said we can use magic?”

The Troll King’s yellow eyes were glittering
with malice and Jadyn merely smirked. “As you wish, King Bellwort.”
All trolls possessed a special, innate magic, and an affinity for
Earth Magic in particular. Jadyn had no doubt that King Bellwort’s
overconfidence was because of the powerful earth magic he would
wield. But, King Bellwort was in for a surprise because he was the
Wicked Warlock of the West!

King Bellwort stood up from his throne and
stomped over towards the edge of the tiered seats. He then hopped
down into the arena, landing with a loud thud. Bellwort met Jadyn’s
challenging stare unflinchingly. “My daughter, Princess Dahlia,
will give the signal for us to begin.”

Jadyn nodded and glanced up at Princess
Dahlia. Her skin had turned from a dark purple color to a lavender
color, and due to Jadyn’s own experience from having purple skin
knew that she’d paled. Was she angry or terrified that he was about
to try and kill her father, the king? Tough luck, Princess. It’s
nothing personal. Jadyn thought.

Princess Dahlia raised her hand and then
slashed it down through the air. “Fighters…begin!”

Bellwort crouched and slammed the palms of
his hands against the ground. The ground beneath Jadyn’s feet
trembled as Bellwort chanted the words of a spell.

Seconds later, a mammoth hand that was
twenty-feet-tall and made out of sand emerged from the arena floor.
The hand rose up, hovered over Jadyn, and swiftly came down as if
trying to squash Jadyn like a bug.

Jadyn lithely dodged the attack. The giant
sand hand came at him again. This time, Jadyn rolled across the
ground. He then sprang to his feet and ran across the arena. That’s
when a second hand rose up from the arena floor directly in front
of him. Shit! Jadyn inwardly swore. He glanced over his
shoulder and realized that the hands were trying to corner him.

All of a sudden Jadyn knew what a mosquito
must feel like right before it gets squashed between two human
hands. There was no escape. One hand was coming at Jadyn from his
left, and the other sand hand was coming at him from his right. The
hands inevitably slammed together, a cloud of dust forming in the
air, and the crowd gasped as they watched Jadyn disappear from
sight.

“Look! He’s still alive!” a troll cried
out.

“He made it!” another troll exclaimed
excitedly.

At the very last second, right before Jadyn
would have been squashed between the two sand hands, the warlock
had summoned his broom, mounted it, and had taken off into the
air.

King Bellwort let out a roar of anger and
frustration. “You won’t get away, Runt!” Bellwort concentrated on
controlling the sand hands and had them attack Jadyn as he flew
through the air on his broom.

Jadyn glanced over his shoulder and swerved
around the sand hands that were trying to swat him out of the air.
Exactly how a mosquito feels. Jadyn thought to himself
sardonically.

Jadyn swooped down and swung his sword at
Bellwort’s neck. Bellwort raised his sword and blocked the attack
with very little effort. Jadyn should have expected Bellwort’s
quick, battle-honed reflexes. Damn. Of course, it couldn’t be
that easy. Jadyn inwardly complained. King Bellwort was covered
in scars he’d received in probably hundreds of battles. He had
experience on his side. On the other hand, when it came to
hand-to-hand combat Jadyn’s experience was sorely lacking.

Jadyn knew that he wouldn’t last long against
the Troll King in an honorable fight. Honorable? Jadyn
suddenly mused and smiled crookedly. I’d rather be wicked. Time
to play dirty.

Keeping his left hand on his broom handle,
Jadyn summoned his crystal ball to his right hand, and began to
chant the words of a scrying spell. Jadyn swooped down, headed
towards Bellwort, and finished the words of the spell. “Solis
Manifesto! Show me the sun!” Abruptly, the sun appeared
shinning brightly inside of the crystal ball. Jadyn directed the
sun’s rays to hit only the Troll King’s body.

King Bellwort’s eyes widened in horror and
disbelief. “The sun? How? No!” A blood-curdling scream was wrenched
from Bellwort’s mouth as he began to turn into stone.

Marzanna’s bitching earlier had given Jadyn
an idea. He’d read about trolls, of course. And he knew of their
number one weakness and greatest fear: the sun. Trolls turned to
stone when exposed to sunlight, which is why they lived
underground. Jadyn had set aside this little tidbit of knowledge
since he’d known he’d be fighting the Troll King underground, but
then realized how silly it was to ignore such a thing when he was,
after all, a warlock.

Just before the Troll King’s hand turned to
stone, Bellwort managed to grab a dagger from his belt, which he
flung towards Jadyn. “You lose, Runt.” The dagger pierced Jadyn’s
side and Bellwort smiled triumphantly, right before his entire body
was finally turned to stone.

Jadyn winced in pain, grabbed the hilt of the
dagger, and wrenched it out of his flesh. He looked down at the
blade and saw that it had been coated with a purple-tinged
substance. He frowned. Some kind of poison, perhaps. He’d worry
about that later…

As soon as Bellwort’s body had completely
been turned to stone, Jadyn leapt off his broom and brought his
sword down upon the Troll King. Bellwort’s body shattered, pieces
of rock flying through the air. Jadyn landed gracefully on his
feet, and turned to regard the crowd of stunned trolls. Now, for
the hard part. Jadyn thought to himself taking a deep
breath.

Jadyn waved a hand over himself, and let his
glamour spell fall, revealing his true appearance and green skin.
He quickly summoned his usual outfit, and his black robes, and
black, wide-brimmed, pointed hat appeared on his body. “Troll-kind,
according to your traditions and laws your king has always been
chosen through single combat. As I have defeated your former king…I
have won his crown. Whether you like it or not, I, Jadyn, the
Wicked Warlock of the West, am your king now. Despair!
Muahahaha!” Jadyn started to laugh maniacally.

Here comes the ‘booing’. Jadyn thought
grimly.

But then the trolls all began to cheer with
obvious happiness. “Yeah! Whoo!”

Jadyn blinked, stopped laughing, and frowned.
“What…?” The trolls were actually…cheering? What the hell was going
on? Jadyn didn’t bother to hide his bewilderment or confusion, and
it was written plainly across his face.

Princess Dahlia and Prince Periwinkle shared
a look before they stood up from their seats, and made their way to
the edge of the stands before jumping down into the arena to join
Jadyn.

Jadyn tightened his grip on his sword when he
noticed the two trolls approaching him. That’s when he realized
belatedly that he had no strength left. He really hoped Bellwort’s
kids didn’t want to try for revenge so soon. I miscalculated.
I’m practically a sitting duck at the moment. One wrong move, and
I’m dead. Jadyn thought, beginning to sweat.

When Prince Periwinkle and Princess Dahlia
were just a few feet away from Jadyn they suddenly knelt before
him. Jadyn blinked.

Prince Periwinkle held out his sword
horizontally, the blade resting upon the palm of his left hand. “I,
Prince Periwinkle, pledge my allegiance to you, King Jadyn.” There
was a twinkle in the troll prince’s eye. “King of Monsters.”

“I, too, wish to pledge my allegiance and
loyalty, King Jadyn…” Princess Dahlia started in a tentative tone.
“I would also like to pledge my sword to you, but King Bellwort
forbade females from wielding weapons…” She trailed off with an
obvious wistful note to her voice.

Jadyn scratched his cheek with his index
finger. “You wish to be a fighter, Princess Dahlia?”

“More than anything,” Princess Dahlia
confirmed passionately. “It’s my dream to be a fighter.”

“Then, your wish is granted.” Jadyn waved his
hand through the air in a dismissive gesture. “Princess Dahlia,
henceforth, you are a fighter.”

“Really?” Princess Dahlia asked in shock.

“I happen to see men and woman as equals,”
Jadyn explained with a tiny smirk playing on his lips as he
couldn’t help but think about Tina Woodcutter again. Tina had
managed to truly kick his ass once. She’d managed to cut all the
clothes off of Jadyn’s body without harming him at all. It had been
humiliating and humbling, and it had also made Jadyn’s heart pound
inside of his chest. That woman…

“Well, in that case…” Prince Dahlia whipped
off her gown to reveal that beneath it she was wearing female
warrior armor. Her armor consisted of a steel breastplate, armored
leather skirt, vambraces and greaves. Two daggers with curved
blades were strapped at her sides. Dahlia whipped out her daggers
and held them out before her. “I pledge my daggers to you, King
Jadyn.”

Until now Jadyn never would have imagined
that a pink-haired female could be so…intimidating. He raised an
eyebrow at the armor Princess Dahlia had been secretly wearing
beneath her gown. King Bellwort was probably rolling in his grave
right about now. The thought brought a smile to Jadyn’s lips. The
wound in his side was still throbbing in pain. “I’m glad to have
them.” Princess Dahlia beamed at Jadyn’s easy acceptance.

“King Jadyn…” Prince Periwinkle began in a
hesitant manner. “If I may…I wanted to know…what are your
intentions for troll-kind now that you are our king.”

Jadyn smiled silkily. “I plan to conquer all
of Oz and rule as its king. And I plan to have troll-kind aid me in
my pursuit of world domination. First, we must march north where I
must defeat my half-brother Noryn. With an army of trolls at my
back…I will be able to defeat him. Unfortunately, my goblin
army would be useless in the North because-”

“The goblins will go into hibernation because
of the cold,” Prince Periwinkle piped up. “Right?”

Jadyn’s eyes narrowed at the troll prince. He
was smarter than he looked. “Indeed.”

Periwinkle was grinning. “I read about
goblins. Well, you’re lucky. Trolls aren’t affected by the cold.
Only sunlight. As you well know.” Periwinkle glanced over at
the pieces of stone that were once his father.

Jadyn followed Prince Periwinkle’s line of
sight, and spotted the stone head of Bellwort. He cleared his
throat; feeling uncomfortable all of a sudden. “I hope you won’t
hold your father’s death against me. I want us to be allies. I
mean, I’m sorry-”

“Oh, no need to apologize,” Prince Periwinkle
swiftly cut Jadyn off. “Our father was a tyrant! I don’t know if
you’re aware, but…it’s our people who mined all of the emeralds
that decorate the Emerald City. We should be a rich and prosperous
people, but King Bellwort hoarded those riches all for himself. Our
people were starving, and there was nothing I could do to stop him.
I wasn’t strong enough. I’m a runt, and not a very good fighter.
But now, I see that size doesn’t matter, in the end. This
does.” Periwinkle tapped the side of his head.

Jadyn offered the troll prince a sincere
smile. “Indeed.” He was beginning to like this young troll. Trolls
weren’t exactly known for their intellectual pursuits, and he was
surprised the prince had read books on goblins. A kindred
spirit, perhaps. Jadyn thought to himself.

Princess Dahlia was giving Jadyn a concerned
look while nibbling on her lower lip. After a few minutes she
gathered the courage to say what was on her mind. “Forgive my
impertinence, King Jadyn, but are you also in danger of going into
hibernation if you go up north?”

Jadyn stiffened. One never revealed a
weakness to a potential enemy. He narrowed his eyes at the troll
princess. “No,” he snapped coldly.

A chagrined expression fell over Dahlia’s
face. “I only ask because if that were the case…my brother and I
could lead the army to the north and fight for you, under your
instructions. You need not go at all. We could handle everything
for you.”

“You think I’d trust you enough to put you
and your brother in command of the troll army?” Jadyn mused
aloud.

Princess Dahlia seemed to realize how absurd
she was being and blushed. “Forgive me, King Jadyn. I was out of
line to suggest such nonsense-”

Jadyn stroked his chin in a thoughtful
manner. “No. Wait. That’s an excellent idea. Will the troops follow
you and your brother?”

“Yes,” Princess Dahlia said. “As long as you
bestow the authority to command the army upon us there shouldn’t be
a problem.”

“Then, consider it bestowed.” Jadyn waved a
careless hand in their direction. “I will accompany the army to the
frontlines, but after the battle starts there are more urgent
matters that I must attend to. Alone. Therefore, I will leave the
army in your hands at that point.”

“My brother and I are yours to command,”
Princess Dahlia said, batting her eyelashes flirtatiously at Jadyn.
Prince Periwinkle gawped at his sister in horror for her audacity,
but thankfully Jadyn was completely oblivious to her flirting.
Periwinkle let out a sigh of relief.

“Excellent,” Jadyn cooed evilly. “The north
will be ours. Muahahaha!” He let out an evil cackle and gave the
trolls an expectant look.

Princess Dahlia and Prince Periwinkle
exchanged a look before they began to join in and laugh along with
Jadyn.

***

After Jadyn was sure that the trolls
understood his plan to the best of their ability, he teleported to
his bedchamber within his castle located in the west of Oz. As soon
as he was sure that he was alone in his room he allowed himself to
sink to his knees.

He let his glamour spells fall and stared at
the stab wound that King Bellwort had managed to inflict upon him
right before he died. Jadyn touched the wound and then stared at
the blood on his hand. His blood didn’t appear to be clotting, and
the wound was still bleeding profusely and didn’t appear to be
healing at all. This…wasn’t good.

Jadyn summoned a healing potion to his hand,
unstoppered the vial, and drank the red potion. He watched the
wound expectantly, waiting for it to start to heal and close.
But…nothing happened.

Jadyn frowned, prodded at the wound
curiously, and winced at the pain that caused him. Why wasn’t it
healing? What kind of poison had been on the Troll King’s blade?
Angry black lines were traveling from the wound and spreading over
his green skin. A curse, perhaps? Jadyn sighed. He’d have to
worry about finding a way to break this curse later. He had more
important things to attend to…such as preparing for his battle
against his brother Noryn.

Jadyn summoned a roll of white cloth
bandages, and wrapped the bandages around his lower torso, covering
the stab wound. That would have to do for now. Perhaps, his innate
magic would heal the wound eventually, if left on its own, if he
were lucky.

Jadyn’s thoughts strayed to Leona and her
ability to heal wounds with her enchanted singing. Leona’s singing
may be able to help break the curse. But he couldn’t go to his
‘friends’ for help since with his current actions he’d already
betrayed them.

They were about to be on opposing sides once
again.

Jadyn would be marching upon the north, and
he was sure Theodore Gale would show up to try and stop him. But he
couldn’t let Theodore win this time. He had to emerge victorious
from this battle. He had to defeat his brother Noryn, the Good
Wizard of the North.

I wonder what that fool of a cowboy is
doing right now? A crooked smile formed on Jadyn’s face.
He’s probably busy getting drunk. I never should have taught him
how to brew beer. The warlock mused dryly before he blacked out
and collapsed on the cold, stone floor of his bedchamber.

To be continued in…Chapter 2:


Chapter 2:

 


Theodore Gale was having the time of his
life. He was at a football game, and there were super hot
cheerleaders and he had a cold, alcoholic beer in his hand.
It really didn’t get any better than this. I’m on top of the
world. Theo inwardly crowed to himself.

Seated next to him was Anne Raggedy - the
brilliant, former living doll now human, and now with a very
fuckable pussy. Did Theo mention that she was his
girlfriend? Booyah!

The cowboy reached out, grabbed her hand, and
held it - just because he could. Anne was wearing a sleeveless,
black and red plaid shirt, a short jean skirt, brown cowboy hat,
and matching cowboy boots. He’d designed the outfit himself and the
seamstresses in the Emerald City had made it for him to gift to
Anne. Anne’s apple-red hair was styled into two braided
pigtails.

And, no - Theo wasn’t back on Earth. He was
still in Oz and currently inside the new stadium that had been
constructed in the Emerald City. He’d decided to enlighten the
denizens of the Emerald City to the greatness of American football,
and had even taught them how to play.

He’d also explained that every football game
needed cheerleaders. A group of curious girls had listened intently
to Theo’s explanation on what cheerleaders were, and had made Theo
teach them a few of the cheerleading moves he remembered from off
the top of his head from all the games he’d attended with his Uncle
Em.

Thinking about his uncle caused him to feel a
pang in his chest. He wasn’t too worried about Uncle Em anymore
though. He’d had Jadyn open a portal to the Gale Farm and drop a
small fortune in gold coins right on Uncle Em’s front step. The
gold had been a reward given to him by Ozlyn for saving the Emerald
City, but Theo didn’t really need that much money to begin
with.

A lascivious grin spread across Theo’s face
as he leered at the cheerleaders and admired the outfits they were
wearing. He’d designed the outfits, of course, and they had been
made to his exact specifications. The cheerleaders were wearing
gold sports bras, short, green, plaited skirts, white knee socks,
and tennis shoes. The girls were holding green and gold pompoms -
one in each hand. On the tops of their heads they were wearing
headbands that had a pair of white, fuzzy bunny ears attached.

They were perfectly normal cheerleading
outfits. Right?

Even though Theo was ogling the cheerleaders
he was a changed man - a one-woman man now. He was in a
serious relationship with Anne Raggedy. He just hoped he didn’t
fuck it up…like he usually did. Theo took a large swig of his beer
to distract himself from his way-too-sober thoughts.

The cold beer Theo was holding in his hand
was courtesy of the Wicked Warlock of the West, Jadyn - who’d
actually kept his promise, and had taught Theo how to brew beer and
the art of winemaking. Theo had passed his newfound knowledge of
making booze to the Munchkins who’d immediately opened up a brewery
and a vineyard.

Jadyn may have had ‘Wicked’ in his job title,
but Theo thought he was a good bro. Back in Kansas, Theo didn’t
have many guy friends since he tended to unintentionally steal
their girlfriends. Whoops. But now, Theo was happy that he
finally had a guy friend his age. Besides, having a powerful
warlock that could do magic as a friend was just freakin
awesome.

Also seated in the stands with him were his
other new friends: a sexy lion girl, and a badass cyborg assassin.
Leona Bravehart was wearing a glittery, pink and gold tank top, a
pair of tight jeans, and black leather ankle boots. Her
golden-blonde hair was loose and cascaded around her shoulders in
soft waves. Leona’s golden eyes with slit pupils were sparkling
with interest as she watched the football game.

Tina Woodcutter was wearing a black leather
corset, pencil skirt, and a pair of black stilettos that had red
soles. Her long black hair had dark blue streaks in it that brought
out the color of her gray-blue eyes. Tina no longer wore the silver
facemask, which concealed the features of her face, and Theo was
having a bit of a hard time getting used to seeing someone with his
mother’s face basically. Although, Tina looked much younger than
his mother did, it was still strange. But, Theo supposed that it
was only to be expected since Tina was a clone of his mother.

Theo had also designed these outfits for the
girls. He’d wanted Leona to look like a Pop Idol and Tina to look
like a Dominatrix Secretary. Theo nodded to himself thinking that
he’d done a pretty good job on their makeovers.

In a way, Theo was surprised everyone put up
with his crazy ideas. He flashed a cheeky grin at the two girls,
and they just smiled back at him. A warm feeling bubbled up inside
of his chest. He had awesome friends. Friends that he’d do anything
for.

Theo made an effort to pull his gaze off his
hot female friends, and returned his attention to the football
game. Theo had helped the Ozians to come up with two team names:
The Flying Monkeys and The Hammerheads. Hammerheads
were actually a race of people in Oz that had necks like an
accordion. If a Hammerhead felt threatened they would extend their
neck rapidly in a headbutt attack.

The helmets that team members of the Flying
Monkeys were wearing had the image of a tiny flying monkey on them
while the helmets the team members of The Hammerheads were wearing
had the image of a tiny, male Hammerhead. Theo had designed their
padded uniforms on what he could remember from the games he’d
watched with his uncle. The Flying Monkeys’ uniforms were red and
gold while the Hammerheads’ uniforms were black and green.

One of the Flying Monkeys got the football
and started to run across the field. He was tackled to the ground,
however, and The Hammerheads started to form a body pile on top of
the poor guy. Theo winced, having sympathy pains. This football
game was turning out to be a lot more similar to a rugby game. Theo
noted with a slight frown. He decided he might have to go over the
rules with the two teams again later.

At halftime the cheerleaders started to
perform - doing impressive cartwheels, pyramids, and complicated
jumps and catches. Theo started to drool as the cheerleaders’
breasts bounced up and down as they did their stunts.

“Theodore Gale! What is the meaning of
this?” a female voice demanded in a stern tone.

Theo flinched guiltily and glanced over his
shoulder to see his mother, Janie Gale, otherwise known as the
Sultry Sorceress, Ozlyn, approaching him in the stands. She
appeared to be on the warpath, and Theo let out a little squeak.
“Eek.”

Ozlyn’s thick, black and silver-streaked hair
had been styled into an elaborate, Queenly updo. She was wearing a
regal, green silk dress that was decorated with golden embroidery.
A white porcelain mask with green accents covered her face, and was
decorated with glittering gemstones and feathers.

Theo flushed out of embarrassment and
groaned. “Mom, what are you doing here?”

Ozlyn placed her hands on her hips in an
authoritative pose. “Did you really think I wouldn’t find out
about…all this?” Ozlyn waved her hand at the football field,
and then shook her head in obvious disappointment. “I told you to
be careful not to influence Oz’s culture and traditions. And yet,
you have the Ozians playing football and drinking
beer and…are those Playboy Bunny Girls? Theo!” Her
tone of voice had turned scandalized.

“Cheerleaders, actually,” Theo quickly
corrected. “And I couldn’t help myself from making a few changes to
their uniforms. So, sue me. Any normal, hot-blooded American man
would have done the same in my place.”

Ozlyn brought her index fingers up to her
temples and started to rub in slow circles. She could feel a
headache coming on, and as she said his name again it was with
obvious exasperation. “Theo.”

The football game started up again and
everyone in the stands started to cheer as the two teams made their
way out onto the field. Ozlyn jerked in surprise, caught off guard
by the crowd’s fervor.

“Ozlyn, if I may,” Anne began with an amused
twinkle in her dark, intelligent eyes, “everyone in the Emerald
City is really enjoying being exposed to this new game called
‘football’. The people are happy, and have less idle time on their
hands. It’s all in good fun.”

“And those cheerleaders don’t bother you,
Anne?” Ozlyn asked with a skeptical note to her voice.

Anne smiled serenely. “Theo is allowed to
look. Not touch.”

“Right on,” Theo agreed heartily.

Ozlyn sighed. “Next thing I know you’ll be
planting trees in the Emerald City.”

Theo scratched his cheek in a befuddled
manner. “What would be so horrible about that?”

Ozlyn unconsciously started to rub her arms
that had become covered in goosebumps. “The trees in Oz are not to
be trusted, Theo.”

“Okayyyy,” Theo said. Sometimes his mother
really liked saying ominous things. “As for the football, things
were getting really boring around here. It’s not like anyone
appeared to have anything else to do in this city besides shop for
new clothes.”

“The city is not boring,” Ozlyn huffed, and
bristled as she took offense. “It’s at peace. Peace that has been
hard won.”

Theo mouthed to Anne: ‘boring’.

At that moment, in a cloud of blue smoke,
Noryn, the Good Wizard of the North, suddenly materialized in their
midst. “Allow me to alleviate your boredom, Theodore Gale, Savior
of Oz.”

“Shit. Dude. Don’t just pop up out of nowhere
like that,” Theo chided with a hand over his thundering heart. “You
almost gave me a freakin heart attack. Damn wizards. What do you
want?” The cowboy narrowed his eyes in suspicion at Noryn.

“I need your help,” Noryn said without
preamble, not one to beat around the bush. “An army of trolls
marches upon the Northern Kingdom as we speak.”

“Trolls? I don’t really know anything about
trolls,” Theo said, while a visual image started to form in his
mind of a plastic troll doll with a mohawk of bright pink hair. An
amused smirk curled his lips. “But aren’t they like
three-inches-tall? They can’t be giving you that much trouble.”

Noryn tried not to be irritated with Theo’s
blasé manner. “For your information, the trolls in Oz are
eight-feet-tall. And happen to be fierce warriors.”

Theo blinked. “Eight-feet-tall! How many are
there?” His brow furrowed.

“50,000,” Noryn said.

“You expect me to defeat 50,000 trolls
single-handedly?” Theo let out a disbelieving snort. “What have you
been smoking? And can I have some?”

“Of course I don’t expect you to defeat an
army of trolls on your own, you imbecile,” Noryn snapped. “I merely
require your help in defeating their leader who happens to possess
powerful magic.”

“Oh. I get it now. Why you came to the
Guardians of the Galaxy, I mean, Guardians of Oz for help.” Theo
chuckled at his own little inside joke. “I should definitely be
able to handle taking care of one wizard.”

Anne shot her reckless boyfriend a worried
look. “Theo…”

“Your friends can accompany you, of course,”
Noryn added smoothly, and there was a sly glint in his blue eyes.
“If they would like.”

“Where Theo goes, I go,” Anne declared in an
adamant tone.

“I may be of some help. Someone may need to
be healed,” Leona
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