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Tom and Elenna are such fools! They thought their Quests were over and that my master was defeated. They were wrong! For now Malvel has the Warlock’s Staff, hewn from the Tree of Being, and all kingdoms will soon be at his mercy.

 

We travel the land of Seraph, to find the Eternal Flame. And when we burn the Staff in the flame, our evil magic will be unstoppable. Tom and Elenna can chase us if they wish, but they’ll find more than just Beasts lying in wait. They’re alone this time, with no wizard to help them.

 

I hope Tom and Elenna are ready to meet me again. I’ve been waiting a long time for my revenge.

 

Yours, with glee, Petra the Witch


PROLOGUE
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Two figures stood at the mouth of a dark cave. Icicles hung from the rocks around them and there was deep snow underfoot.

Evil Wizard Malvel, and Petra, gazed northwards, where a plume of bright flame flickered on a mountain top.

“Do you see it?” he hissed. “The Eternal Flame is where we will burn the Warlock’s Staff and gain victory!”

“So why have we come to this cave?” Petra asked.

“Don’t ask questions,” snarled Malvel. “Just obey me!” He snapped his fingers and gestured into the cave.

Petra nodded and went scuttling into the gloom. Malvel folded his arms, a cruel smile twisting his lips as he listened to the whining and yapping of a dog.

A few moments later, Petra came out into the light, dragging a collie behind her at the end of a rope. The animal dug his paws into the packed dirt of the cave floor, but Petra had no trouble pulling him to the wizard’s side.

“I have powerful new magic to work on this creature,” Malvel said, looking disdainfully at the cowering dog.

The dog looked up at the wizard, pulling desperately on his lead, his eyes full of fear.

Malvel slid his hand into a pocket and drew out a rosewood wand. It had animal teeth embedded into it, and scraps of fur hung from leather thongs tied to the handle.

Petra wrinkled her nose. The wand smelt disgusting!

Malvel glared at her. “Keep the animal under control!” he growled.

The dog was fighting to get loose, but Petra clung on to the rope and kept him at the wizard’s side. Malvel aimed the point of the wand at the dog’s head. Immediately, the dog sat down in the snow at the cave entrance, staring at the end of the wand as though transfixed.

Malvel twirled the wand slowly through the air, making the scraps of fur float. He spoke under his breath:

“Beastly is as beastly does,

Change for me, and banish good.”

Petra hadn’t heard this spell before. She watched as green smoke began to billow around the dog. Whining, the dog fell twisting onto its back. All four legs kicked snow into the air and the dog’s spine arched as its body writhed and contorted.

Petra backed away, her eyes widening in horror.

“Excellent!” hissed Malvel. Even he seemed surprised at how well his spell was working.

The poor dog was panting now, twitching and shuddering in the green smoke. Petra gasped as she saw the animal’s thrashing body grow and distort. Suddenly it turned over and leapt to its feet. It towered over them.

Petra shrank back. There was no sign of the miserable dog any more – this Beast was a snarling evil monster. His tongue lolled from his mouth, spraying them with foul saliva, and his eyes glowed with anger.
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Petra stared at the huge paws, each easily as large as her own head. The Beast’s fur glistened greasily and it gave a loud growl.

Petra cowered down as the monstrous dog leapt. But it sprang over her head and went loping away down the snowy mountainside, barking wildly.

“The spell worked. You’ve fulfilled your purpose, you mutt!” snarled Malvel. He lifted the wand again and pointing it towards the dog. Green smoke spurted through the air, chasing after the running Beast.

The smoke curled round the animal and with a dreadful howl it fell dead on the mountainside.

Petra stared at the wizard. “Why did you kill it?” she asked.

Malvel’s lips curled in a slow smile. “I needed to be sure that my spell would work.” He waved a dismissive hand at the fallen animal. “But it’s clear now that I can create as many Beasts as I wish,” he said. “And I have a very particular victim in mind!”

Petra frowned. “Who is this special victim?” she asked. “If I’m to help you, I need to know your plans.”

Malvel glared at her. “Can you not guess?” he asked.

Petra looked anxiously up into the wizard’s face. “Is it something to do with the poisoned meat you commanded me to leave in the back of the cave?” she asked.

“It is indeed,” said Malvel. “I cast a binding spell over the meat – now we leave it here for the next victim.”

“But who is the victim?” insisted Petra. “Another dog?”

Malvel stared at her. “No,” he said. “Not a dog. Haven’t you guessed yet? It’s a wolf…” His eyes shone with malice. “Before this day is out, I’ll have unleashed a Wild Terror!”
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Series 9: The Warlock’s Staff

Malvel is up to his evil tricks again!
The fate of all the lands is in Tom's hands...
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