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So… You still wish to follow Tom on his Beast Quest.

 

Turn back now. A great evil lurks beneath Avantia, waiting to arise and conquer the kingdom with violence and rage. Six Beasts with the hearts of Ancient Warriors, at the mercy of the Evil Wizard, Malvel, who I fear has reached the height of his powers.

 

War awaits us all.

 

I beg you again: Close this book and turn away. Evil will rise. Darkness will fall.

 

Your friend,

Wizard Aduro




PROLOGUE
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A prison of cold, blue fire surrounded Malvel.

He sat alone in his chamber, in the tallest turret of his ruined castle. The walls had collapsed in his years of absence, leaving a jagged hole like a mouth of rotting teeth. Malvel stared out over the barren landscape of Gorgonia.

Red clouds swirled above the endless plains. No one dared approach the castle, even now.

The Evil Wizard had lost track of the days and nights since he’d found himself back here. He’d come so close to burning the Warlock’s Staff in the Eternal Flame of Seraph. If he had managed to do that, he’d have achieved ultimate power – he would have had the strength to conquer any kingdom he wished.

But he’d failed. One moment he’d been fighting, and the next he’d fallen into the Flame itself.

And all because of that wretched boy…

“Tom!” He spat the name of his enemy.

It was over. While the fiery cage encased him, Malvel could never leave his castle, never step foot in Avantia again. Only one man had the spells to release him – Good Wizard Aduro. Malvel scoffed. And why should that old fool help me?

But Malvel had set a plan in motion so that was starting to happen back in Avantia…

A dust cloud had appeared on the horizon. Malvel narrowed his eyes and saw a rider galloping across the plain towards the castle.

“A visitor?” he muttered.

The horse carried a soldier wearing armour, but Malvel wasn’t afraid. No weapon known to man could penetrate the magical flames that surrounded him.

He heard the horse enter the castle grounds, and then the slow tread of footsteps climbing the stone stairs. He turned to the doorway as a figure stepped from the shadows. The armoured man still wore his helmet.

“You show great courage trespassing here,” said Malvel. “Foolish courage.”

The intruder lifted a gauntleted hand, unclipped the fastenings behind his helmet, and pulled it away.

Long red locks tumbled free.

“Freya!” gasped Malvel.

Tom’s mother walked slowly around him, her hand on the hilt of her sword. “Aduro told me I’d find you here,” she said.

“How is my old enemy?” sneered Malvel. “Sent you to check up on me, has he?”

“I was returning from Gwildor,” Freya replied. “Aduro used his magic to send me here. You’ve harmed Avantia for the last time.”

Malvel gestured to the blue flames around him. “You’re wrong. I’ve made sure of that.”

Freya’s brow creased. “What are you talking about?” she said.

Malvel smiled. “New evil is coming to Avantia. An ancient magic destined to destroy that petty kingdom and kill your son.”
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“You’re lying,’ said Freya, but Malvel could see the fear in her eyes.

“Let me show you,” he said, grinning wider. He lifted both hands so his palms faced each another. Between them formed a ball of yellow flame. An image came into focus within the orb, showing peaceful villages dotting a beautiful landscape. Animals roamed in green fields under clear blue skies.

“Is that…?” Freya began.

“Avantia?” Malvel said. “Yes – my precious home. Are you watching closely?”

Suddenly a black shape fell over the kingdom and Freya jerked back in horror. Malvel grinned to himself as a giant Beast shaped like an owl swooped over the fields, scattering terrified cattle. The vision followed its soaring journey, its orange eyes aglow. Grey feathers dripped with thick black tar, leaving a trail of fire through a field of crops, scorching them to blackened stumps.

The Beast opened its beak to reveal jagged teeth set in bleeding red gums. It screeched, making Freya clutch her ears.

As the image faded, a cold wind swept into the ruined turret, but Malvel didn’t feel the cold at all.

“What is that thing?” asked Freya, her voice trembling.

“Meet Noctila,” said Malvel. “The new enemy of Avantia.”
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