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“Why did you even open a Wand Shop on the top of a bloody mountain?” 

Tommy Ward just laughed at his Raven, Jasper, as it spoke right into his ear and hopped on his shoulder. Jasper was so close he could smell the warm worms on his breath and he wished Jasper actually cleaned his teeth like he asked.

But Jasper was never going to change, just like him. It was why they had been friends for years, they had never left each other and even when the Magic Guild had kicked them both out. They were both still here, together and happy.

“This is just stupid,” Jasper said.

Tommy shook his head, at least he was happy for the most part.

He watched Jasper land on the snowy ground a few metres from him, and maybe Jasper had a point. They were standing on the top of a massive mountain, tens upon tens of miles above any town or village. And the icy cold breeze brushing his cheeks was starting to feel like sandpaper against his skin.

The gentle howl of the wind made him shiver and it was almost impossible to hear Jasper complain even more about the weather as the wind picked up a little.

Tommy’s long blond hair started flapping round wildly so he clicked his fingers and he wrapped it up in a perfect bun.

Jasper flew back over and landed on his other shoulder. The horrible smell of worms was even stronger now. Tommy wanted to gag so badly.

“Are you even expecting to sell wands today?” Jasper asked gesturing to the long wooden table in front of Tommy with his two wings.

Tommy smiled. He ran his hand lightly over the perfectly smooth wooden knobs, lumps and bumps of his wide range of wands. To other people, it might have looked like organised chaos with the wands in their range of colours, sizes and shapes so close together it was impossible to tell them apart.

But he could tell them all apart perfectly. He had crafted every single one, they were like his children. He could always tell one of his own wands.

He picked up one of his favourite wands. It was curved made from the black charred wood of an oak and the wand core was filled with blood. Not exactly a pure wand but it was powerful, balanced and it obeyed whatever the user wanted. 

For better or for worse. He carefully placed it back in his pocket.

“Oh God,” Jasper said. “You actually have customers incoming,”

Tommy grinned as he looked into the distance, across the stunningly perfect mountain range with an immense frozen lake below. Then he frowned. He saw three massive sickly green dragons fly towards the mountain.

The air crackled with sickly green magic, the taste of blood formed in his mouth and Tommy just knew that this was bad.

“Jasper, listen to me carefully. You must fly to the Magic Guild immediately and tell them to come here. Say it’s urgent and tell them about the sickly green dragons,” 

“Oh, of course. You don’t want me here to see you fail to sell some silly wands,”

Tommy’s stomach tightened into a painful knot. He really didn’t want Jasper here because he might die, he might be transformed, he might be corrupted.

He might not always like the grumpy old sod but he never wanted his friend to die.

“Please, go,”

Jasper nodded at the polite word and he zoomed off as quickly and as subtly as he could.

Tommy let out a breath he didn’t know he was holding. If these were members of the Pestis Gang then he wasn’t strong enough to defeat them. These people could and would easily cause outbreaks of Ebola, cancer and plague just for “fun”. 

And just to grow their diseased legions of monsters.

He had to buy time for the Magic Guild to get here no matter what it took. Too many innocent lives depended on him trapping the Pestis Gang here.

A moment later the sickly green dragons landed and Tommy felt an intense wave of sadness wash over him. Each former beautiful dragon had its scales falling off and replaced with mould, their eyes were like hard-boiled eggs and their tongues were like rotting meat left out in the summer sun.

These were not dragons anymore, they were not much of anything.

“Good morning,” a man said.

Tommy smiled at the three men in their sickly green armour with flies, maggots and worms crawling out of every hole in their awful armour. He was surprised they could walk but the men’s faces looked fine and healthy.

“What can I do for you fine gentlemen this morning?” Tommy asked.

He bit his tongue as soon as he said that. He probably should have waited an extra few seconds to help buy Jasper a little more time.

He couldn’t make a quick sale here. He had to keep the Gang here.

The tallest of the three men came over to the table and snarled at the wands. The wands crackled a little as a gesture of contempt. 

Tommy wanted to shake his head. The wands did not want to be sold to these people and he couldn’t blame them. Equally, this wasn’t great. If the wands attacked or performed badly then it might make the gang leave even sooner and once again the Pestis gang would be into the wind.

Ready to kill and unleash as many plagues as they wanted.

“It is a stupid idea to set up a shop on top of a mountain,” the man said running his fingers over the wands.

Blue magical energy crackled violently around one of the wands the man was about to touch, but he thankfully didn’t.

The man grinned. “I am Marti Mortum and you really are a fine craftsman,”

Tommy couldn’t help himself. He took a few steps back as Marti, the Harbinger of Death, the leader of the Pestis gang just smiled at me revealing all his foul, blackened teeth.

The taste of blood got even worse and he realised a blood-filled sore was growing inside his mouth.

“You will do as you are told, understand?” Marti asked.

Tommy nodded. he seriously wanted Jasper and the Guild to return immediately. He needed them. He was in danger. He was alone and trapped and-

He stared back at Marti. He might have been a former Wizard of the Guild but Tommy was trained, he was dangerous and these wands obeyed him for now. 

That was all Tommy needed.

“What are you looking for?” Tommy asked.

Marti whipped out a curved diseased wand that Tommy instantly recognised as one of his. The blood was corrupted and dripped out of the wood like it had been boiled and slashed. 

“Your wands are great weapons to create plagues. If you listen closely to the wand, you can still hear all the screams of the men and women as they were devoured and in crippling pain,” Marti said.

His two guards laughed and flies crawled out of their mouths. Tommy wanted to kill these monsters. It was outrageous, twisted and insane what the Pestis gang did to innocent people.

“I do not see a wand like this one,” Marti said. “So you will make one,”

“Never,” Tommy said moving his hand to his pocket. Thankfully the black curved wand was still there and safe, for now.

The blood-filled sore in his mouth exploded and Tommy screamed out in agony. He collapsed to the snowy ground as black blood poured from his mouth.

He wiped the blood away and Marti stood over him. “I told you that you will do as you are told. Did you not think I meant it?”

“You corrupt the very land you walk on,” Tommy said.

Marti whipped out a rusty blade that dripped puss from the tip. And Marti stroked Tommy’s chin with the blade.

“I will corrupt you and make you mine. You clearly cannot do as you are told and come on, did you really expect your best friend, your raven to save you,”

Tommy’s entire body tensed. What had happened to Jasper? He just wanted to know if he was okay, alive and safe? He couldn’t lose Jasper.

Not after everything they had been through together. Sure, Jasper could be a moany sod but Jasper was his best friend, his everything.

Tommy just stared at Marti. “What the hell did you do?”

Jasper squeaked overhead and Tommy’s eyes widened as his best friend landed on Marti’s shoulder with eyes like hard-boiled eggs, black blood dripping from his mouth and even worse, small mushrooms growing out of a stab wound over his heart.

Tommy had no idea what to do. He had been putting all his hope on Jasper. And he had lost his best friend, his only friend, the only person who brought him any joy at all.

Jasper was dead.

And Marti had to pay.

Tommy whipped out the black curved wand and-

Before he could even form a magical thought in his mind, Jasper shot towards him and ripped the wand out of his hand. And the diseased, corrupted raven gently gave the wand to its new master, Marti.

“Why?” Tommy asked, before he realised that his best friend was truly dead. 

His right foot shook a little. He had no idea what he was going to do now. It had always been him and Jasper, Jasper and him. He was all alone now.

Marti licked the black curved wand and grinned. Tommy hissed as crimson magical energy crackled violently and a slight humming came from the wooden table with all the other wands.

Marti’s two guards grabbed handfuls of wands and stuffed them into their pockets. Even the sickly green dragons were shuffling over, their rotting muscles barely able to keep their massive skeletons upright. 

Tommy forced himself up. “You will not be leaving with any of those wands,” 

Marti laughed. “How the hell will you stop us?”

Tommy went to open his mouth but Marti flicked the wand and Tommy tried to scream as his lips merged into a single piece of flesh. He couldn’t talk, he didn’t have a mouth, he couldn’t even scream.

“That is so much better,” Marti said and Jasper nodded.

Tommy tried to
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