Somewhere, on the other side of the kingdom, there was a dark and horrifying city named Volcano Valley. Fiery hot lava oozed out of every crevice. Giant eruptions of heat made the sky glow a sinister red. The clouds hung low, hugging their twisted and gnarled arms to the very edges of the city. The eruptions smelled worse than you could ever imagine. Think of rotten eggs, vomit, mouldy bread, stinky socks and then think of this smell multiplied by a hundred. The giant stone spiders that guarded the Valley thudded around the kingdom. The force of their massive legs caused spiky rocks to crumble from the dark volcano crater that dominated the town. This was a place of fear, a place of terror, a place of hatred. Miles below the volcano, deep down – further than any human could imagine - lived a creature. This creature had amazing powers: powers that could cause the collapse of a civilization. He was called Lord Horreur. Lord Horreur was a bitter man. A thick cloak hung over his wispy, snaky hair and his ragged eye patch. His nails were shears that could slice the sweets out of any young child’s hand. Lord Horreur’s eyes swirled purple: a hypnotising purple of evil. These were his greatest asset. These eyes had destroyed and would destroy again. Just now they focused on something – a cauldron. The smouldering cauldron shot out pictures. Pictures of war, of sadness. Pictures of a princess who was soon to be Horreur’s next victim…
