Extract from The Battle

Wizzo’s blood turned to ice. 
He had to do something to delay Mortor and give the Golden Army time to get there before Mortor took them hostage. 
Wizzo looked for the android of Cryptor, but it was lying trussed up in a whip at Bella’s feet. It was useless. It wasn’t powerful enough to snap several layers of whip cord. 
That left the bee drones. Wizzo switched on voice control to give them commands. 
‘Swarm formation. Attack Mortor! Get under his robe and drive him mad!’ 
[bookmark: _GoBack]The drones responded and launched themselves on Mortor in a perfect swarm. They had no stings, but they had spiky metallic legs. They crawled under his robe. Gripping his skin with the hooks on their legs, they pinched him with all their might. 
Mortor went berserk! He slapped and tore at his robe while running around and wailing like a banshee. 
The warhorses, now free of their riders, took this opportunity to escape. 
The rabble were torn between running from the swarm when it had finished with Mortor or watching the Dark Warlord jitterbugging and gabbling insanely. 
Wizzo saw a newsman on another screen. He was filming everything. His face was alight with excitement. He had NO IDEA he was in danger. 
Bella and Katy realised what Wizzo was up to. But where was Zara? 
Suddenly, a loud commanding voice rang out. ‘I AM TAKING CHARGE! Mortor can’t lead you in this state. He’s gone stark raving mad! I am next in command as his wife.’ It was the real Cyanor. She saw this as her chance to grab power. 
A black robed figure whirled dramatically into the centre of the clearing. ‘NO! I AM CYANOR! She’s an imposter. Tie HER up.’ It was ZARA! Playing the role of her life. 
The confused mob looked at one ... then the other. Both were warty and hideous. 
One of the oldest wizards stepped forward. He had eyes like a hawk and peered at each one. 
‘No difference,’ he announced. ‘Tie ‘em both up an’ let Mortor decide when ‘e’s sensible again.’ 
Both Cyanors were grabbed and tied to a tree on the other side of the clearing. Opposite Bella and Katy. 
‘You can’t do this to ME!’ screeched the real Cyanor. 
‘SHUT that fake witch up!’ shouted Zara. ‘Release ME!’ 
Bella was looking at the two Cyanors in awe. Even she was unsure which witch was which! 
Mortor was now plucking drones out of his robes and trying to squash them between his fingers. 
‘These aren’t real bees,’ he spluttered as he tore their wings off and disabled them. They fell to the ground, and he stamped on them in a frenzy. 
Mortor was ready to take charge again. He was spitting and foaming in fury! 

