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Trouble Ahead 

 
Hidden inside a dark cloud, the airship flew 

over the shark-infested ocean towards St 

Viper’s School for Super Villains.  

In the passenger deck, pupils laughed, 

burped and yelled at one another, drowning 

out the hum of the engine. Demon Kid, one of 

the new First Years, sized up the other boys 

and girls relaxing on leather sofas or sticking 

their heads out of windows. They had frost on 

their eyebrows when they pulled their heads in. 

There were kids with massive muscles, wings, 

spiky bodies and tentacles – nothing out of the 

ordinary. He watched a girl squeeze a 

pulsating pimple in the direction of the 
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teacher’s coffee cup. A silver-skinned boy 

produced a crackle of zigzag lightning from the 

end of his finger. Demon ducked as it flashed 

over his head  – ZZHOOM! – hit a picture frame 

and left a brown scorch mark behind.  

I can beat that, thought Demon. I’ll show 

everyone what a real super villain can do – just 

like my dad. He waited until he felt a burning 

sensation in his throat and blew a jet of red 

and orange flame out of his mouth. WHOOSH! 

A wild-haired teacher sitting nearby rubbed his 

ears, then rustled his copy of the Black-Market 

Scientist and flicked to an article on how to 

grow deadly plague germs. 

Demon stopped breathing fire as none of 

the pupils seemed to be taking any notice of 

him either. He tugged on the tight neck of his 

new school uniform: an all-in-one acid green 

jumpsuit with black stripes down both sides, a 

belt with a snake buckle, a detachable cape 

and knee-high boots. He checked his watch. 

Had they really only been up in the air for 

twenty-five minutes? 
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‘How long until we get there?’ he asked a 

girl with a black eye mask who was relaxing on 

a reclining chair next to him. During take off 

she’d been talking non-stop to another boy 

with scaly lizard skin. 

‘I bet it’ll take hours,’ she replied, shaking 

her purple ponytail. ‘The school’s gotta be 

really far away or everyone would find it.’ 

‘Hours!’ He’d rather tear off his claws with 

his teeth than sit still for that long. 

The girl extended one of her arms beyond 

its normal length  and shook  Demon’s hand. 

‘My  name  is  Stretch.   Stacey  Stretch.’ 

PYYAANG! Her arm pinged back like elastic to 

its normal size.  

‘I’m –’ 

‘No, don’t tell me. I’ll guess.’ She looked 

Demon up and down. ‘Spiky red hair, shiny 

black eyes, claws and a tail. Your name must 

be Devil-Boy?’ 

‘No, it’s Demon Kid. But you can call me 

Demon.’ 
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An icy jab on the back of his neck made 

him jump. Demon glanced over his shoulder at 

a group of much bigger and meaner-looking 

kids. A blue-skinned boy with hair sculpted into 

a peak stuck out his pierced tongue and the 

others laughed. 

Demon gave the big kids a hard stare and 

turned back. He ran a claw over the skin of his 

neck, scraped away something cold and 

crunchy and examined it. Underneath his claw 

a thin layer of frost glistened. 

‘Good one, Chill,’ he heard someone say 

behind him. 

Stretch leaned towards Demon. ‘I bet 

Chill’s the blue one,’ she whispered. 

Demon felt the icy touch again. This time a 

shot of extreme cold ran all the way down his 

spine to the tip of his tail. 

Pressure built inside his head like an 

inflating balloon. He caught sight of his hands. 

They were turning red. His vision blurred as if 

a red mist had filled the cabin. They’ll be sorry 

in a minute. 
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‘Freeze him to death,’ said one of Chill’s 

friends. 

Demon’s temper flared. His hair burst into 

flames, fire flickered on the backs of his hands 

and his chair caught light. Without even 

thinking about it, he swivelled and a firebolt 

blazed from his mouth – FWOOSH! – and 

scorched Chill’s hand. 

 
ZSSSSS! A jet of something cold knocked 

Demon sideways off his chair. KERTHUMP! 
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Thick white foam sprayed inside his ear, down 

his back, up his nose and in his mouth. He 

sneezed and spluttered. The flames 

dampened down and in a few seconds fizzled 

out completely. 

Demon’s vision slowly came back into 

focus and the compartment lost its red glow. 

‘He’s not even burnt,’ some pupils whispered. 

Others laughed at him lying on the floor, 

covered in foam. 

The teacher stood glaring at Demon, 

holding a fire extinguisher. He had several 

rows of pointed teeth like a shark. ‘I am trying 

to read my journal,’ he snapped. 

‘He started it!’ Demon jumped to his feet, 

clenching his foamy hands into fists. 

‘Any more disturbance from either of you 

and I’ll have you searching the toilets for bog 

bombs twice a day, every day for the entire 

school year,’ said the teacher. ‘Understood?’ 

‘Yeah.’ Chill rolled his eyes. 

‘Yes, sir,’ said Demon. 
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The teacher sat down, propped the 

extinguisher between his legs and put his head 

back in the magazine.  

Chill leaned over Demon’s shoulder, 

holding his burnt hand in front of Demon’s 

face. ‘You’re going to pay for that, little firebug.’ 
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The Villain’s Lair 

 

‘We could make ’im our slave,’ said a boy with 

biceps like cannonballs. He eyeballed Demon. 

‘Hmmm, I do have a job vacancy. My last 

slave died of exhaustion.’ Chill’s mouth curled 

into a thin-lipped smile. ‘From now on you’re 

going to be on call for us day and night. If we 

say go swim with the sharks you do it.’ He 

glanced at Stretch. ‘You too, bubblegum.’ 

‘Whoa! I didn’t do anything,’ said Stretch. 

Demon swivelled and banged his head 

against the sofa cushion. It smelt disgusting, of 

burnt toast.  

‘Hey, you could have picked a fight with 

someone smaller,’ Stretch said to him. ‘We’re 

never going to look like awesome super 

villains against the senior year.’ 
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‘Sorry,’ he snapped. 

Stretch turned away from him and went 

back to talking to the boy on the other side of 

her. She made no attempt to include Demon in 

the conversation. 

Over the next hour Demon’s skin returned 

to its normal shade of pink and his heart 

stopped thumping so hard. What a rubbish first 

impression to make, he thought. And I’ve 

made trouble for Stretch. Demon tried to catch 

her eye but she avoided his gaze. 

‘I really am sorry for dragging you into it,’ 

he said in a low voice. 

Stretch straightened up and gave Demon a 

small smile. ‘It’s okay. I like a challenge.’ 

The loud speaker crackled. ‘We will shortly 

be arriving at St Viper’s,’ said the pilot. ‘Hold 

on tight!’  

Demon fizzed with a mix of nerves and 

excitement. The view outside the window had 

changed from dark cloud to blue sky. Below 

them was an island with white sand, swaying 
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palm trees and a volcano surrounded by thick 

jungle. 

Wisps of smoke floated out of the volcano’s 

jagged mouth and, as they moved closer, 

ropes knocked against the windows. Demon 

dug his claws into the armrests. 
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The airship lowered into the crater past 

orangey-brown rock and dropped into a swirl of 

smoke. At the front of the cabin a small girl 

with cobwebs in her hair screamed and the 

older kids burst out laughing. ‘Help! We’re 

going to be barbecued!’ joked Chill. 

‘I’m tellin’ you man, dis baby is gonna 

blow,’ shouted his friend, trying to frighten the 

younger kids even more.  

The smoke thinned to show the bottom of a 

gigantic chamber. A circular platform filled the 

floor like a huge coin. The end of the ropes 

wound around six metal drums on the platform, 

pulling the airship down.  

‘My best friend is gonna be so jealous 

when I tell her my school’s inside a volcano,’ 

said Stretch.  

‘You can’t tell her about it,’ replied Demon. 

‘The school’s a secret.’ 

Stretch sighed. ‘That’s so not fair.’ 

BUMP! The airship landed and the thrum of 

the engine died. Demon retracted his claws. 
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‘I hope you enjoyed travelling with Enemy 

Airlines,’ said the pilot. ‘Please ensure you 

take all your personal belongings and lethal 

weapons with you.’ 

All the pupils except Demon and Stretch 

jumped up straight away. They grabbed their 

bags, bazookas and laser blasters, then they 

bit and scratched and pulled each other’s hair 

all the way to the exit.  

Wow! They’re as nasty as piranhas, 

thought Demon.  

Chill stopped in front of the hatch and 

turned to face Demon. ‘We’ll be seeing you 

soon to give you your orders,’ he said. 

‘In your dreams,’ Demon muttered. 

He and Stretch waited their turn to leave 

the airship, then jumped out onto the concrete 

landing pad. The air felt moist and warm. On 

Demon’s right was a boy with short brown hair, 

a freckly nose and glasses. He could easily 

have been mistaken for an “ultra-ordinary” if he 

wasn’t flying a few feet off the ground in a pair 
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of silver boots with blue fire roaring from the 

soles. 

‘Cool boots,’ said Demon. 

‘Thanks.’ He smiled. ‘My name’s Shrink.’ 

‘I’m Demon. And this is – ’ 

Stretch lifted one leg up behind her, 

brought her foot over her shoulder, gave it a 

tug and then wrapped her leg around her neck 

like a scarf. 

‘Stretch,’ said Demon. 

Shrink blinked. ‘That’s amazing.’ 

‘Gee, thanks.’ Stretch grinned. ‘My whole 

family’s mega talented, but I’m the only one 

that’s been in Wicked Weekly. Did you see the 

picture of me squashed inside a shoebox? 

Course, my face doesn’t look the same when 

it’s packed flat.’ 

Demon had been in Wicked Weekly more 

times than he could remember. But only 

because he happened to be with his dad when 

a journalist caught him on camera. They often 

tried to cut him out of the photo, so that just his 

elbow, claw or the tip of his tail remained. 
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He looked up at the volcano. The walls 

rose in a huge dome around him. Just a tiny 

patch of natural light filtered in through the 

opening at the top. Spotlights, windows and 

balconies had been built into the rock with 

metal staircases leading up to doorways at 

different levels. 

‘Wow,’ Demon mumbled. ‘This place is 

massive.’ 

‘Volcanoes take years and years to grow 

this big,’ explained Shrink. ‘Some are a million 

years old.’ 

And it only takes a super villain a few 

months to turn it into the perfect secret lair, 

thought Demon. 

They walked a few steps, climbed down a 

steel ladder and joined a group of nine other 

new kids who were all looking nervous. 

BOOM! A cloud of green smoke appeared. 

Demon’s tail twitched from side to side as he 

watched the smoke fade away. 
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Syndicate Of Supreme Evil 

 

A man emerged from the cloud. He was 

tap dancing in a pair of gold lace-up 

boots with steel toecaps. He had a 

barrel-shaped chest, long skinny legs 

and grey hair styled into the shape of 

two horns. Little silver spikes covered 

his black cape and a white skull adorned 

his all-in-one suit. A small roll of belly 

hung over the metal belt around his 

waist.  

He stopped jiggling around and 

looked at the waiting children. ‘Welcome 

my young whippersnappers. Welcome 

indeed to St Viper’s School for Super 
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Villains. I am Mr Madness, the head 

teacher,’ he said with an evil laugh. 

‘MWAHAHAHAHA.’ 

Demon trapped his twitchy tail 

between his legs. He’d never felt so 

nervous in all his life. 

‘Here at St Viper’s we are creating an 

elite team – a Syndicate of Supreme Evil, 

heh-heh – a force of unforgettable fear, 

ho-ho – a team of terrifying tricksters, 

har-har – to TAKE OVER THE WORLD.’ 

He spun 360 degrees, threw the cape 

over his arm and held it up to his chin. 

‘Now then. You may be wondering why 

you have been chosen for a place at this 

house of horrendous hero haters. Well, I 

will tell you . . . it is a fact that many of 

you are the spawn of super villains – ’ 

here he winked at Demon. ‘A few of you 

have gained particular powers from 

paddling in pools of poison or 
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experimenting with explosives. But only 

the most special students will be allowed 

to stay at the school.’  

Demon glanced at his new 

classmates, wondering if they were 

more gifted than him. They certainly 

looked the part.  

‘My advice is to practise and practise 

your powers until they are perfect. Keep 

looking for ways to demonstrate to the 

teachers how deliciously despicable you 

really are,’ continued Mr Madness. 

‘Dazzle us with your daring.’ 

As he listened, Demon’s eyes 

widened. His mum and dad always 

thought he had what it took to be 

despicable. They’d put his name down 

for St Viper’s at birth. Every night at 

bedtime, his dad had told him that, one 

day, Demon would be an even better 

super villain than him.   
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I’ll make you proud of me, he thought 

and squared his shoulders. I’ll be top of 

the class here.  

‘Those of you who are superbly sinful 

will be rewarded with special school 

trips,’ Mr Madness continued. ‘Several 

of our senior year pupils will be off on 

one in a few days’ time.’ He gave 

Demon a grin. ‘Being beastly should be 

no problem with your genes.’ 

Demon forced a confident smile 

back. 

* 

The First Years were given the rest of 

the morning to unpack their bags and 

stow away weapons. In the afternoon 

they had their first lesson. Demon, 

Shrink and Stretch, with another new 

boy called Wolfgang, hurried off to 

“World Domination”. Wolfgang 

scampered along on all fours. He had 
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scruffy black hair with silver streaks, 

pointed ears and sideburns that were so 

long they ran under his chin and down 

his neck. The backs of his hands were 

very hairy, too. Over his jumpsuit he 

wore a tool belt with various chewed 

rulers and pens sticking out of its 

compartments.  

Demon and the others walked along 

a steamy corridor carved out of the rock, 

passing metal doors on both sides. 
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Some pupils carried pens and books 

in their tentacles or flew on jet-powered 

skateboards. Demon saw kids 

swaggering along to their own theme 

tunes, which boomed out of music 

players clipped to their jumpsuits. It was 

time he had his own song. A girl with tiny 

cubes of polystyrene stuck on the ends 

of her spines looked at Demon and 

whispered something to her one-eyed 

friend. They both giggled. 

I bet they’re laughing at me being 

hosed down on the airship, Demon 

thought. No one would dare laugh at my 

dad. 

‘Okay, where next?’ he asked out 

loud. 

Shrink opened his hand to reveal a 

shiny gadget in his palm. It had a plan of 

the school on the screen. ‘We go 

through this door and down the back 
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stairs,’ he said. ‘World Domination is on 

the ground floor.’   

They followed Shrink’s directions and 

started down the stairs, walking in twos, 

with Demon and Stretch at the front and 

Shrink and Wolfgang behind. Only a few 

pupils were using this staircase.  

A big eagle flew over Demon’s head, 

its brown wings brushing the sides of the 

stairway. With one deft movement, it 

extended its talons and tugged Stretch’s 

purple hair before swooping to the 

bottom of the stairs. 

‘Hey, I’ll pluck your feathers. See 

how you like it!’ shouted Stretch. 

The shape of the bird began to blur 

and shift, making Demon rub his eyes.  

When he looked again a girl had 

appeared. 

‘Shapeshifter,’ said Wolfgang. ‘Ve 

have many in Transylvania.’ 
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Demon glanced over his shoulder. 

Wolfgang had stopped and was holding 

his nose up in the air, sniffing. Long 

hairs bristled all along his neck. 
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