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I have waited in the shadows long enough, perfecting myself. Now I will strike at my wretched enemies and make all Nemos bow before me. All I need to complete my plan are the Arms of Addulis: the Spear, the Breastplate, the Sword and the Helmet.

 

My mother used to tell me stories of their power, and for a long time I thought they were myths. But now I know they are real, buried in this vast ocean and waiting for a new master to wield them. With the Arms of Addulis in my control, no Merryn or human will be able to stop me.

 

But… I almost hope there is some pathetic hero foolish enough to try. My Robobeasts are ready – unlike anything these oceans have witnessed before. My enemies will learn that their flesh is weak.

 

Quake before your new leader!

 

RED EYE




 

 

 

 


[image: images]







 


[image: images]



 


Max worked to repair the corroded and weakened hull of the Lizard’s Revenge, his jaw set, his muscles aching and the sweat running down his face. He was strapped into a harness that hung from the ship’s bow. He clutched a soldering gun, and was welding reinforcement panels over the holes created by Venor the Sea Scorpion’s acidic venom.

At least the engines are still working well, he thought as the ship cut through the choppy waves in pursuit of the Hive, Siborg’s high-tech lab-ship. We have to keep our speed up. He touched a finger to his headset, adjusting the volume.

Beep. Beep.

Rivet’s homing signal was clear in his ears. Max was anxious about the dogbot’s safety. The loyal robot had used his paw magnets to clamp himself to the hull of the Hive.

Max was still smarting from the trick Siborg had played on them. A device had been secretly attached to the ankle of Max’s pirate companion Roger’s six-year-old niece, Grace. Siborg had told them it was a bomb, and that he would detonate it if they didn’t hand over the precious Arms of Addulis that they had gathered.

Max had reluctantly surrendered the ancient artefacts: the Pearl Spear, the Stone Breastplate and the Coral Sword, only for Siborg to reveal the bomb was a fake!

Now Siborg had three of the four Arms of Addulis, the battle-gear used long ago by the great Merryn warrior. All he needed was the Shell Helmet – forged from the ancient remains of a mystical sea creature. Once he had the full set, he’d be invincible.

“Max, how are the repairs going?” It was Lia’s voice in his headset. She was on the bridge with Roger.

“I’m almost finished,” Max replied, glancing down to see Spike, Lia’s faithful swordfish, leaping from the water as he sped alongside the ship.

“Have you any idea who Siborg really is under that battle suit?” asked Lia.

“I don’t,” Max admitted. “And I don’t understand how he knows so much about me.” Siborg took pleasure in taunting Max, telling him he was as gullible as his mother, and making references to his uncle, the wicked Professor. Max angrily hammered a final plate into place. “He’s been one step ahead of us from the very start of the Quest.”

“He still needs the Helmet,” said Lia. “I’ve seen old pictures of it in the Royal Palace in Sumara. It’s very beautiful, and it gives the wearer Aqua Powers far stronger than that of any Merryn.” Her voice trembled. “Imagine what Siborg could do if he had the helmet and could control every creature in the sea.”
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“He’d be unstoppable,” agreed Max, touching a control pad on his wrist unit. A powerful winch whisked him up to deck level.

He strode along the deck and climbed the steep steps to the bridge.

“Stand and deliver, you scurvy swab!” cried Grace, barring Max’s way, her tricorn hat at a jaunty angle on her ribboned hair and a toy blaster in her hand.

“I surrender!” grinned Max, putting his hands up.

Grace was like a pirate in miniature with her yellow silk blouse and her trousers tucked into leather boots. She even wore an eye patch, although it covered a perfectly good eye – just as her Uncle Roger’s did.



“I was only practising for when we get to those bilge-rat cyrates!” Grace explained, shoving her blaster into her wide belt. “Is there something I can do until we catch up with them?”

“She’s been restless for a while,” Roger said to Max, a slightly weary smile coming over his craggy face. “I’ll tell you what, my little powder monkey,” he said to her, his hands resting on the ship’s wheel. “Why don’t you go down to the hold and sift through all the booty. Pick out the most valuable things.” He winked at Max and Lia. “If the Lizard’s Revenge goes down, we’ll need to get our hands on the good stuff as quickly as possible.”

“Humph,” said Grace, her fists on her hips. “Sounds like you want to get rid of me.”

“Not at all,” said Lia, resting her webbed hand on Grace’s shoulder. “It’s very important work.”

Grace gave her a thoughtful look then shrugged. “Okay,” she said. “But if anything exciting happens up here, you have to let me know! Promise?”

“We promise,” said Roger, giving Max a wink with his one visible eye.

Grace clattered down the stairs to the hold.

Max walked over to the ship’s high-tech control panel and peered at the scanner. It showed two bright points in the great empty expanse of the ocean. One was the Lizard’s Revenge – and the other was Siborg’s lab-ship, the Hive. Max drew in a sharp breath as he saw that the leading blip on the scanner was no longer moving.

“Siborg’s stopped,” he said. “Roger, cut the engines. We don’t want to be seen.”

Roger tapped at a set of touchpads and the growl of the ship’s engines died away. The Lizard’s Revenge settled on the sea, drifting slowly forwards.

“I’m going to take the hydrodisk to investigate,” said Max.

Roger eyed him uncertainly. “Is that wise, shipmate?” he growled.

Lia stepped forward. “I’ll go with you,” she said to Max. She looked at Roger. “We have to do this.”

 

Max steered the hydrodisk at high speed through the ocean while Lia rode Spike alongside.

“There’s something strange down there,” came Lia’s voice in Max’s headset. Spike gave a flick of his tail and sped downwards with the Merryn girl on his back.

Max frowned and he followed. He could see curious curling shapes in the depths – strange, pale tangles of growth that reminded him of the bare branches of trees.

But then, as he dived closer, he saw what it was. “It’s coral!” he said in surprise. “A whole forest of coral!”
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