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STORY ONE

THE SWORD IN THE SEA
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Man the tiller, you toothless lump! That’s right – take us to starboard!

I tell you, this crew of villains has bilge for brains! But at least they follow orders. They know they’d be food for sharks if they didn’t. We make course from Makai to Gwildor. With the south winds blowing, we should reach the walls of their city within a day.

The crew think we’re on a rescue mission to break their former captain out of the dungeon. And I admit, Sanpao might even be useful on this voyage, if he doesn’t get too big for his boots. But the real prize is a bigger one by far, and raiding Gwildor’s capital is just the first stage of the plan. For in the palace vault is a treasure that can unleash misery on the poor innocents of Gwildor and Avantia.

And the best part of all? No one can stop me…

Tighten the mizzen, you wretched scabs!

Your Captain, Ria of Makai
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NEW FRIENDS, OLD ENEMIES
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Practice sword in hand, Tom circled Amelia warily, watching her own wooden blade. Cheers rang out all around: “Come on, Tom!” and “Go, Amelia!” From the corner of his eye, Tom could see his mother, Freya, standing beside Queen Irina’s throne at the front of the crowd, her silver armour blazing in the sun. As the Mistress of the Beasts in Gwildor, Freya had been training Amelia since Tom’s last visit. Beyond the courtyard wall and the elegant spires of Gwildor’s palace, banners flapped in a sapphire-blue sky.

Amelia lunged, slashing downwards with her sword. Clack! Tom parried the blow, then jabbed up at Amelia’s ribs. She leapt aside, returning Tom’s strike with a two-handed swing. Tom ducked, hearing the blade whistle over his head, then slashed upwards. SMACK! His blade locked with Amelia’s. They sprang apart, circling once more. Murmurs of approval ran through the gathered courtiers.

“Looks like you’re getting slow in your old age, Tom!” Amelia said, her blue eyes glinting.
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“While you’re as cocky as ever,” Tom answered. “I expected Mother to teach you some manners!” In fact, Tom felt amazed at how much Amelia had changed under Freya’s tutelage. She’d grown taller, and lean muscles stood out on her sun-browned arms. Their swords met, sending a jolt of pain up Tom’s shoulder as he blocked. He couldn’t help being impressed by the speed and force of Amelia’s blow.

Amelia swung again. Tom leapt out of range, and lifted his own blade, ready to strike back. But then something odd caught his eye. What’s that? A strange, dark shape hovered above the palace turrets. Before he could look closer, Tom felt his legs swept out from under him.

“Oof!” The cobbles punched the air from his lungs. He blinked up to see Amelia grinning down at him, the tip of her sword planted squarely in his chest. Whatever the dark shape had been, it had vanished.

“Had enough yet?” Amelia asked.

Tom nodded. “I yield.” A cheer went up from the crowd as Amelia stuck out her hand and helped Tom to his feet.

She leaned in close as he stood. “You didn’t have to let me win, you know,” she murmured.

“I didn’t,” Tom said. “I took my eye off the duel. You were the better fighter today.” A fierce blush crept over Amelia’s cheeks.

A hush fell over the crowd as Queen Irina, dressed in a flowing blue sorceress’s gown with long, bell-shaped sleeves, rose from her throne. Tom and Amelia dropped to their knees as the witch-queen crossed the courtyard with Freya at her side. Freya’s dark hair fell loose around her shoulders, and a proud smile lit her face. The two women stopped before Tom and Amelia, and Irina gestured for them to stand.

“Well fought!” the queen said. “It is good to know we have two such talented warriors to protect Gwildor and Avantia.”

“Yes – congratulations for putting on such a wonderful display!” Freya said.

“It is you who should be congratulated, Mother,” Tom said, “for teaching Amelia so well.”

Freya gazed wistfully at Tom for a moment. “Oh, Tom!” she said. “How long will you stay with us this time?”

Tom glanced down at the ground. “I’ll be leaving for Avantia tomorrow,” he said. “But I’ll miss you.”

BOOM! Tom lurched sideways and almost toppled as the ground leapt beneath his feet. Adrenaline rushed through his veins as screams of terror rang out all around him. He turned to see a cloud of dust hanging above a crater blown in the cobbles.

“We’re under attack!” Amelia cried, just as a huge shadow fell upon them from above, draining the colour from the square. Tom looked up to see the curved wooden hull of a ship – a flying ship – blocking out the sky. Squat black cannons poked from holes that ran along the keel, and a grinning Beast-skull figurehead jutted from the prow. Along the length of the gunwale, fierce tattooed faces scowled down at them as ropes unfurled towards the ground.
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“Prepare to be flattened, you puny weevils,” rang out a harsh cry over the courtyard.

The Pirates of Makai!
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PIRATE ATTACK


 


[image: images]



 


BOOM! The flying ship’s cannons all fired at once, sending up puffs of smoke. Tom leapt towards Queen Irina and threw up his shield. CRASH! Chips of rock clattered against the wood. Dust and debris filled the air and courtiers ran screaming in every direction.

“Evacuate the square! This way!” the queen cried, diving from the cover of Tom’s shield and pointing towards an archway. Freya spread her arms, using her body to guide the crowd towards the queen. An elderly man, caught up in the press of bodies, tripped and fell. Tom started towards him, but Amelia got there first, hoisting him to his feet.

“Clara!” A woman’s high shriek pierced through the clamour. Tom turned to see a dark-haired woman with a plump baby in her arms staring across the square, her eyes wide with horror. He followed her gaze to see a small girl, no more than three, crouched in the shadow of the courtyard wall.

She’ll be killed! Tom ducked his head and barrelled across the courtyard. He scooped the child up just as another terrific crash rang out from above. Chunks of stone battered his tunic as he leapt away from the wall, shielding the child with his body. When the dust cleared, Tom found the girl’s mother hurrying towards him. “Quickly,” he cried, jerking his head towards the exit. She turned, her toddler staring round-eyed over her shoulder. Tom kept close behind the woman, holding her child tightly, until they reached Queen Irina. When Tom set the girl down, she buried her face in her mother’s skirt.
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The woman clutched Tom’s arm. “Thank you!” she said, before Irina ushered her after the last few courtiers through the archway.

More black missiles plummeted down. Bricks exploded in every direction from the courtyard walls. Above the racket of falling stone, Tom heard a terrified whinny. A horse tethered at the base of a tower bucked and reared, its eyes rolling. A huge hole gaped in the tower wall behind it, and Tom could see cracks running upwards through the brickwork. The tower’s going to fall! Freya leapt to the horse’s side and sliced through the animal’s tether with her sword. The horse lurched away just as a huge section of tower wall broke free.

“Look out!” Tom cried. It was too late. His heart squeezed with horror as a brick glanced off Freya’s temple and she crumpled to the ground.

Tom raced to his mother and threw up his shield to protect them both. He pulled her free of the rubble, carrying her to the shelter of the archway where Queen Irina waited, then set her down. As Irina bent to check Freya’s breathing, Tom watched, sick with fear.

“Tom, look out!” Amelia cried. Tom spun as something huge and black flashed towards him. Boof! Heavy boots thudded into his chest, throwing him backwards. Tom landed in a roll and jumped up just in time to see a pirate leap down on to the cobbles from a rope. More tattooed pirates were swarming down lanyards from the ship, dropping into the square. Irina stood before his mother’s body, her magical staff raised.

OEBPS/images/p10.jpg





OEBPS/images/one.jpg





OEBPS/images/p15.jpg





OEBPS/images/co1.jpg





OEBPS/images/coin.jpg





OEBPS/images/p20.jpg





OEBPS/images/co2.jpg





OEBPS/images/two.jpg





OEBPS/images/p25.jpg






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
THESSTORMIKING






OEBPS/images/frontcover.jpg
TR OESN

POS.






OEBPS/images/p1.jpg
WELCOME TO

You will earn one gold coin for
every chapter you read.

Once you have finished all the chapters,
find out what to do with your gold coins at
the back of the book.





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
THE STORM KING

BY ADAM BLADE





OEBPS/images/map.jpg
Mitinoy,
Ni3Hiyon






