
[image: cover]


[image: images]

www.beastquest.co.uk


[image: images]

www.beastquest.co.uk

www.orchardbooks.co.uk



[image: images]



[image: images]



 

Tom and Elenna are such fools! They thought their Quests were over and that my master was defeated. They were wrong! For now Malvel has the Warlock’s Staff, hewn from the Tree of Being, and all kingdoms will soon be at his mercy.

 

We travel the land of Seraph, to find the Eternal Flame. And when we burn the Staff in the flame, our evil magic will be unstoppable. Tom and Elenna can chase us if they wish, but they’ll find more than just Beasts lying in wait. They’re alone this time, with no wizard to help them.

 

I hope Tom and Elenna are ready to meet me again. I’ve been waiting a long time for my revenge.

 

Yours, with glee, Petra the Witch


PROLOGUE
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It’s been a long day, Brenner thought. But a good one. He climbed out of his fishing boat and tied it to the wooden jetty. Squinting into the sun that sparkled on the Sea of Seraph, Brenner smiled. The ocean looked like a sheet of rippling blue glass.

Brenner had grown up by the sea. He loved the salty air, and the sound of the waves splashing and rocking his little boat. There was something peaceful about being alone on the water.

His arms were sore and tired as he began unloading the wooden crates of fish from the boat. It was a good haul of sea trout and striped bass – plenty to take to market. Brenner could just see the villagers’ faces – they’d be impressed by this catch!

As he hefted the last crate onto the jetty, a shadow fell over him. Brenner spun around. A man in a long dark cloak leant on a gnarled staff just a few paces away.

“Sorry,” Brenner said. “You startled me!” He held out his fist, smiling. But the stranger didn’t knock his knuckles against Brenner’s fist in the traditional Seraph greeting.

I wonder where he is from? Brenner thought. The stranger’s stare made him uncomfortable.

In the sunlight, the old man’s face was pale, like sickly fish-flesh. Still leaning on his staff, the stranger drew a rosewood wand from his pocket. The wand’s handle was shiny with ivory-coloured points. Scraps of fur were twisted around its leather thongs.

Those are teeth, Brenner realized. The ivory points are animal teeth.

The stranger noticed Brenner staring. He looked back to the wand, seeming deep in thought. Then he put it back in his pocket, his alert gaze never leaving Brenner.

It’s odd that I didn’t hear him approach, thought Brenner. The jetty should have creaked. “What can I do for you?” he asked.

The old man’s skin stretched across sunken cheeks in a narrow smile, his teeth yellowed like old parchment. “I would like to buy some fish.”

Brenner knew that something about this was wrong. The old man hadn’t stopped watching him – hadn’t even glanced at the fish crates. His hands trembling, Brenner knelt to open the nearest crate.

“All right,” Brenner said. “Which fish would you—”

“Pick three,” the stranger interrupted.

Brenner handed him three fish and the old man slipped them under his cloak. “There,” Brenner said. “What kind of payment can you make?”

“Here’s my payment,” the old man said, and he smiled again. He cast his staff aside and drew a slim, vicious-looking dagger from inside his cloak.

The old man lunged, dagger raised. Brenner scrambled backwards, falling into the shallow water. He stumbled to his feet and ran towards shore, splashing in the low waves, his legs pumping.
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Brenner risked a glance over his shoulder. The old man was gone! The jetty was empty. “Where did he go?” Brenner wheezed, slowing down.

“Over here.”

Brenner turned around, just as a hand closed around his throat. It was as cold as marble. Somehow, the stranger had appeared in front of him. But how could that be possible?

As Brenner tried to wrestle himself free, the old man swept his free arm in a low arc, his dagger slashing at Brenner’s leg. Before he could even scream in pain, his attacker shoved him under the surface of the sea. Salty water stung his eyes as he tried to rip the old man’s grip away.

But he was too strong.

“Now, you belong to me,” whispered the old man. Brenner froze, his struggles weakening. How could he hear when he was underwater? It was then that he realised – he had not heard the words through his ears.

The old man’s voice was in his head.

Terror turned to rage in Brenner’s chest as he flailed again, kicking and punching underwater. But he was growing weak. His vision spotted black. The light began to fade, and he felt his strength draining away, like the pumps failing on a sinking ship. As the light went out, he tasted sea water in his throat, and felt it fill his lungs.

Suddenly, he could breathe again. Still submerged, Brenner’s throat was free, and he opened his eyes: the water was pale blue, as clear as winter air. He took a slow breath and looked up at the shimmering daylight. I can breathe…but how? He tried to stand and slipped sideways: his legs had turned to a grey shark tail. This can’t be real! He recoiled, and his tail slapped a cloud of sand at the ocean bottom, jolting his torso to the surface.
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The daylight was blinding white. Water sluiced from silver scales on his chest and stomach – his body was covered in them, and his arms… He held them up to the light. Spikes jutted out like bone daggers through his skin. He felt gills along the sides of his throat. The surface air was thin, as if he were at the top of a mountain. Looking towards the shore, he felt hot fury in his chest when he saw the cloaked old man.

“Tell me your name,” the old man said.

No name, the creature realized. Surging anger clouded its thoughts. My name…?

Grinning, the old man raised his staff. “Go forth, Spikefin, Water King!”


CHAPTER ONE

FIRE IN THE MOUNTAINS
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“We’re getting close,” Elenna said.
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