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To my fav, Zarah.

May epic cakes continue for every book x
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CHAPTER ONE Where to Next?


‘What’s the COOLEST thing you’ve ever done, Misha?’

[image: Misha sits shrugging while Cassie stands with crossed arms at a birthday party beneath a Happy Birthday Cassie banner.]

Misha was sitting in the living room of Cassie Evans’s house underneath the Happy Birthday, Cassie banner. It was a boiling hot day and she was sweating in her dress. Misha and Cassie were not the best of friends, but ever since everyone saw Misha’s dad’s documentary about the black lion in Ethiopia and Misha standing in between not one, but two black lions in the jungle, Misha was the girl everyone wanted to talk to. Including Cassie Evans.

‘We already know what it is,’ Cassie said, a hint of envy in her eyes. She had a crown on her head to show everyone that she was the birthday girl, but since the party had started, Misha had received the most attention. ‘Are you travelling to another country with your dad again?’

Misha shrugged. ‘Maybe.’

Even though Dad was happy that he’d found the black lions and managed to get footage for his documentary, he still didn’t think it was safe for the twins to travel with him, especially because Ziggy had got lost in the Ethiopian jungle. The thing was, Ziggy hadn’t been lost at all. He had SHAPESHIFTED into the second black lion! You see, Misha and her twin had inherited special powers from their mum, although she had left many years ago to live life in her animal form. Misha could talk to animals, and Ziggy could SHAPESHIFT INTO THEM. But they couldn’t tell Dad about their powers, which they had sworn to keep a SECRET. And he was still none the wiser!

Misha looked from left to right for her twin brother. Where was Ziggy?

‘Has anyone seen my brother?’ Misha asked.

Jake, one of Cassie’s friends from school, pointed outside. ‘Last time I saw him he was in the garden.’

Misha hoped Ziggy was behaving himself and not shapeshifting.

‘I’ll be right back,’ she announced.

Misha didn’t miss Cassie rolling her eyes when she thought Misha wasn’t looking.

Cassie’s garden was perfectly pretty with bright green grass in the centre surrounded by colourful flowerbeds. At the back of the garden was a big oak tree and under it was a large square mat, where two Dalmatian dogs were sleeping. Misha knew Cassie only had one dog. She put her hands on her hips.

‘Really, Ziggy? Everyone will be able to see you.’

Ziggy whimpered and Misha tutted.





[image: Misha stands under a tree, looking at two spotted dogs lying on a checkered mat in a garden.]



‘WE’RE ALL HOT! You can’t just transform into a Dalmatian so you can sit on a dog cooling mat in the shade under the oak tree. Shapeshift back into a human and come inside the house!’

Ziggy growled and Cassie’s dog opened one eye to look at him before going back to sleep.

‘Yes, I can make you! I will tell Cassie right now that there is a stray dog in her garden and you know her parents will get rid of you. Now come on! There’s ice cream inside.’

Ziggy cocked his head to the side. Slowly the spotted black-and-white fur, the wagging tail and floppy ears began to fade and in their place was a slim brown-skinned boy. Ziggy swiped a hand through his curly black high-top and picked out a blade of grass from his hair. He did a massive stretch, reaching his arms up to the sky, and smiled, looking pleased with himself.

‘I feel so much better. I wish they had this mat for humans.’

‘We do have swimming pools.’ Misha grabbed his arm and marched him back towards the house. ‘Come on.’

Cassie’s dog barked behind her, and Misha shouted over her shoulder, ‘No, he’s not coming back. I’m really sorry, but we have to go now.’

‘Maybe tomorrow?’ Ziggy said to the dog. When Misha glared at him, he grinned and added, ‘ONLY JOKING.’

Misha and Ziggy finally made it back to the party and everyone looked at them when they entered the living room.

‘Was you outside, Ziggy?’ Jake asked.

Ziggy nodded as he happily took the ice-cream cone that Cassie’s mother was offering him.

Cassie frowned at him. ‘It’s so hot outside. You don’t even look sweaty.’

Ziggy paused mid-lick. He had no idea what to say!

‘Cassie, what presents did you get?’ Misha asked the birthday girl, quickly changing the subject.

[image: Ziggy looking sideways while licking and holding an ice cream cone.]

Cassie loved it when the attention was on her, so she forgot all about Ziggy being outside in the hot sun and not being at all sweaty and instead she began to talk about all of the birthday presents she had received.

Misha sighed with relief. That was a close call. She looked at Ziggy, and he mouthed, ‘Thank you.’



Back home after the party, the twins were hot and restless. Even with all the windows open, the fan on and ice-cold drinks, Misha and Ziggy couldn’t cool down. Their grey Bengal cat, Fergie, was lying on his back by the wall. He told Misha that was the best spot to get COOL. Blue, their blue Staffordshire Bull Terrier, who loved playing with her toy balls, was on the sofa, her eyes half closed as if she couldn’t decide if she wanted to sleep or not, though she clearly had no energy to play.

[image: Ziggy and Misha sit near a fan, sweating, while Fergie the cat lies paws-up, and Blue the dog rests on the sofa, cooling off together.]

When they arrived home, Ziggy had told Dad that Blue needed a cooling mat, but Misha knew it was really for him when he shapeshifted into a dog as Blue had never asked for one. Dad had laughed at Ziggy’s request and insisted that Blue was fine; then he’d left the twins alone as he needed to attend an online work meeting on his laptop.

Dad was a wildlife TV presenter and travelled all over the world to film animal documentaries. Last summer, they had all gone to Ethiopia to find the legendary black lion. Well, Misha and Ziggy found the black lion, using their powers.

The black lion’s name was JEMBER, and behind the sharp teeth and long claws, he was a very nice lion, especially when he saw Ziggy transform into him. Unfortunately, poachers were trying to capture Jember, but instead they caught Ziggy when he was in lion form! Luckily, Misha was able to gather all the animals in the Ethiopian jungle, rescue Ziggy and chase off the poachers all the way to prison.

Dad won an award for best wildlife documentary for his footage of the black lions in Ethiopia. But Dad had no idea about the twins’ powers, and according to their Grandma Yinka, it was best that it stayed that way. She had made them promise not to tell their dad about the magic that ran in their family.

Funnily enough, the twins weren’t even meant to be in Ethiopia. Usually, they stayed with Grandma Joy and Grandpa Tunde while their dad travelled around the world for work. But when their grandparents went on a cruise ship sailing the Caribbean instead of staying in London like they were supposed to, their dad had had no choice but to take Misha and Ziggy with him. The twins knew at the time that their dad wasn’t very happy, especially because he worked with wild animals, so it was very dangerous to have the twins with him. But ever since Ethiopia, when he’d found Misha standing with the two black lions, he’d seemed more open about them coming with him on his NEXT ADVENTURE.

‘Where do you think Dad is going to next?’ Misha asked. She was sitting in front of the fan, the air blowing her braids back. Dad had visited many countries since the Ethiopia trip, but that was during school term time, so the twins weren’t allowed to go too.

‘I wish it was back to Ethiopia. I want to see Jember again!’ Ziggy said.

‘That would be cool! But with all this heat, I want to go somewhere cold,’ Misha said. ‘I would love to see icebergs up close and talk to the polar bears.’

‘I would love to be a polar bear,’ Ziggy said, using a hand to fan himself.

They suddenly heard hurried footsteps and a moment later, Dad appeared in the living room. Their dad was a tall, slim, dark-skinned man with a neatly trimmed black beard and black-framed glasses. His eyes sparkled at them. ‘Hi, guys. Wow! It’s hot in here.’

‘How was your meeting, Dad?’ the twins asked in unison.

‘JINX!’ Misha said a second later, and Ziggy STAMPED HIS FOOT IN FRUSTRATION.

[image: Misha smirking with her arms crossed and Ziggy glaring at her while leaning forward.]

Jinx was a game they played. As twins, Misha and Ziggy would often say the same thing at the same time – it was a twin thing! The rules of the game were that whoever said ‘JINX’ first would stop the other person from talking. The other person would only be allowed to talk when their partner un-jinxed them, which was by KNOCKING ON WOOD. So that meant Ziggy now had to stay silent.

‘It went very well. We were discussing what animal we want to focus on for the next documentary.’

‘Let me guess,’ Misha said. ‘Tigers?’

Dad shook his head.

‘Penguins? Giraffes?’ Misha said.

Dad laughed and shook his head.

Ziggy was bouncing on his feet. He knew exactly what animal Dad was going to say, but he couldn’t speak!

‘Misha, please,’ Dad said as he glanced at Ziggy. Misha reluctantly knocked her knuckles on the wooden table to un-jinx Ziggy.

‘Ugh! Finally!’ Ziggy exclaimed. ‘IS IT A RHINOCEROS?’

Dad laughed. ‘I don’t think either of you are going to guess it, so I’ll just say. We’re going to find elephants who are migrating!’

‘ELEPHANTS!’ Misha gasped. ‘I LOVE ELEPHANTS!’

Misha thought about how she would always read books about elephants every time Grandpa Tunde took her and Ziggy to the library. Whenever she saw pictures of elephants, it reminded her of Dad, Ziggy and their grandparents because they looked after each other like an elephant herd does with its own family.

[image: Misha, with braided double buns, sits cross-legged while reading a picture book filled with animal illustration.]

‘Did you know that an elephant herd can have up to one hundred elephants!’ Misha said.

‘WHOA, THAT’S COOL!’ Ziggy said.

‘That’s correct! Very good knowledge, Mish,’ Dad said. ‘Usually, the herd is led by a female elephant called a matriarch and consists of other female elephants and calves. This is because the MALE ELEPHANTS have to leave the herd by the time they are fifteen-years-old so that they become independent and start their own families.’

‘I want to see elephants!’ Ziggy added.

Elephants were HUGE! If Ziggy could be physically next to one, it would be the biggest animal he had ever shapeshifted into. He wondered what life must be like that TALL and large. And the trunk! There would be so many things he could grab. He could pick up Misha and THROW HER HIGH INTO THE SKY. Ziggy burst out laughing at the thought of Misha screaming like a scaredy-cat. Misha and Dad stared at him, confused.

[image: Ziggy imagines a humorous scene of an elephant using its trunk to toss Misha into the air.]

‘What’s so funny about elephants running out of food?’ Misha asked.

Ziggy looked from his sister to his dad. Clearly, he had missed something important while he was daydreaming.

‘Like I was saying,’ Dad continued, ‘the elephants migrate so they can have access to food, water and a new habitat. If there’s a dry season or deforestation, which is when large areas of trees or a forest are removed to make space for new buildings or more agricultural land, then it’s hard for them to get water. The elephants have to travel to find it. Some elephants even travel as far as over three hundred miles. It’s an amazing aspect of wildlife and, even better, there’s a particular elephant herd we’ve been tracking who have a calf.’

Misha clapped her hands. ‘A BABY ELEPHANT!’ Her face fell. ‘Is it safe for a calf to migrate, Dad?’
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