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Alex Neptune is back for his most epic adventure in this fifth and final instalment of the action-packed series – perfect for fans of Percy Jackson and Dragon Realm!

Brineblood the pirate is back on the high seas with a dastardly plan – he’s going to steal every drop of sea magic and use it to raise an all-powerful monster from the bottom of the ocean. If Alex, Zoey and Anil can’t stop him, the monster could flood the entire world.

Teaming up with the water dragon, they use a home-made submarine to journey deep into places no human has been before. But they have one crucial problem: Alex has lost his magic. Can he still lead his crew to victory? Or will Haven Bay – and the rest of the world – be lost for good?
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An old ice cream van probably wasn’t the best vehicle for an epic cliff-side chase. Especially when their prey was the magic ship of an evil pirate recently brought back from the dead.

Alex Neptune’s head bounced off the ceiling as the van juddered over a bump in the coast road and briefly went airborne. Bottles of drink stampeded across the floor and the freezer lids flapped open to spill ice lollies as the van’s wheels slammed back to earth.

“Getting there in one piece would be nice!” Zoey Wu shouted, clutching an open laptop to her chest with one hand and clinging on for dear life with the other.

“And without getting carsick on my favourite trainers,” Anil Chatterjee added, eyes clenched firmly shut.

Alex’s grandpa shouted back to them from the driver’s seat. “Yer can get there fast or yer can get there in one piece!”

Anil groaned. “I feel like both things should be possible.”

But that was the problem – they never could get there fast enough. A sighting of Brineblood’s ship somewhere along the coast had been made nearly every day for the last week and they had missed it. Every. Single. Time. They always arrived too late to confront their enemy, to wield the might of their sea magic and stop whatever he was planning.

Two weeks ago, the notorious pirate Brineblood, who had terrorized Haven Bay and the high seas centuries before, had been resurrected. Alex and his friends had done everything they could to prevent it. They had faced a series of apocalyptic challenges to retrieve a mighty trident that gave them the power to battle the pirate’s minions – zombies that rode on the backs of giant spider crabs – and stop them returning Brineblood to life.

It hadn’t gone entirely to plan.

Although they had failed to halt Brineblood’s resurrection, at least they had left the undead pirate weakened. His crab zombies had helped him escape on a ship sculpted from dark magic and roiling waves.

Alex and his friends had been hunting Brineblood ever since. They needed to find him while his power was still sickly enough for them to defeat him. Every day gave him a chance to regain his terrifying magical strength.

“I’ve plotted this new sighting on the map.” Zoey balanced her laptop in the crook of her arm as the ice cream van swerved around a corner.

Anil’s eyes were hooded with barely contained sickness as he read some handwritten notes. “Razorbill Point was abandoned nearly a century ago. Most of it fell into the sea during a storm. Why would Brineblood want to go there?”

This sighting had been reported by a local fisherman heading to sea in the morning – one of the many people Alex and his friends had recruited in the area to watch for any sign of the pirate.

Calls had flooded in straight away. A local would spot a shimmering ship on the horizon or a wisp of unseasonable fog tumbling over the waves. Fishermen spoke of ghostly trails in the water like the wake of a phantom craft.

At least half the calls turned out to be nothing. Not hoaxes, just locals whose imaginations were running wild after finally accepting the return of sea magic to Haven Bay. Too often had Alex and friends rushed to answer a panicked report of a “demon ship” only to find it was a rowing boat with an ugly paint job. Or prepared to fight a monster only to be confronted with a seal that had got its head stuck in a crab pot.

And when the sightings were genuine, they would pile out of the ice cream van, sea magic flaring and trident ready, only to find Brineblood was already long gone. The fog that covered the movement of the crab zombies would be dissolving and the watery ship would gleam teasingly in the moonlight before dipping beneath the waves, dark magic repelling any attempt to track it.

“If I don’t get to punch a zombie in the face soon, I’m going to scream,” Zoey promised.

She had been trying to find a pattern to Brineblood’s manifestations so they could predict where he might appear next, while Anil used his local knowledge and research skills to puzzle out why these locations might be important. Their friend Meri and her crew on the junk ship The Dragonfly had been searching further afield. Alex did his best to coordinate everything, ensuring any new leads were shared, taking phone calls and roping as many people into helping as he could. He was desperate to piece together a plan from all the fragments of information.

So far they had drawn a frustrating blank.

“If this is a real sighting, it’ll be the first one we’ve had during daylight,” Anil noted.

“It could mean he’s getting bolder because we’re not catching him,” Alex said. “Or it could mean he’s getting stronger.”

They needed to take every single call seriously, chase down every sighting. Alex could feel Brineblood was regaining his strength. Every time they narrowly missed his ship, Alex felt waves of the pirate’s dark power crashing in his mind, throbbing inside his skull and roiling his belly into seasickness. It was stronger each time, almost as if Alex was being taunted.

Whatever Brineblood was doing, it was aiding his recovery. They needed to interrupt his plans and defeat him before it was complete. If not, they knew the stories of what chaos the pirate had caused at full strength. They had seen the apocalyptic disasters he had unleashed using places of power like Haven Bay. The incredible magic of their home could be turned against the world in a terrible way.

If that happened, they’d need to do more than punch Brineblood in his zombified face.

The coast road descended from the heights of the cliffs outside Haven Bay and brought the van racing alongside the glittering sea. Alex peered through the ice cream van’s serving window for any sign of the watery pirate ship. Kraken crawled out from the bag of water inside Alex’s jacket pocket, the splotchy blue octopus climbing deftly onto his shoulder and holding a suckered arm above her round eyes to mimic him.

“I can’t tell if you’re making fun of me,” Alex said.

Kraken’s skin flushed green and she hugged his neck a little too tightly to reassure him otherwise.

Alex smiled and patted her head. Then he reached out with his magic towards the Water Dragon.

Haven Bay had long been home to a magical dragon. As a place of power, it was a source of sea magic strong enough to influence oceans all over the world. The dragon was its champion, a manifestation of that incredible power, charged with using it to keep the oceans safe.

Once, there had been places of power and Water Dragons all over the world, until pollution and thoughtless damage had whittled down their number. Just two weeks ago, Alex had discovered that the dragon population had been thinned even further by the misguided actions of the old Argosy family, self-proclaimed human guardians of sea magic, when they sealed places of power inside glass bottles and cut them off from their Water Dragons.

The dragon of Haven Bay was the last on the planet. It had bonded with Alex, Zoey and Anil, trusting them to access the deep well of magic in this place so they could work together to protect the ocean from evil.

The last year had proved there was a lot of evil.

Now Alex sensed the dragon rushing through the water from wherever it had been patrolling further afield. He felt its anxiety that Alex and his friends might end up facing Brineblood without its help, but also its growing belief that they could handle it alone.

Don’t worry about us, Alex used his bond to tell the dragon. Just get there as fast as you can.

A ripple of reassured acknowledgement from the dragon followed moments later.

The ice cream van swung around a final corner, pinning them all against the side of the freezer. Soda bottles slammed into the wall and erupted into fizzing geysers. Kraken leaped into the spray and tried shovelling the sweet liquid into her mouth.

“Refreshments are free of charge,” Grandpa said as the van skidded to a halt on a flat stretch of rocky beach.

Nothing of the old fishing village of Razorbill Point remained now. The only sign that anybody had once lived here were outlines of broken walls plastered with algae and stinking seaweed.

The beach was deserted. Nothing moved but the tide foaming over the rocks.

Zoey thumped a fist against the wall. “Another false alarm.”

Alex leaned out of the serving window. Disappointment weighed anchor in his belly. It looked like nobody had been here for years.

Except sickness curling in his throat told him otherwise: Brineblood had been here. Pinch the seagull, hovering ahead, squawked to draw his attention across the beach. A curl of grey fog dragging across the stones like torn fur caught Alex’s eye. He tracked it towards the tide and realized the air was unnaturally hazier out at sea. Squinting through the unseasonal mist, he glimpsed movement near the horizon.

The sun glinted on a pirate ship sculpted from the waves.

Its sails were dark waterfalls flowing endlessly from masts of tightly wound waterspouts. The hull was a constantly shifting wave, thrashing to be released from the shackles of twisted magic holding it in shape. The ship blended almost seamlessly into the sea and sky, practically invisible until the light caught it.

“Quickly.” Alex grabbed the trident and squirmed out of the ice cream van’s serving window.

“You could just use the door,” Zoey suggested as she and Anil hopped out onto the stony ground.

“Be careful!” Grandpa called after them.

The three friends hurried over the beach towards the water. The air carried the warmth of early summer but iced puddles crackled underfoot.

“The crab zombies must have been here,” Anil said. The touch of the monsters’ sharp feet and claws spread cold, sinister magic wherever they stepped. Anil pointed skywards. “Pinch is leading us out to sea.”

The seagull screeched impatiently for them to follow.

Alex summoned his magic, drawing it up from the deep well of power that resided within nearby Haven Bay. It felt like water surging through his veins. Beside him, he sensed his friends do the same until it hummed along the connection between them like an electric charge ready to fire.

“Please give me a fight this time,” Zoey said.

Alex hefted the trident, a powerful artefact in its own right, its three prongs forged from ancient Water Dragon teeth. It could also concentrate their sea magic, put them in balance with one another and magnify their strength. He hoped it would give them the edge over Brineblood, especially while the pirate was still weakened.

He waded into the water, icy floes knocking against his legs. Magic bloomed from his fingertips as they touched the ocean, flowering into a powerful wave that would carry them out to sea in hot pursuit. Zoey and Anil added their magic to the mix, stoking the wave higher.

An immense, scaly head lifted from the water, breaking through the wave so it spilled away. The Water Dragon opened its mouth in greeting, water draining between its razor teeth. Zoey had a theory that this was the dragon’s attempt at smiling, but it looked more like it was preparing to swallow them whole.

Although practically panting with the effort of arriving in time, the dragon quickly swivelled around, offering them a coil of its grey and green armoured back.

“All aboard the dragon express!” Zoey called.

Alex had ridden on the back of the dragon many times, but he still felt a tingling thrill at climbing up to mount its armour plates, sliding his fingers under a smooth edge for grip. Its vast body and tremendous reserve of magic made Alex feel almost invincible. Surely, if they could just catch him, Brineblood would fall to their collective might.

“Maybe we should install seat belts or something,” Anil pondered as he settled into place behind Alex and Zoey. Kraken plopped herself squarely on top of the dragon’s head.

Alex pointed the trident at the horizon. “After that ship!”

The dragon launched, forcing them to hold tight to its back. Its long body snaked side to side to propel it skimming through the waves while keeping its passengers above the surface (though hardly dry). Ice broke up in the dragon’s wake and swirls of fog dissolved to nothing. Wind battered Alex’s face and whistled in his ears like a battle cry, spray stinging his skin as his heart raced. Pinch soared overhead, now struggling to keep pace.

Dark magic weighed more heavily on Alex’s mind as they closed the distance to the watery pirate ship, which was wheeling around to face the horizon. He spotted an enormous spider crab clambering aboard, its sharp feet icing parts of the hull as its zombie rider snapped seaweed reins.

“They’re going to get away!” Alex cried.

The Water Dragon unleashed a keening wail and pushed harder, forcing them all to cling even tighter as it surged through the water.

Too late. As soon as the pirate ship had turned its back on them, a bombardment of twisted sea magic struck them all, forcing the dragon to break off the chase. Nausea tossed in Alex’s belly and he felt his friends’ magic drain away as sickness wracked them too.

The watery outline of the ship dipped beneath the waves and out of sight.

By the time they reached where they had last seen the ship, its dark magic had severed the threads of the ocean that might have allowed Alex to sense and follow it. A pall of foul power was left behind, hanging over the waves like a shadow.

“Do you feel that?” Anil asked.

Zoey nodded. “He’s stronger again. Whatever he was doing here helped him regain some power.”

Mocking laughter echoed in Alex’s head. He shivered, soaked to the skin, the heart-pounding thrill of the chase crumbling into exhaustion and disappointment. Still, his numb fingers curled into fists around the trident and against the dragon’s hard scales.

“We’re going to get you,” Alex promised aloud.

But time was quickly running out.
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Penguins had proved an unusual but popular addition to Haven Bay. The stocky black and white birds had been rescued from a tropical beach inside a glass bottle during Alex and friends’ attempt to prevent Brineblood’s resurrection. As the ice cream van trundled back along the seafront, Alex watched tourists crowd the beach to snap penguin selfies.

“It en’t usually so busy this early in the summer,” Grandpa said.

Anil looked up from his note taking. “The stories of this place are really spreading.”

“If we don’t stop Brineblood soon, all of these people are going to find themselves caught up in the next story,” Zoey added.

Alex knew he would feel responsible for everybody in Haven Bay if Brineblood was able to return to full strength. But he also knew that the pirate would set his sights beyond just the town. The whole world was probably in danger.

It was less than a year since Alex had first been gifted the power of sea magic. He didn’t know if he had the strength to protect the world. He just had to hope that having his friends and the dragon by his side, as well as the trident in his hands, would make them powerful enough together. But each time they missed Brineblood’s ship and felt the pirate grow in power, another shard of uncertainty lodged in his heart.

The Water Dragon had returned out to sea to resume the search. It was working so tirelessly that Alex was a little ashamed to need some rest.

The van stopped at a traffic light, tourists flowing across the road towards the beach. Down on the sand, a particularly round seal lifted its head and twitched its long whiskers towards them.

“Any sign of trouble, Loaf?” Zoey shouted, waving through the serving window.

The seal issued an excited bark and, as the van pulled away from the traffic light, gave chase along the beach, knocking aside penguins (and one or two unfortunate tourists) like bowling pins as he tried to keep up.

“Loaf usually is the trouble,” Anil noted fondly.

“We’ll see you later!” Zoey called to the seal as the van left the beach behind and headed up the hill beyond the harbour.

Argosy Manor appeared grand from a distance, a four-storey brown-bricked stately house tucked inside expansive grounds. Only when they crossed the boundary of the rusted iron gate and started up the long driveway did the decay and disrepair make itself clear. The sweeping lawn was overgrown and thick with weeds. Ivy covered the crumbling walls so densely it may have been the only thing holding the house together.

The manor had been the ancestral home of the Argosy family for centuries; generations of them were buried in a crypt under the foundations. Recently it had been inhabited by the last surviving member of the family: Erasmus Argosy. Like his ancestors before him, the old man believed it was his duty to keep sea magic in check, usually by locking it away or destroying it. The house was filled with magical artefacts and books of arcane information.

Argosy’s methods meant he and Alex had rarely seen eye-to-eye. A couple of weeks ago, Argosy had tried to trap Haven Bay inside a bottle and erase the Water Dragon from existence so its power couldn’t be used by a resurrected Brineblood. Alex, Zoey and Anil had won that particular argument and trapped the old man inside the bottle instead. Now it was being taken on a European tour by Gildo, a boy with powers like Alex, who had once been trapped in a bottled town himself.

That left Argosy Manor empty. After rescuing a hundred or so of Gildo’s townspeople, they had needed somewhere to house them. Some had decided to go and see the world, but most had volunteered to remain and help in the fight against Brineblood. So Argosy Manor had become their base of operations. It would have been a waste not to make use of all that space.

Grandpa brought the ice cream van to a stop at the top of the long gravel driveway. As Alex and his friends climbed out wearily, four large otters scuffled over to perform a thorough sniffing and confirm their identities. An extra security detail of geese watched from the base of the walls, steely eyes peeled for any sign of trouble, bright orange beaks ready to snap into action.

“Thanks, lads,” Grandpa said, patting the otters’ heads before pulling a soggy paper package from his pocket. “I brought yer some fish.”

The otters immediately forgot their responsibilities and lunged for the meal.

Alex, Zoey and Anil made their way inside the enormous country house. It was only early afternoon, but the place bustled with people carrying equipment, boxes of books and armfuls of building materials. Others were busy repairing the damage caused when crab zombies had rampaged through the house just two weeks before: sanding claw marks from the floor, replacing doors on hinges, patching holes in walls. A few turned to look hopefully at Alex as he passed but immediately saw from his expression that the hunt for Brineblood continued.

Mr Wu, Zoey’s dad, sat at an easel, carefully dabbing fresh paint onto a damaged portrait.

“Any luck?” he asked, briefly glancing away from his work to check his daughter remained in one piece.

“We just missed him again. My punching dreams remain unfulfilled,” Zoey replied. “How’s the restoration going?”

“Really well, I think!” Mr Wu leaned back to study his efforts. “Though I’m not sure this guy had three eyes before…”

Deeper into the house, they found Bridget Neptune, Alex’s sister, standing with her muscular legs braced as she held Gene Lennox above her head to hammer a wooden beam into place.

“Any luck?” she asked.

Zoey never liked giving Bridget bad news. “We nearly caught ourselves a pirate this time.”

Anil nodded. “We arrrr getting closer.”

“Was that supposed to be a pirate noise?”

Anil pouted. “I’ve been practising.”

“It’s more like this.” Zoey took a deep breath. “ARRRRRR!”

The noise was so loud that plaster crumbled from the ceiling.

Alex stepped around his friends while they made pirate noises at each other. “The warning system is working. We just need to get there a bit sooner. We’re always one step behind.” He frowned at his sister. “You know, you could just use a ladder.”

Bridget grinned and adjusted her grip on Gene to flex her hulking shoulders. “No ladder is as sturdy as me.”

“I do feel incredibly safe in her arms,” added Gene.

“No need to brag about it,” Zoey muttered.

Alex, Zoey and Anil continued through the house to an old parlour with peeling panelled walls and high ceilings festooned with cobwebs. A small fire crackled in a sooty fireplace. In the centre of the room was a collection of mismatched armchairs arranged haphazardly around an antique wooden table. Phones, radios and walkie-talkies littered its surface, ready to receive calls from anybody who spotted Brineblood’s cursed ship.

“I wish my sensors worked on his stupid wet ship,” Zoey grumbled.

Months ago, Zoey had invented and deployed a fleet of waterborne sensors to monitor pollution levels and track any boats or creatures that might be up to no good. Unfortunately, the dark magic of Brineblood’s ship defied her technology.

The rest of the parlour was stacked with cardboard boxes and wooden crates that overflowed with books, papers and odd knick-knacks. The Argosy archive had already been an extensive collection of local history and assorted magical knowledge. Since taking over the house, they had also found the material Erasmus had kept to himself, along with the family records stolen from the town archive last summer. Organizing and cataloguing it all so they could find useful information was such a big job that Anil had needed to recruit expert help.

Sugden, the town archivist, unfolded himself from a stiff-backed leather chair tucked away between box stacks. Thick glasses magnified keen eyes, slender frames resting on a long nose that ended in a pitted round lump like a sea urchin shell.

“Any luck?” he drawled.

Alex gritted his teeth. He was getting so sick of people asking that. The problem wasn’t bad luck; it was lack of knowledge. They couldn’t search the records quickly enough to find the key that would unlock the secret of Brineblood’s appearances.

“It was a genuine sighting,” Anil reported. “Crab zombies came ashore but no sign of what they were up to.”

Sugden crossed to the fireplace. A paper map of the surrounding coast hung above it. He sank a red pin into Razorbill Point. There were nine such pins now, dotted along the length of the coastline, seemingly with nothing to connect them.

None of the individual sites had surrendered any clue as to their importance. Mostly they were little towns or villages long ago swallowed up by sea and storm. Nothing left to find. Alex just had to hope the answer lay somewhere inside the crates and boxes that filled the room.

Alex deposited Kraken into a large fish tank, the octopus squirrelling away to rest inside a nest of rocks and shells. Then Alex slumped into an armchair, sending up a ticklish puff of dust. It felt as if he had hardly rested for the last two weeks.

The others studied the map.

“Nine confirmed sightings,” Anil said. “That must be enough for Brineblood to be quite far along in his plan.”

“Whatever that plan might be,” Zoey added.

“We all felt his power just now,” Alex said. “He gets stronger every time he comes back to land. Something about the places he’s visiting is helping him regain his power. It can’t be long before he’ll be at full strength.”

And when that happens, I don’t know if we can stop him. Alex decided to keep that thought to himself.

Piles of papers had been dedicated to each sighting location. Sugden now scrawled Razorbill Point onto a reference card and cleared space for a new pile. Anil immediately set about rooting through a crate for information to populate it.

“You can’t work without a system. A touch of finesse is required,” Sugden chided him. “We should treat these records as if they are people we must convince to relinquish their secrets.”

“Does that mean we could try threatening them?” Zoey asked.

“Oh, don’t worry.” Sugden narrowed his eyes behind his glasses. “You’ve already been identified as a threat to this precious archive.”

Zoey merely looked flattered.

“Remember what I said about getting along?” Anil chastised.

Sugden hunched sheepishly and pushed his glasses up his nose. “She started it.”

“If you want to keep your access to the most important cache of documents ever gathered in Haven Bay, you’ll have to learn to play nice.”

Briefly, the edges of Sugden’s mouth turned down into a grimace, before he nodded at Anil and forced his lips into a strained smile that he aimed in Zoey’s general direction.

“I forgive you,” she said graciously.

Anil threw her a wink before returning to work.

The door was pushed open and a collection of parents bustled into the room. Mrs Wu carried a tray of steaming food while Mr and Mrs Chatterjee carried medical kits. The food was deposited on the table – Sugden hurriedly clearing papers out of the way – while the Chatterjees immediately launched into thorough medical inspections.

“There wasn’t even any fighting,” Zoey said, dodging a stethoscope to reach for some fried tofu.

“You’re not supposed to sound disappointed about that,” Mrs Wu pointed out.

Last into the room was Grandpa with Alex’s dad, who wore coveralls stained with paint and dust from helping clean up the house.

“Everything okay?” Alex’s dad asked.

Alex sighed. At least he hadn’t asked if they’d had any luck. “Chasing after Brineblood isn’t going to work. We need a way to get ahead of him.”

Dad smiled reassuringly. “You’ll find a way. You always do.”

It had taken a while to convince Alex’s dad that sea magic was safe, and that Alex could handle the dangers it threw his way. Now his hard-earned approval gave Alex more confidence.

The others remained busy studying the map, as if they didn’t already have it memorized.

“We’ve never had a sighting so far away,” Anil was saying, holding old record books in each hand. “Brineblood is spreading a wider net.”

“Razorbill Point was of little significance even before it fell into the sea,” Sugden drawled. “It was barely a hamlet; a few homes and some basic infrastructure.”

“Don’t forget the graveyard.”

Everybody turned to find Grandpa chewing noisily on a spicy Scotch egg.

“My wife – yer grandma,” he nodded to Alex, “was always talkin’ about where ’er friends was buried. That kind of thing was important to ‘er. I never understood why until…anyway, I remember ’er sayin’ one of her mates was buried at Razorbill Point.”

Sugden flipped open a book and ran a long finger down the page. “There is no record of a cemetery at Razorbill Point.”

“But there was a church.” Anil snatched the book and riffled through the pages. “And there are mentions of honoured people being buried under its stone floor.”

Sugden tugged an old map from under a plate of cucumber sandwiches. “The church was a tiny building. One of the earliest to tumble into the sea.”

“Which means if Brineblood wanted something from one of the graves, there would be no evidence on land that he found it. The tide covers it up. I can’t believe I didn’t see it before.” Anil whirled around to Grandpa. “You’re a genius!”

Grandpa reached up to doff his flat cap and choked on a crumb of Scotch egg.

Alex’s head was spinning. He leaned forwards in his seat and pointed to the wall map. “Did all of these places have graveyards?”

“Yes!” Anil pumped a fist in the air. “That’s the pattern!”

Sugden crossed to a wooden box and extracted a tight scroll of weathered paper. Before he could even unroll it, Anil grabbed the scroll and pressed it flat on top of the wall map. The unfurled paper showed another map of the Haven Bay coastline. A few parts looked a little different, but the pattern was clearly the same. Instead of red pins, ornate black crosses had been inked onto the thick paper. They matched the sighting locations almost exactly.

“This is an old map of all churches and cemeteries in the area,” Anil explained.

Alex scanned the layered marks, heart pounding, searching for the final piece of the puzzle. Every black cross was backed by a red pin. This didn’t tell them anything new! Except…

“There.” Alex stood and strode to press a finger against the map. A single black cross without a matching pin. “This is the only graveyard in the area where Brineblood hasn’t been spotted yet.”

The cross was further along the coast, beyond even Razorbill Point. It marked a village tucked against the grassy downs that sloped towards the sea: Blustermere.

“That’s where Brineblood will go next,” Zoey said.

This time they wouldn’t need to wait for a sighting. They could try and get there before the pirate ship showed up.

Hope surged in Alex’s chest. “And we’ll see him there.”
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