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THE BAD LUCK LIGHTHOUSE
Nicki Thornton
In solving the mystery of the Last Chance Hotel, Seth has 
discovered a bewildering new world of magic. Soon, Seth and 
his cat Nightshade are embroiled in the latest MagiCon case, a 
murder investigation at a deserted lighthouse …

• The twisty-turny sequel to the bestselling The Last Chance   
 Hotel, the delightful debut which launched Nicki Thornton as a  
 new middle-grade sensation; book 3 planned for release in 2020.

• Agatha Christie meets Harry Potter in a thrilling magical   
 murder mystery.

Praise for THE LAST CHANCE HOTEL:

‘A magical blend of murder and mystery’ SUNDAY EXPRESS

‘[A] hoot of a genre mashup … what’s not to love?’ OBSERVER

‘A jolly, atmospheric mystery’ TIMES

‘Thornton, like [Agatha] Christie, can turn murder into a 
thoroughly comforting bedtime read.’ TELEGRAPH

Price:  £6.99
Pub Date: 4th July 2019
CBMC code: D3N79
Dimensions: 198x129 mm
Word count: 50,000 (words approx.) 

Binding: Paperback
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eBook ISBN: 978-1-912626-36-6
Age: 9+
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Rights: World
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An extract from

THE BAD LUCK
LIGHTHOUSE
Nicki Thornton
Being in a teleport was like being in a 
whirlpool, not knowing which way was up, 
unable to breathe. The air was whistling 
past and there was nothing to see, not even 
blackness, just a blinding white … He could be 
hurtling, uncontrolled, through some distant 
corner of the universe. It seemed to go on and 
on …

And then he was sprawled on the ground, 
crash-landed with his left leg twisted 
awkwardly underneath him. As he tried 
to stand he knew if he hadn’t landed in 
something squishy, his left leg would be too 
painful to walk on. He limped away from 
what had landed in. Soft and very smelly. He 
removed a long brown strand. Seaweed, he 
hoped.

Seth wriggled his toes and felt his nose to 
make sure no part of him was left behind at 
the Last Chance Hotel, then looked about for 
Nightshade. He was aware of high, steep cliffs 
and a constantly moving foreground. Water, 
churning and boiling and racing towards him, 
then changing its mind and playfully racing 
back again, leaving a line of foam and a 

hushed whisper. 
It was the first time he had ever seen the 

sea. The tang of salt and a windy freshness 
snatched at him, bringing the taste of 
unknown open spaces. 

‘How come Inspector Pewter always looks 
like he’s just stepped into a room when he 
comes out of one of those things?’ snapped 
a voice behind him. Nightshade was checking 
her fur and whiskers.

The air was raucous with the cries of 
seabirds and the constant roll and crash of 
the waves. It was so noisy. It was amazing to 
be somewhere so open to the sky, a never-
ending blue and reflected in the sparkling 
sea below. Seth stared at the waves rushing, 
breathed deeply, his senses a-quiver at the 
avalanche of unusual smells. 

‘Let’s find a way off this beach,’ said 
Nightshade, lifting her paws from damp 
stones with a little shake. ‘Where’s this 
bloomin’ hotel? And just what is that stench?’

It smelled disgustingly of rotting fish. Seth 
had to shield his eyes against the glare of a 
low sun as he looked upwards, searching the 
skyline and the towering cliff studded with 
brave and tough flowers. All they could do 
was look for some sort of path. As he and 
Nightshade climbed with difficulty up the 
steep shingle beach, the smell got worse. And 
all they found was a huge wooden signpost 
that read PRIVATE: KEEP OUT …

DESCRIPTION
In solving the mystery of the 
Last Chance Hotel, Seth has 
discovered a bewildering new 
world of magic. But the truth 
about his mother’s fate remains, 
stolen away with the firefly 
cage by his nemesis, the wicked 
Tiffany Bunn. Determined to 
chase them down – and prove 
himself as a magician – Seth and 
his cat Nightshade are quickly 
embroiled in the latest MagiCon 
case, a murder investigation at a 
deserted lighthouse … 

NICKI THORNTON
Nicki Thornton has run an 
independent bookshop in 
Abingdon with her husband 
for more than ten years. 

Her bestselling debut novel, The Last 
Chance Hotel, won the Times/Chicken 
House Children’s Fiction Competition 
2016. 

@nicki_thornton
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PERIL EN POINTE
Helen Lipscombe
Milly yearns to dance like her ballerina mum – but during the 
biggest performance of her life, she messes up and her mum 
disappears. Six months on, Milly receives an unexpected 
invitation to join Swan House, a prestigious ballet school. But
this is no ordinary ballet school: it’s a school for spies …

• A funny, thrilling debut novel for middle-grade readers by a  
 fresh new voice in children’s fiction: Ballet Shoes meets   
 Murder Most Unladylike with a fun, contemporary twist.

• Milly is a relatable, embattled hero whose quest for her mother  
 is mirrored by a growing confidence and ability to pursue her  
 dreams.

• A fantastic ensemble cast and plenty of intrigue and twists  
 make this a real page-turner.
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DESCRIPTION
Milly yearns to dance like her 
ballerina mum – but during the 
biggest performance of her life, 
she messes up and her mum 
disappears. Six months on, 
Milly receives an unexpected 
invitation to join the Swan 
House School of Ballet. Thrilled, 
Milly accepts, only to find that 
Swan House is no ordinary 
ballet school: it’s a ballet school 
for spies. Can her new skills help 
her discover the truth about her 
mother’s vanishing act? 

An extract from

PERIL EN POINTE
Helen Lipscombe
‘Good girl. Dance half as well as your 
mother and we’re in with a chance. And 
Milly,’ Mr Lamont’s eyes twinkle in the 
shadows, ‘make her proud.’

Dame Anna’s little-old-lady voice 
warbles into a crescendo. ‘Performing 
the Fairies Variations from The Sleeping 
Beauty, I give you,’ she flutters a hand 
drooping with diamonds, ‘LAMONT’S 
SCHOOL OF DANCE!’ 

‘Millicent.’ Willow Perkins is back in my 
ear hole. ‘Don’t. Mess. Up.’

We troop behind the Fairy of the Crystal 
Fountain and take our places onstage. The 
clapping dies. The lights dim. Silence falls 
over the theatre like fairy dust. 

Must not rush.
Must not mess up.
And what was the other thing?
Mr Lamont holds his breath. The 

conductor lifts his baton. 
Huff. Puff. Huff. Puff. Huff. Pufffff …
Eight minutes later, Mr Lamont breathes 

out. The audience is spellbound. Every 

one of his fairies has chaînéd, fluttered 
and flicked without a wobble. 

Every one of his fairies, except me. 
I glance up at the box next to the 

Royals. Mum played the Lilac Fairy when 
she was eleven. Her Scarlet Slipper award 
is on the mantlepiece. 

Make her proud, make her proud, make 
her proud. 

Willow Perkins curtsies. Time to 
pirouette my path to glory. I smile up at 
Mum. Search the balcony.

WHERE IS SHE?
‘Kydd!’ whispers the Fairy of the 

Woodland Glade. ‘Dance, you great 
lummox!’

Oops. Missed my intro. 
Quick! Fairy step, fairy step, piqués, 

arabesque …
Quick! Fairy step, fairy step, plié, pas de 

chat …
Quick. Fairy step, fairy step, piqués, final 

arabeque and … 
Uh-oh.
Why can I hear music? Why is the 

conductor still waving his arms? Why is 
Willow Perkins rolling her eyeballs again? 

WHY ISN’T MUM IN HER BOX?
Better keep dancing. Better keep 

whoaarghhhhhhhhh.
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