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      For Ay Pi,
Shoon Ya to my Shaap Azur –
You complete me.
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      Eight octons after the wise, brave Shoon Ya became Emperaza of Mithya, Mithya was celebrating with the grandest Octoversary
         ever. For the first time, the 32 stars of Tara—the supersun with the cool rainbow coloured light—had come down to dance at
         the celebrations. But the festivities were cut short rudely when Shaap Azur, Shoon Ya’s evil twin, broke out of his prison
         below the heaving seabed of Dariya and captured all 32 stars in the Silver Spinternet, plunging Mithya into darkness.
      

      
      The stars could be rescued, but only if the 32 riddles Shaap Azur had hidden on the eight worlds were solved within an octet.
         Enter sweet-faced Zvala, child of Fire, athletic Zarpa, child of the superserpent Shay Sha, and animal magnet Tufan, child
         of the Wind—three gifted mithyakins who had been chosen by the Emperaza several octons ago to save Mithya from the Great Crisis.
      

      
      Under the watchful eye of Shuk Tee, the Emperaza’s most trusted advisor, and the guidance of expert Achmentors Achalmun, Dummaraz, and Twon d’Ung—the Taranauts began to blossom into brave, strong, smart heroes.
      

      
      For their first challenge, the Taranauts travelled to Shyn, where they cracked four hidden riddles and rescued the Emeralds.
         An octoll later, in Lustr’s brain-scrambling Mayazaal, they battled flesh-eating flowers, weeping trees and hostile minimits
         in the company of their mysterious new friend Zubremunyun, before they set the Sapphires free.
      

      
      In Sparkl, they played—and won—four deadly games to save the Amethysts. On to Glo, where, aided by a giant hakibyrd, teen
         pop diva Dana Suntana, and Tufan’s beloved older brother, Dada, the Taranauts outwitted a traitor to free the Rubies.
      

      
      In the icy world of Syntilla, helped along by the twins Cha Patti and Cha Mina and a troop of silverbacked kurmoises, they
         rescued the Silvers, unmasking another traitor. In blazing Shimr, they took on a fearsome Muggarosaur, killer Kolaverobots
         and a flock of angry Venompires before they returned the Citrines to Tara. In Glytr’s glittering capital city of Boom Bolly
         Bay, they upped their game to stymie Shaap Azur’s deadly plans at every turn, rescuing not only the Turquoises but also saving
         hazillions of Glytrkos from certain death.
      

      
      Now, as the Taranauts prepare to depart for their final mission at Dazl, where deadly danger awaits them, Mithya teeters on
         the brink of the Great Zamara, a terrible war that will tear Mithya apart. Can the Corals, and Mithya, be saved?
      

      
      Now read on …
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      Mithya A whole different universe, with eight worlds—Dazl, Glo, Shyn, Shimr, Lustr, Sparkl, Syntilla, Glytr—that bob around
         in the endless sea of Dariya, around the bad-tempered volcano Kay Laas. On top of Kay Laas, in the Land of Eternal Taralite,
         lives Shoon Ya, the Emperaza of Mithya. Tara The rainbow-coloured supersun of Mithya. Tara is made up of 32 stars—the Emeralds,
         the Sapphires, the Amethysts, the Rubies, the Citrines, the Silvers, the Turquoises, and the Corals—in 8 iridescent colours.
         Taraday A day on Mithya. It is 48 dings long.
      

      
      Taralite From 1 o’ding to 32 o’ding, the Upsides of the eight worlds, where most mithyakos live, stay out of the water and
         enjoy the cool light of the Tarasuns, the stars of Tara. This part of the Taraday is called Taralite.
      

      
      Fliptime At 32 o’ding, all the worlds flip over into Dariya. The moment when this happens is called Fliptime.

      
      
      Taranite From Fliptime until 48 o’ding, the Upsides are turned away from Tara and into Dariya. During this time, they are
         in darkness, their buildings and vehicles and forests protected with water-repelling force-fields called Dar-Proofs.
      

      
      Downsides The halves of each world that stay in darkness, inside Dariya, for 32 dings each Taraday. These are scary, unexplored
         places, populated by creatures of the darkness and not-so-nice mithyakos.
      

      
      Xad Yuntra The secret hideout of Shaap Azur, Emperaza Shoon Ya’s evil twin.

      
      Zum Skar The training centre at the Land of Eternal Taralite where the brightest mithyakos hone their skills. The Taranauts
         are now in training there
      

      
      Magmalift A magma-powered elevator inside Kay Laas in which mithyakos can zoom up to the Land of Eternal Taralite.

      
      Aquauto An amphibious cab with the ability to travel both on water and on land. Aqualimos are the fancier version.

 Stellipathy The technique of communicating directly through the mind

      
      Stellikinesis The technique of moving objects by force of will

      
      Stelliportation The technique of getting to another location without physically making the journey

      
      Hovitation The technique of staying in mid-air for several dinglings at a time
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      ‘I’m so.o.o.o.o.o bored.’
      

      
      Zvala lay spreadeagled on the red mud of the empty akhadarena in her sweaty trax. The Taranauts had just finished several
         rounds of Mulkooshti—an ancient Mithyan sport that involved wrestling your opponent in a mud pit—with Achmentor Twon d’Ung.
         As usual, the Achmentor had rushed away the moment they had finished, leaving them to their own devices.
      

      
      Zvala sighed. Five octites since they had returned from Glytr, and still no dingplan for the octoll. Ms Shuk Tee was too preoccupied,
         Achmentor Dummaraz was gone, and they hadn’t set eyes on Achmentor Achalmun once since they had been back. Over the last several
         octolls, Zvala had grown to hate the dingplans of Zum Skar, packed so tight with exhausting sessions and hateful worksheets
         that there wasn’t even time to breathe, but now that there wasn’t one, she didn’t know what to do with herself.
      

      
      
      Absently, she began to move her arms up and down and her legs from side to side. ‘Look, I’m a mud angel!’

      
      ‘Yuckthoo, you filthy creature!’ Tufan picked up a fallen monkapinut and chucked it at her. It hit the side of her head hard,
         making her howl with pain. ‘Woohoo! Good shot, Taranaut Tufan!’
      

      
      ‘I’ll show you!’ cried Zvala, sending a sudden blast of firepower in Tufan’s direction. It passed just above his ear, leaving
         behind a strong smell of singed hair.
      

      
      ‘You asked for it!’ Tufan filled his lungs and exhaled. The fine mud from the pit rose up and enveloped Zvala in a thick red
         cloud. Coughing violently, she began shooting flames out blindly in every direction. Zzzzzzt! The door of one of the changing rooms caught fire and began to burn. Whoosh! A thick layer of mud settled on the neat pile of freshly-laundered towels.
      

      
      ‘Sssstop it, Zvala!’ Zarpa snapped. ‘You too, Tufan! I’m ssseriously sssick of the pair of you!’

      
      ‘He started it!’ gasped Zvala, choking on the fine dust in her throat and nose as she sent another burst of fire towards Tufan.
      

      
      ‘There’s a big difference between chucking a nut and frying someone’s head!’ yelled Tufan, blowing hard at the oncoming flame
         and turning it into a giant fireball that hung dangerously in the air above the pit.
      

      
      Zarpa couldn’t stand it any longer. She wrapped her feet around a tall arcalamp at the edge of the pit and slithered furiously
         towards her team-mates through the dust cloud. When she had got her right hand clamped like a vise around Zvala’s ankle, and her left around Tufan’s, she tugged
         hard, bringing them to the ground with a thump. Still seething, she dragged them out of the pit, deaf to their howls of protest.
      

      
      The three of them stared furiously at each other at the edge of the akhadarena, panting in the sudden silence.
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    Then Tufan
         lowered his eyes. ‘Zvala, Zarpa, I’m sorry,’ he said in a small voice. ‘I’m ashamed, I’m repentant, and I do not deserve to
         be a Taranaut.’ Zvala glanced stealthily at Zarpa. Zarpa was glowering at her, waiting for her apology.
      

      
      ‘Erm … well, I am too,’ she said hurriedly. ‘Sorry, and repentant, and ashamed, and, and … I don’t deserve to be a Taranaut either.’ It wasn’t going to be enough. Zarpa still looked really mad. ‘I … I showed no restraint.
         I used my special gifts against my own team-mate, I broke the honour code. I brought dishonour to my spirit parent, I …’ she glanced
         around, and caught sight of the burning door. ‘I damaged public property, I …’
      

      
      She threw Tufan a furious look. He was equally responsible for this mess, so the least he could do was step in and help her
         with this. But he still had his eyes firmly on the ground. Well, he wasn’t going to get off so easy. ‘Tufan,’ she hissed,
         ‘don’t you have anything to add?’
      

      
      ‘I do,’ Tufan sighed exaggeratedly. ‘It’s a clarification, actually. Look, Zarpa, maybe Zvala needed to apologize for all those things she mentioned, and I respect her for it, but I was actually apologizing for something
         else altogether.’
      

      
      Zvala and Zarpa exchanged puzzled glances. What was Tufan talking about?

      
      ‘I’m truly sorry that I forgot to bring a freezeframe,’ said Tufan sadly, looking up at the two mud-caked, soot-streaked figures
         in front of him. ‘You two,’ he grinned, ‘would have made such a great picture for the newspapyruses.’
      

      
      For a moment, the girls stared blankly at him. Then Zarpa giggled. ‘Aaaaaaarghhhhhh!’ Zvala lunged at Tufan. ‘Just you wait
         till I get my scorching hands on you, Wind Boy!’
      

      
      Tufan stepped nimbly out of the way, squealing in a high falsetto.

     
      ‘That’s enough, guys,’ said Zarpa, struggling to keep a straight face. ‘Let’s consider this an impromptu skill practice session for all of us and forget about it, okay? Oh, and …’
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      ‘Vile vandals!’ The familiar voice was thick with disgust and anger. The Taranauts leapt to their feet, flushing as red as
         the mud they were covered in. ‘Detention deserved!’ Achalmun thundered. ‘Punishment positive!’ He pointed towards the classrooms. ‘Quick march!’

      
      He would choose this moment to turn up, muttered Zvala irritably. He’s totally going to kill us now.
      

      
      Tufan scowled at her. I had planned to take Makky for a run and spend the rest of the octite working in the Gizmo Lab, but now, thanks to YOU, we’d
            be lucky to get a dingling off before fliptime.
      

      
      Shut up, you two, Zarpa shot them a murderous look. Guess whose fault this certainly WASN’T, but who is still going to be spending eight straight dings trying to crack munfuddling
            worksheets?

      
      Still glaring at each other but not daring to disobey, Zvala and Tufan shut up.
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      Shuk Tee stiffened, the hair on the back of her neck prickling. There was someone else in the Tower Room! In one swift motion,
         she sprang to her feet and into a defensive Kalarikwon position, all her senses on full alert, scanning the room.
      

      
      Nothing, except a couple of makdiboochis scuttling across the floor.

      
      She counted off five dinglings in her head before she sat down once again in the middle of the six-pointed star on the floor,
         shaking her head irritably. She was getting too jumpy for her own good.
      

      
      Yes, the Taranauts’ mission to Dazl to rescue the last four Tarasuns was coming up in less than an octoll. Yes, with the Great
         Zamara looming and Chief Sey out of commission, the tension at Zum Skar was so thick you could cut it with a knife. Yes, yes, yes. But a good leader’s strength lay in being able to stay calm and rational in a crisis, to …
      

      
      
      There it was again! This time she had actually heard something … someone … breathing. Furious, Shuk Tee whirled around. ‘Come on out, you cowardarpoke!’ she yelled. ‘Come on out!’
      

      
      A faint shimmering began opposite the southern window of the Tower Room and slowly took shape, revealing a mithyaka who seemed
         vaguely familiar. ‘One of Shaap’s Ograzurs, aren’t you?’ she demanded. Silhouetted against the faraway blue glow of the Sapphires,
         his face a mask of fear, Raaksh nodded dumbly.
      

      
      ‘Welcome to Zum Skar, Ograzur. And to Zum Skar’s maximum security prison.’ She clapped her hands sharply, twice. The next
         instant, two burly Mithsafety officers had pinioned Raaksh’s arms behind his back.
      

      
      ‘No, please, no!’ wailed Raaksh. ‘Not prison again!’ said Shuk Tee grimly. ‘Take him away.’

      
      ‘Surely, Ms Shuk Tee,’ drawled a voice behind her, its tone faintly mocking, ‘you don’t believe we made this long and dangerous
         journey here just so that your minions could cart us off to prison?’
      

      
      Shuk Tee turned, stunned. Behind her, her outline still a little blurry and shimmery, stood Shurpa, her arms crossed across
         her chest.
      

      
      ‘You do realize, don’t you,’ continued Shurpa, ‘that we can vanish from here as quickly as we appeared?’ Shuk Tee waited,
         a flutter of anxiety in her stomach as she remembered the makdiboochis. ‘We are here to offer you a sweet deal. But we play
         nice only if you do.’
      

      
      
      Keeping her eyes locked with Shurpa’s, Shuk Tee waved the Mithsafety officers away.

      
      ‘That’s better,’ said Shurpa. ‘Here’s the situation, Ms Shuk Tee. Even as we speak, the Master, his Ograzurs, and a mazillion
         Downsiders are preparing for the Great Zamara. Violence on a scale bigger than any of us can imagine is coming to all eight
         worlds. Whichever side wins, the ruin of your beloved Mithya is guaranteed!’
      

     
      A chill shot through Shuk Tee, but she kept her face impassive.

    
      ‘Your only hope,’ Shurpa was speaking again, ‘is to stop the Zamara before it begins. What if, in the next few octites, you can round up the rebel leaders and destroy the Downside’s secret arsenals?
         Cut the ground from under the rebels’ feet, maybe even prevent all-out war?’
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      The tiniest spark of hope jumped into Shuk Tee’s eyes. Shurpa smiled to herself. Her words were having the desired effect.
         Time to move in for the kill. ‘My brother and I can help you achieve that …’
      

       
      ‘If I agree to your conditions, of course?’
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      ‘Shurpa smirked. “Of course. You will ensure that Raaksh and I receive royal pardon, new identities, and a home and a livelihood
         in a world of our choice. Raaksh and Shurpa will ”disappear” from all criminal records, from the very face of Mithya. You
         will never contact us again or try to trace us.’ She looked hard at Shuk Tee. ‘Deal?’
      

      
      
      Shuk Tee knew she had little choice. Time was fast running out for Mithya, and for now, these two held all the cards. But
         she needed a few dings to think things through—How far could she trust Shurpa? What if this was one of Shaap Azur’s vile traps?
         And how in Kay Laas had someone got past the safety shield, again?

      
      ‘I have to clear it with the Emperaza first …’ she stalled.

      
      ‘Oh, please,’ Shurpa rolled her eyes. ‘Your Emperaza is a spineless pupputli—he does whatever you tell him to. Unlike … unlike
         our Master, who would never stoop to ask anyone else for advice …’
      

      
      ‘Shaap Azur is an egotistical, self-serving maniac who has no respect for anyone else, not even his most trusted lieutenants!’
         snapped Shuk Tee. ‘No wonder they are the ones plotting his downfall.’
      

      
      Shurpa looked amused. ‘Speaking of trusted lieutenants,’ she said silkily, ‘did you ever wonder how we got in here?’

      
      Déjà vu and cold despair washed over Shuk Tee. Yet another traitor on the inside! She headed for the door.
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