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It’s good to be back!


Tom may have freed the Tangalan brats, but my games with them are only just beginning.


Now I have escaped my prison kingdom, I will have my vengeance. I have summoned forth from the Netherworld four creatures to terrorise Tangala. And this time, there’ll be no Master of the Beasts to come to their aid.


Let’s see how these four “heroes” fair without their champion!


Malvel
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A NEW QUEST
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The throne room, which a short while ago had been filled with cheerful, brightly dressed nobles, was now deathly quiet. The only sounds were the hushed, anxious voices of Elenna, Daltec and the Royal Family, gathered around Queen Aroha’s throne. Even the sun seemed to have deserted the day, leaving the vast chamber with its gilded tapestries and stained-glass windows shrouded in shadow. Cold and numb with shock, Miandra stepped forward to join the huddle of her three new friends: Katya, Rafe and Nolan. They looked as sombre as Miandra felt. Rafe’s pale skin had turned almost grey. Nolan was biting his lip, and even Katya’s usual cheerful smile had been replaced by a grim, worried frown.


Only a few minutes ago, Queen Aroha had appointed the four of them to the roles of Tangala’s new apprentice Masters and Mistresses of the Beasts. Miandra had never felt so proud. But the ceremony had ended in disaster. Tom, Miandra’s mentor and hero, had been poisoned by the Evil Wizard Malvel and now lay motionless on the dais. His survival depended on Miandra and her friends finding four ingredients to make an antidote – and each ingredient would be guarded by a Beast.


“We can do this,” Katya said firmly, putting a hand on Rafe’s arm. Miandra saw Rafe stand straighter.
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“Tom believes in us,” Nolan added, his scythe glinting as he raised it. Miandra couldn’t help glancing towards the dais. Tom was utterly still now, his skin ashen and his veins blackened by spreading rot. Miandra supressed a shudder and forced herself to stand taller too.


I must be strong!


“The whole kingdom depends on us,” she told her friends.


Rafe nodded. “We have to get those tokens!” Balling his fist, he held out his arm into the huddle. “For Tom and Tangala,” he said. Nolan and Katya followed Rafe’s lead. Miandra did the same, extending her fist.


“For Tom and Tangala!” they cried.


“The portals are ready,” Daltec called. Miandra looked again towards the dais. Four glowing doorways now hovered above the boards. Daltec, Queen Aroha, Elenna and Prince Rotu quickly assembled before the portals. At least we won’t have to face the Beasts alone, Miandra thought. And we have the new power of our weapons. She tightened her grip on her trident, taking strength from the warm tingle of power that flowed up her arm, then she stepped up on to the dais.


Daltec directed her to stand beside Prince Rotu in front of a magical door. The portal shimmered with dancing blue and gold ripples, like the sun on the waves that surrounded her hometown.


“Lyndor!” she breathed, unable to keep the dismay from her voice.


“Don’t be afraid,” Rotu said. “We will make sure no Beast does your people harm.”


The Prince stepped through the portal, instantly vanishing into the swirling ripples. Miandra took a deep breath and followed. The world spun sickeningly for a moment, forcing her to close her eyes. Then a cool salty breeze struck her, and she opened her eyes to find herself standing beside Rotu at the top of a cliff, the bay of Lyndor spread below them. The sea was calm, glittering in the morning sun, but the village was a riot of colour and movement. Boats crowded together along the seafront, their sails and flags snapping in the breeze. The striped awnings of tents and market stalls lined the busy promenade and even from a distance, Miandra could hear snatches of music and laughter.
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A knot of worry tightened in Miandra’s stomach. “It’s regatta day,” she said. “We hold an annual race from the bay to the lighthouse and back again every spring. Winning is said to bring a year of good luck. All the best sailors and ship builders in the kingdom will be here to compete. And now they are in danger.”


Rotu patted the jewelled handle of his spear. “Take heart,” he said. “This spear is the work of a master craftsman. No Beast is immune to the bite of cold steel.”


Miandra wasn’t sure that was right: she had studied Tom’s Quests carefully. But Rotu’s words made her feel a little better. How many battles must he have fought? Dozens, surely. The jewels in the handle of Rotu’s long spear glittered in the sun, shooting out splinters of light. “May I take a closer look?” she asked.


Rotu pursed his lips thoughtfully. “I suppose,” he said, drawing his weapon and passing it to her. “But be careful, it’s very heavy, and valuable too.”


Miandra turned the spear. It was beautiful and honed to a keen point – but hefty enough to be unwieldy. She handed it back, glad for the balanced simplicity of her own trident.


“We should hurry,” Miandra told the Prince. “The quicker we warn the townsfolk, the sooner they can reach safety.”


She started off down the steep, sandy path that led to the bay. Tufts of hardy grasses and sea holly lined the way.


“Will we meet your parents?” Rotu asked her as he followed.


A lump rose to Miandra’s throat, and she swallowed it. “They passed away a long time ago,” she said. “They drowned. It’s just me and my brother.”


“Ah,” Rotu said. “I am sorry to hear that. Where does your brother live?”


Miandra pointed towards the small, rocky island where Lyndor’s lighthouse stood, a tower of stark grey stone. “He keeps the lighthouse, like our father before him,” she told the Prince.


Rotu came to her side, frowning. “Does he not get lonely out there?”


Miandra clamped her teeth together, shutting back a sudden rise of emotions. “I wouldn’t know,” she said at last. “We hardly talk. Now let’s hurry! Once the race starts, we’ll never get everyone to safety.”


They scrambled on and soon rounded a bend on the cliff. Now Miandra could make out the dark silhouettes of sailors taking up their positions aboard their boats. She picked up her pace, jumping the last few steps down on to the sand, then hurried towards the throng of people on the jetty.


Miandra and Rotu stopped alongside a newly painted blue dinghy. A muscular man with tanned arms and a grey beard was weighing anchor.


“Captain,” Miandra called. “We come from the Queen’s palace in Pania. Lyndor is in grave danger. We must cancel the race!”


The man raised his eyebrows. “Cancel the race?” he said. “Not likely!”


“Leave this to me,” Rotu told Miandra. He vaulted up on to the jetty and cupped both hands to his mouth. “Good people of Lyndor!” he boomed, his voice rising above the noise. “You are in terrible danger!” The nearest street vendors turned to stare. A hush quickly spread over the crowd. “I, Prince Rotu of Tangala, have come directly to you from the Queen. I am here to warn you of an imminent attack. The regatta must be stopped!”
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The quiet lasted for a beat longer, then the chatter and movement started up again, as if Rotu had never spoken. Just one person bothered to answer the Prince. It was Ned – an arrogant young sailor who Miandra knew well. He was standing aboard a sleek, double-hulled craft, wearing a haughty, bemused smile.


“Prince Rotu my foot!” he scoffed. “If you’re Prince Rotu, then I’m King Hugo!” Ned scowled at Miandra. “Just because you’re scared of the sea, it doesn’t give you the right to ruin everyone else’s fun! I’d be out there myself right now if my First Mate hadn’t broken his foot.”


Miandra felt as if she’d been slapped but she returned Ned’s scowl, holding her head high. This isn’t about my fears! she told herself. This is about the safety of the whole kingdom. And Tom. Thinking of her Quest, Miandra glanced out to sea, and her throat tightened. Suddenly she knew, without any doubt, that the Beast must lie there. And already, many vessels were sailing into deeper water, heading towards the race’s starting line.
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Welcome
to the world of
Beast Quest!

When a series of Beast attacks
shocked the peaceful land of Tangala,
Queen Aroha called for a worthy
Master or Mistress of the Beasts. But
one fighter wasn’t enough for the grave
danger the kingdom faced, and four
candidates pledged their weapons to the

Queen to restore peace. There is strength
in unity and power in friendship. Together,
Katya from the Forest of Shadows, Nolan
of Aran, Miandra from the western shore
and Rafe of Doran will venture to new
lands and battle enemies of the realm.
The fate of Tangala is in their hands.

While there’s blood in their
veins, the New Protectors
will never give up the

N Quest






OEBPS/images/p8.jpg






OEBPS/images/p6.jpg
There are special gold coins to
collect in this book. You will earn
one coin for every chapter you read.

Find out what to do with your coins
at the end of the book.






OEBPS/images/p11.jpg





OEBPS/images/p10.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/map.jpg











