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      A. J. Hunter is the pen name for two authors, Allan and James, who bonded over their shared love of mythical creatures. After poring over their history books and trawling through the Internet, Myth Raiders was born! When they’re not thinking up new adventures for Sam and Trey, they can usually be found indulging one of their many interests, such as practicing kung fu, growing beards, writing fantasy novels for Young Adults, helping develop apps and selling flowers in Covent Garden market. But which hobby belongs to which author? Only A. J. Hunter knows the answer to that…
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              WHAT’S THE WORST THAT COULD HAPPEN?
            

          

        

      

      “Hit it!” yelled Trey, ducking as the winged creature swooped out of the cave, its red eyes burning, claws swiping.

      “What do you think I’m trying to do?” hollered Sam, her voice swallowed up by the monster’s shrieks. She swung a broken branch. The creature flapped its leathery black wings, sending a putrid stench into their faces. Trey couldn’t really believe that this was happening. It was crazy. Three seconds ago he and his cousin had been in his basement at home – now, they were halfway up a mountain, and under deadly attack from a flying monster.

      He snatched up a stone and lobbed it at the creature. It made a satisfying thunk as it ricocheted off the back of the thing’s small, hairless skull. “Ha! Take that!”

      The creature twisted in the air, its vicious fangs extending from its mouth as it hurtled towards Trey. Its long, curved claws reached for his throat.

      He stumbled backwards, tripping over the rocks and bones that were strewn around the mouth of the cave. He threw out an arm, grabbing a bone and flinging it at the winged creature that hovered over him like a red-eyed, drooling nightmare.

      It was about four feet tall and looked more or less like a human female – except for the six-foot bat wings that sprouted from its shoulders. Its black skeletal frame was dressed in filthy rags that hung over its limbs like tattered cobwebs. It had a rat-like face, thin skin stretched over a small, pitted skull. Huge bloodshot eyes stared with evil intent. With every flap of its charred wings, a disgusting stench wafted down over him. Trey didn’t know what death smelt like, but he guessed this could be it.

      Just moments ago, he and Sam had been in the basement, gawping over the two halves of a prehistoric metal disc, wondering if they should put them together to see if they fit.

      “What’s the worst that could happen?” Sam had asked.

      Well, the worst turned out to be a blinding flash and a deafening boom. They’d been thrown through time and space to a wide, dark cave mouth, with mountains towering into the blue sky and forested foothills stretching away below. There was a city of white stone buildings in the valley – a city that looked very, very old.
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      Don’t think, you idiot – duck! Trey tried to dive to one side, but the monster’s long skeletal fingers clamped down on his shoulders.

      “Get your claws off him!” Sam yelled, swinging the branch. There was a crack as it made violent contact. The creature released Trey, hissing and spitting, extending its arms towards her. She only just managed to leap out of range as a set of razor claws raked the air.

      Trey jumped up again, rocks and bone fragments rolling under his feet as he fought for balance. The thing was attacking Sam now. Not if I can help it!

      He picked up a large chunk of bone, bigger than his fist and jaggedly sharp. Drawing his arm back like he was pitching a softball, Trey aimed at the side of the creature’s skull. He hesitated. But the monster was going to hurt Sam – he couldn’t let that happen.

      Do it, he urged himself. Come on!

      He flung the bone. It struck the creature on the cheek with a sickening crunch. The monster screamed, its claws coming up to its face. It wrapped its wings around its body as it crashed to the ground.

      Sam darted forward, lifting the branch high and bringing it down with a whoosh. But their enemy squirmed aside at the last moment and the branch broke in half on the hard, stony ground.

      “Owwww!” Sam yelped, jumping back and shaking her stinging hand. “This is insane!” she shouted. “We have to get out of here!”

      Trey saw how scared she was, but how could they escape from something with wings?

      “Maybe we can drive it off!” he yelled, jumping up at a tree and tearing down a thick, gnarled branch. He ripped off leaves and twigs, before moving in on the crawling creature. He jabbed at it while Sam hunted around for another weapon.

      The creature rose to its feet, with a shriek as piercing as a car slamming its brakes. At the same moment, a shape appeared at the cave entrance. It was another of the monsters, and its glaring red eyes were fixed on Sam.

      “Sam, watch out!” Trey yelled. “There are two of them!”

      His cousin spun towards the cave, looking panicked as the creature shot into the air and then swooped down at her. She flung herself on to her back and aimed a high kick at the monster.

      Wham! Right in the gut!

      Shrieking, the creature doubled up and went crashing into the trees.

      “Gotcha!” Sam yelled, jumping back to her feet.

      From behind them, the first creature let out a furious screeching. They spun around and saw its eyes burning with vengeance.

      The craziness wasn’t over yet.

      Trey lunged forward, jamming the branch into the monster’s ribs, trying to drive it back into the cave. How many more of these things were in there? How could this be real?
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      The shrieking thing snatched at the branch and took to the air again. But instead of diving at Trey, it swerved sideways and reached out towards the metal disc that lay on the ground, glowing faintly.

      It wants the disc. 

      Trey’s mind whirled. He and Sam had arrived here moments after they put the two pieces of the disc together. Was that how they’d been zapped to this madhouse? Maybe that was the way home, too. Thinking quickly, he threw the branch aside and scooped up a rock, hurling it at the disc. It cracked on the circle of metal and bounced off. The two halves of the disc broke apart and spun through the air, one half smacking neatly into Trey’s open palm, and the other sailing right into Sam’s hand!

      There was another bright flash, a second thunderous boom. Trey staggered, blinking as the light faded and the screams disappeared. He looked around. They were back in the basement of his family home.

      With a stunned look, Sam sank heavily on to the concrete floor.

      The two cousins stared at one another.

      “What was that?” gasped Sam.
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