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STORY ONE
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BEHOLD THE BEAST!

Petorix, the Winged Slicer… Her scales glittered as she flew. Vicious were her talons, and her foul tongue dripped with deadly venom. She ravaged the village, tore Errin’s Hall apart.

Yet bold Tanner feared nothing. Astride Firepos the Flame Bird, he came to face the savage Beast. He soared up high, then down he leapt. His sword flashed like lightning. He grasped Petorix by her leathery wing and clung on as she fought to shake him.

But the warrior was too strong.

With a single blow, he struck her head from her shoulders. Then down they fell until she met her doom, perishing at last in the village she had wasted.

Thus Tanner, Master of the Beasts, vanquished the wicked Petorix!

 

Extract from The Chronicles of Avantia
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THE SHADOW BEAST
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“Here he comes!” cried Elenna, clutching Tom’s arm. “The mightiest warrior in Avantia!”

Tom frowned. “I hope I never have to face him in battle!”

They looked at each other, and both burst out laughing.

Tom and Elenna were sitting on a pair of hay bales in the courtyard of King Hugo’s palace. It was a sunny afternoon, and Captain Harkman was playing with Prince Thomas. The one-year-old baby gurgled happily as the captain hoisted him up into the saddle of an old donkey.

“Easy does it, Your Highness,” grunted Harkman. He held the squirming infant firmly.

“Tommy may not be ready to guard the palace quite yet,” said Elenna.

“Laugh while you can,” said Daltec, sternly. The young magician was holding on to the donkey’s reins. “Young Thomas may be Master of the Beasts one day.”

“I certainly hope so,” chuckled Tom. “I could do with a rest!” He darted over to take the reins from Daltec.

“All Tommy needs is a Beast to fight,” said Elenna.

Daltec nodded. “Allow me…” He stepped back, lifting his hands. His fingers twitched, and a ball of green light took shape between them. Then with a sudden flash, it transformed into a tiny green dragon, no bigger than a cat. The dragon flew up above the donkey, and Prince Thomas flapped at it with his pudgy hands.

Elenna stood and bowed low. “Hail, Master of the Beasts!” she said, and everyone chuckled.

Just then, a shout came from the battlements above. “Captain Harkman, sir!” A guard was pointing his spear at something beyond the walls.

Daltec flicked his hands, and the dragon disappeared in a puff of green smoke.

“I’ll handle this,” said Tom, passing the reins to Elenna. He grinned at Harkman, who was still holding Prince Thomas. “You’ve got your hands full!”

Tom took up his sword and shield from beside the hay bale, then raced up the steps to the top of the wall. Shielding his eyes against the sun, he spotted something speeding across a field towards the City – a cart, pulled by a large black horse with a blanket across its back. The cart bumped and jolted, and its driver bounced up and down with it. She was an old woman, with a shawl wrapped around her head and shoulders.

Her voice carried towards them on the wind. It was faint at first, but getting louder. “Let me in, please! A Beast is chasing me!”

Tom peered hard at the horizon, where something had just swooped out from behind a cloud. Far too big to be a bird. “Open the gates!” he roared.
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The chains of the drawbridge rattled, and the wood groaned as the bridge fell across the moat. The old woman flicked her reins and drove the rumbling cart across. At once the guards began to haul the drawbridge shut again.

The Beast came soaring towards them on a pair of dark wings, a long tail like a serpent’s coiling behind it.

All along the wall, guards took up the cry: “We’re under attack!”

Tom turned to see Captain Harkman running to the top of the steps. Below, Daltec was holding Prince Thomas, and Elenna was picking up her bow and quiver from where she’d left them on the ground.

“Archers!” roared Harkman. “Form a line!”

Bowmen spilled from the turrets at either end of the wall, clattering into position. Their bowstrings creaked as they fitted arrows and drew back, ready to fire.

“On my command!” called Harkman from the top of the wall.

“Wait!” Tom held up a hand, and the captain turned in surprise. “It might be a Good Beast,” Tom explained. “I can find out what it wants.”

He drew on the power of the ruby of Torgor, and felt the warmth of the magic flowing into him. He spoke with his mind. Why have you come here?

But if the Beast heard him, it made no reply. And it was almost upon them, blotting out the sun. Its massive jaws gaped wide…

Whsssshhh! One of the archers had let fly. The arrow arced through the air and sliced into the body of the Beast. But it sailed on through, meeting no resistance.

Tom was just reaching for his sword hilt, when the Beast’s shadowy body rippled… then collapsed a black smoke that drifted up into the sky. Tom blinked. Almost at once, the smoke had vanished. The sun shone again, as though nothing had happened.

Gasps and murmurs ran among the guards and archers on the walls.

“What in the name of King Hugo…?” said Captain Harkman.
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“A cheap magic trick,” said Daltec. Tom saw that the wizard had joined them on the walls, still cradling the prince. Elenna was at his side. “It was just an illusion,” Daltec explained. “Convincing, I must admit.”

Tom frowned. Why would anyone play such a trick?

“Hang on,” said Elenna. “Where did she go?”

She was staring down into the courtyard, and Tom suddenly remembered the old woman who had ridden into the palace. There was her cart, left abandoned by the wall, with the big black horse waiting patiently. But the old woman herself was nowhere to be seen.

“I don’t like this,” growled Captain Harkman.

BOOM! A deafening roar sounded from below, and the wall shuddered. Tom lost his footing and clutched the battlements, his ears ringing.

An explosion…and it sounded like it came from the treasury! He raced to the courtyard, heading for the great door that led to the palace vaults.

He was almost there when the door swung open with a hefty thump. A guard staggered out, bent over and coughing in a cloud of bitter smoke.

Tom barrelled past, through the doorway and down the dark steps. At the bottom, the metal door hung from its hinges, bent and blackened by fire. He ran on into the treasury, and skidded to a halt.

Everything looked normal – treasure chests, suits of armour and weapons piled up all around. But slumped against one wall was a man wearing nothing but boots and rough cotton underclothes. He looked up groggily, and Tom recognised him. He’s one of Harkman’s best soldiers!

Elenna and Harkman rushed in too.

“What’s happening?” asked Elenna.

“Where’s your uniform?” Harkman demanded.

The guard looked dazed. “Uniform? What uniform?”

Tom felt a lead weight settle in his stomach. That guard I bumped into…the one who was coughing and covering their face… Whoever it was, they had stolen this man’s uniform to make their escape. It couldn’t be a coincidence that the old woman had disappeared too.
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“We’ve been tricked!” he exclaimed.

 


[image: images]







 


[image: images]





A CIRCLE OF STONE
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Crouched behind a hay bale in the courtyard, Ria pulled off the helmet she had taken from the guard and shook her head to free her red mohawk. She chuckled to herself and checked that she still had the item she had stolen in the bag. Yes. It had been almost too easy.

Then a voice rose from the treasury. Tom’s voice. “Intruder! Someone’s in disguise as a guard!”

Ria’s smile grew wider. Time to go!

Shouts went up from the guards all around, but Ria didn’t care. These idiots can’t stop me. She tore off the guard’s cloak and drew the cat-o’-nine-tails from her belt. She flicked her wrist, and the strands crackled blue with electric charge.

Her steed was waiting, still harnessed to the cart. Ria whistled, and it reared up. The blanket slid from its back. Feathered wings unfurled from their hiding place.

One swift lash of the cat-o’-nine-tails, and the harness was severed. Ria vaulted on to the stallion’s back and snatched up the reins.
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Collect the special coins in this book.
You will earn one gold coin for S
every chapter you read.

Once you have finished all the chapters,
find out what to do with your gold coins at
the back of the book.
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