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CHAPTER ONE

“Faster, Ember! Faster!” Amara cried, her hands clinging to Ember’s neck and her plaits flying out as he galloped around the meadow. His hooves pounded on the summer grass and the magical golden flames of his mane flicked over her hands, tickling but not hurting her.

Most of the time, Ember looked like a beautiful coal-black pony with a silky mane and tail, but now he was in his true magical shape – as an elemental horse – and Amara could feel the magic surging through him. Being a True Rider was the best thing ever!

Elemental horses only bonded with one person, someone who could help them control their magic and use it for good – their True Rider. Each elemental horse could control one of the four elements – earth, air, fire and water. Ember was a fire horse and could set things alight.

Stopping in the centre of the meadow, Ember reared up and as he landed, he transformed back into his pony form. Amara slid from his back. “I love you so much,” she said, kissing his nose.

Ember nuzzled her face. And I love you. Do you think we’ll get to gallop like that on the beach when we’re on holiday?

Amara grinned. She loved that she could hear Ember’s thoughts. “Definitely. Alex and Imogen said it was one of the best bits of the holiday last year.”

Amara and her three best friends at Moonlight Stables – Kalini, Imogen and Alex – were about to go on holiday to Seaview Stables. Alex and Imogen had been the year before and had told Amara and Kalini how brilliant it was. There would be riding lessons in the morning and beach hacks and woodland rides in the afternoon. They would swim in the sea and hang out on the beach, and in the evenings they would have campfires. At the end of the week there would be a mini One Day Event – a riding competition where the riders took part in showjumping, cross country and dressage.

Imogen, Kalini and Alex were True Riders as well. Kalini’s horse was a dapple-grey stallion called Thunder, a Wind Horse with power over storms. Imogen’s was a pretty snow-white mare called Tide, a Water Horse. Alex’s horse was a chunky chestnut with a flaxen mane and tail called Rose, an Earth Horse with power over plants.
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Ember looked to where Thunder, Tide and Rose were grazing along with the other five elemental horses who lived at Moonlight Stables – Sandy, Sirocco, Forest, Sparks and Cloud. We’ll have to keep our magic secret while we’re away, he said.

Amara nodded. No one was allowed to know about the elemental horses unless they were a True Rider or a Legacy Rider – someone whose parent or grandparent had been a True Rider.

“Amara!” She glanced round. Kalini, Imogen and Alex were climbing over the meadow gate, headcollars in their hands and excited grins on their faces.

“It’s holiday time!” shouted Alex. “Seaview Stables, here we come!”

“Midnight feasts. Swimming in the sea,” said Imogen, pushing her glasses up her nose.

“Pony quizzes and riding every single day,” added Kalini happily.

Amara grinned. “This is going to be the best holiday ever!” she declared.
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They groomed their ponies while Jill Reed, the owner of the stables, got the horsebox out.

Jill had been a True Rider but her elemental horse, Shula, had died in an accident. Since then, Jill had devoted her life to helping elemental horses find their True Riders and to giving a home to any elemental horse who needed it. Amara didn’t know the details of Shula’s accident, but she knew it had something to do with Ivy Thornton, the owner of nearby Storm Stables. Ivy and Jill had once been friends but then Ivy had become a Night Rider – someone who used the elemental horses’ power for selfish ends.

As they led the ponies across the yard to the horsebox, Amara had a thought. “One really good thing about going on holiday is that we won’t have to see any of the Storm Stables riders for at least a week.”

“Yay!” said Kalini.

The Storm Stables riders were horrible. Three of them – Zara, Daniela and Shannon – rode elemental horses and they hated the riders at Moonlight Stables. Zara and Daniela were cousins and they were both as mean as each other.

“I hope the other people on the holiday are nice,” said Imogen, leading Tide up the ramp of the horsebox. “We made some good friends last year, didn’t we, Alex?”

He nodded. “Like Willow. She’s the daughter of Sue who owns Seaview. She’s brilliant fun.”

“She likes playing pranks on people,” said Imogen, her greeny-brown eyes sparkling behind her glasses. “So, beware!”

They helped Jill heave the ramp into place. 

“How long will it take us to get there?” Kalini asked.

“About two hours,” said Jill, pushing her chin-length blonde hair back from her face. Her skin was tanned from working outdoors all her life. “I’m looking forward to seeing Sue again. We grew up together and we’re still good friends.”

Just then, a car pulled up to the gate and a tall, slim girl with dark brown hair jumped out.

“Malia!” Amara called, waving. Malia kept her dressage pony, Goldie, at the stables.

Malia jogged up the driveway. “I thought I’d come and see you all before you go.” Malia had wanted to come with them but she had a big three-day dressage event later that week and there was no way she could miss it. “Make sure you ring me and send me loads of photos!” she said.

“We will!” they chorused.
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Amara, Alex, Imogen and Kalini travelled to Seaview in the living quarters of the horsebox. It seemed to take for ever to get  there but at long last Jill turned up a long, straight drive that had a sign saying: Seaview Stables.

At the top of the drive there was a parking area, a farmhouse with an orchard and a large single storey log cabin to one side. Next to the farmhouse there was a yard with an old brick stable block and a large modern American-style barn with twenty more stables for the campers’ horses. People were milling around, unloading ponies and carrying tack and grooming kits.

Amara smiled happily as she breathed in the salty air and heard the seagulls crying out overhead. This was it! Their holiday was about to start!
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But just then she saw something that made her heart plummet. Across the parking lot a slim girl with long, curly blonde hair was leading a striking chestnut pony down the ramp of a gleaming black horsebox with a lightning flash on its side. The blonde girl was followed by a tall girl with auburn hair leading a stocky bay pony with a glossy coat and thick black mane and tail.

“Zara and Daniela!” Amara said in dismay as she recognised the Storm Stables riders. “What are they doing here?”
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CHAPTER TWO

“Oh no,” Imogen gasped, following Amara’s gaze. “Zara and Daniela are here too.”

“Move!” snapped Zara, leading her horse, Scorch, straight towards a younger girl who had to jump quickly to one side to avoid being trampled.

“Where are our ponies’ stables?” called Daniela, following Zara with Quake. “We need the best stables, you know. These are very valuable ponies.” She shot a snooty look at a couple of small hairy ponies that were tied up to a trailer they were passing.

A thin woman in very smart riding clothes with her hair tied back in a bun and hairnet came marching out of the American barn.

Ivy Thornton. Amara felt a shiver run down her spine as she looked at the woman’s hard face.

“This way, girls,” Ivy said. “I’ve spoken to Sue and sorted out the two largest stables for you.”

“I can’t believe Zara and Daniela are here,” groaned Alex. “They’re going to ruin everything!”

“No, they won’t,” said Kalini, her hazel eyes flashing with determination. “We won’t let them.”

Imogen nodded. “There’s no way they’re going to stop us having a good time.” 

Amara hoped she was right!

They unloaded the ponies and all their stuff. Jill introduced them to Sue, who owned Seaview, and they met Safiya, a young woman who worked for Sue. Safiya was going to be staying in the cabin with the campers each night.

Sue’s ten-year-old daughter, Willow, showed Amara and the others which stables their ponies would be in. She was very friendly with a wide smile and curly red hair. Her cheeks had a smattering of freckles and her eyes were a pale green. Amara also noticed that her left arm was shorter than her right and she didn’t have a left hand, but only having one hand didn’t seem to hinder Willow at all.

After the ponies were settled in their stables, she helped them carry their saddles and bridles to the tack room and explained to them how the holiday would be organised.
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“Mum and Saffy have split the riders into two troops depending on how experienced they are and how high they like jumping.” She checked a list on the tack room wall. “Amara and Kalini, you’re in the Blue Troop with me. That’s the group for the slightly less experienced riders and riders who don’t like jumping really high. We’ll be taught by Saffy. Alex and Imogen, you’re in the Red Troop and will be taught by Mum. You’ll get to do all the scary jumps on the cross-country course.”
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