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   CHAPTER ONE




    One cold winter’s evening, a man in a long fur coat strode along the snowy streets of Capitol City. He turned up his collar to hide his face, his eyes darting left and right at people and cars passing by. At the corner of a dingy side street he glanced behind him and called, ‘Blud, Bone, get a move on.’




    Two men were following: a small man, Blud, who was dabbing his nose with a red rag, and a big man, Bone, whose beard was frosted with icicles.




    ‘But I’m fr–freezing c–c–cold, B–b–baron Marackai,’ the big man Bone said, trudging nearer.




    ‘And I’ve got the sniffs, Sir,’ the small man Blud added.




    Baron Marackai glared at them both impatiently. ‘Stop complaining, you wimps. There’s business to attend to. This is where my plan begins.’ He brushed the snow from a sign at the entrance to the side street, revealing the words WILDCAT ALLEY.




    Blud skittered to the Baron’s side. ‘What plan, Sir?’




    ‘My revenge against the RSPCB, of course! This time I shall finish them once and for all. Now, follow me.’ Baron Marackai glanced up and down the street, checking he wasn’t being watched, then strode into Wildcat Alley, his serpent-skin boots crunching on its snowy cobbles.




    Wildcat Alley seemed deserted. Along its length, on either side, stood shops that looked like they hadn’t sold a thing in years: a shabby hat shop, a crusty pie shop, a dusty wig shop, a run-down chemist, a greasy café, a scruffy shoe shop, and shops selling tatty furniture, clothes and ornaments. It was the end of the day and all the shops’ signs were now turned to CLOSED.




    The Baron stopped at the only shop with its light still on. It was a butcher’s and its windows were steamy. He peered in at a crowd of people gathered inside. ‘Good. They’re here, just as I requested. Keep watch, you two. Don’t let anyone else in.’




    ‘Yes, Sir. Whatever you say, Sir,’ Blud and Bone replied.




    The Baron pushed open the door to the butcher’s shop and a bell tinkled, causing the people inside to turn and look at him as he entered. The Baron forced his twisted face into a smile. ‘Shopkeepers of Wildcat Alley, how wonderful to see you all,’ he said, closing the door behind him and shaking the snow from his fur coat.




    ‘It’s been a long time, Baron,’ Sam Enema, the butcher, replied. ‘What brings you to Capitol City?’




    ‘And why ask for a secret meeting?’ Henry Foxton, the owner of Wildcat Alley’s hat shop, added.
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    ‘Because I have exciting news for you all,’ Baron Marackai replied, surveying the gathering of shopkeepers. ‘I know the whereabouts of some very rare beasts! Beasts from which you could make the finest goods to sell in your shops. And they’re right here in this city.’




    ‘Beasts! Here in Capitol City?’ Jemima Fatchuck the pie seller exclaimed.




    The Baron nodded. ‘And I know how to get my hands on them.’




    A ripple of excitement spread among the shopkeepers.




    ‘What kinds of beasts, Baron?’ Tony Malone the furniture seller asked.




    ‘All kinds: an impossipus… a slurper…’ The Baron edged a step closer, his eyes widening. ‘And for a higher price, I could even get you metamorphs too.’




    ‘Metamorphs!’ The crowd gasped.




    ‘Oh yes, metamorphs: the most elusive of beasts,’ the Baron replied, grinning.




    Henry Foxton the hat seller raised a trembling hand. ‘But times have changed, Baron Marackai – aren’t you forgetting the RSPCB? If they catch us selling beast goods here these days they’ll have us arrested,’ he said nervously.




    But the Baron merely laughed. ‘Have faith, Mr Foxton. I have a plan, and by the time I’m through with it everyone in this city will despise beasts just as much as we do. People will be queuing up to buy beast goods at your shops and the RSPCB won’t be able to do a thing about it!’ He stepped among the shopkeepers gesticulating wildly. ‘Fellow beast-haters, these shops used to sell the finest beast goods available: troll sausages, yeti-fur jumpers, fairy jam. It’s disgraceful that you’re now reduced to trying to scrape a living selling common tat. Your ancestors would be ashamed! Do as I say, and Wildcat Alley will be beastly again!’




    The shopkeepers conferred, chatting enthusiastically, excited by the thought of reviving their businesses.




    ‘We can chop ’em!’ Sam Enema the butcher said.




    ‘And boil ’em!’ Jemima Fatchuck the pie seller said.




    ‘And stitch ’em!’ Bettina Scrag the bag seller said.




    ‘Yes, that’s more like it!’ the Baron told them. ‘It’s time to prepare your beast mincers, exterminators and extractors; oil your skinning machines and pulpers, get out your beast recipes and cooking pots.’ He raised his right hand and wiggled a fleshy stump where his little finger was missing. ‘Now, repeat after me: “DEATH TO THE RSPCB!”’




    The shopkeepers raised their right hands and folded down their little fingers. ‘Death to the RSPCB!’ they repeated. All except Mr Foxton, who was putting on his hat and edging towards the door.




    The Baron strode over to him and placed his hand on the hat seller’s shoulder. ‘Now, Mr Foxton. You aren’t chickening out, are you? Still worried about the RSPCB? Come with me and I will show you a beast that I’m sure will change your mind...’
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   CHAPTER TWO




    The following morning, as dawn broke at the headquarters of the Royal Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Beasts, Ulf could be found sitting on the snowy roof of his den. He had a book laid open on his lap, and was glancing at it, listening to the sounds of beasts waking across the beast park. From the meat-eater’s enclosure he heard the howls of hellhounds, from the Great Grazing Grounds the bellow of a spined armourpod, and from the snowy peak of Sunset Mountain the whistling of mimis. He heard the bulltoxic grunting in the paddock, a magnaturtle warbling in the freshwater lake, griffins cawing in the aviary, and the roar of a yeti from the biodomes. All around the rescue centre, beasts were waking to the day.




    A sparkle whizzed towards him from the Dark Forest. It was his best friend Tiana, a woodland fairy. ‘Good morning, Ulf. What are you doing up so early?’ she asked.




    ‘I’m learning about beast calls from the Professor’s book,’ Ulf replied. ‘It lists more than five hundred different varieties.’




    The fairy shook a snowflake from her crocus petal dress then perched on the book to see. It was The Book of Beasts, a notebook containing secrets about every kind of beast imaginable. It had once belonged to Professor Farraway, the world’s first cryptozoologist, an expert on rare and endangered beasts.




    ‘Aren’t you cold, Ulf?’ Tiana asked.




    Ulf had on only a T-shirt and jeans, and his bare hairy feet were nestled in the snow. ’I’m fine,’ he said. He didn’t feel the cold like a normal boy – Ulf was beast blood, a young werewolf who had been brought to the beast rescue centre more than ten years ago when he was just one month old. ‘I’m waiting for the Professor,’ he said, glancing across the beast park to a figure on a quad bike. ‘He’s on his way back from feeding the flaming squid in the lagoon. He’s promised to teach me how to hatch griffins’ eggs.’
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    At that moment Ulf heard a ‘BLURGH!’ from behind him and glanced round, recognising the sound. ‘Druce, is that you?’




    There came a gurgled giggle from behind his den.




    ‘Druce, we know you’re there,’ Tiana said, darting across the den roof and peeping over its edge.




    The ugly face of Druce the gargoyle peered up and his long yellow tongue flicked out, soaking the fairy in spit.




    ‘Eurgh!’ Tiana shrieked. ‘Druce, stop that!’




    ‘Blurgh!’ The gargoyle blew a raspberry at her then scampered away, clambering up a drainpipe on to Farraway Hall, a large country house at the edge of the beast park. Tiana chased after him.




    Ulf smiled, watching them play: the fairy trying to blast the gargoyle with her sparkles, and Druce flicking spit at her with his long yellow tongue.




    Ulf turned, hearing the pop pop of Professor Farraway’s quad bike approaching. The Professor was steering the bike with one hand, talking into a walkie-talkie in the other.




    Ulf called to him, ‘Professor, can we hatch the griffins’ eggs now?’




    ‘Sorry, Ulf, I’ve got to see Dr Fielding in her office straightaway,’ the Professor called back. ‘Something’s come up.’ And he turned into the yard, heading to the house. That’s odd, Ulf thought. It’s unlike the Professor not to keep a promise.




    Ulf had spent a great deal of time with Professor Farraway lately, learning about beasts as part of his training to become an RSPCB agent. The Professor was quite a character – more than a hundred years ago he’d founded the RSPCB rescue centre himself. And for the last fifty years he’d even been a beast too: a ghost that had haunted Farraway Hall. Recently, Ulf had sprayed his ghost with phoenix tears, a chemical that could rejuvenate the dead, and now the Professor was enjoying his second human existence.




    Ulf slipped The Book of Beasts into his shoulder bag, then climbed down from the roof of his den and ran up the side of the paddock to the house, curious to find out what was going on. He was about to head indoors when Orson the giant stepped round from the forecourt, pushing the RSPCB truck.




    ‘Morning, Ulf,’ the giant said. ‘You might not want to go in there just now. Dr Fielding’s in a bit of a fluster.’




    Orson was the big beast handler who helped out with the heavy jobs, and Dr Fielding was the RSPCB vet in charge at the centre.




    ‘In a fluster about what?’ Ulf asked.




    ‘There’s been some kind of trouble,’ Orson replied, pushing the truck across the yard like a wheelbarrow. ‘She’s asked me to get the truck ready for a mission.’ The giant reached into the kit room and pulled out a beast harness.




    ‘What kind of mission?’




    The giant shrugged. ‘She didn’t mention.’




    Ulf glanced to Dr Fielding’s office window and saw her talking with Professor Farraway inside. Now he was even more curious to know what was going on. As Orson loaded the beast harness on to the truck’s open back, Ulf called up to Tiana on the rooftop. ‘Psst, Tiana, stop chasing Druce and come with me,’ he said. ‘Something’s up.’




    The fairy flew down and together they slipped into the house and listened at the door of Dr Fielding’s office as she spoke with the Professor inside.




    ‘It’s terrible, Professor, it’s all over the front page of this morning’s newspaper,’ Ulf heard Dr Fielding say.




    ‘I’m as shocked as you are,’ Professor Farraway replied.




    There came the sound of pages being turned.




    ‘What’s going on in there?’ Tiana whispered.




    ‘I don’t know,’ Ulf said. He tried peeping through the keyhole, but then footsteps sounded and the door opened.




    ‘I thought I heard whispering. What are you two up to?’ Dr Fielding said, catching them.




    ‘We were just—’




    ‘Eavesdropping is the word, I think you’ll find,’ Dr Fielding said. She smiled. ‘Well, I suppose you’d better come in and read about it for yourselves.’ She pointed to a copy of the City Gazette newspaper on her desk. Ulf stepped over and read its front page:




    

      

        

          BEAST ATTACK IN CAPITOL CITY!


          Report by Dolores Larkin




          Citizens today are waking to the realisation that there is a monster in our city – a tentacled beast in City Park lake. Late last night it claimed its first victim. Passers-by saw an as-yet-unidentified man being dragged under the water and eaten alive. The City Gazette has contacted the RSPCB for comment, and it appears that the RSPCB was aware of this beast all along…







OEBPS/html/docimages/image-1.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/chapdiv.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/image-3.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/image-2.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/cover_ader.jpg
L&@M
AN AWFULTY

BEASTLY
BUSINESS

>

THE BIG BEAST SALE

DDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD

SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/html/docimages/halftitle.jpg
N AWF ULLY

BEASTLY
BUSIES

TITLES IN THE SERIES:

BOOK ONE
WEREWOLF VERSUS DRAGON

BOOK TWO
SEA MONSTERS AND OTHER DELICACIES

BOOK THREE
BANG GOES A TROLL

BOOK FOUR
THE JUNGLE VAMPIRE

BOOK FIVE
BATTLE OF THE ZOMBIES

BOOK SIX
THE BIG BEAST SALE

WWW.BEASTLYBUSINESS.COM





OEBPS/html/docimages/titlepage.jpg
L&@&J
AN AWFULTY

BEASTLY
BUSIESS

THE BIG BEAST SALE

DDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD





