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    Late one night, on the outskirts of a grimy town, a man in a long fur coat hurried through the rain. He held a black umbrella, hiding his face in shadow as he passed beneath the street lamps and turned down a quiet backstreet. He strode to the door of a warehouse, looked left then right, then knocked three times.




    From inside came a voice: ‘Who goes there?’




    ‘It’s me, you fool,’ the man hissed. ‘Open up.’




    There came a scraping sound of a bolt being slid across. The door squeaked open and in the entrance to the warehouse stood a small man in a ragged suit. ‘Sorry, Baron Marackai. You said not to let anyone in.’
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    ‘I meant strangers, Blud, you imbecile!’




    Baron Marackai barged inside and whacked the small man with his umbrella. ‘Well? Is it ready?’ he asked.




    ‘Not yet, Sir,’ Blud replied.




    The Baron looked to the end of the warehouse where a rickety flying machine was being assembled. It had two black wings and an open cockpit with a machine gun mounted to its front. Crawling over it were a dozen Helping Hands, small hand-shaped beasts, clutching spanners, tightening nuts and bolts.




    ‘Why isn’t it finished?’ Baron Marackai yelled. ‘It’s supposed to be a quick-assembly flying machine!’




    A big, bearded man was standing at the end of the warehouse holding a long whip. ‘The little blighters won’t do as they’re told, Sir,’ he said.




    ‘Then whip them harder, Bone, you wimp!’ The Baron marched over and snatched the big man’s whip. He cracked it against the knuckles of a Helping Hand. ‘Work faster!’ he ordered it.




    ‘I don’t think they like being whipped, Sir,’ Bone said.




    ‘Good,’ Baron Marackai replied. He cracked the whip again, even harder. The Helping Hand flinched, then it hurriedly began tightening a row of screws along the wing of the flying machine. Other Helping Hands scuttled to assist it. Two bolted a propeller to the front of the flying machine and more attached wheels to its base.




    ‘That’s more like it,’ the Baron said. He paced around the machine, inspecting it closely. ‘The perfect weapon,’ he muttered.




    The small man, Blud, scuttled over and tugged on the Baron’s wet fur coat. ‘Excuse me, Sir, but why do we need a flying machine?’




    The Baron swivelled the gun on its front. ‘Because we’re going hunting.’




    ‘Hunting for what, Sir?’ Blud asked.




    The Baron stroked the barrel of the gun. ‘We’re going hunting for a beast,’ he said. ‘A beast more terrifying than any you could possibly imagine.’ He leant down to Blud, his twisted face grinning. ‘And when we find it, we’re going to kill it.’




    Blud smiled nervously. ‘But what about you-know-who, Sir?’ he asked.




    ‘Those fools? Pa!’ the Baron spat. ‘They’ll never catch us.’ He raised his right hand. There was a small fleshy stump where his little finger was missing. ‘Now repeat after me: death to the RSPCB!’




    Blud and Bone raised their right hands and turned down their little fingers. ‘Death to the RSPCC,’ they mumbled.




    ‘The RSPCB, you nincompoops!’




    The Baron snatched a Helping Hand from the flying machine and slapped it across Blud’s face. Then he poked Bone in the eye with its finger. ‘Well, don’t just stand there! Get ready!’ he ordered. ‘WE FLY TONIGHT!’
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    Two days later, at the Royal Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Beasts, Ulf was in the big beast barn tending to a pegasaur. The winged horse had been brought into the rescue centre after its nest had become waterlogged in recent rains. It was suffering from a case of hoof-rot. Ulf had scrubbed its hooves with a wire brush and was filing them carefully with a metal rasp.




    The RSPCB cared for all kinds of beasts, from sick sea monsters to trolls with toothache, from frostbitten dragons to fairies with broken wings. Ulf enjoyed helping to mend them.




    He sprayed the pegasaur’s hooves with anti-fungal spray, then checked its hairy white wings for lice and ticks. ‘You’ll be as good as new soon,’ he said to it. He gave it some hay to eat, then stepped out into the yard, closing the wooden doors behind him.




    ‘Fur Face want some?’ he heard. Ulf glanced up at Farraway Hall, a large country mansion – the headquarters of the RSPCB. On the rooftop, a gargoyle was picking earwax from its ear. ‘Fur Face want some?’ the gargoyle said again. It leered down and flicked the earwax at Ulf.




    Ulf dodged. ‘Missed me, Druce,’ he said, laughing. Quickly, Ulf ran to the yard tap to wash his hands. He could hear the gargoyle gurgling. It was eating its breakfast, licking its ear with its yellow tongue. He could hear beasts in the beast park, roaring and squawking. The rains had stopped and they were enjoying the sunshine. Ulf smiled. It was a bright, cheery day.




    To look at Ulf, washing his hands and drying them on his T-shirt, it would be easy to mistake him for a human boy. But if you looked closely, you’d notice the hair on his palms. For Ulf was a beast himself. Every month, on the night of the full moon, he’d transform from boy to wolf. Ulf was a werewolf.




    He glanced across the yard to the feedstore, a tall wooden building with double doors. The doors were open, and inside he could see Orson the giant loading a huge rucksack with tins. Ulf went to see him. ‘What are you doing, Orson?’ he asked, peering in the doorway.




    The giant looked over. ‘Just getting something ready for Dr Fielding,’ he replied.




    Ulf glanced back towards Farraway Hall. Through a window on the ground floor, he could see Dr Fielding in her office. ‘She’s been in there all morning,’ Ulf said. ‘And last night. I saw her light on. What’s she up to?’




    ‘I’m afraid I’m not to say, Ulf,’ the giant told him.




    ‘Not to say what?’




    Ulf saw the giant open the meats fridge and take out six packs of sausages.




    ‘Sorry, Ulf, I can’t chat now. There’s lots to do before we go.’




    ‘Go?’ Ulf asked. ‘Go where?’




    The giant chuckled. ‘Like I said, I’m not to tell. Top secret it is. Dr Fielding’s orders.’ He carried the rucksack to the back of the feedstore and began looking along the shelves, whistling to himself.




    Ulf glanced back to Dr Fielding’s office. The window was open. He crept across the yard, keeping low, and peered over the window ledge. A bright sparkle was hovering above Dr Fielding’s desk. It was Tiana the fairy, Ulf’s best friend. He listened, hearing Dr Fielding talking to her.




    ‘You’ll love it there, Tiana,’ Dr Fielding said. ‘There’ll be all kinds of flowers with rare pollens to collect, so be sure to bring your satchel.’




    ‘I’ll fetch it right away,’ Tiana replied. In a burst of sparkles the little fairy flew out through the window, zooming over Ulf’s head.




    ‘Psst,’ he said to her.




    Tiana stopped in mid-air. ‘Ulf, are you snooping?’ she whispered. The fairy swooped down and perched on his shoulder. She was dressed in camouflage, wearing a new dress made from blades of grass and creeper twine.




    ‘You’re all going somewhere, aren’t you?’ Ulf asked.




    Tiana giggled. ‘Whatever gave you that idea?’




    Ulf eyed the fairy suspiciously, then peered back over the window ledge and saw Dr Fielding stand up and take an empty mug from her desk. She walked to the door and left her office. Quickly, he climbed in through the window to see what she’d been up to.




    ‘Ulf, you shouldn’t go in there,’ Tiana called.




    Ulf crept to Dr Fielding’s desk. It was strewn with books, maps and RSPCB papers. A magazine was laid open at a page with a photograph of butterflies ringed in red pen. Ulf picked the magazine up. Beneath the photograph he read a caption:




    Speckled Bluetails at Drake’s Ridge, emailed from the Maripossa Mountains by butterfly photographer Hurricane Stoat




    Ulf looked back at Tiana who was hovering at the windowsill. ‘Why’s she reading about butterflies?’ he asked.




    Tiana twiddled a blade of grass on her dress. ‘Maybe she likes them,’ she said cagily.




    Ulf heard footsteps coming back down the corridor. Hurriedly, he crawled under the desk to hide. He peeked out, seeing Dr Fielding’s boots as she came back in. She walked over, and he heard her place her mug on the desk.




    ‘Tiana, have you seen my copy of Wildlife Weekly?’ Dr Fielding asked.




    Ulf heard Tiana giggling on the windowsill. He had the magazine in his hand. A moment later, Dr Fielding’s face appeared under the desk and he smiled, embarrassed.




    ‘Cosy down there, are you, Ulf?’ she asked.




    ‘The game’s up, werewolf,’ Tiana said, laughing.




    Ulf crawled out and handed Dr Fielding the magazine. ‘I was only er . . . um . . .’




    Dr Fielding frowned at him. ‘Snooping, it’s called, Ulf.’




    ‘Sorry, Dr Fielding.’




    Dr Fielding took a sip from her mug of coffee and smiled. ‘Well, seeing as you’re here, there’s something I’d like to show you.’ She picked up a dusty folder from her desk and handed it to him. ‘This is one of Professor Farraway’s old expedition files.’




    Ulf held the folder excitedly. Professor Farraway had been the world’s first cryptozoologist and the founder of the RSPCB. On the front of the folder Ulf saw EXPEDITION MANCHAY written in the Professor’s handwriting. ‘What’s Manchay?’ he asked.




    ‘Manchay is a wild beast habitat, Ulf,’ Dr Fielding told him. ‘It’s a remote jungle in South America.’




    Ulf opened the folder. Inside were photographs of jungle beasts: winged beasts, armoured beasts, aquatic beasts and more.




    ‘It’s also one of the only places on earth where beasts and humans have lived together,’ Dr Fielding added.




    ‘Humans? Living with beasts?’ Ulf said.




    ‘Thousands of years ago, Manchay was home to a human tribe,’ Dr Fielding explained. She picked out a photograph of gravestones overgrown with jungle vines and creepers. ‘This is their burial ground, Ulf.’




    In the photograph, among the graves, Ulf could see ghostly shadows with hollow eyes.




    ‘Those are called encantos,’ Dr Fielding said. ‘They’re the spirits of the ancient tribe. Professor Farraway photographed them on his expedition.’




    Ulf looked closely at the photograph, imagining the spirits as a human tribe thousands of years ago living in the jungle.




    ‘The Professor is the only person to have set foot in Manchay for centuries. He’d heard stories of spine-tingling screeches coming from the jungle at night. He had a theory that they were the cries of a very rare beast.’




    ‘What beast?’ Ulf asked.




    ‘A jungle vampire,’ Dr Fielding said.




    ‘A vampire?’




    Ulf had never seen a vampire before. He looked through the photographs searching for a picture of it. ‘I can’t see it here,’ he said.




    ‘That’s because the Professor returned without finding it. I’d always assumed that maybe it didn’t exist – until now.’ Dr Fielding opened her copy of Wildlife Weekly and turned to the page showing the photograph of the butterflies ringed in red pen. ‘Have a look at this, Ulf. This picture was taken by a photographer named Hurricane Stoat on a mountain range overlooking Manchay.’




    ‘Butterflies?’ Ulf asked.




    ‘Look at the rock they’re settled on.’




    Ulf looked carefully. On the rock, between the butterflies, he could just make out faint carved lines.




    ‘That’s a tribal carving, Ulf.’




    The lines formed an image of a winged beast with fangs.




    ‘It’s a vampire,’ Dr Fielding said. ‘The tribe must have known of the beast. I think it could still be out there.’




    Ulf looked up from the photograph. ‘After all this time?’
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    ‘Vampires can live indefinitely if there’s blood for them to drink,’ Dr Fielding told him. ‘What do you say we go and look for it?’




    ‘We?’ Ulf asked.




    ‘I’ve been observing you recently, Ulf, and I think you’re ready to begin your training.’




    ‘What training?’




    ‘To become an official RSPCB agent. If that’s what you’d like.’




    ‘Yes, please!’ Ulf said excitedly.




    ‘Manchay will be the perfect place for you to learn about jungle beasts.’




    Ulf could hardly believe what he was hearing. Dr Fielding never normally invited him on expeditions to the wild. He’d been just once, to the Jotunheim mountains of Norway, and only then because he’d stowed away.




    ‘The search for the vampire should be quite an adventure, Ulf. Tiana will be coming.’




    Ulf looked across at the little fairy perched on the windowsill.




    ‘Surprise,’ she giggled.




    ‘I knew something was going on,’ Ulf said.




    ‘Orson’s coming too,’ Dr Fielding told him. Outside in the yard, Ulf could see Orson striding to the kit room. The giant was carrying his rucksack on his back. ‘Why don’t you go and help get the kit ready, Ulf.’ Dr Fielding glanced at her wristwatch. ‘We’re due to leave in twenty minutes.’
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    ‘Ready for the jungle, Ulf?’ Orson called. The giant was kneeling outside the kit room. He was too big to fit through the door and was reaching in with his long arm.




    Ulf was running across the yard towards him. ‘You knew all along, Orson,’ he said.




    The giant chuckled, pulling out a bundle of hammocks. ‘You’re going to love Manchay, Ulf. We’ll be sleeping in the wild, under the stars.’




    Ulf longed to see the wild. All his life he’d lived at the rescue centre, ever since he’d been brought there as a werecub.




    ‘What do we need, Orson?’ he asked, stepping inside the kit room and looking along the shelves of RSPCB equipment.




    ‘Pass me the climbing ropes, please, Ulf,’ the giant said.




    Ulf passed Orson two long ropes from a hook on the wall, and the giant tied them to his rucksack. Ulf gathered mosquito nets, water bottles, torches, blankets, a two-way radio, and some pots and pans for cooking on a campfire. He couldn’t wait to be in the jungle. He imagined the vampire soaring above the trees, screeching. ‘Have you ever seen a vampire, Orson?’ he asked.




    ‘Not a jungle vampire,’ the giant replied. ‘I’ve seen a Redwing in India and a Half-blood in Transylvania. There used to be lots of vampires: Leatherbacks, Longhairs and even Pygmy vampires, but humans took a dislike to them. Killed most of them, they did.’

OEBPS/html/docimages/image-4.jpg
@

CHAPTER ONE





OEBPS/html/docimages/image-3.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/image-6.jpg
CHAPTER TWO





OEBPS/html/docimages/image-5.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/image-8.jpg
s

CHAPTER THREE





OEBPS/html/docimages/image-7.jpg





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

STLY
BUSIES

BOOK ONE
WEREWOLF VERSUS DRAGON

BOOK TWO
SEA MONSTERS AND OTHER DELICACIES

BOOK THREE
BANG GOES A TROLL

BOOK FOUR
THE JUNGLE VAMPIRE

WWW.BEASTLYBUSINESS.COM





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/html/docimages/titlepage.jpg
. affe 4
AN AWFULTY

BEASTLY
BUSIESS

THE JUNGLE VAMPIRE

THE BEASTLY BOYS





OEBPS/html/docimages/halfpage.jpg
AN AWFULTY

BEASTLY
BUSINESS

BOOK ONE
WEREWOLF VERSUS DRAGON

BOOK TWO
SEA MONSTERS AND OTHER DELICACIES

BOOK THREE
BANG GOES A TROLL

BOOK FOUR
THE JUNGLE VAMPIRE

WWW.BEASTLYBUSINESS.COM





