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Chapter One
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“Mum! Help! There’s a human under my bed!” Grub jumped up onto his pillow, tucking his feet underneath him. 

“Don’t be silly, Grub. There’s no such thing as humans.” Mum came into the room with an armload of washing.

Grub covered his eyes. “But Puddles said there was one.”

Mum smiled. “Your brother is full of stories. Come on, look for yourself.” She pulled the cover back from the bed and peered underneath it.

Grub peeked over the side. He kept his tail curled around the headboard, so he could pull himself up quickly if anything jumped out at him. He looked under the bed. There was a dirty sock, some screwed-up pieces of paper, and an old mug. But no humans.

“See?” Mum ruffled the spiky bits of hair on the top of Grub’s head. “Now, come on. Let’s go get some lunch.”

Grub and his mum went out into the kitchen. 

Puddles was waiting for them. He grinned at Grub. “Did the human get you?”

[image: A cartoon image showing a small monster, Grub, looking scared as his brother leans over him grinning. Behind them, their mother looks over her shoulder at them, from where she is standing next to the kitchen sink,]

“Stop telling tales, Puddles,” said Mum.

“You’re such a baby, Grub,” said Puddles. “I’m not scared of humans.”

“You are too!”

“No way,” said Puddles. “If I saw a human, I’d go right up to them and—”

“There’s no such thing as humans!” Mum slammed her claws down on the bench.

Grub and Puddles looked up at her. Mum never got angry, especially not over something this silly. She flicked her claws out of the bench, sending bits of wood flying. 

“Jingles from school said that humans live at the edge of the forest,” Grub said quietly. 

“There’s no such thing as humans — and stay away from the edge of the forest!” Mum shook her head and patted Grub’s shoulder. “I promise you, boys, there’s nothing at the edge of the forest but a few wild forest cats. Now, come on. Eat your lunch before it gets cold.”

Grub picked up his bowl and walked into the dining room. 

Puddles came up behind him. “Dare you to go to the edge of the forest.”

Grub shook his head. “Mum would kill us.”

“Double dare you.”

Grub stopped and looked at Puddles. There was no way he could back down from a double dare ...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two
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“Bet you’re scared.” Puddles grinned at Grub. “Bet you’re really scared.”

Grub shook his head. “Nope.” He hoped Puddles couldn’t see his claws were shaking.

“Go on, then.”

Grub took a step towards the edge of the forest. A twig snapped under his foot, making him jump.

Puddles laughed. “Told you you’re scared.”

Grub’s cheeks went hot. “Well if you’re so brave, you do it!”

Puddles lost his smile for a moment, then he stood up straight. “Fine, I will!” He walked past Grub, his tail swishing side to side behind him. “There.” He stopped a few paces in front of Grub. “Told you I was braver than you.”

Grub shook his head. “You said to the edge of the forest. You’re nowhere near it.”

“I’m closer than you, scaredy monster!”

“That’s enough!” Grub hated being called a scaredy monster. He ran straight past Puddles, going further than his brother ever had.

[image: Grub storms off with a determined look on his face while Puddles stares after him in the background.]

“Grub, come back!”

Grub heard Puddles calling, but he didn’t stop. He ran through the trees, until he was right outside the forest. 

“Grub!”

Grub didn’t answer. If Puddles wanted him to come back, he would have to come out and get him. Who was the scaredy monster now!

Grub looked around. It wasn’t so scary after all. Except the ground was very different to the ground at home. It was much harder, and grey with a white line painted right down the middle. It rumbled too, like there was a giant human coming towards him.

“There’s no such thing as humans,” Grub said to himself. “There’s no such thing as humans.”

He just had to stay out here for a few minutes. If he did that, Puddles would never be able to tease him for being a scaredy monster again.

“I’m not the scaredy monster,” Grub said aloud. “Puddles is!”

Grub looked around as the rumbling grew louder. “There’s no such thing as humans,” he said again.

“Is that so?”

Grub jumped and turned around. There was someone behind him, his face hidden beneath the hood of a long, black cloak.

Grub’s claws shook, but he made himself stand up tall. “Yes. My mum said that humans aren’t real.”

There was a wheezy laugh. “I think you’ll find your mother is wrong.” He pulled off his cloak with a big swish. 

Grub’s jaw dropped open. It was a human!
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Chapter Three
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“You’re ... you’re a human!” Grub backed away, but the man grabbed his arm.

“Do you know who I am, little monster?”

Grub shook his head.

“I am Edgar Ashworth, of the great Ashworth family.”

Grub had never heard of the Ashworth family, great or otherwise.

Mr Ashworth looked down his nose at Grub. “You know, I own this whole forest, little monster.”

That couldn’t be true, could it? Grub and his family had lived in the forest for as long as he could remember.

“People used to come here from all around to consult my great grandfather.” Mr Ashworth stared into the forest and gave a long sigh. “No one will come here now, though. They’re all too scared of the monsters.”

“Scared of monsters?” Grub blurted out. “But monsters aren’t scary. Humans are!”

“Is that so, little monster?”

Grub stared at the ground, as Mr Ashworth chuckled. “Well,” said Mr Ashworth. “I have to say, you’re not a particularly scary monster.”

Grub’s cheeks went very hot, and he tried not to cry. He wished he was big, like his mum and dad. They’d be able to scare this human away with no trouble.

“You see, little monster, I have a plan.” Mr Ashworth pulled on Grub’s arm. “If all the monsters were gone, no one would be scared to come here anymore.”

“Gone?” said Grub. “Where would we go?”

Mr Ashworth didn’t answer. “I’ve been waiting a long time, trying to catch a monster of my very own, so I could test out my spell.”

“Spell?” said Grub. 

“Yes,” said Mr Ashworth. “You see, I’m a wizard, little monster. A wizard like my father, and grandfather, and great-grandfather before him.”

[image: A wizard holds a glowing flame in his hand, while Grub stands terrified in front of him.]

Grub was scared of humans, but he was even more scared of wizards! He wiggled and squirmed, trying to get away, but Mr Ashworth held tight.

“Catching a monster is a lot more difficult than you might think,” Mr Ashworth said. “But then today, I was going for a walk and what did I see? A little monster right in front of me.”

“I don’t want to be part of your spell!” Grub yelped, but the wizard clamped his hand around Grub’s jaws, holding them shut. He said something in a strange language Grub didn’t understand. 

Grub felt funny all over. His arms were growing longer and skinnier, and his head felt a long way away from his shoulders. “What’s happening?” Grub cried.

Mr Ashworth let go of Grub’s arm, and Grub fell down. He heard the wizard laughing, as he closed his eyes.
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