

[image: cover]












[image: ]






















For Max, creator of Caboodle!


-GPJ




 





To Ann May, for innumerable good reasons


-SM



















Contents











	Title Page


	Dedication


	Chapter One


	Chapter Two


	Chapter Three


	Chapter Four


	Chapter Five


	Chapter Six


	Chapter Seven


	Chapter Eight


	Chapter Nine


	Chapter Ten


	Chapter Eleven


	Chapter Twelve


	Chapter Thirteen


	Chapter Fourteen


	Chapter Fifteen


	Copyright

























[image: ]



















[image: ]



















[image: ]



















Chapter One
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Biskit was having a bad day. It had started when he was suspended from his job as a Pet Defenders agent for encouraging a race of long-nosed aliens to secretly film the agency’s activities. Biskit had his reasons for doing this but his grumpy rabbit boss, Commander F, hadn’t wanted to hear them.


Trying to look on the bright side, Biskit thought he could spend some quality time with Philip.


But when he had returned to the flat, his owner was standing in the hallway with a suitcase.


“There you are, boy,” said Philip. “Look, Biskit, I’m really sorry. If I could take you to Spain with me, I would. You’ll be much better off in the kennels. It’s only for a week.”


Biskit’s tail dropped between his legs and he bowed his head. He had forgotten that Philip had booked a holiday and was sending him to spend the whole week in Mrs Stroganov’s Dog Hotel.


On the drive across town, Philip explained that Mrs Stroganov came highly recommended but all Biskit cared about was whether there was an escape route. Even though Biskit had been suspended, secret agents tasked with protecting Earth from alien invasions were no use to anyone if they were stuck in a back yard.


Philip parked outside a grey building and led Biskit to the door, where a short stern-faced woman with dark hair met them.


“Your dog will be well looked after here. We keep all our dogs well fed, well walked and well contained.” Mrs Stroganov looked pointedly at Biskit as she said this.


“Biskit’s very important to me,” said Philip. “He’s basically family.”


“You have no need to worry,” said Mrs Stroganov. “We never have complaints. Our kennels have everything a dog needs and the back yard is secure.”


“Oh, Biskit usually sleeps indoors,” said Philip. “He’s an apartment dog.”
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“Dogs need fresh air,” Mrs Stroganov replied. “Let me show you the yard.”


There were six kennels out the back. In one a grey-haired dachshund lay, fast asleep. A small yappy terrier ran out of another.


“Hi, hello, hey,” barked the terrier. “My name’s Jakey. I’m called Jakey. They call me Jakey. What’s your name? What are you called? What do they call you?”


“Quiet your yapping,” said Mrs Stroganov sternly.


“Sorry. Sorry. Sorry,” said Jakey, before whispering to Biskit, “she doesn’t like the yapping.”


“You surprise me,” replied Biskit. Being able to understand what Jakey was saying didn’t make him any less annoying.


“This is Biskit’s kennel,” said Mrs Stroganov. “As you can see, we only have two other guests at present – Jakey and Old Mo.” 
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Philip crouched down to talk to Biskit. “It seems OK, right?” he said, tickling his ears. “You’ll hardly miss me at all.”


Biskit didn’t want to make Philip feel guilty – he deserved a holiday. Lately all he seemed to do was work, eat and sleep. Biskit licked Philip’s hand and sat down.


Jakey ran around him in circles, barking excitedly. “How long are you here for? How long will you be here? How many days will you stay?”


“A week,” replied Biskit.


“You see, the dogs are already getting on,” said Mrs Stroganov. “It’s almost as though they can understand each other.” She laughed at the idea. “Now, we run a tight ship here. Mealtimes are at ten o’clock, two o’clock and five o’clock, followed by a brisk walk. Leads will be kept on at all times. There will be no funny business.”


“Oh, Biskit’s a good dog,” said Philip. “You won’t have any trouble.”


“I hope not. Trouble will not be tolerated,” said Mrs Stroganov.


“Well then, boy, I guess this is it,” said Philip.


He ruffled Biskit’s fur, then went back inside with Mrs Stroganov. Biskit watched the door slam shut and let out a groan.


“New inmate, eh?” said a voice from the other kennel.


Biskit turned to see the dachshund standing up. 
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“Hey, Old Mo,” said Jakey. “Look! We’ve got a new pal. We’re going to have a ball. I love balls. Do you like balls? Or do you prefer sticks?”


“This one can be a bit annoying,” said Old Mo with a heavy sigh, “but meals and walks are regular. When you get to my age you appreciate the routine.”


“Don’t I recognize you?” said Biskit. “Wait a minute – you’re Agent Mo. You’re a Pet Defenders agent.”


Old Mo shook his head. “Used to be. My defending days are behind me.”


“I remember you giving a talk when I was a new recruit. You taught me my most valuable lesson: a good agent always trusts his nose,” said Biskit.


Old Mo smiled sadly. “Yeah, well, I lost my sense of smell years ago,” he said. “I remember you, now I think about it. You were an annoying little upstart. Didn’t you partner up with Champ?”


“Yes,” said Biskit, feeling a tinge of sadness at the mention of his former partner.


“Now, there was a promising agent,” said Old Mo.


“He fell into a portal and ended up on the other side of the galaxy,” said Biskit. “He hasn’t been seen since.”


“Shame. So, you’re on your own now, are you?”


“No, I have a new partner – Mitzy. She’s a cat.”


“A cat,” barked Jakey. “Where? Where’s the cat?”


Old Mo ignored him. “Dogs and cats, working together. Things have changed since my day. I guess it’s for the better. How’s the bunny?”


“Commander F suspended me this morning,” said Biskit.


Old Mo smiled. “Oh well, it’s not as though you’re getting out of here any time soon. The walls are two metres high. Sorry, Biskit, you’re here until your owner comes to collect you.”


“They haven’t built the kennel that can contain me yet,” bragged Biskit.


“Yes, that’s how I remember you,” said Old Mo. “Overconfident and reckless. Now if you don’t mind, I was in the middle of a rather good dream about rabbits. Wake me up at ten, would you? Jakey, try to keep the noise down.”


“I won’t make any noise. Oh, look, a pigeon. Up there on the wall, a pigeon,” he yapped. “Let’s bark at the pigeon. I love barking.”


Biskit flopped his ears over his eyes. It was going to be a long week.

















Chapter Two
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Mitzy had tried to persuade Commander F to reconsider Biskit’s suspension but the cat’s words had fallen on deaf ears.


“That dog needs to learn who’s in charge of this operation,” said the large white rabbit, chewing a stick of celery. “He has to follow the rules rather than trusting his instincts.” 
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“Biskit’s instincts are what make him such a good agent,” said Mitzy. “We need him.”


“And I need you to stop arguing with your superior,” snarled Commander F. “We’ve had a report of alien activity at one of the factories on the outskirts of town.”


“What kind of alien activity?” asked Mitzy.


“I don’t have any details. Our entire seagull network is down. Example One says it’s some kind of technical glitch.”


Usually the Pet Defenders kept in contact via a network of trained seagulls. These birds wore cameras, voice communicators, medical kits and packages of Forget-Me-Plop.


“Every seagull is grounded until the system is up and running again,” said Commander F, “so I won’t be able to keep an eye on you.”


“I’ll be fine,” said Mitzy.


“It’s not you I’m worried about.” Commander F waggled the nibbled end of the celery stick at her. “Our ability to wipe witnesses’ memories is the most important tool we have to keep our operation secret.”


“I won’t let you down, sir.”


Mitzy wished she felt as confident as she sounded. She left Commander F to finish off his celery and made her way across town.


When she reached the cluster of factories, she jumped up and over a wall into the car park. She approached cautiously, using the vans and lorries for cover.


“Psst. Over here. Are you the Pet Defenders agent?”


Hearing the voice, Mitzy turned to see a grey rat tucked between two wheels of a lorry.


“Crisp?” She recognized him as the street rat who had recently been abducted by a Snot Snatcher.


“How do you know my name?” he replied. 
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When the seagull had made Crisp forget his alien abduction, it had also removed all memory of meeting Mitzy.


“It’s my job to know stuff. I’m Agent Mitzy,” she replied. “Did you report some unusual activity?”


“Yes. I was here scavenging. There’s usually good grub in those bins around the side. That building over there is a fish-finger factory. Sometimes you can pick up these great big bags of breadcrumbs… Delicious! And the one on that side makes frozen pizzas. Really nice toppings—”


“Crisp,” interrupted Mitzy.


“Oh, it’s all right for you domestic animals with your food bowls,” said Crisp bitterly.


“I’m a street cat,” said Mitzy. “Get to the unusual bit.”


“Oh, right. Sorry. I saw something walk into that building.” Crisp pointed his nose at the door of a nearby factory. His voice trembled with fear. “I’ve … I’ve never seen anything like it. I don’t think it was from this planet.”


“Can you describe it?” asked Mitzy.


“It’s made of bricks and it has huge chimneys sticking out of the top,” said Crisp.


“I meant the alien, not the building,” said Mitzy with a sigh.


“Oh, that. Yes, it was big, green and spiky with eyes on stalks.”
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Before you
know it, you’'ll
have blown up
the very planet
we're trying to
defend.
Just carry on as normal — stroke

your cats, take your dogs for walks

and clean out your hamster cages.

Don’t forget to feed us, but please

let us take care of the aliens.

Now that you know all this, we need
you to forget it. our specially
trained seagulls will take care of
that. Ah, here they are with the
Forget-Me-Plop now..
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Protecting those who protect us

Did you know that Earth is under
constant alien attack?

Don'’t WOrry.

We are the Pet pefenders, a secret
society of domestic animals. We are
your dogs, cats, rabbits and rodents.
While you are off at school or work
or doing whatever it is you humans
do, we are keeping the Earth safe.

We keep our work hidden because
we know what humans are like.

The first sight of a Snot Snatcher
or a Juggle-throated Bull Sniffler

and you’ll panic.






OEBPS/a006_online.png





OEBPS/9781847159700_cover_epub.jpg
GARETH P. JONES

, @ ILLUSTRATEDBY

STEVE MAY






