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Did you know that Earth is under constant alien attack?


Don’t worry.


We are the Pet Defenders, 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 yellow-bellied three-armed Flobber-Dobber with an electrocuting bottom and you’ll panic.
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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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Mitzy waited behind the wall, ready to pounce. Any moment now, the butcher would place the bin bag on the step then go back inside. There would be just a few minutes before he carried it to the big metal bin out the back.


Every scavenger in Nothington-on-Sea had tried and failed to get that bag but Mitzy was no ordinary alley cat. She was a Pet Defenders agent. If she could prevent a gigantic dung beetle from swallowing the Earth and thwart an army of alien beards, she should be able to make the meat grab.


Unfortunately Mitzy was not alone.


“So how are we going to do this, partner?” squeaked a scrawny grey rat.


“Don’t call me that,” snapped Mitzy.


“I get it. You’re a loner just like me,” said the rat. “The name’s Crisp by the way.”


“Well, Crisp, I’ve already got a partner,” said Mitzy. “Now, if you don’t mind, I’m pretty hungry and—”


“Where is he, then?”


“Who?”


“Your partner?”


Mitzy sighed. “Biskit has an owner,” she replied curtly.


“Biskit? Funny name for a cat.”


“He’s not a…” Mitzy stopped herself. “What kind of name is Crisp anyway?”


“My family lives under a Chinese restaurant, see. My mother named us after things on the menu. I’ve got a brother called Chow Mein and a sister called Pork Balls.”


“Where are crisps on a Chinese menu?” asked Mitzy.


“My full name is Crisp E Duck.” The rat chuckled.


“You’re lucky I don’t eat rats otherwise you’d be on my menu.” Mitzy licked her lips threateningly but Crisp casually brushed his whiskers.


The back door opened and the butcher placed the meat on the step. It was securely tied up in a thick plastic bag but the smell was so strong it made Mitzy’s stomach grumble. It took all her willpower to remain hidden but the temptation was too much for Crisp. He edged out.


“Argh. A rat!” yelped the butcher. “Get away, you filthy thing.”


Crisp scurried back under the bush while the butcher picked up the bag and carried it to the bin. The lid CLANKED shut and the butcher went back inside the shop.


“Nice work, Crisp,” muttered Mitzy.


“I’m sorry. I couldn’t help myself.”


“Maybe I can’t help myself.” Mitzy extended her claws and took a step towards the rat, letting out a threatening purr.


“I hope I’m not interrupting dinner,” said a voice from behind her.


Mitzy turned to see a scruffy brown-haired dog sitting on the wall, his tail flopped over the side. He smiled.


“Biskit,” said Mitzy.


“This is your partner?” said Crisp. “But he’s a dog!”


“He’s sharp, your friend,” said Biskit, jumping down and wagging his tail cheekily in Crisp’s face.


“He’s not my friend,” replied Mitzy. “He’s just a rat whose belly is bigger than his brain.”


“Hey, that’s not fair,” protested Crisp. “Mum says I’m the smartest member of the family. Well, except for Veg Dumplings.”


“Come on,” Biskit said, ignoring the scrawny rat. “Commander F wants to see us.”


Mitzy turned to leave but Crisp burst out, “Who’s Commander F? Hold on, who are you two?”


“It’s none of your business,” said Mitzy.


But at the same time, Biskit replied, “We’re Pet Defenders.”
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“Pet Defenders?” exclaimed Crisp excitedly.


Mitzy threw Biskit a disapproving glance. “We’re supposed to be a secret organization.”


“Wow! I’ve never met a real life Pet Defenders agent before,” said Crisp. “Wait until I tell my half-brother, Chop Suey, about this. Can I have your paw prints?”


Mitzy lowered her head and pushed her nose up against the rat’s face so that her whiskers brushed his cheek. “You’re not going to tell anyone anything. Got it?”


“S-s-sure,” Crisp stammered, his nose twitching nervously as he edged away from Mitzy. “Mum’s the word. I won’t tell a soul. Your secret is safe with me. Hey, so have you met actual aliens? Like in real life? What was that like?”


“Terrifying,” said Mitzy, as Biskit said, “Brilliant.”


“Crisp, we do what we do so that you don’t need to know what we know,” said Mitzy.


“Eh?”


“Just go and find something to eat,” she said. “And forget you ever met us. OK?”


“I’ll never forget this,” said the rat.


“See you around, Crisp,” said Mitzy.


She sprang up on to a wall then dropped down the other side. Biskit followed. “Have you eaten?”


“I’m fine,” said Mitzy. “The job comes first. Let’s go and find out what Commander F wants.”
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The Pet Defenders took a secret route across town to the garden where Commander F kept his Hutch Quarters. They walked along walls and ducked down the back alleys and side streets of Nothington-on-Sea. As they passed a kitchen window, delicious smells drifted out and Biskit heard Mitzy’s stomach growl. He felt bad for her. He had devoured three bowls of Chum Tum Yums before leaving the flat.


“You know you could probably find a new owner if you put your mind to it,” said Biskit.


“No thanks,” said Mitzy.


“Oh, come on,” said Biskit. “Most of the cats round my way have at least three houses they visit.”


“I’m not like that,” said Mitzy. “I have an owner. She’s just missing.”


Biskit nodded and smiled understandingly. He felt the same way about his previous partner. The difference was that Champ had stepped into a portal and been transported across the universe. There was probably a more down-to-earth explanation for the disappearance of Mitzy’s elderly human owner, Cynthia.


“I don’t like the idea of you fending for yourself out here,” said Biskit. “The agency uses pets because pets don’t need to worry where their next meal is coming from. We can concentrate on the big alien stuff.”


“There’s more to being a pet than eating tinned food,” said Mitzy. “It’s about being loyal to your owner.”


“I suppose.” Biskit shrugged. “I just don’t know that many loyal cats.”


“You know one,” said Mitzy pointedly.


When they reached HQ, they found Commander F sipping water from a pipette in his hutch. “Agents Biskit and Mitzy,” he said, “I don’t suppose you brought any food, did you?”


“Sorry,” said Mitzy.


“Shame. Emily has got me on this Every Other Day diet and today I’m only allowed water. It’s not natural. I’ve a good mind to report her for animal cruelty.”


“You wouldn’t do that,” said Biskit.


“No, you’re right.” Commander F’s tone softened. “She means well … but I’m so hungry I could eat a field of radishes.” The large white rabbit leaned forwards and whispered, “And I hate radishes.”


Biskit backed away. “Fascinating, I’m sure … but why did you call us here?”


“Oh, just to tell you I don’t need you at the moment.” Commander F scratched his ear with his foot. “The only report we’ve had all week was a gerbil who claimed to have seen strange lights in the sky.”


“Don’t tell me, it was a plane,” said Biskit.


“Stars,” said Commander F. “No, it’s very quiet. You two may as well take some time off.”
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