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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…


[image: illustration]





[image: illustration]




[image: illustration]


It was early in the morning when the seagull arrived. The large bird pecked on the glass until Biskit crawled out of his dog basket and nudged the window open. The message played from the speaker on the seagull’s leg. Agent Biskit was to report to Commander F’s Hutch Quarters at once. Usually Biskit would have groaned and crawled back under his blanket but today he dived through the dog flap and raced across town. He was eager to prove to his grumpy white rabbit boss that he was better than his new cat partner Mitzy.


The streets of Nothington-on-Sea were still quiet so Biskit was able to take the most direct route without attracting any attention. When he reached the garden where Commander F’s HQ was located, he squeezed his way under the fence only to find himself face to face with a tabby cat.


“Nice of you to join the party,” said Mitzy.


Biskit growled. “Yeah, well, I was at home with my owner rather than—” He stopped himself.
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“Rummaging through someone’s bin?” Mitzy finished the sentence for him.


“I didn’t say that.”


“But you were going to. Look, I never asked to be out on the street. I never asked to lose my owner.”


“You’re not the only one to have lost someone,” replied Biskit.


Mitzy’s tone softened. “Listen, I’m sorry about Champ.” Biskit had told her about how his previous partner had gone missing after falling into another dimension.


“He was a good dog,” said Biskit quietly. “And a good partner.”


“I can be that, too – if you let me,” said Mitzy. “Well, obviously not a dog…”


“You’re not a bad agent but sooner or later you’ll slip up, get hurt or drop out. Then I’ll be on my own again,” said Biskit. “It’s better that way.”


Mitzy knew Biskit blamed himself for his partner’s disappearance. She felt bad for him – she really did – but she also knew he had to move on.


“Where is Commander F anyway?” she asked. “He’s not in his hutch.”


“Fluffikins is around here somewhere,” said Biskit, sniffing the air to catch the rabbit’s scent.


“Ahem.”


They both turned to see a scowling face sticking out of a flap in the back door.


“Hi, Commander. I didn’t see you there,” said Biskit.


[image: illustration]


“Get inside. Both of you,” barked the rabbit. “Now! And careful with this flap. It’s pretty snappy. Oh, and wipe your paws on the mat for a change.” His head disappeared back through the flap.


“Is he ever in a good mood?” asked Mitzy.


“Oh yes,” said Biskit quietly. “I arrived early once and caught Emily tickling his ears. I swear I saw him actually chuckle.”


“I can’t imagine that,” Mitzy said.


“It was weird,” admitted Biskit, with a shiver.


Mitzy followed him into the house. Commander F was right about the flap. It snapped shut so suddenly that Mitzy lost a few hairs from the end of her tail. They headed into the living room where Commander F was sitting in front of the television. It was on but the picture was paused. It looked like the local news. Along the bottom of the screen was the headline:
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A man with a scraggly grey beard stood in front of an orange bus with loudspeakers on top and the slogan VOTE KING! printed on the side. He was bald and wore a pair of dark sunglasses.


“You need to watch this,” said Commander F.


“The news?” asked Biskit. “I suppose I could do with some more sleep.”


“Biskit, me old duck-worrier,” said Commander F, “you might only watch silly films but as your commander I watch human news to keep an eye out for alien activity.”


“What’s unusual about this old beardy running for mayor?” asked Biskit.


“Watch,” said Commander F.


He pressed a button on the remote control and a news reporter said, “Bradley Edwards was previously unknown in politics. He’s the owner of a fancy-dress shop who has changed his surname to King and decided to run for mayor of Nothington-on-Sea. In a short time, he has picked up quite a remarkable following.”


The television showed two men handing out bottles of brown liquid to a crowd of people. One of the men had a bushy ginger beard. The other had a neatly trimmed goatee. Both wore sunglasses. A close-up revealed the label on the bottle. It read: KING COLA.


“Handing out bottles of his cola has won over many hearts. Not to mention chins,” continued the reporter, “and with the voting now over, tomorrow morning King looks set to become the mayor of this charming, if unimportant, seaside town.”


The screen changed to show the reporter standing in front of the man called King, holding a microphone up to his bearded chin.
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“Mr King,” she said.


“King,” replied the man in a deep voice. “We are just King.”


“OK. Just King.” The reporter raised an eyebrow at the camera as if to say I’ve got a right one here. “What will you do once you’re mayor?”


“We will rule,” he replied, looking straight at the camera.


“OK,” said the reporter, still sounding amused. “And why is it that all your supporters grow beards?”


King’s thick beard hid his smile as he replied, “Beards are the future.”


“And he’s not the only one who thinks that,” said the reporter, with a wink. The camera zoomed out to reveal a crowd of people standing around them. They were all men and they all wore sunglasses and had beards. The overall effect was strangely spooky, especially when Commander F paused the television.


The Pet Defenders peered at the screen.


“Why do they all look like that?” asked Biskit.


Commander F growled. He was one of the few rabbits Biskit knew whose growl was louder and more threatening than that of most dogs. “That, my old marrow-munching mate, is what I need you two to find out. There’s something very odd going on here. Our chief scientist, Example One, and his lab mice have reported a high chance of alien involvement. It’s your job to find out why all these male humans are suddenly growing beards and putting on sunglasses? What’s in that cola that’s being handed out? What does this King really want? That news report was broadcast last night—”


“Last night?” interrupted Biskit.


Commander F harrumphed. “Unlike you dogs, rabbits aren’t exactly invited in to watch the television every night,” he said. “Maybe if you showed more interest in the news than in that silly cartoon, Danger Dog, we’d have known about this earlier.”


“Danger Dog isn’t a cartoon. He’s played by a real dog,” said Biskit. “Several dogs actually. They’re up to their third one now and—”

OEBPS/images/f0001-01.png
GARETH P. JONES

ILLUSTRATED BY

STEVE MAY

]
stripesS





OEBPS/images/f0002-01.png
To my number-one fan, Tolly, and his little brother, Ivo -
GPJ

To Mum, Jackie and Andy, for all their encouragement
(and sense of the absurd) - SM

(/5
/ 7,

]
§7.






OEBPS/images/f0007-01.png
CHAPTER

BEARDS ARE
THE FUTURE





OEBPS/images/f0008-01.png





OEBPS/images/f0005-01.png





OEBPS/images/f0006-01.png





OEBPS/images/f0004-01.png
PET

DEFENDERS

Protecting those who protect us





OEBPS/images/f0004-02.png





OEBPS/images/f0012-01.png
FANCY-DRESS “KING™
TIPPED TO BE NEW MAYOR






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
PET

DEFENDERS

GARETH P. JONES

ILLUSTRATED BY

STEVE MAY






OEBPS/images/f0014-01.png





OEBPS/images/f0010-01.png





