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            For Herbie, Autumn and the tortoise

            - GPJ

             

            To Andy & Jackie, thanks for all the support

            - SM
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         Mitzy snuggled into the blanket and gave a satisfied purr. Biskit growled and shifted over to make room.

         Their owner, Philip, reached down to give them both a little stroke. “Who said dogs and cats don’t get on?” he said, sinking his hand into the huge bucket of popcorn.

         As he pulled it out, a few pieces dropped down. Biskit moved his head to try and grab one but Mitzy was too fast for him.

         “Hey,” said Biskit. “I invited you to share my home. You could share some popcorn.”

         “You snooze you lose,” replied Mitzy.

         “I wasn’t snoozing. I was watching the film,” said Biskit. “And this is a good bit. Danger Dog’s about to catch a flaming arrow in his teeth, then snap it in half and send it back to Evil Kitty Cisco.”

         Mitzy watched as the dog on the screen did exactly what Biskit had just described.

         “You have to admit it’s a good film,” said Biskit.

         “It would be a lot better if someone didn’t keep telling me what’s about to happen,” said Mitzy pointedly. “And why do the baddies always have to be cats?”

         “They aren’t. Not always,” muttered Biskit. “In Danger Dog Barks Back the baddie is a rat.”

         “Never a dog, is it?” said Mitzy. “Also, how’s he flying that helicopter on his own?”

         “He’s Danger Dog,” said Biskit. “He was trained by the CIA, the FBI, the KGB, MI5 and a secret tribe of Shaolin monkeys in a remote temple in China.”

         “Biskit, you’re a top agent working for a secret agency dedicated to keeping the Earth safe from alien attack, can you fly a helicopter?” asked Mitzy.

         “I’d give it a good go,” said Biskit. He latched his paws around Philip’s knees and waggled them as though he were steering a helicopter.

         Philip laughed and jumped up, tipping over his bucket of popcorn and spilling the contents all over the floor. “Hey, that tickles. Stop it. What are you two doing? Oh, I see your game. Trying to steal my popcorn, are you?”

         Biskit and Mitzy were quick to take advantage of the situation. They ran around hoovering up the fallen popcorn. 
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         On the TV, Danger Dog had jumped out of the helicopter moments before it exploded and was parachuting towards the shark-infested ocean.

         “Actually, this is the best bit,” barked Biskit.

         “Hey, stop your barking,” said Philip. “Danger Dog is about to surf on the back of a shark.”

         “He’s as bad as you are, giving away what’s going to happen,” said Mitzy, but she had lost interest in the film. She was determined to get as much popcorn as she could before Philip swept it up. Having spent the past few months living on the streets of Nothington-on-Sea she had not yet shaken off the feeling that every meal could be her last.

         Philip and Biskit watched open-mouthed as Danger Dog landed on a shark’s back. He steadied himself on his back legs, before grabbing the fin and surfing on the shark. A helicopter exploded and the adverts came on.

         “And now for a word from our sponsors,” said a voice. “Yapp Snax, the pet food that won’t ruin your pet’s appetite.”

         “Oh, great, I love this advert,” said Philip.

         The television showed a chorus line of French poodles and Persian cats wearing tutus, floppy hats and big feather boas. They were high-kicking and waving their paws in the air. It was all done with CGI effects but that didn’t bother Biskit or Philip.

         “I can do that too.” Biskit jumped up on his hind legs while Philip joined in with the singing animals.

         
            
               “Give your dogs and cats a treat,

               With Yapp Snax every day to eat

               Our tasty bites are just sublime

               They’re fabulous and SO divine.”

            

         

         “Woof woof,” barked Biskit along with the poodles. “Oh, you missed it,” he said to Mitzy.

         She stared back at him in disbelief.

         “What?” said Biskit.

         “You said ‘woof woof’,” said Mitzy. “I mean, I know it all sounds like ‘woof woof’ to humans but you actually said it.”

         “Those are the words of the song. It’s so catchy. I love it,” said Biskit. “Hey, why are you staring like that?”

         “Biskit, look,” said Mitzy.

         Biskit spun round to discover that the picture on the TV had frozen.

         “Philip must have paused it,” he said.

         “Then who’s paused Philip?” asked Mitzy.

         Philip was standing absolutely still. He had been in the middle of a dance move so his body was at an extremely awkward angle. But he didn’t wobble. He didn’t even blink. It was as though he had been frozen in time.
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         “Hello, Biskit,” said a low female voice. “Good day, Mitzy.”

         The Pet Defenders turned to see a bulbous-eyed goldfish swimming in the centre of a sphere of clear liquid. With no bowl to contain it, droplets of water splashed out as the fish waggled its tail and moved mysteriously through the room. This was no ordinary fish. It was Barb, an alien who lived in a fishbowl in a vet’s surgery and helped out the Pet Defenders when they needed it. She drifted over to the TV. 
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         “Sorry about interrupting your film,” she said. “Have you got to the part where Danger Dog jumps off a train and lands in a pit of deadly snakes? That’s my favourite bit.”

         “What are you doing here, Barb?” asked Biskit.

         “I am in many places,” she replied. “I am a multi-dimensional being. This fish form is simply how I appear in your funny little corner of this galaxy. My understanding of the universe is so beyond yours it would be like trying to explain mathematics to a Momping Mono-browed Stoopida.” As she spoke an image appeared of a large alien with small eyes, long hair and a single long eyebrow.

         “And they almost went extinct after the entire species forgot how to eat.” The voice that said this belonged to a black cat, who stepped out from behind the sofa. The cat wore a collar covered in flashing lights, while on its tail was a high-tech gun and a pendant that looked like a red Button.
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         “Zed,” said Mitzy.

         “Actually, it’s Senior SUPA Agent Zed now,” said the black cat. “I got promoted for arresting those Atomic Burps.”

         “After we caught them, you mean?” said Mitzy.

         “Yes. Champ and I are very grateful for what you did,” said Zed.

         “Is Champ here?” asked Biskit excitedly.

         “Sorry,” said Zed. “You know the rules. He was your partner once but he works for us now. SUPA agents aren’t allowed back on their home planets.”

         “So why are you here?” asked Mitzy.

         “I need your help.” Zed sprang up on to the arm of the sofa.

         “Our help?” said Mitzy. “The last time you were here you said that we were a bunch of petty-minded pets protecting our own little planet.”

         Zed straightened his legs and arched his back, enjoying the stretch. He dug his claws into the fabric of the sofa. “That’s still true but you proved to me that you were the best at what you do.”

         “What do you want?” asked Mitzy suspiciously.

         “Like I said, I need your help. One of our top technicians has betrayed us and we believe she’s hiding out on your planet.”

         “Why don’t you use one of your SUPA agents to track her down?” asked Biskit.

         “Because Annascratch knows them all, their strengths and their weaknesses, but she doesn’t know you,” said Zed.

         “Annascratch?” said Mitzy.

         “Anitch Annascratch, a Tarangutan from the Arachnovian Quadrant,” said Barb. The goldfish blinked and an image appeared of a huge spider with eight chunky legs covered in matted orange hair. She walked on her six back legs, freeing up her two front limbs, which she used like arms.

         “So she’s a big hairy spider,” said Biskit. “So what’s the problem? Webs?”

         “Well, she does have quite powerful webs, yes, but that’s not really the issue,” said Zed. “Annascratch is our top technician. She’s a gadget genius. She invented the Unmistaker and the Stare Ray that all our agents use. Only now she’s turned bad and we need to stop her.”

         “Stop her from doing what?” asked Mitzy. “Why is she here?”
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         “Because this planet may be small and insignificant but it is positioned in a spot where the fabric of the universe is particularly thin,” said Zed.

         “That’s why so many portals appear here,” said Barb. “It’s why you have all these alien invasions.”

         “I’d hardly call one hairy spider an invasion,” said Biskit.

         “Annascratch is not working alone,” said Zed. “She has an army.”

         “What kind of army?” asked Mitzy.

         “They’re called Nano Inventive Trained Soldiers,” said Zed.

         Barb swished her tail and the image of the hairy spider was replaced by one of a big-bottomed insect standing on its two back legs. Its skin was almost transparent and it had a pair of small pincers next to its mouth. 
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         “Nano because they are so small that they cannot be detected. Inventive because they are able to use their surroundings to create weapons and—”

         “Let me guess,” interrupted Biskit. “Trained Soldiers because they have been trained as soldiers.”

         “Yes. These nits have been bred and mutated to become a deadly army. They know every tactic. They can make any weapon with their bare claws. They are undefeatable.”

         “You say they’re small,” said Mitzy. “How small?”

         “About the size of a speck of dust,” said Zed.

         Biskit laughed. “Ooh, scary.”

         “At that size you’re right. Unfortunately, Annascratch has run off with her latest invention.”

         The image moved in on Annascratch’s head to show that she was wearing a visor above her eyes.

         “It’s called a Relativisor,” said Zed. “It fires out a beam that can shrink things down to atomic level or grow them to the size of planets. We believe she is planning to use it to grow an army of Giant Nits.”

         “And you want us to stop her?” said Biskit.

         “Yes. But you’re not going to be able to do it on your own. You’ll need this.” Zed lowered his tail and carefully removed the pendant he was wearing, then he placed it on the carpet with the button pointing up.

         “What is it?” said Biskit, sniffing the object.

         “Careful. It’s a secret weapon,” said Zed. “And I would like Mitzy to wear it.”

         “Why me?” asked Mitzy.

         “You know what they say, if you want something done quickly, get a dog. If you want something done properly, ask a cat,” said Zed.

         Biskit let out a small growl and Zed jumped up on to the back of the sofa and took a couple of steps along it.

         “You’re asking us to take a piece of alien technology and use it without having any idea about what it will do?” said Mitzy.

         “Yes.” Zed hopped to the windowsill. “I trusted you. Now you need to trust me.”

         Mitzy looked into his green eyes, smiled, then slipped her head through the chain so that the button hung under her chin.
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