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Chapter One


CRUNCH, CRUNCH, CRUNCH. Peggy the pug loved the sound of fallen leaves crunching under her paws as she trotted alongside her best friend, Chloe. Peggy’s flat black nose sniffed the air as the breeze ruffled her tan-coloured fur. Autumn was on the way!


Dad had taken Peggy, Chloe and her little sister, Ruby, into town to do some errands. The girls were going back to school soon and had bought new pencil cases and shiny new school shoes. Now, laden down with shopping bags, they were heading home.


Chloe stopped suddenly to peer in the bookshop window.


“Oooh, look!” she squealed, pointing to a poster. “There’s a new Witch Academy book coming soon. Can I get it?”


“Of course,” said Dad. “We’ll come back as soon as it’s out. We need to find out what magic spell Eunice Belladonna learns next.”
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Peggy knew all about the Witch Academy books, because Dad always read them aloud to Chloe and Ruby. Even their older brother, Finn, loved the stories, which were about a girl named Eunice Belladonna who accidentally got sent to a magical school where she learned how to cast spells and make potions. Peggy’s favourite character was Eunice’s clever cat, Greymittens.


The whole way home, Chloe talked excitedly about the next Witch Academy book. “I wonder if Eunice will find out who put the sneezing spell on her at the Halloween Costume Ball,” said Chloe. “I bet it was Arabella Toadstool.”


“Arabella’s been jealous of Eunice ever since she won the broomstick race on Sports Day,” agreed Dad.


As they approached their house, loud music boomed out of the garage, where Finn was practising with his band. It sounded like a creature howling in pain, but Peggy knew it was just Finn singing. On the street outside, their next-door neighbour, Mr Ahmed, was loading up his car with old furniture and cardboard boxes. There was a sign that read SOLD in front of his house.


“I’m taking some things to the recycling centre,” Mr Ahmed explained to Dad. “To get ready for the move next week.”


“We’re going to miss you and Samira,” said Dad. “Let’s hope our new neighbours are as understanding about Finn’s music as you are.”


Mr Ahmed chuckled and crouched down to pat Peggy. “I was in a rock band as a student,” he said. “I’ve always enjoyed listening to Full Throttle rehearse.”


“They’re not called that any more,” said Chloe. “They changed their name to the Wizards of Rock.”


Mr Ahmed shut the boot. “Right – I’d better get a move on. This is just the first load. And then I’ve got to take some bookshelves over to Miss Wu across the street.”


They went inside, and the girls showed Mum their purchases.


“Look, Mummy,” said Ruby, showing off her patent leather school shoes. “They’re so shiny.”


“I got a Witch Academy pencil case,” said Chloe. Her favourite books had also been made into movies, and her pencil case was decorated with the logo and little moons and stars.


“Very nice,” said Mum.


“The Ahmeds are moving next week,” Dad told Mum. “They’re going to the seaside to be closer to their grandkids.”
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“I wonder who will move in,” said Mum. “I hope the new people are as nice as the Ahmeds.”


Peggy hoped so too. Their neighbours were lovely. Mr Ahmed knew she liked being scratched behind the ears, and Mrs Ahmed always had a tasty little treat for her.


“Maybe a girl my age will move in next door,” said Chloe. “And we can have sleepovers and pass secret messages to each other through the gap in the fence.”


“Maybe they’ll like reading,” Mum said. “I’ve been thinking of starting a book club at Pups and Cups.”


“Maybe they’ll have a cool pet!” Ruby added. “Like a unicorn!”


Finn and his bandmates trooped into the kitchen for a snack.


“You sounded good out there,” said Mum as Finn and his friends helped themselves to some brownies Mum had brought home from Pups and Cups, the café she owned in the town centre.


“Yeah,” said Finn, twirling one of his drumsticks. “But we’d sound even better with a bass player.”


“Maybe one of the new neighbours will be a musician,” said Mum.


Dad laughed. “So we’re hoping for a family with a bass player, a girl Chloe’s age, a mum who likes reading, a unicorn … anything you’d like, Peggy?”


“No!” Peggy said. But of course to her family it just sounded like WOOF!


Everyone laughed.


“Right,” said Finn, shoving the last of a brownie in his mouth. “We’d better go finish practising our new song.”


“Can I help?” asked Ruby.


“Sure,” said Finn, tousling his little sister’s curly hair. “You can play the tambourine.”


“I’m going to re-read all the Witch Academy books,” announced Chloe as Finn’s band trooped back to the garage. “Before the new one comes out.”


Chloe curled up on the sofa with her book, so Peggy went out into the garden through her doggy door. Tiger, the stripy cat who lived next door, was sprawled on the patio, as if he owned the garden.


“Hi, Tiger,” she said cheerfully.


Tiger groaned as Peggy approached. “I came over here to escape all the packing and get some peace. But clearly that’s not going to happen.”


Peggy suddenly realised something. “If Mr and Mrs Ahmed are moving house, you’re leaving too.”


Tiger rolled his green eyes. “Congratulations, Pig Tail, you’re not as stupid as you look.”


It was hard to believe that Tiger belonged to Mr and Mrs Ahmed, who were so nice. When she’d first moved here, after Chloe’s family had adopted her from the dog shelter, Peggy had hoped that she and Tiger could be friends. But it hadn’t worked out that way. Tiger was grumpy and never wanted to play. He either ignored Peggy or teased her.
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“It will be lovely living by the sea,” Peggy said. She had been to the seaside once on holiday and had learned how to swim. “Maybe you can learn how to doggy paddle.”


“You’ll never catch me doing the doggy paddle,” Tiger hissed, and twitched his tail. “Or any other kind of paddle. Cats do NOT like water.”


“Well, I hope you and the Ahmeds will be happy in your new home,” said Peggy. It would be strange not to see Tiger stalking through the grass or sunbathing on top of the garden shed.


Tiger lowered his tail. “Thanks, Peggy,” he said, his tone softening. “You’re all right, I suppose. For a dog.”


Encouraged by this, Peggy decided to take a risk. “Do you want to play with me?” she asked.


“Why not?” he said. His sly green eyes flashed with amusement, but Peggy didn’t notice. She was too excited that Tiger had finally agreed to play with her!


“Yay!” barked Peggy. She ran and got her tennis ball. Carrying it back in her mouth, she dropped the ball at Tiger’s paws. “Let’s play fetch!”


“OK,” said Tiger. He batted the tennis ball with his paw. It rolled across the patio. Peggy chased after it, but Tiger was faster. He streaked after the ball, his stripes an orange blur, and pounced on it.


“I win,” said Tiger. Then, picking up the tennis ball in his mouth, he leapt up on top of the fence and dropped the ball into his garden.


“Hey,” said Peggy. “That’s my favourite tennis ball.”
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“Now it’s my favourite tennis ball,” said Tiger, his eyes glittering with mischief. “It will be something to remember you by. So long, Pig Tail,” he said with a wink before jumping down into his own garden.


Good riddance, thought Peggy. And suddenly she had a thought that was so exciting, her curly-wurly tail started to wag. Maybe their new neighbours would have a dog! A nice, cheerful dog who would be her friend and always want to play!
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