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        Spy Dog and Spy Pups are works of fiction. Andrew Cope wants to make it absolutely clear that the dogs are not based on any animal, living or dead, because that would just be silly*.

        If you want Lara or her puppy to visit your school, please email her at lara@artofbrilliance.co.uk. They’ll probably have to bring Andrew Cope along too, but don’t let that put you off. Or you can find out more about the Spy Dog and Spy Pups books online at www.spydog451.co.uk, where there are pictures, videos and competitions too!
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        1. Feeding Time

        The castle drawbridge was lowered and the car swept into the courtyard. The driver checked himself in the rear-view mirror. He smoothed his eyebrows the best he could and took a deep breath to compose himself. Beside him on the passenger seat was a very important briefcase.

        He parked in front of the castle then stepped out of the car and handcuffed the briefcase to his wrist. Then he approached the castle’s huge door and pulled the bell cord. He straightened his tie as he waited.

        The door opened and a butler let him into the reception room. No words were necessary. He was led through the drawing room and past portraits and suits of armour. Their footsteps echoed up a winding stone staircase before the men entered a modern white room where a lady was waiting. She cradled a fluffy white cat in her left arm, stroking it with her right hand. The diamond on the cat’s collar gleamed in the sunlight.

        The man approached the desk, unlocked the handcuff and put the briefcase on the glass table. A bulky security guard moved to stand by the door and block the exit. The man sat nervously, his eyes darting around the room, which looked completely different to the rest of the castle. But the views were spectacular – rolling hills, brooding moors; they were miles from anywhere. A huge fish tank took up the whole of the left-hand wall, where hundreds of fish darted through the water.

        ‘Greetings, Tony,’ said the lady, who was also in white, almost invisible against the walls. She stopped stroking the cat and flicked open the briefcase. The gems inside sparkled, but the lady looked disappointed. ‘The deal was supposed to be worth one million,’ she said without emotion.

        ‘I know, mistress, and I’m sorry. It’s just that, well, times are hard. Business is difficult. The police have been watching us.’

        The lady nodded knowingly. ‘But the deal was one million,’ she reminded him. ‘You promised. What am I supposed to think, Tony? That your promises are worthless?’
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        The man looked at the floor. ‘I need more time,’ he said. ‘One more week. We’ve got a new venue and a new opportunity. It should be a big one.’

        The lady nodded to the security guard. ‘Feed the fish,’ she ordered. The muscle man walked to the glass tank. He reached into a bucket, pulled out two raw steaks and threw them into the aquarium. There was a frenzy of action as the fish tore the meat apart. The lady smiled. The cat purred. The man’s face twitched. Mealtime took less than thirty seconds and the tank returned to its tranquil state.

        ‘Piranhas!’ said the man, sweat breaking out on his top lip.

        ‘Piranhas, indeed,’ said the lady in white. ‘And they’re still peckish.’

        The man gulped. ‘Like I said, one more week.’

        The lady smiled a watery smile and her cat purred louder. ‘Imagine how hungry my fish will be in one week, Tony,’ she said. ‘Please don’t let me down.’
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        2. Grand Master

        Professor Cortex mopped his brow. His eyes never left the chessboard as he stuffed his hanky back into his top pocket. He sighed. And nodded knowingly. This was quite a game. He glanced at his opponent and was irritated by her calm exterior.

        She’s good, he thought, but she’s only a novice.

        The scientist took hold of the queen and slid her on to a new square. He kept his fingers on the chess piece while he ran through his opponent’s next probable move in his head. Once he was confident that his was the right decision, he removed his fingers and looked up. ‘Ha,’ he coughed. ‘What do you make of that?’

        His challenger nodded knowingly. This was a big moment. She knew that the professor had never lost a chess match in his life. He’d beaten grand masters from all over the world. He’d even programmed computer chess games and was acknowledged as one of the country’s top chess players. Yet here he was, about to be beaten by a dog.
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        Lara took her time. This was a moment to savour. Her puppies wagged enthusiastically.

        ‘What now, Ma?’ whined Spud, his big eyes peering up at her. ‘Has he got you?’

        Lara smiled a doggie smile. Certainly not! I’ve got him. She twitched her whiskers and adjusted her spectacles so they were on the end of her long nose. Then she reached a paw towards her queen. Carefully and very precisely she slid the piece across the board and knocked over the opposing piece. Lara’s bullet-holed ear stood proud. Game over, I believe? she thought. Victory for the canine species! Checkmate!

        The professor had gone white. ‘But …’ he began. ‘How?’ he spluttered. ‘I mean, where did that move come from? This is chess. I never lose at chess.’

        Well, you just have, Prof, smiled Lara. You’ve just been outfoxed by a mutt.

        ‘Have you won, Ma?’ woofed Star, her tail on wag-factor ten. With her black and white splodges she looked just like a mini version of her mum. They even had the same sticky-up ear.

        ‘She has,’ yelped Spud, who had the same black coat as his pedigree father. ‘The prof’s lost his first ever game! You’re a genius dog, Ma.’

        ‘Not genius dog,’ corrected Lara. ‘I’m a Spy Dog.’ She raised an eyebrow and looked at her puppies. ‘Retired!’ Lara stood and offered the professor a paw. He shook graciously. The bewildered old man sank into his comfortable armchair and Lara helped herself to a glass of lime and lemonade. Shaken, not stirred, she thought.

        Lara reflected on the last two years. It’s been such a brilliant time, she thought. My career as a spy dog was very exciting. But family life is bliss. Who’d have thought, when I adopted the Cooks, that I’d settle in so quickly. Or so brilliantly! Lara looked at her mentor, Professor Maximus Cortex. I owe him so much, she thought. His accelerated learning programme and home-made brain formula has made me into a super-intelligent canine. And now my puppies are taking it all on board. She gave the professor a huge lemon and lime lick. Don’t worry, old fella, she wagged. Beginner’s luck! Why don’t we play Monopoly? You always beat me at that.

        Lara slurped on her drink and glanced at her puppies. Star had turned her attention to a crossword puzzle, filling in the spaces with a pencil held expertly in her mouth. Her brother was lounging on a beanbag, loading a computer game. Lara looked at his rolls of fat and considered whether she should cut out his afternoon snack. It’s just puppy fat, she decided. He’s got a lot more growing to do yet.

        Spud and Star were incredibly proud of their mum. Lara was the world’s first ever spy dog – and their mission was to follow in her paw prints. The puppies were nearly five months old now and desperate for some secret-agent action. Lara wasn’t so keen. She’d given up being ‘Agent GM451’ and was focused on being the best mum she could be. And that means keeping my pups and the Cook family safe.

        The spy dog sat back in her chair and closed her eyes. This feels great, she thought. Being a mum is the best thing ever. Family bliss. Oodles of love. Peace and quiet. No more action and adventure for me!

        Lara had no idea how wrong she could be.
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