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            "To live with cats is to accept that no object is safe, no plan is final, and no day will ever be dull."

      

    

About Kai & Co.

Five cats. One mission: turn ordinary days into extraordinary adventures.

	Kai – The bold leader, dramatic, and always in charge.

	Luna – The calm observer, elegant and aloof.

	Lucky – The mischief-maker, hungry for treats and trouble.

	Misty – The cautious adventurer, curious but careful.

	Sunshine – The playful trickster, forever swishing her tail at the world.


Together, they are Kai & Co., transforming kitchens, gardens, and living rooms into battlefields, treasure hunts, and tales worth telling.



About the Author

Rose M Augustine is a storyteller from Seychelles who believes that the everyday holds as much wonder as the extraordinary. When not writing about office politics or feline adventures, she can be found with a notebook in one hand and a strong cup of coffee in the other. Her writing blends humour, observation, and a deep love for culture, creating stories that celebrate both people and the places they call home.

Acknowledgements

From Kai:

“To the human who dared to record our missions — you’ve done well. Few generals are remembered, but thanks to you, our victories will live on. And yes, I looked magnificent while leading them.”

From Luna:

“Order must be given where chaos reigns. My thanks to the human who kept the ink flowing, the snacks coming, and the house quiet enough for me to supervise this account. It is, as always, beneath me... but still, well done.”

From both:

“And to every reader who joins us — welcome to our world. You may think you’re watching us, but in truth, we’re watching you.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication
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For Kai, Luna, Lucky, Misty, and Sunshine— my feline family, who taught me that courage comes in many forms— and to all the curious cats who remind us that the smallest mysteries can be the greatest adventures.



Kai & Co. Case Files

(Book 1: The Red Cap Mystery)

Kai

Alias: The Bold General

Appearance: White body; black head, ears, and tail.

Obsession: Red bottle caps — only red, no substitutes.

Battle Traits: Hyper bursts of energy, football-dribbling master, commanding presence.

Notable Feats (Book 1):

	Initiated the first encounter with the Red Cap.

	Paced the troops like a drill sergeant during Misty’s escape.


Experience Gained: Improved leadership under chaos (though patience still questionable).
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Luna

ALIAS: The Watchful Shadow

Appearance: Sleek, all black, graceful and aloof.

Obsession: Quiet observation and finishing everyone else’s dinner.

Battle Traits: Calm voice of reason, sharp-eyed strategist.

Notable Feats (Book 1):

	Narrated the cap incident with her trademark dry wit.

	Predicted Misty’s safe return when everyone else panicked.


Experience Gained: Reinforced her role as the team’s anchor of logic.
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Lucky

ALIAS: The Trickster

Appearance: Solid ginger/orange, mischievous glint in his eye.

Obsession: Snacks — especially “raiding missions.”

Battle Traits: Dramatic flair, food strategist, loyal partner-in-crime.

Notable Feats (Book 1):

	Mastermind of the Pantry Raid.

	Tried gnawing the carrier handles to free Sunshine.


Experience Gained: Slightly better stealth skills (still leaves trails of crumbs).
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Misty

ALIAS: The Shadow Scout

Appearance: Grayish-black back/face, white belly, neck, legs, and paws.

Obsession: Exploring beyond the safe borders of home.

Battle Traits: Stealthy, cautious, but fiercely independent.

Notable Feats (Book 1):

	Escaped outside for a solo “field mission.”

	Returned with grass-stained pride, unbothered by the troop’s panic.


Experience Gained: Confidence in her independence (and a reputation for drama).
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Sunshine

ALIAS: The Belly-Up Trickster

Appearance: White body with grey-black patches; fluffy squirrel-like tail.

Obsession: Attention, silliness, and making people chase her at mealtime.

Battle Traits: Disarming cuteness, dramatic rolls, surprising defiance.

Notable Feats (Book 1):

	Put up a fight against Mrs. Lespoir before being carted to the vet.

	Declared herself “too tired” for missions post-manicure.


Experience Gained: Better at playing helpless (and at getting away with it).
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✨ Together, they are Kai & Co. — a troop of five wildly different cats who turn the ordinary into adventure, chaos, and legend.
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Chapter 1 – The Red Cap Appears
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Breakfast had been served. Not just breakfast — a banquet, as always. Mrs. Françoise, our lady of the house, believed in standards, and her standards were nothing short of imperial. A parade of tuna with a mélange of crustaceans and seafood side dishes graced our porcelain plates: saffron teased the air like perfume, dill curled like green lace atop seared medallions, and lemongrass — bold, brazen, unapologetic — made Misty recoil with a theatrical sniff. “Too strong for mornings,” she declared, as if mornings had rules.

We dined and retreated to our separate kingdoms. Kai, on velvet cushions embroidered with golden thread, like the prince he fancied himself. I, Luna, curled on the sunlit rug, where the warmth soaked into my sleek, black fur and made my thoughts slow and syrupy. Sunshine perched on the window ledge, half in dream, half in surveillance. Misty occupied the wicker throne, paws crossed, tail tucked. And Lucky... Lucky sleeps wherever Lucky lands. Sometimes upside down. Sometimes midair.

Once the last dish had been licked clean and the servants had whisked away the plates, the mansion fell into its usual morning hush. Not silence — hush. The kind that makes you think the marble floors are holding their breath. Even the chandeliers seemed to pause, their crystals catching light like secrets. 

Sunlight slinked through the glass panes, scattering tiny rainbows that flickered across the cool tiles. The sharp tang of pine polish—clean, smug, unnatural—tangled with the scent of bread: yeasty, golden, rising like a promise. 

That’s when Kai grew restless.

He always does. Our self-appointed leader cannot abide stillness. He prowled the corridors like a general between wars, tail flicking, eyes sharp, claws grazing the antique woodwork with the casual menace of someone who knows he’s untouchable. From my perch on the banister, I watched him with the wary admiration one reserves for beautiful disasters.

When Kai is bored, the universe suffers.

And suffer it did.

He slipped into the kitchen — the one place forbidden after meals, the sacred domain of Cook, whose iron ladle had once sent Lucky flying into a stack of copper pans.

Cook was not a woman you trifled with. Short and sturdy, with a bosom like a barricade and forearms honed from years of kneading dough, she carried herself like the general of her own battalion. Her greying hair was always tied up in a kerchief patterned with bright hibiscus, and her apron bore the scars of battle: turmeric stains, flour dust, and the occasional burn mark.

She had her ways. A long wooden spoon for stirring, a shorter one for pointing, and that heavy iron ladle for justice. Her slippers slapped against the tiled floor with the authority of marching boots.

But when she cooked her favourites — pineapple tart, coconut nougat, or a golden crusted fish pie — her edges softened. She hummed old French chansons, sometimes sega tunes, her voice a low rumble that filled the kitchen like a warm fire. Those were the moments the mansion smelled like childhood, when even Mrs. Francoise would pause in the hall, lips twitching into a rare smile.

Of course, the cats knew those moments too. They’d creep closer, tails flicking, noses twitching, and Cook would pretend not to notice — until the spoon came down on the counter with a crack. “Eh! Out! This kitchen is not a playground!”

But Kai? Kai treats rules like puzzles. Or prey.

To Kai, Cook was both nemesis and oracle.

Her humming meant the borders were open, her silence meant the walls were fortified. The rustle of flour on her apron was a warning signal; the clink of the ladle on the stove, a battle cry.

He watched her the way a general studies an enemy commander.

The slippers drag when she’s tired. Advantage: us.

The humming rises when she’s baking pastry. Distraction: possible.

The spoon taps twice before she tastes. That’s when the counter is unguarded.

When she was at full power, she was unshakeable — ladle flashing, voice scolding, apron flaring like a flag of war. But when the humming came, oh, that was her weakness. That was when the scent of pineapple tart slipped past her defenses and wrapped itself around the mansion like a spell. Even the busts in the hall seemed to sigh, softening under the perfume of sugar and spice.

To the others, Cook was a gatekeeper. To Kai, she was a challenge. And challenges were meant to be conquered.

There, on the polished counter, he found it.

A small, round object. Red. Gleaming. Innocent to human eyes. But to Kai? It was treasure. It was mystery. It was destiny wrapped in plastic. He narrowed his eyes, scanning every shadow and corner, the way a seasoned officer sweeps a battlefield before striking.

He bounded up with one graceful leap and landed squarely on the counter. For a moment, he sat tall and unblinking, surveying the kitchen below like a king about to address his subjects. His tail flicked, his whiskers twitched. You could almost hear the imaginary fanfare.

And then — with all the solemnity of a royal decree — he flicked his paw.

The cap bounced once. Twice. Then rolled.

Tick... tick... ticky-tick...

The cap spun across the tiles like a comet, bouncing, rattling, daring us to chase. The sound echoed through the cavernous kitchen, ricocheting off tile and copper, slithering down the corridors like a whispered dare. 

We all heard it — Sunshine lifting her head mid-dream, Misty stiffening on her chair, Lucky already bounding from the pantry like a cannonball.

It reached the great hall — where the marble busts stood on their pedestals, the oil-painted portraits lined the walls in solemn frames. If you listened closely enough, you might swear you heard them groan. A great ancestral sigh seemed to ripple through the house: “Mon Dieu... these dreadful cats. At it again”.

And then — silence.

The cap stopped. Dead.

The mansion stilled. Even the ceiling fan hesitated.

Something had begun.

From the pantry doorway
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