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    To every child who has ever felt different — and every grown‑up who has ever loved them for it.
To the brave hearts who rescue, nurture, and choose love every day, even when it's messy, mismatched, and miraculous.
And to my own family — furry, human, and divine — who remind me that belonging isn't about sameness, but about seeing each other fully and choosing to stay.
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Chapter 1: May the Fearless
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May wasn't always the confident, tail-high "big girl" she is today. Once, she was a trembling little puppy left in a cardboard box that smelled of damp paper and loneliness. But Mona — gentle-voiced, soft-hearted Mona — lifted her out, pressed her against her chest, and whispered, "You're safe now." From that moment, May belonged.

Every morning, May walks Mona to work. Her paws tap lightly on the pavement, her ears perked, her nose twitching as she collects the morning's stories through scent.

The neighbourhood children spot her first.

Thando runs up with a grin, and May's tail thumps happily. He always smells like freshly baked bread, warm and yeasty — the scent of his mother's bakery drifting from his clothes.

Lerato kneels to hug her next. May inhales the familiar sweet floral perfume Lerato's mother wears every day — soft, powdery, comforting.

Andrew gives her a shy pat on the head. He smells like freshly washed laundry, crisp and clean, as if he's just stepped out of sunshine.

And little Zara toddles over, giggling. She smells like baby powder, soft and milky, the scent of innocence itself.

May soaks it all in — every scent a story, every child a friend.

But today, something cuts through the morning sweetness.

A sharp, bitter smell. Smoke.

Her body stiffens. Her ears shoot up. The crackling sound reaches her next — faint at first, then louder, like something being slowly eaten alive.

Freddy's house.

Freddy, the old sausage dog who can't hear a thing anymore.

May sprints.

Flames lick the curtains, greedy and bright. The fire crackles and snaps, devouring everything in its path. Heat rolls out of the window like a wave.

May doesn't hesitate.

She leaps through the opening.

Inside, the air is thick and hot. Her lungs burn with every breath. Warm smoke scratches her throat. Her eyes stream tears — from the heat, from the effort, from the urgency.

She finds Freddy trembling under a table, his body shaking with silent fear.

May grips him gently in her jaws.

Then — with every muscle screaming — she leaps back through the fire, through the heat, through the smoke, and out into the open air.

They tumble onto the grass.

Neighbors rush forward. 

Someone screams. 

Someone cries. 

Someone claps.

Freddy's family gathers him up, sobbing with relief. Children cheer. Hands reach out to stroke May's soot-stained fur.

She stands there, panting, chest heaving, eyes blinking through the smoke — calm, steady, brave.

As if she simply did what any good dog would do.

When the excitement fades, May trots home, hops onto the swinging porch couch, and curls into a warm, smoky ball.

She'll wait there until Mona comes home. Her job is done.
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Chapter 2: The Dawn Rescue

[image: ]


[image: ]

Before the sun rises, May wakes with a jolt.

A sound threads through the quiet morning — thin, trembling, desperate.

A kitten's cry.

May jumps off the bed and nudges Mona urgently. She whines, paws at the blankets, circles the room.

Mona rubs her eyes, confused, but May is already heading to the door.

Outside, the air is cold and still. The mewing grows louder — frightened, echoing.

May leads Mona to the storm-water drain. She paws at the metal grate, whining, tail stiff with worry.

Mona kneels and listens.

Three voices. 

Three tiny cries.

Mona calls the neighbour, and together they lift the heavy cover. Cold, damp air rises from the darkness below.

Inside a torn plastic bag lie three kittens: one ginger, fiery but trembling; one black and white, tiny and shivering; one gray and white, fluffy, dirty, and weak.

All of them hungry. 

All of them freezing. 

All of them desperate for warmth and safety.

May lowers her head and gently lifts the ginger kitten first. Her mouth is soft, careful, motherly.

Then the black-and-white one. Then the gray-and-white fluff-ball.

She places each one into Mona's hands, her eyes full of worry and fierce protectiveness.

Back inside, Mona warms blankets, heats a water bottle, and prepares a soft nest. The kittens mew weakly, their tiny bodies trembling.

May curls around them immediately. She licks their dirty fur clean, nudges them closer to the warmth, and hums soft dog-mama grumbles of comfort.

The kittens press into her belly, tiny paws kneading, tiny noses searching for safety.

When they finally fall asleep, May rests her chin on the edge of the box, eyelids drooping.

She saved them. 

Just like she saved Freddy. 

Just like she would save anyone who needed her.

Because May isn't just brave. 

She's good.

And Mona, watching her from the doorway, feels her heart swell with pride.
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Chapter 3: The Patrol of Four
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The kittens had grown into their own little cat-dogs, shaped entirely by May's steady paws and gentle discipline. They didn't just walk — they patrolled, tails swaying in rhythm behind her, their paws tapping softly on the warm pavement like a tiny marching band.

Every morning, the neighbourhood woke to the same comforting sound: the soft pad-pad-pad of four sets of paws moving through the cool dawn air.

The world smelled different at that hour — fresh dew on grass, the faint sweetness of jasmine drifting from Mrs. Patel's fence, and the warm, comforting scent of bread rising in the bakery ovens down the street.

Alex — the Ginger Snob with the Softest Heart

Alex always walked one step ahead of his sisters, chest puffed out, tail held high like a little prince. His fur smelled faintly of sunshine — that warm, toasty scent cats get from sleeping in the same patch of light every afternoon.

He pretended to be grumpy, giving people a slow blink as if they were interrupting his royal duties. But the moment Mona came home, he turned into a puddle of ginger fluff, pressing his warm body against her legs, purring so loudly it vibrated through her jeans.

Chloe — the Peaceful Princess

Chloe moved like a whisper. Her fur always smelled clean, like fresh laundry and the soft powdery scent of the children who hugged her every morning.

She greeted everyone with a gentle chirp, rubbing her cheek against ankles, shoes, prams, even shopping bags. People said she felt like a warm cloud brushing past them.

If two dogs barked at

Missy — the Dramatic Beauty




Their Morning Patrol
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