
[image: ]



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE ADVENTURES OF MIRA, GUY AND SHILOH

    

    
      First edition. July 13, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Izelle McHugh.

    

    
    
      Written by Izelle McHugh.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Izelle McHugh

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Meerkat Mayhem

          
        
          
	          Naomi and the Magic Pillow

          
        
          
	          Princess Amelia and the secret gardens

          
        
          
	          Adventures of Tau

          
        
          
	          Snorts, sports and Thunder

          
        
          
	          Zak& Dino

          
        
          
	          A Sundays River Story

          
        
          
	          The Quiet Girl

          
        
          
	          Rambo and Maya

          
        
          
	          The Adventures of Figo, Ari and Ruz

          
        
          
	          The Fairy Tale Gardens

          
        
          
	          The Okovango Trio

          
        
          
	          The Furry-Inn

          
        
          
	          Mona and May

          
        
          
	          Luther, The Detective Crow

          
        
          
	          The Adventures of Mira, Guy and Shiloh

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Izelle McHugh

Dedication

Chapter 1 — Mira Finds Guy

Chapter 2 — The Holiday Stop

Chapter 3 — The Willow Tree & the Angora Trio

Chapter 4 — First Steps into the Unknown

Chapter 5 — The Duck Lesson

Chapter 6 — The Donkey Who Talks Too Much

Chapter 7 — The First Calamity

Chapter 8 — The Barn Shelter

Chapter 9 — The Morning Surprise

Chapter 10 — The Storm & the Hollow Tree

Chapter 11 — Morning After the Storm

Chapter 12 — The Veld of Fury

Chapter 13 — Moonlight at the Orchid House

Chapter 14 — Home at Last

Epilogue — Where They Belong

Further Reading: Zak& Dino

About the Author

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To every child — and every grown‑up — who has ever felt small, lost, or unsure of where they belong.
May you always find the courage to follow the quiet voice inside you, the kindness to lift another creature when they fall, and the wonder to see magic hiding in ordinary places.
This book is for the brave hearts who choose love, for the wanderers who become family, and for the unexpected friendships that change everything.
And to my own circle of love — human, furry, and divine — thank you for teaching me that home is not a place, but a feeling.
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Chapter 1 — Mira Finds Guy
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The thicket was unusually quiet that morning.

Mira, the small grey monkey with bright curious eyes, moved through the branches with her usual lightness. She knew every tree, every twig, every rustle of the farm's edge. But today... something felt different. The air carried a sound she didn't recognise — a thin, trembling whimper.

She froze.

Her troop was far behind her, chattering noisily as they searched for breakfast. Gruff, the troop leader, barked orders from the highest branch, irritated as always. But Mira barely heard them. Her ears were tuned to that soft, desperate cry.

She climbed down, branch by branch, until her feet touched the cool earth. The whimper came again — faint, frightened, fading.

Mira pushed through the thorny bushes, ignoring the scratches on her arms. And then she saw him.

A tiny puppy, no bigger than her own curled tail, lay shivering beneath a tangle of dry branches. His fur was patchy, his belly empty, his eyes squeezed shut as if the world was too big, too loud, too cold.

Mira's heart cracked open.

She knelt beside him, gently brushing away the thorns. The puppy whimpered again, lifting his head just enough to press it against her hand. He smelled of dust and fear.

"You poor little thing," she whispered.

He was freezing. Alone. Lost. And far too young to survive a single day without help.

Mira didn't hesitate.

She scooped him up, cradling him against her chest. His tiny body fit perfectly beneath her chin. He let out a soft sigh — the kind that comes when a creature finally feels safe.

Behind her, Gruff screeched.

"Mira! Leave it! Come back!"

The troop gathered on the branches above; their faces twisted with disapproval. A dog was an outsider. A danger. A mistake. Gruff's voice thundered again.

"You cannot bring that thing with you!"

But Mira didn't even look up.

She wrapped her tail around the puppy, shielding him from the cold. She felt his heartbeat — fast, frightened, fragile. She knew instantly what she would do.

"I'm not leaving him," she said softly, but firmly.

Gruff growled, furious. The troop scattered in disbelief. But Mira turned her back on them and walked toward the homestead, holding the puppy close.

That night, she slept on the ground for the first time in her life.

The puppy needed warmth. He needed her. So, she curled around him, letting him burrow into her fur. His tiny paws rested against her chest. His breathing slowed. His trembling stopped.

By morning, he opened his eyes — big, brown, and full of trust.

Mira smiled.

"Hello, little one. I will call you Guy."

He wagged his tail for the very first time.

And from that moment on, they were inseparable.

Guy grew quickly — from a trembling pup into a handsome mongrel with strong legs and a heart full of devotion. Mira rode on his back everywhere they went, her tail curled proudly around his neck. He followed her through orchards, across fields, and along the farm roads, never once forgetting the warmth of the monkey who had saved his life.

Mira had lost her troop.

But she had found her family.

And neither of them knew it yet... but their world was about to grow even bigger.
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Chapter 2 — The Holiday Stop
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The farm was quiet under the late afternoon sun, the kind of golden stillness that made even the wind pause to rest. Mira and Guy were lounging near the homestead, Guy stretched out like a lazy prince while Mira sat perched on his back, grooming his ears with delicate care.

Guy's tail thumped happily against the ground. Mira smiled. This — this simple peace — felt like home.

But far down the dusty road, a car approached, kicking up a cloud of warm summer dust.

Guy lifted his head. Mira's ears twitched.

Visitors.

The car rolled to a stop near the farmhouse, and a family climbed out — two excited children, a mother with sunglasses perched on her head, and a father stretching his back after a long drive. They laughed, chatted, and began unloading bags, coolers, and a large travel cage.

Inside the cage sat a magnificent Maine Coon cat.

His fur was long and silky, a mixture of silver and warm brown. His eyes were a deep, intelligent gold. He looked like royalty — the kind of cat who expected velvet cushions and crystal bowls.

Guy tilted his head. Mira leaned forward.

The cat did not look pleased.

He sat stiffly, tail wrapped around himself, glaring at the world as if the entire farm had personally offended him.

The children giggled. "Shiloh, we're just stopping for the night! Don't be dramatic."

Shiloh flicked his ear in dignified protest.

The father reached for the cage, lifting it carefully. But the moment he set it down — something snapped.

A latch. A hinge. A tiny metal catch that had been loose for months.

The cage door burst open.

Shiloh shot out like a streak of lightning.

He didn't pause. He didn't look back. He didn't consider the consequences.

He ran.

Across the yard. Past the water tank. Through the vegetable patch. Straight into the thicket.

The children screamed. "Shiloh! Come back!"

The mother gasped. The father swore under his breath and sprinted after him.

But Shiloh was already gone — swallowed by the shadows of the bush.

Guy jumped to his feet. Mira's heart tightened.

She knew that kind of fear. She had seen it in Guy's eyes the day she found him. She had felt it herself when she left her troop.

Fear of being alone. Fear of being lost. Fear of not knowing where home is.

Guy looked at Mira. Mira looked at the thicket.

They didn't speak — they didn't need to.

They ran.

Guy bounded forward, Mira clinging to his back as they slipped into the cool darkness beneath the trees. The farm sounds faded behind them. The smell of dust and lavender drifted faintly in the air.

Somewhere ahead, a frightened cat was running blindly, convinced the world had turned against him.

Mira whispered softly, "We'll find him."

Guy barked once in agreement.

And together, they disappeared deeper into the thicket — unaware that this moment, this frightened runaway, would change their lives forever.
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Chapter 3 — The Willow Tree & the Angora Trio
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Shiloh didn't stop running until his paws burned.

He darted through the thicket, over roots, under branches, until he reached the edge of a quiet clearing where a great weeping willow stood — its long green curtains swaying gently in the evening breeze.

Without thinking, he leapt.

Up the trunk. Onto a branch. Higher. Higher still.

By the time Mira and Guy reached the clearing, Shiloh was perched halfway up the willow, fur puffed out, tail twice its size, hissing like a kettle about to boil.

Guy barked in surprise. Shiloh hissed louder.

Mira sighed softly. "Oh dear."

She climbed the willow with the ease only a monkey could manage. Her small hands gripped the bark, her feet found perfect footholds, and soon she was sitting on the branch beside the terrified cat.

Shiloh growled, pressing himself against the trunk.

Mira didn't move closer. She simply sat, calm and patient.

"It's alright," she whispered. "I'll stay right here with you."

Below them, Guy circled a patch of soft grass. Once. Twice. Three times.

He plopped down. Got up. Circled again.

Finally, he collapsed with a heavy sigh and fell asleep almost instantly — exhaustion claiming him before he could worry about anything else.

Night settled over the willow.

The branches swayed. The stream nearby murmured softly. Crickets began their nightly chorus.

Mira found a wide, comfortable branch and curled her tail around it. Shiloh stayed where he was — stiff, trembling, pretending he wasn't scared.

Hours passed.

Then Mira felt movement.

Shiloh crept
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