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Rambo and the Sock of Glory
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Rambo stirred beneath the blankets—a slow meerkat stretch that began with his toes and ended in a yawn so wide it nearly swallowed the morning. The duvet was warm. Too warm. Deliciously warm. He blinked once, twice, then buried his snout deeper into the folds.

"Five more minutes," he muttered to no one in particular.

"I'm still marinating."

But the sun was calling. And so was his belly.

With a reluctant scurry, he wriggled free from the blanket burrow, leapt off the bed with a practiced bounce, and darted through the hallway toward his favourite sun patch—just beside the sliding door, where the tiles were warm and the light hit just right.

He flopped belly-down, limbs splayed like a furry pancake, and sighed. The defrosting ritual had begun.

Outside, the world buzzed with school shoes and traffic. Inside, the house was his kingdom. Juan had left hours ago, backpack swinging, toast in hand, promising to be back by three. That gave Rambo exactly six hours of unsupervised mischief.

He rolled onto his back, scratched his ear, and sniffed the air. No danger. No beetles. No leftover toast.

But wait—what was that?

He scampered back to the bedroom, nose twitching, tail flicking. There, nestled in the folds of the duvet, was a sock. A glorious, slightly smelly, perfectly tunnelable sock.

"Ah," he whispered reverently. "A relic from the laundry gods."

He pounced. Rolled. Tugged. The sock became a scroll, a tunnel, a cape, a chew toy. He dragged it under the bed, added it to his stash—three socks, one pencil, and a half-eaten jellybean—and declared it sacred.

The burrow under the bed was alive again. And Rambo, teenage meerkat and mischief maestro, was just getting started.

It wasn't long before the sock lost its sacred status.

Rambo gave it one final tug, a ceremonial chew, and then—like all great meerkat monarchs—he moved on. Mischief called. The house was vast. The possibilities endless.

He scratched his way through the hallway rug, tested the bounce of the couch cushions, and sniffed suspiciously at the laundry basket. A little dig here. A little nibble there. A brief detour to inspect the mop.

And then—as if he'd never seen it before—he found it.

The palm tree.

A glorious green sentinel in a pot the size of a small bathtub. And more importantly: SAND.

Rambo froze. Nose twitching. Eyes gleaming.

"Saaaand," he whispered. "Worms. Juicy, fat insects. Eat-worthy treasure."

In a flash, he was in. Claws first. Tail flicking. The sand flew like confetti at a meerkat wedding.

He dug deeper and deeper, snorting with joy, until his nose was caked in grit, his eyelids packed with dust, and his belly streaked with mud.

"I need to catch my breath," he announced to the pot, and sat still—panting, proud, and utterly filthy.

That's how Juan and Mom found him.

Fast asleep. Curled in the crater of his own creation. A meerkat mound of sand, socks, and sass.

Mom didn't say a word. She just gave Juan that look—the one that said, "You chose this life. You clean it."

Juan sighed. But he knew the rules.

Clean-up only begins once Rambo's nap is complete. Meerkats need their rest.
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Operation Fridge Raid

[image: ]

The house was quiet. Juan was at school. Selina was out. The fridge stood tall and smug in the kitchen—gleaming, humming, and full of forbidden treasures.

Rambo narrowed his eyes.

Mission: Fridge Raid. Objective: Cake. Butter. Eggs. Anything edible.

He tiptoed in, tail low, whiskers twitching. The fridge loomed like a fortress. He leapt, paws scrabbling at the door handle. Nothing. He hadn't thought this through. His paws were far too small.

Attempt One: Failure.

Attempt Two: He tried again, this time from the side. Still no luck. The angle was wrong. He slid down dramatically, landing in a heap of fur and frustration.

Attempt Three: He wedged his body between the counter and the fridge, pushed with all his might— The door creaked open... just a crack. He squeezed in, but it slammed shut again with a thud that echoed through the kitchen.

Attempt Four: He paused. Strategized. Then spotted the feather duster handle leaning against the broom cupboard. His eyes gleamed.

He dragged it over, puffing and panting like a furry commando. He wedged it under the fridge handle, pushed, pulled, twisted— And finally, with a triumphant snort-click, the door swung wide open.

Victory.

And of course, he left it open. The cold air spilled out. Rambo dove in.

First target: raw eggs. He pawed one out. It slipped. It cracked. The smell hit him—sharp, earthy, slightly metallic. He sniffed, then licked. The texture was slimy, the taste oddly satisfying. He slurped it up, leaving sticky paw prints across the tiles.

Next: the butter. He stepped right into it. His paws sank into the soft, golden slab like warm mud. He licked it off, one toe at a time, smearing the fridge shelf with greasy trails.

Then—ah, the cake. Chocolate. Rich. Dense. The icing was thick, velvety, and sweet. His tongue dragged through the frosting like a paintbrush, leaving swirls and dents. His tummy began to ache, but he couldn't stop. It was too good.

Eventually, he stumbled out of the fridge, bloated and blissful. He collapsed beside it, right where the motor hummed warm and low. He curled into a furry comma, belly bulging, paws twitching in cake-filled dreams.

Hours later, he woke with a full bladder. He waddled to the door, barely made it outside, and relieved himself with a sigh that echoed across the garden. He flopped down on his belly, legs stretched out like a sunbathing frog, baking in the sun until he was warm and cosy again.

Then, back inside. Back to Bear—his favourite soft toy. He curled around it, snoring softly, his tail giving a lazy thump-thump.

This is where Juan found him. Covered in crumbs, cake, and contentment.

Juan kissed him from head to toe, whispering, "You're lucky Selina cleaned up after you. Mom has no idea what you've done."

Rambo gave a sleepy snort-click. Mission accomplished.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 3

[image: ]


The Great Toothpaste Incident
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It started with a sniff.

Rambo, ever the curious marauder, spotted a shiny blue tube on the bathroom counter. It smelled... sweet? Minty? Suspiciously edible. He bit down.

A cold, gooey squirt of turquoise paste shot onto his tongue.

Mistake. Big mistake.

His eyes bulged. His tongue recoiled. It tasted like frozen pepper dipped in soap. He gagged, snorted, and did a full-body shake that flung minty blobs across the basin.

But instead of retreating, he panicked—artistically.

He leapt onto the counter, grabbed the tube in both paws, and began smearing the mirror with wild, minty swirls. Thick loops of toothpaste curled like icy vines across the glass. The smell was sharp—cool and medicinal, like a dentist's sneeze. His fur was speckled with mint. His tail left streaks on the tiles.

From the windowsill, the house cat watched with narrowed eyes and a slow, unimpressed blink.

Cat: "You do realise that's not icing, right?"

Rambo (still smearing): "Too late. I'm committed."

Cat: "You're committed, alright."

Realising the mirror now looked like a frosted cake gone rogue, Rambo bolted to the laundry basket. He dove in, dragging the toothpaste tube behind him like a guilty trophy. He pawed at the clothes, burying the evidence beneath a mound of socks and damp towels. The minty scent clung to the air like a scandal.

Selina entered. She paused. She saw the mirror. She sniffed. She roared.

Selina: "RAMBO!"

He froze. She grabbed the mop. He bolted.

The
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