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    To Moony — my wanderer, my fighter, my gentle companion. You taught me that love is not possession, but trust. That absence is not loss, but rhythm. And that return, in all its forms, always matters.

This book is for you, and for every soul who has found meaning in the echoes of companionship, freedom, and quiet presence.



    



  	
        
            
            "Love is not about holding on. It is about letting wanderers return, and finding home in their rhythm."
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Chapter 1: The Morning Walk
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The morning air was cool, the kind that carried a faint mist and the promise of sunlight breaking through. My footsteps echoed softly against the pavement, steady and familiar, the rhythm of a routine I had walked countless times before. The world was still half-asleep, and I liked it that way — the quiet before the noise, the pause before the day demanded anything of me.

That was when I noticed him. A small ginger kitten, no bigger than my shoe, trailing behind me with a stubborn determination. His paws were clumsy, his tail flicked like a question mark, and his fur caught the early light, glowing faintly like embers. He didn’t dart away when I turned to look. Instead, he stopped when I stopped, moved when I moved, as though he had already decided we were walking together.

His eyes were too big for his face, wide and unblinking, filled with curiosity and something else — a kind of quiet defiance. He wasn’t begging, wasn’t pleading for food or shelter. He was simply there, choosing to follow, as if he had been waiting for this exact morning to fall into step beside me.

I slowed my pace, testing him. He slowed too. I paused, and he sat, tail curled neatly around his paws. The silence between us felt like recognition, a wordless agreement. I didn’t scoop him up, didn’t carry him home. That was never my way. I let him walk, let him choose. And he did — each pawprint a quiet declaration that he belonged, not because I claimed him, but because he claimed me.
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