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Chapter 1
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A New Beginning

Chester and Willow waited eagerly at the garden fence, tails wagging. Their eyes never left the gate’s latch. A whole new world waited beyond it and they could hardly keep still. They had just moved to their new home and couldn't wait to explore the surroundings. What lay beyond were acres and acres of fields and woodland.

The moment it opened, they scrambled over the threshold, jostling each other in excitement, each wanting to be the first outside. Their owner chuckled, "I’ll leave the gate open!" she called after them, thinking crazy dogs.

Riley Cat watched from the window sill, his tail flicked slowly from side to side. With his pristine black fur, he didn’t care much for rushing about, especially not through muddy puddles.

“Fools,” he muttered under his breath as Chester and Willow barreled out of the garden gate. “Someone has to guard the sofa”.

Where are we going today? Willow wondered, blue ears perked and alert. Chester sniffed the air eagerly. I can’t wait to play and explore, he thought, as the breeze ruffled his tanned fur.

Chester darted forward with a joyful bark. "Freeeeedom!"

Willow, more patient, took her time, sniffing every root and leaf. An owl hooted softly from a tree as butterflies flew above.

Suddenly, the birds erupted in song, their chirps sharp and insistent. The owl’s soft whistles grew louder, turning into startled hoots before fading into silence as it soared deeper into the forest. Chester and Willow paused, ears pricked, sensing something in the shadows ahead.

A faint rustling reached their ears. Willow’s head snapped up. I wonder what that is, she thought, already bounding forward, nose low to the ground as she tracked the sound.

“Big dogs! Big dogs! Look over there!” Chester called his voice excited but breathless as he tried to catch up.

In the distance, not one, but three deer froze, their big eyes fixed on the dogs. In an instant, they scattered, dashing off in zigzags through the trees, black-striped tails flashing.

“Hey! Wait! Do you want to play with us?” Chester shouted, sprinting after them. The deer were too quick, slipping effortlessly between the trees. “Wait up!” he barked, breathless but determined.

Willow struggled to keep up, watching as Chester disappeared through a tangle of sticks and leaves. Oh no, she thought, her ears flattening. I can’t see anyone now. How far have I run?

She stopped, nose to the ground and began to sniff for Chester’s trail. Slowly, she turned around, following her scent back to the safety of the path they had travelled from.

Chester watched the last of the deer vanish through the tall grass. He raised his head, panting and called, “Wait! Slow down, I can’t keep up!” But the deer were already too far ahead.

With a sigh, he slowed to a stop, his sides heaving. Just as he turned to head back, a flicker of movement caught his eye. Something small and brown with white spots was hidden behind a fallen log. With careful steps, he moved closer, paws sinking into the damp earth.

Peering over the log, he froze. A tiny fawn stood trembling, its wide eyes shimmering like pools of amber. One of its delicate hooves was caught between twisted branches. The little creature tugged and tugged but the branches only seemed to hold tighter.

Chester tilted his head, his voice soft and gentle. 

“Your paw is stuck. Don’t worry, I’ll help you”. 
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The fawn’s ears flick nervously. Her heart thudded like a drum. Is this dog a friend or danger? “Will it hurt?” she asked, her voice barely more than a whisper.

“I’ll be gentle, I promise”. Chester lowered his head, gripping the trapped hoof gently in his mouth. His teeth pressed against the wood, careful not to touch the fawn’s skin. With a steady tug, the branches gave way, snapping apart. The fawn stumbled forward, free at last.

Relieved, Chester smiled as he stepped back to give her space. The fawn tested her leg, then looked up at him with shining gratitude. “Thank you,” she whispered.

A sudden shout broke the silence. “Get away from her!”

Chester spun around. A stag towered at the edge of the trees, antlers like branches reaching toward the sky. His eyes blaze, every muscle taut with fury. The ground seemed to tremble as he stamped his hoof.

Chester froze, ears flat, tail tucked. “I, I wasn’t trying to hurt her,” he stammered, his voice trembling. He backed away slowly, his paws leaving prints in the damp soil.

“You stay away from my fawn!” another voice rang out. A doe emerged, smaller but no less fierce, her head lowered in warning. Her body trembled with fear and protectiveness, but her gaze never wavered.

The fawn, still wobbling on her freed leg, darted to her mother’s side. “Mum, he’s my friend! He just helped me!”
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