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Peggy wriggled her little bottom and snuggled closer to her two brothers and two sisters. The five little pug puppies were curled up against their mother’s side, snoozing in a furry heap of paws and curly tails. Sighing dreamily, Peggy nuzzled her squashed black nose against her mum’s soft, tan-coloured fur.

Suddenly, her mum stood up, nudging the dozing puppies awake with her nose.

“Hey!” yelped Peggy’s brother Pablo. “I was sleeping.”

Yawning, the puppies clambered to their feet.

“Today’s a very important day for all of you,” announced their mum, gazing down at the puppies fondly with big brown eyes. “You’re going home.”

“Aren’t we already home?” asked Peggy, puzzled.

“You’re twelve weeks old now,” her mum said gently. “So your new owners are coming today. They are taking you to your forever homes.”
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Peggy stared at her mum in confusion, her wrinkled forehead creasing even more. Forever home? What’s that?
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“Don’t worry, little ones,” the puppies’ mum reassured them. “For every dog, there is a perfect owner. I know you will all find yours and be happy in your forever homes.”

SLURP! SLURP! SLURP!

A rough pink tongue licked Peggy’s face clean.

“Muuuuum!” protested Peggy, trying to squirm away from her mother’s sloppy kisses.

“Don’t wriggle,” said her mother. “I want you to look your best.” With one final slurp, she moved on to wash Peggy’s sister Polly.

When all the puppies’ fur was clean, their mum looked at them proudly. “There! Now you’re ready to meet your new owners.”

“I hope my owner has a big garden,” yipped Peggy’s brother Paddy, panting with excitement.

“I hope my owner gives me lots of tasty treats,” yapped Pippa, the greediest puppy of the litter.

“I hope my owner likes to take naps,” said Pablo, yawning. He stretched out his front paws, sticking his bottom in the air.

“What about you, Peggy?” asked her mum gently. “What type of owner do you want?”

Peggy thought for a moment. A garden would be nice. So would tasty snacks. But that wasn’t what Peggy wanted most of all. At last she said, “I hope my owner loves me.”

Peggy’s mum gazed at her puppies tenderly, her eyes shining with affection. “That’s what I want for all of you, my dears.”
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CLICK!

Peggy’s floppy black ears perked up as she heard the key turning in the lock. It could only mean one thing – her owner was back!

“She’s home!” Peggy cried, scampering around the smoky grey cat who was basking in a patch of sunlight on the floor. She batted the cat’s nose with her paw. “Wake up, Misha. She’s back!”

The cat opened her eyes slightly, revealing two green slivers. “Big deal,” Misha hissed, swiping at Peggy with her sharp claws.

Oops, thought Peggy. Even though she had lived with the cat and her owner, Suzanne, for two months, she always forgot how grumpy Misha was when she woke up. Or any time. Unlike Peggy, the cat didn’t seem to mind being left on her own for hours.

“Last one to the door’s a rotten egg,” cried Peggy. She rushed to the front door, her claws skittering on the polished floorboards.

WHEE! Her paws slipped out from under her and she slid on her bottom.






WHUMP! Peggy crashed into the front door just as a lady in an elegant designer outfit pushed it open. As her owner dropped bulging shopping bags on the floor, Peggy scrambled back to her paws.
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“Hello!” Peggy barked, trying to get Suzanne’s attention. “Do you want to play?” Peggy ran around and around her owner’s legs in circles until she started to feel dizzy.

“Hi, darling!” the lady said into the phone pressed to her ear. “I’ll meet you there in half an hour.”

Ooh! thought Peggy. It sounded like they were going out!

Peggy loved going for walks. Well, they weren’t really walks. Most of the time she rode in Suzanne’s handbag. Peggy wished she could walk too, but her short little legs couldn’t keep up with her owner’s long strides. But at least she could peek out from the bag and see the world around her – birds flying through the air, cars whooshing past, children zooming by on scooters.

“Can we go out now?” Peggy begged. “Please, please, pretty please with sausages on top.”

Misha padded into the hallway, her tail twitching. “When will you get it through that wrinkly head of yours, runt?” she said. “Humans can’t understand a word you’re saying.”

Peggy ignored the cat. She barked louder, pawing at Suzanne’s legs.

“Be quiet, Peggy,” Suzanne said, pressing her fingers to her temples. “All that yapping is giving me a headache.”

Purring softly, Misha rubbed against her owner’s legs. The cat shot Peggy a triumphant look as Suzanne bent down to stroke her.

Peggy whined sadly and Suzanne patted her head briskly. Peggy’s damp black nose tickled as she caught a whiff of her owner’s flowery perfume.

ACHOO! ACHOOOO!

Peggy sneezed, spraying doggie dribble all over her owner’s shoes. Oopsie!

“Ew,” said Misha, her whiskers twitching. “Dogs are so gross.” She licked her paws and began to wash herself neatly.
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“Ugh,” said Suzanne. “I’d better go and get changed.” She marched into the bedroom and dumped her shopping bags on the floor. Peggy followed her in and noticed something interesting sticking out from under the bed. She pounced on the high-heeled shoe and began to chew, the leather squeaking against her teeth.

“Hey!” cried Suzanne, grabbing the shoe and pulling hard.

Yay! thought Peggy. Tug-of-war!

Chomping down on the shoe, Peggy pulled as hard as she could. But Suzanne was stronger than her. Her owner yanked so hard that Peggy let go of the shoe. Suzanne flew backwards and landed on top of her shopping bags.

“You win!” barked Peggy, licking her owner’s face to congratulate her.

“Those are my favourite shoes!” Suzanne cried, pushing Peggy away.

“Mine too!” barked Peggy. It was so nice to have something in common with her owner!
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Standing up, Suzanne seized her handbag and headed for the door.

“Wait!” barked Peggy, chasing after her owner. “Don’t forget me!”

SLAM!

The door shut and Peggy was alone. Again. Well, apart from Misha.

“Will you play with me, Misha?” Peggy asked the cat hopefully.

“As if,” said Misha, curling up on a cushion and shutting her eyes.

Peggy sighed. She knew she was a lucky dog. She had a dog bed with velvet pillows. She had a different sparkly collar for every day of the week. Her dinners were served in a shiny gold bowl. But her owner was always too busy to play. Sometimes Peggy really missed her brothers and sisters.
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