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Chapter 1: The Donkey Who Loved to Sing
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Morning in Watch Tower Village was usually peaceful.
The baker whistled as he kneaded dough. Chickens clucked as they strutted about the cobblestones. Farmer Pip’s cows mooed lazily in the meadows.
But there was one sound that towered above all the rest.

“HEE–HAW–HEE–HAAAWWW–OOOOHHHHHHH!”

The air quivered. The cows scattered. A goose fainted dramatically into the pond.

“Romeo’s at it again...” groaned Farmer Pip, clutching his ears.

Romeo, the donkey, stood proudly in the middle of the field, chest puffed, ears flopping with passion. He wasn’t just braying—at least, not in his mind. He was singing.

“HEE–HAAAW–AWWWW–OOOOO!” he bellowed, holding a note so long that the scarecrow tilted backward as if trying to escape.

A couple of birds dropped from the sky in exhaustion. The milkmaid dropped her pail and shouted, “By the butter churn, Romeo! Can’t you keep quiet for one morning?”

Romeo ignored her. He closed his eyes, imagining himself in a grand theatre, the crowd cheering, his name glittering above the stage:

ROMEO THE MAGNIFICENT: STAR OF SONG!

“HEE–HAWW–YAAAHHH!” he finished with a triumphant flourish.

Silence followed. A wagon wheel creaked. A baby began to cry. Farmer Pip’s hat toppled right off his head.

Romeo bowed, grinning ear to ear. “Thank you, thank you! You’re too kind!”

But instead of applause, the villagers groaned.

“You sound like a trumpet stuck in a barrel!” someone shouted.
“More like a goose swallowing bagpipes!” another added.
A chicken flapped at him furiously.
Romeo raised his chin. “Bah! What do they know? One day, they’ll see. One day, my voice will save the world!”

“Or destroy it...” Farmer Pip muttered, fishing his hat from the mud.

Romeo trotted proudly down the lane, still humming. Every step was a beat of music in his head. He truly believed he was destined for greatness.

And as strange as it seemed, he wasn’t entirely wrong.
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Chapter 2: Coco and the Crumb Hunt
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While Romeo dreamed of stardom, another creature in Watch Tower had only one dream: food.

Coco the rat lived in a cozy little nest beneath the bakery. And by “cozy,” that meant piles of crumbs, a broken thimble for a chair, and a shiny button he’d found that he used as a dinner plate.

Coco was small, sleek, and very, very determined. His whiskers twitched with purpose, and his tail curled whenever he sniffed out something delicious.

And this morning, oh, what a morning!

The baker had just set out a tray of steaming hot rolls on the window ledge to cool. The smell wafted across the square like a golden cloud, and Coco’s eyes went wide.

“Ahhhh...” Coco whispered, his nose twitching. “Bread! The fluffy treasure of life!”

He peeked around the corner to make sure the coast was clear. The baker had his back turned, wiping flour from his apron. A cat lounged lazily in the sun, eyes half-closed.

“Perfect,” Coco whispered. “This is my moment.”

He darted across the cobblestones like a streak of gray lightning.
Up the wall. Across a barrel. Onto the window ledge.
The rolls glistened in the morning light, golden and round, like tiny suns calling his name.

Coco rubbed his paws together. “One bite. Just one little nibble. Maybe two... or five...”

He sank his teeth into the nearest roll.

“Mmmmph!” His eyes rolled back in bliss. “Fluffy clouds of joy! If happiness were bread, this would be it!”

But just as he was about to grab a second roll, a shadow fell over him.

A long, gray face with twitching ears loomed above the bakery window.

Romeo.

The donkey tilted his head, staring at the rat with big curious eyes. “Aha! A thief caught in the act!”

Coco froze, crumbs stuck to his whiskers. “Th-thief? No, no! You’ve got it all wrong. I’m not stealing. I’m, uh... quality control! Yes! I test the bread for freshness.”

Romeo squinted. “Quality control?”
“Yes!” Coco said quickly, taking another bite. “Mmmm. Very fresh. Five stars.”
Romeo raised an eyebrow. “You certainly take your job seriously.”

Before Coco could explain further, the baker turned around. His eyes bulged.

“RAT!” he bellowed, snatching up a broom.

Coco squeaked in panic. “Oh crumbs!”

He darted back toward the wall, but the broom came swishing down. Thinking fast, Coco leapt off the window ledge—straight onto Romeo’s back.

“Go, go, go!” Coco squeaked, clinging to Romeo’s mane.

Romeo blinked. “Excuse me, what—”
“Go!” Coco cried again, pointing dramatically.
The broom whooshed down, narrowly missing Romeo’s tail. That was enough motivation. Romeo bolted down the street, hooves clattering.

The villagers gasped as the sight passed them: a donkey galloping wildly with a rat hanging on like a tiny cowboy.

“Look at that!” cried the blacksmith.
“First the singing, now he’s giving rats donkey-back rides?” muttered the milkmaid.
Romeo zigzagged past barrels, leapt over a cabbage cart (almost), and skidded to a halt at the edge of the village. Both he and Coco were panting.

Coco hopped off Romeo’s back and smoothed his whiskers. “Well. That went well.”
“Well?!” Romeo shouted. “I nearly got my tail clobbered by a broom!”
Coco shrugged. “You were magnificent. A true steed.”
Romeo’s chest swelled. “Well... I am rather magnificent.”
“Exactly,” Coco said slyly. “Which is why I’ve decided—you and I should be partners.”
“Partners?” Romeo blinked.
“Yes. I bring brains and crumbs. You bring speed and, uh... your voice.” Coco tried not to laugh. “Together, unstoppable!”
Romeo tilted his head, considering. He wasn’t sure about the rat, but something about Coco’s confidence made him grin.

“Very well,” Romeo said proudly. “From this day forward, we are a team.”

“Excellent,” Coco replied, shaking Romeo’s hoof with his tiny paw. “Now, first order of business: dinner.”

And so, Watch Tower gained one of the strangest duos it had ever seen—a singing donkey and a crumb-hunting rat.

Neither of them knew that their little partnership was about to grow, and soon, they’d face an adventure bigger than bread, bigger than singing—an adventure that would change everything.
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Chapter 3: Enter the Monkey
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The sun was high over Watch Tower Forest, casting golden beams through the leaves. Birds sang. Bees buzzed. The whole place hummed with gentle peace.

And then—

SPLAT!

Something cold, sticky, and suspiciously slimy landed squarely on Romeo’s head.

“EWWWW!” Romeo brayed, shaking his mane wildly. “What is this horrid goo?!”

Coco sniffed. “Hmm. Smells like... mashed banana.”

Romeo froze. His ears twitched. Slowly, very slowly, he looked up.

Perched on a tree branch, swinging his tail like a pendulum, was a monkey. A very cheeky-looking monkey, with bright eyes and a grin stretched wider than the baker’s rolling pin.

“Banana to the face!” the monkey cackled. “Classic!”

“Classic?!” Romeo sputtered, banana dripping down his ears. “Do you have any idea who you’re dealing with?!”

“Yeah,” the monkey said, dangling upside down from his tail. “A donkey who needs more potassium.”

Coco snorted with laughter. “He’s got a point.”

Romeo glared at his so-called partner. “Don’t encourage him!”

The monkey flipped gracefully from branch to branch, then landed in front of them with a dramatic bow.

“Name’s Nano,” he announced proudly. “Prankster extraordinaire. Chief mischief-maker of Watch Tower Forest. Banana distributor since last Tuesday.”

“More like banana waster,” Romeo grumbled, wiping goo off his mane.

Nano ignored him. His eyes twinkled as he sized them up. “So, who do we have here? A singing donkey and a crumb-sniffing rat? You two are hilarious. I like you already.”

Coco puffed his chest. “I’m not just crumb-sniffing—I’m a master food finder. And Romeo here thinks he’s the next opera star.”

Romeo stomped his hoof. “Not thinks! Knows! My voice is destined for greatness!”

Nano cupped his hands around his ears. “Oh really? Let’s hear it, Song Donkey!”

Romeo’s eyes gleamed. At last—an audience that wasn’t groaning or throwing vegetables. He took a deep breath.

“HEE–HAAAW–OOOOHHHHHH!”

The sound blasted through the trees like a foghorn. Birds fell out of their nests. Squirrels clutched their ears. A deer fainted in the bushes.

Nano toppled backward, rolling on the ground in hysterics. “BWAHAHAHA! Ohhh, that’s the funniest thing I’ve ever heard! Do it again!”

Romeo looked offended. “That was my grand note! Not a joke!”
Nano wiped a tear from his eye. “Trust me, buddy, it’s both.”
Coco was giggling too, though he tried to hide it behind his paws.

Romeo sighed dramatically. “No one appreciates true art...”

Nano swung onto Romeo’s back without asking, sitting cross-legged like a king on a throne. “Don’t be so gloomy, long-ears. With a voice like that and crumbs-for-brains here, we could make a killer prank team.”

Coco squeaked. “Excuse me, crumbs-for-brains?!”
Romeo flicked his ears. “Excuse me, throne isn’t free!”
Nano just grinned. “You two need me. Admit it. I’m fast, I’m smart, and I’ve got style.” He struck a pose, almost falling off Romeo’s back in the process.

Romeo rolled his
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