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  This story is dedicated to everyone who enjoys a little chaos, a lot of laughter, and the strange adventures of animals who behave a bit too much like humans.

  And especially to anyone who has ever attended a wedding where something unexpected happened.
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    	Colter the Cat

    	Miranda the Tabby

    	Mr. Barkley the Dog

    	Buster the Unstoppable Flirt

    	Nibble the Cake-Thief Mouse

    	Rufus the Overdramatic Singer

    	…and One Extremely Unlucky Raccoon

  






Introduction

Welcome to the world of The Backyard Animal Chronicles.

In an ordinary backyard, the animals live lives that are anything but ordinary. They argue, celebrate, plan events, and sometimes create more chaos than they can control.

In this first story, a simple discovery turns into a wedding that no one in the neighborhood will ever forget. Between stolen cake, dramatic speeches, failed flirting attempts, and a raccoon who always seems to arrive too late, the backyard becomes the stage for one very unusual celebration.

So take a seat, watch the ceremony carefully, and remember one important rule:

Never trust a mouse near dessert.




Meet the Characters

Colter

A calm grey cat who usually prefers quiet afternoons and peaceful naps. Somehow, he ends up at the center of the biggest events in the backyard. In this story, he becomes the groom of the most chaotic wedding the neighborhood has ever seen.


Miranda

A confident tabby cat who likes things organized and properly planned. When she decides to do something, she expects everything to go exactly according to plan—even if the backyard animals make that nearly impossible.


Buster

A loud, enthusiastic cat who believes he is incredibly charming. Buster spends most of his time telling jokes and trying to impress the bridesmaids, usually with very little success.


Mr. Barkley

A very serious dog who takes every responsibility extremely seriously. When asked to officiate the wedding, he prepares a speech so long that even the birds start to get tired.


Nibble

A small mouse with a very big appetite. If there is cake nearby, Nibble will find it. If there is too much cake, he will still try to eat it.


Rufus

A dramatic bird who believes every event needs music and singing. Unfortunately, his singing voice is louder than it is beautiful.


The Raccoon

A mysterious backyard visitor who always seems to arrive late to important events. When he does appear, he usually offers strange but surprisingly wise advice—especially about food.


Mr. Green

A hardworking gardener who has spent years taking care of the neighborhood yards. He has seen many strange things in gardens—but nothing could have prepared him for the day he discovered a full wedding being organized by animals.


Tania

A curious six-year-old with a big imagination and an even bigger sense of excitement. From the kitchen window, she becomes the official photographer of the backyard wedding, capturing every unbelievable moment with joy.


Joyce

A practical and caring mother who does not easily believe in unusual things. However, one look out the kitchen window is enough to leave her completely speechless and calling her husband to explain the impossible.





Section 1

The Ring

The first sign that Emma’s cat, Colter, was getting married arrived at six in the morning.

Cats do strange things at six in the morning. They sprint across furniture, attack invisible dust particles, and occasionally sit on your chest like furry statues of judgment.

But this was different.

This time, Colter walked into Emma’s bedroom carrying something in his mouth.

He jumped onto the bed with the quiet confidence of someone about to deliver important news.

Then he dropped it onto her face.

It was cold.

Slightly wet.

Definitely not part of her morning routine.

Emma opened one eye.

Colter was standing on her chest.

Between them lay a small loop of red thread.

She picked it up.

“Colter,” Emma said slowly, “why are you presenting me with yarn?”

Colter sat down.

Very straight.

Very proud.

Then he looked directly at her and made his announcement.

“Meow.”

This was not an ordinary meow.

It was not the usual breakfast request or the dramatic protest against an empty food bowl.

This was a serious meow.

A ceremonial meow.

The kind of meow that sounded like it should be followed by applause.

“No,” Emma said immediately.

Colter blinked.

Very slowly.

Cats blink slowly when they believe you are misunderstanding something obvious.

He pushed the thread toward her again.

Then he repeated himself.

“Meow.”

This time the meow had emphasis.

Confidence.

Authority.

Emma rubbed her eyes.

“You’re not getting married.”

Colter tilted his head.

Then he gave a third meow.

This one was loud enough to echo slightly in the room.

The tone suggested paperwork had already been filed.

Emma stared at him.

“Colter,” she said carefully, “you are a cat.”

He stared back.

Then he walked across the bed, picked up the red thread again, and placed it gently in her hand like a formal invitation.

“Meow.”

That was the moment Emma realized something terrible.

Her cat was serious.

And somehow, in a way she did not yet understand.

Her cat believed he was getting married.





Section 2

Miranda

The engagement became official later that afternoon.

Emma discovered this when she found Colter sitting on the backyard fence with someone.

Someone elegant.

Someone orange.

Someone who looked like she had already made several important life decisions without consulting anyone.

This was Miranda.

Miranda was the neighbor’s tabby cat, but describing her as simply the neighbor’s cat did not fully explain the situation. Miranda carried herself like a project manager who had been hired to organize the entire universe.

Her tail was wrapped neatly around her paws.

Her posture was perfect.

Her expression suggested she had already inspected the backyard and found several problems.

Colter sat beside her.

Looking extremely proud.

Emma stepped outside slowly.

“Colter,” she said.

He turned toward her.

“Meow.”

That same formal announcement meow from the morning.

Miranda looked at Emma carefully.

Then she nodded once.

“Meow.”

Her meow sounded less like a greeting and more like an approval stamp on official paperwork.

Emma crossed her arms.

“No.”

Miranda blinked.

Colter blinked.

Then they both looked at each other.

Miranda leaned toward Colter and whispered something in a very quiet feline language that sounded like:

“mrrrp.”

Colter nodded.

Then he turned back to Emma.

“Meow.”

This one was clearly a confirmation.

Emma sighed.

“Let me guess,” she said. “You’re engaged.”

Miranda stood up immediately.

She jumped down from the fence and began inspecting the backyard like a general surveying a battlefield.

She walked past the chairs.

She examined the tree.

She stared critically at the patio table.

Then she turned toward Emma and delivered three very precise instructions:

“Meow. Meow. Meow.”

Colter translated by sitting proudly beside her.

“Oh no,” Emma said slowly.

Miranda walked over to the garden and pointed her tail toward a patch of grass.

“Meow.”

Then she pointed toward the table.

“Meow.”

Then she pointed at Colter.

“Meow.”

Emma stared at them.

“You’re planning a wedding.”

Miranda nodded.

Colter nodded.

Miranda paced across the yard again, checking distances and angles like a professional architect.

She even paused to inspect the flower bed.

Apparently, it was acceptable.

At that moment, a loud voice interrupted them.

“Did someone say wedding?”

A bright orange blur rolled across the grass.

This was Buster.

Buster was the type of cat who believed every moment in life should involve shouting.

He landed dramatically beside the fence.

“Colter!” Buster yelled. “I heard you’re getting married! Is it true?! Is there cake?! Is there dancing?! Is there chaos?!”

Colter blinked.

Miranda stared at Buster like someone who had just discovered a problem in the guest list.

Buster spotted three elegant cats walking toward the yard.

Miranda’s bridesmaids.

Buster’s eyes widened.

“Well hello there, ladies,” he said, smoothing his fur.

The bridesmaids stopped.

They looked at him.

Buster grinned.

“You ever date a comedian?” he asked confidently.

The first bridesmaid turned around and walked away.

The second began cleaning her paw.

The third hissed.

Buster walked back to them proudly.

“Good news,” he
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