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​Introduction: The Alley and the Glow
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Snowflakes drifted down like whispers from the sky, settling gently on the rooftops, windowsills, and the rusted lid of an old trash bin behind Mrs. Dobbins' bakery. Tucked beneath that bin, wrapped in the warmest corner of a tattered scarf, was a kitten named Scuttle.

Scuttle wasn’t a very brave kitten—not yet, anyway. She was small, scrappy, and more used to dodging broomsticks than chasing adventures. Her days were spent watching from shadows, and her nights were spent curled in tight, dreaming of places where snow didn’t sneak into your paws and cold didn’t rattle your whiskers.

But on this particular night, something different happened.

It began with a glow.

Scuttle opened one eye. Just past her hiding spot, in the snow-covered alley, was a single glowing pawprint—soft blue, faintly shimmering. Then another appeared. And another. Each one flickered into place like a fairy light, forming a trail that wound its way out of the alley and into the unknown.

Scuttle blinked.

She had never seen anything like it.

For a long moment, she sat still, nose twitching. The wind howled down the alley, tugging at her whiskers like a playful friend. The glowing trail pulsed faintly, as if waiting.

Scuttle had always stayed where it was safe, where she knew every box, boot, and broken window. But something about those pawprints called to her—quietly, like a story begging to be read.

She stepped out from beneath the bin.

The snow crunched beneath her tiny feet, and the first glowing pawprint sparkled in response. She placed her paw directly into it. It was warm. Not hot—but warm in the way a blanket felt after lying in the sun. The second print glowed brighter. Then the third. And then the trail began to lead... somewhere.

Scuttle glanced back at her scarf-nest. Then forward toward the shimmering path.

She swallowed.

Then she stepped again.

And again.

Until the alley disappeared behind her.

She didn’t know it yet, but this journey would take her farther than she’d ever dreamed—to magical woods, mysterious companions, and all the way to the North Pole itself.

But first, she had to follow the snowtrail.

And believe that maybe—just maybe—she belonged somewhere out there.
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​Chapter 1: Snowflakes and Second Thoughts
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Scuttle padded quietly through the snow, her pawprints barely visible beside the glowing ones that had lured her from the alley. The night was still, except for the occasional creak of a shutter or the soft jingle of wind chimes swaying in the breeze. She kept her tail tucked low and her ears swiveling like tiny satellites, alert to every crunch and whisper.

She wasn’t sure how long she had been walking. Five minutes? Ten? All she knew was that the bakery, the alley, and her warm scarf-nest were far behind her now.

And her belly was starting to feel funny.

Not the hungry kind of funny—though she was a little hungry too—but the fluttery, “what-did-I-just-do” kind of funny.

"What if this is a trap?" she mumbled aloud, her breath curling in front of her like steam from a teacup.

The glowing pawprints ahead sparkled again, each one settling softly into the snow as if made by an invisible creature walking just a few steps ahead. They didn’t feel like a trap. But Scuttle had learned not to trust things just because they were shiny. She had once chased a ribbon that turned out to be attached to a broom.

Still, her paws kept moving.

The snow deepened as she reached the edge of town, blanketing the cobblestone path and softening the edges of everything. Trees loomed ahead, tall and swaying, branches dipped in white. The glowing trail didn’t stop—it slipped right into the forest without so much as a pause.
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