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Chapter 1: A Nutty Idea
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Sammy the Squirrel wasn’t like the other squirrels in Willowbrook Forest.

While most of his cousins spent their days scurrying up trees, burying acorns, and chattering about winter storage, Sammy was... different. He loved food. Not just acorns, not just berries—all food.

Whenever humans came to the park on the edge of the forest, Sammy would scamper down from his oak tree, twitching his nose and sniffing the air. Sometimes he stole a crumb of bread, other times a bite of cookie. His friends teased him constantly.

“Sammy, you’re supposed to be gathering acorns, not sandwiches!” chattered his cousin Sally.
“You’ll get fat and slow,” warned his uncle Rusty.
But Sammy didn’t care. His whiskers twitched at the very thought of trying something new.
One sunny afternoon, Sammy perched on a branch high above the picnic grounds. A family spread out a blanket beneath his tree. Sammy’s eyes gleamed. He leaned forward, his bushy tail twitching with excitement.

“What have they got today?” he whispered.

The little boy opened a box, and suddenly the most wonderful smell wafted upward. It was warm, cheesy, and rich with tomato. Sammy’s nose quivered so hard that he nearly fell off the branch.

The boy held up a triangle-shaped piece of food. “Mmm, pizza!” he shouted before taking a big bite.

“Pee-za,” Sammy repeated slowly, tasting the word as though it were already in his mouth. His belly rumbled. “It smells better than a hundred acorns put together!”

The family laughed and talked, eating slice after slice. When they finally packed up and left, Sammy scrambled down the tree and darted toward the blanket.

There it was—a leftover piece, a little squished but still gooey with cheese. Sammy sniffed it once, then took a tiny nibble. His eyes went wide.

“Oh... oh wow.” He chewed quickly, the melted cheese stretching like a spider’s web. “This is amazing! The crust is crunchy, the sauce is tangy, the cheese is gooey—this is the best thing I’ve ever tasted!”

Sammy spun in a circle, crumbs flying everywhere. “That’s it! I’m going to open my very own pizza shop—right here in the forest!”

Overhead, a robin tilted her head. “A squirrel... running a pizza shop?” she chirped, incredulous.
“Why not?” Sammy called, puffing out his chest. “If humans can do it, so can I. I’ll be the first squirrel chef in history!”
The robin laughed until she nearly fell off her branch. But Sammy didn’t care. He was already imagining a line of animals waiting for their cheesy slices.

That night, as the stars twinkled above Willowbrook Forest, Sammy couldn’t sleep. He lay in his nest, paws folded on his belly, eyes wide with excitement.

“A pizza shop,” he whispered to himself. “My very own pizza shop.”

And that was the start of Sammy’s nuttiest dream.
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Chapter 2: The Oven Problem
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The next morning, Sammy got straight to work. He had never built anything bigger than a nest, but how hard could it be to make an oven?

“I’ll need stones... branches... maybe some bark,” he muttered, dragging supplies to a clearing beneath his oak tree. His tail swept the ground as he stacked stones in a circle. “There. That looks... oven-y.”

He plopped a flat rock on top and stepped back proudly. “Perfect!”

But when he lit a tiny fire inside with twigs, POOF! A huge cloud of smoke billowed out, making him cough and sputter.

“Too smoky,” he wheezed, waving his tail like a fan. “Okay, maybe more holes for air.”

The next day, he tried again. He poked gaps in the stone wall, stacked bark for insulation, and lit another fire. This time, nothing happened. No smoke. No fire. Just a sad pile of twigs.

Sammy groaned and flopped onto his back. “Why is this so hard? Humans make it look easy!”

Just then, Benny the Bunny hopped by, crunching on a carrot. His long ears twitched at the sight of Sammy covered in soot.
“Whoa, Sammy! You look like a burnt marshmallow,” Benny said, giggling. “What are you doing?”
“I’m building an oven,” Sammy said, sitting up and coughing out a puff of ash.
“An oven?” Benny tilted his head.
“For pizza!” Sammy declared proudly.
“Pee-za?” Benny repeated.
“Cheesy, saucy, delicious magic,” Sammy explained, his eyes sparkling.
Benny chewed thoughtfully. “Hmm. Sounds weird. But also... kind of yummy. Want some help?”

“Yes, please!” Sammy squeaked.

Together, they lugged clay from the riverbank. Benny stomped it flat with his big feet while Sammy patched cracks with sticky tree sap. The oven looked lumpy and crooked, but it was sturdier than before.

When they lit a small fire inside, it glowed warmly without filling the clearing with smoke.

Sammy squeaked with joy, bouncing in a circle. “It works! Benny, you’re a genius!”

Benny grinned, his whiskers twitching. “So... when do we get to eat this magical pizza?”

Sammy clapped his paws together. “Tomorrow! Tomorrow we make pizza!”
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Chapter 3: Taste Testers Wanted

[image: ]


The next day, Sammy gathered everything he could find. He ground acorns into flour, mixed it with water, and shaped a lumpy dough. He crushed bright red tomato berries into a sauce and smeared it on top. From a forgotten picnic basket, he borrowed a little cheese.

When the pizza finally came out of the oven, it smelled... interesting.

“Ready for the very first squirrel-made pizza?” Sammy asked dramatically, holding up the steaming acorn-crust creation.

Benny wrinkled his nose. “It smells like... nuts and burnt leaves.”
Sammy grinned. “Perfect! Who wants the first slice?”
Benny gulped but took a bite. He chewed slowly. His ears twitched once, twice, three times. “Hmm... crunchy. Very... nutty. Maybe too nutty. But not bad!”

Sammy scribbled notes on a leaf. “Too nutty. Got it.”

Just then, Tilly the Turtle waddled into the clearing. “What’s all this noise about pizza?” she asked.

Sammy sliced her a piece. Tilly chewed slowly, as turtles do. “Hmm. Tasty. But the sauce dripped on my shell.”

Sammy scribbled more notes. “Less sauce.”

Finally, Freddie the Fox trotted up, drawn by the smell. “What are you cooking, Squirrel? Smells better than the garbage cans in town.”

“Pizza! Try it!” Sammy said, shoving a slice into his paw.

Freddie bit in, then smirked. “Not bad, squirrel. Needs more cheese. And maybe pepperoni.”

“More cheese... maybe pepperoni,” Sammy muttered, scribbling furiously.

He looked up at his friends, determination shining in his eyes. “Don’t worry. I’ll keep trying until it’s perfect. Soon, the whole forest will know the taste of pizza!”

Benny, Tilly, and Freddie exchanged amused looks. A squirrel running a pizza shop? It sounded ridiculous.

But as they licked their paws, none of them could deny one thing:
This pizza idea might actually work.
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Chapter 4: The Squirrel’s Secret Recipe
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Sammy worked day and night, determined to improve his pizza. His little oak-tree kitchen turned into a whirlwind of flour, tomato splatters, and melted cheese. Leaves stuck to his fur. Acorns rolled underfoot. His whiskers constantly smelled of smoke.

But Sammy didn’t mind. He was on a mission.

“Too nutty,” he muttered, tasting a crust and spitting it out.
“Too chewy,” he said, scribbling notes on a leaf.
“Too saucy. Tilly’s shell will never forgive me.”
Benny the Bunny stopped by every morning to taste-test. His ears twitched with every bite.
“This one’s crunchy but bland.”
“This one tastes like a salad.”
“This one is... okay, but still missing something.”
Sammy chewed on his paw. “I need a secret ingredient. Something no one else has.”

One evening, as the fireflies blinked above the meadow, Sammy cracked open a fresh acorn. He nibbled the edge and paused.

“Crunchy. Nutty. Familiar.” His eyes lit up. “Wait... what if acorns aren’t just the flour, but the topping too?”

He rushed around gathering ingredients: ground acorns for the crust, wild tomato berries for sauce, sticky melted cheese, and finally—roasted acorn crumbles on top.

The smell that drifted from the oven was heavenly. Sweet, nutty, and cheesy all at once.

“Benny! Tilly! Freddie!” Sammy squeaked. “Come quick!”

The three friends arrived just as Sammy pulled the pizza from the oven. He set it down dramatically. “Behold... Acorn Crunch Pizza!”

Benny hopped forward and nibbled. His eyes widened. “This... this is
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