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Chapter 1: Through the Plasma Window
The portal didn’t feel like a door. It felt like stepping through a wall of icy blue slush—biting cold, thick as wet snow, and humming with static charge that set every hair on Evan’s arms on end. 
Thirteen-year-old Evan Cutes hit the turf on the other side first, his boots skidding across grass that felt unnaturally soft, almost like crushed velvet. He gasped for air, cold mist curling from his lips as he aggressively brushed glowing droplets of blue plasma off the sleeves of his denim jacket. Behind him, a sharp zap echoed through the air as nine-year-old Jax tumbled out, losing his footing and landing hands-first in the vibrant turf. 
Rather than groaning, Jax burst into a wild, breathless laugh. He scrambled right back to his feet, ignoring the glowing slush on his knees, and leaned close to inspect the shimmering, arching edge of the portal frame. His fingers hovered an inch from the crackling energy, analyzing the static hum with the sharp curiosity of a young coder examining a bug in a game script. 
"I didn't get sick!" Jax cheered, wiping a smudge of blue light onto his jeans. "O-Davinji warned us crossing interdimensional windows might make us puke, but I held it in!" 
"Look up..." whispered twelve-year-old Olivia. She stepped out behind them, her voice barely louder than the breeze as her writer’s imagination absorbed the view. 
Evan raised his head—and forgot how to breathe. 
The sky wasn't blue. It was a shimmering, pearlescent emerald green, stretching endlessly overhead like the polished interior of a colossal seashell. Suspended in that alien atmosphere hung two massive, impossible moons. The closer one, Violaceum, loomed so close Evan felt a sudden urge to duck—a towering violet sphere wrapped in swirling white clouds, its surface dotted with the faint, geometric grid-glow of distant cities. Beside it drifted Indicum, smaller, indigo-hued, and shrouded in a gentle veil of glowing fog. 
"Whoa," Evan breathed, his pulse thumping in his ears. "We're really not in Alberta anymore." 
"O-Welcomy-lolo! To The How!" 
A young man stepped out from behind a row of shimmering, dome-shaped buildings that lined the edge of the clearing. His hair shone like spun glass, falling over sleek, white garments cut in sharp, futuristic folds. Strapped to his waist was a weapon that made Evan’s breath catch: a katana forged entirely out of radiant, blindingly white light. 
Evan reflexively shifted his footing, stepping half an inch in front of Jax and Olivia, his instincts as the oldest immediately locking into place. 
"Ori hopes every ori passed through the window fine," the stranger said, executing a smooth, respectful bow. His voice carried a gentle, soothing cadence that instantly cut through Evan’s tension. "In Origonese, ori means I, me, you, us, and everyone. It keeps us connected as one team. My name is Orijinis, and this white blade is an omuragi—a magic sword that carries the power to heal." 
A woman stepped forward from the adjacent path, adjusting a pair of heavy metallic Z-binoculars hanging around her neck. 
"Obololo! Friends!" she chirped with energetic flair, her voice crisp and bright. "Ori's namo is Windy!" 
She paused, her sharp eyes taking in the three kids—Evan holding his ground with effortless authority, Jax already asking rapid-fire technical questions about the portal's power source, and Olivia gazing at the double moons as if mentally drafting her next story. 
"The Galactic Union chose well," Windy smiled, winking at them. "You three carry a pure creative spark! We need pioneers who see possibilities where others see walls." 
"And your training starts right now!" a lively voice boomed. O-Davinji stepped out from the plasma archway behind them, brushing slush off his tunic with an energetic smirk. "Who wants to learn how to pilot?" 
"Me!" Jax shouted instantly, raising his hand high. 
O-Davinji led the trio down a winding path toward a sweeping circular hangar that hovered slightly above the turf. The massive, curved doors split open with a hydraulic hiss, revealing a fleet of bubble-shaped, single-seater vehicles floating a foot off the ground. They gleamed in metallic shades of silver, lavender, electric blue, and lime. 
"Pick your transport!" O-Davinji encouraged. "Just tap the primary activation ring to sync your energy!" 
Jax sprinted straight for an electric-blue pod, peering through the glass canopy at the floating controls. Olivia climbed into a sleek lavender bubble, running her fingers along the smooth interior trim. 
Evan stepped up to a silver transport fitted with an aggressive, streamlined shark fin on the roof. Gripping the frame, he hoisted himself into the pilot seat and settled into the contoured interior. The engine hummed to life beneath him with a deep, vibrating purr. 
"I call the Shark Pod!" Evan grinned over the Blue-Truth comms, adjusting his grip on the steering ring. "Let's move!" 










Chapter 2: The Road and the Ologos
The azure highway stretched beneath them like a ribbon of woven silk. 
Evan tightened his grip on the steering ring of his Shark Pod and leaned sharply into a curve. Beneath his transparent floorboards, blades of grass as deep cobalt as the ocean zipped past at eighty kilometers per hour. Overhead, the emerald sky burned brightly, lit by a golden sun twice the size of Earth’s. 
O-Davinji’s briefing before they left the hangar was still ringing in Evan's ears: The native fauna across the threshold react to pitch and rhythm—keep your chimes ready.
"Check this out!" Evan called through his headset. Thanks to the pod’s Blue-Truth comms, his voice rang crystal clear inside the other cockpits. "There are no pedals! You just tilt the ring and think about where you want to go!" 
"Don't get too wild, Shark Boy," Olivia’s voice giggled through the speakers. Her lavender pod wobbled slightly as she over-steered around a bend before catching her balance. "Whoa! These steering rings are sensitive! Look at those trees, though—they look like giant blue cotton candy!" 
From his blue transport behind them, nine-year-old Jax let out a dramatic groan. "I don't care about cotton candy trees... my stomach is making actual monster noises. I'm starving!" 
Up at the front of the line, Windy’s pod slowed to a gentle hover. "Do not worry, little Jax! On The How, hunger is just your spirit asking for a tune-up. What you need is a burst of true sky-nourishment! O-Davinji, pull us over at the hilltop orchard!" 
"Zip-lolo!" O-Davinji called back, swerving his pod off the main trail. 
The small convoy glided up a steep incline that opened into a sprawling grove. The kids were out of their cockpits before the engines fully hummed to a stop. 
Rising before them were towering alien fruit trees with silvery trunks and leaves that shimmered like blue glass, clinking together in the warm breeze like wind chimes. Heavy, glowing spheres hung from the branches in every color imaginable: cherry red, neon orange, deep violet, and electric teal. 
Jax ran straight to the lowest branch, staring up at a bright orange sphere the size of a grapefruit. "Are these... apples?" 
"They are o-leaf-lo—sky-fruit!" Windy beamed, stepping into the shade of the grove. "Go on, Jax—pick any color you like. Every shade holds a different secret." 
Jax reached up, plucked the orange fruit, and took a massive, crunching bite. His eyes went wide. "Whoa! It tastes like a juicy orange, but crunchier than the crispest apple ever!" 
Olivia scrambled into the lower fork of a purple-fruited tree, plucking a glowing violet sphere. She bit into it, her face lighting up. "Pomegranate and wild berries!" she squealed. 
Evan reached for a sleek green sphere, biting into it cautiously. A burst of crisp sour apple and sweet kiwi filled his mouth, sending a warm, tingling wave of energy straight down to his toes. The lingering stiffness in his legs from crossing the blue plasma window vanished instantly. 
Before Jax could stuff a second fruit into his jacket pocket, a deep rumble vibrated through the soles of their boots. 
The ground beneath the orchard began to shake, rattling the blue glass leaves overhead until they shrieked like shattered crystal. 
"Uh... guys?" Evan stepped back toward the pods, his pulse quickening. "What is that?" 
Orijinis’s hand dropped instantly to the pommel of his glowing white light-blade. "Back to your transports! Quickly!" 
The kids scrambled into their cockpits just as the treeline at the edge of the trail burst open. A massive herd—at least fifty creatures—poured onto the azure road! They looked like majestic horses, but built with thick elephant legs, shaggy wool as blue as the grass, and long, curved silver horns. 
"A stampede of ologos!" Windy’s voice crackled over the comms. "Something must have spooked them from the deep valley!" 
The herd completely blocked the road ahead, creating a thundering wall of hooves and blue wool. The pods ground to a halt as the creatures surged past them like a rushing river, shaking the cockpits on their anti-gravity cushions. 
"We're stuck!" Jax yelled, wide-eyed as a giant creature brushed right against his canopy. "They're crowding together!" 
Evan forced himself to stay calm, recalling O-Davinji’s instruction about native animals responding to pitch and rhythm. 
"We can steer them!" Evan called out over the Blue-Truth comms, taking charge. "Olivia, use your pod's light bar to signal the left flank! Jax, hit your chime in a steady rhythm—O-Davinji said these animals move to music!" 
"On it!" Olivia shouted, sending a warm, rhythmic pulse of amber light sweeping across the left side of the herd. 
Jax slammed his dashboard chime button, sending a soft, musical hum pulsing through his exterior speakers. 
The ologos nearest to them paused, their ears swivelling toward the sound. Sensing no threat from the glowing bubbles, the lead bull let out a low, musical call and gently veered to the left, leading the entire herd smoothly off the road and down into the open meadow. 
Within seconds, the azure highway cleared. 
"It worked!" Jax cheered, pumping his fist against his canopy. 
O-Davinji laughed over the speakers. "Brilliant teamwork, young pioneers! You read the energy of the land!" 
"Look ahead!" Olivia called out, pointing through her canopy. 
The convoy crested the final hill, and all three kids gasped. 
Rising out of the desert edge in the distance were the colossal, sky-scraping towers of Arenosum. The city looked like something out of a futuristic fairytale—dozens of massive cylinder-shaped skyscrapers with shimmering cone roofs, glowing in shades of turquoise, gold, and magenta. Elevated sky-train tracks looped around the towers like ribbons of light. 
"Welcome to Arenosum!" O-Davinji announced as their bubble pods glided down toward the city gates.











Chapter 3: Arenosum and the Warning
Gliding through the colossal archway of the outer city gates felt like stepping into a sunlit carnival. 
As the bubble pods passed beneath the threshold, a soft, golden frequency rippled over the canopies like warm water. Evan leaned forward, watching the ambient energy hum along his dashboard. 
"Welcome to the Safety of Arenosum!" O-Davinji called back over the Blue-Truth comms, gesturing toward the soaring skyline. 
"Safety?" Evan asked, peering up at the dizzying heights through his canopy. "Is that what you call a city?" 
"Zip-lolo!" Windy chirped. "On Earth you call them cities, but on The How, every sanctuary is a Safety—because Gaia’s high-frequency barrier keeps the dark forces outside the walls!" 
All around them, colossal cylinder-shaped skyscrapers soared into the emerald sky, crowned with shimmering conical roofs that pulsed in shades of magenta, gold, and turquoise. Elevated sky-train tracks looped through the air like ribbons of spun glass, carrying silent, bullet-fast hover trains across the city. Down on the polished stone plazas, every local they passed smiled, waved, or gave a joyful little bounce in greeting. 
"First, to an eatery!" Windy announced, pulling her pod into a hovering parking bay. 
She led the trio up a spiraling glass escalator that lifted them straight onto a vibrant rooftop terrace. They slid into a curved booth of glowing memory-foam cushion, and a smiling server hurried over with a tray. 
Within minutes, the table was piled high with plates of golden toasted bread, slathered in warm, melty sky-cheese that pulled in long, savory strings. Beside the plates sat tall glasses of sparkling blue sky-fruit juice, buzzing with tiny, sweet bubbles that tickled Evan’s nose as he drank. 
"This sky-cheese is unbelievable," Jax said around a massive bite, pulling a string of melted gold from his toast. 
Olivia took a sip of her sparkling juice, wiping her chin with a napkin. "What's the plan after lunch?" 
"We get your new Blue-Truth o-pocket-glows!" Orijinis announced, his soft voice rich with excitement. "Your smart communicators running on our highest-frequency network!" 
After finishing their meal, the group rode a glass elevator up to the penthouse floor of the tower, stepping into a sweeping, illuminated tech store. A friendly volunteer hurried out from behind a sleek white counter, holding three circular white boxes containing their devices. 
"Just speak your secret voice-passcode in Origonese," the volunteer instructed, offering the boxes to the kids. "O-openy-lo o-sesamy-lo!" 
Olivia stepped forward first, taking her circular box. "O-openy-lo o-sesamy-lo!" she spoke clearly. 
The sleek device flared with a chime of warm light, translating her Earth name into her official profile tag on the glowing interface: Oliviania. Evan stepped up next, repeating the phrase to unlock his o-pocket-glow, which flashed brightly as Evijino. Jax tapped his device last, grinning as the screen hummed to life with Jaromino. 
"This is awesome," Evan grinned, turning the sleek Blue-Truth o-pocket-glow over in his palm. "It feels like holding a piece of the sky." 
Suddenly—
WAIL! WAIL! WAIL!
A bone-chilling siren shrieked through the tower, cutting through the music like a rusty blade. The radiant rainbow lights inside the store flickered wildly, plunged in energy, and snapped into a harsh, ominous amber hue. The warm air in the room instantly turned bitterly cold, turning their breath to white mist. 
Jax jumped, dropping his gear onto the counter with a loud clatter. "What is that?!" 
Windy’s playful smile vanished. She rushed toward the floor-to-ceiling glass wall, her face turning pale. "The BoogyJi warning system..." 
"Look at the sky!" Olivia gasped, pointing upward through the glass. 
Evan pressed his face against the window. High above the conical roofs, breaking through the emerald clouds, three pitch-black, angular shadow-drones hovered in rigid triangle formation. They dropped no bombs and fired no lasers, but a heavy, freezing frequency radiated down from them in visible gray ripples, causing the city’s glowing banners to dim and fade. 
O-Davinji gasped, watching the ripples spread across the horizon. "That energy pulse... that's what spooked the herd of ologos in the valley earlier! The dark frequency was leaking into the trail!" 
"Shadow beings," Orijinis said softly. His hand dropped to the hilt of his glowing white light-blade, drawing it half an inch from its sheath to cast a warm, protective aura around the kids. "In our world, they are the manifestation of Doubt and Fear—a dark force called the BoogyJi. Goddess Gaia placed a magic banishment barrier around our solar system thousands of years ago to keep them out." 
"If those drones are in our sky," O-Davinji added grimly, "it means something dark has just broken through the planetary shield." 
A suffocating pressure filled the room, making Evan’s chest feel tight, as if the air itself had lost its spirit. The joyful magic of Arenosum seemed to shrink beneath the shadow frequency. 
"Are we in danger?" Jax whispered, stepping back behind Evan. 
"Not while we stand together," Orijinis declared, stepping firmly between the three kids and the window. His omuragi flared with brilliant, soothing white light, pushing back the ambient chill. "Our emergency protocols are active. We need to move right now—we are taking you to a secure location!" 
"What about our pioneer mission?" Olivia asked, holding her new Blue-Truth o-pocket-glow tightly against her chest. 
"The mission just changed," O-Davinji said, ushering the kids toward the emergency stairwell with grave intensity. "The battle for The How has reached our doorstep." 
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