Otiko Tales #3: Otiko & Origin Knights Unite
Written by Omen Waker
Chapter 1: Ojenzo
There was an Ori-mon named Ojenzo who lived in Antiqua, where he carried the blue omuragi. He had slightly pointed ears because he was half-Otiko. His father was from Orijan, possessed striking yellow eyes and blonde hair, and was a master Ori-mon who carried the yellow omuragi. His mother was an Otiko who lived in the Olovea Forest. She had died giving birth, leaving Ojenzo completely unaware of his heritage or why his ears carried that subtle, unusual shape. He had no idea he was half-Otiko.
At fourteen years old—having earned his blue omuragi at twelve and spent two years excelling in its mystical combat applications—Ojenzo was growing into a formidable young warrior.
The year was 506. For the past seventy years, the BoogyJi had been sending mother-ships to The How, though they had been managing to hold them off because the enemy only dispatched ten ships at a time every few years. However, history tells us that the BoogyJi were soon to escalate their forces drastically, and The How would not completely surrender until around the year 700.
Ojenzo was preparing to embark on a solo wilderness survival training expedition into the Olovea Forest, armed with nothing but his wits, his supplies, and his omuragi. Living alone, he received bi-weekly check-ins from a local Union member, his father having fallen in battle against the BoogyJi three years prior.
Packing a sturdy backpack with food, water, extra clothes, and a blanket, Ojenzo set off for the Olovea Forest at 8:00 AM, exactly one hour after breakfast. After twenty minutes of following a winding trail into the thickets, Ojenzo felt a strange static resonance ahead. Having never ventured this deep into the woods before, the sensation was entirely unfamiliar—it felt almost like projecting energy from a living tree.
As he drew closer, the strange tree came into view. Approaching slowly, he placed his right hand against the coarse bark and closed his eyes. A sudden wave of warmth rushed through his body, and in a flash of light, he vanished.
Without realizing it, he had triggered an Omenio, teleporting deep into the hidden interior of the forest.
Opening his eyes, he noticed a massive, wall-like perimeter of identical trees surrounding a neat, bustling village ahead. As he approached, the villagers spotted him instantly. What caught his attention—and sent a shockwave through his chest—was that every single one of them had ears far more pointed than his own. He was looking at real, living Otiko.
An Otiko man stepped forward, taking in Ojenzo’s subtle features.
"Ojullo. My name is Mojio," the man said warmly. "You look a little confused to be here. I can see from your ears that they are only slightly pointed, which means you’re a half-blood Otiko. Do you know nothing of your own people?"
"Only what I’ve heard from bedtime stories as a child," Ojenzo answered, dazed. "My father wasn’t Otiko at all, and my mother died giving birth. I’m realizing now for the first time that my mother must have been Otiko; my father never spoke of her. Somehow, that tree back there brought me here from the edge of the forest."
"They are called Omenio’s—the Origonese word for magical trees," Mojio replied.
"I’ve never heard that word before," Ojenzo admitted.
"We use them to teleport between groves, but also to conceal ourselves," Mojio explained. "That wall of trees you felt creates a magical barrier that renders us and our village completely invisible to anyone outside. You could see it only because you carry half-Otiko blood. Welcome to our village. I’ll show you around and introduce you to the chief. How old are you? Has your dormant magic surfaced yet?"
"I didn’t know I had magic. The only power I’ve accessed comes from this blue omuragi. I’m fourteen," Ojenzo said.
"Every Otiko is born with an innate, dormant magic that usually surfaces around age eight, though some are later bloomers," Mojio informed him. "Millions of unique gifts exist among our people. What is your gift?"
"Me? I can run twenty times the speed of a bullet," Mojio said proudly.
"Cool!" Ojenzo exclaimed.
Mojio led him through the village of Olojeno, introducing him to townsfolk before bringing him before the chief, Ohonjo.
"Ah, Ojenzo," Chief Ohonjo smiled, his eyes twinkling with ancient wisdom. "I have had a prophetic dream of a boy who looked exactly like you coming to unite us with the Origin Knights to fend off a massive BoogyJi wave. You have a grand destiny ahead of you."
"What do you need me to do?" Ojenzo asked.
"We need you to recruit four hundred and ninety-nine master Ori-mon Origin Knights to work side-by-side with five hundred Otiko soldiers. The next wave arrives in six months with twenty mother-ships. With our combined forces, we can tip the scales," Ohonjo explained. "Spend the next two weeks with us, then spend three months recruiting worthy warriors, and return to the northeast edge of Olovea Forest for two and a half months of joint training."
Ojenzo agreed. Mojio escorted him to a cozy guest apartment at the base of a large tree, where a festive welcoming celebration awaited them that evening under the stars.




Chapter 2: The Recruiting
Over the next two weeks, Ojenzo’s dormant magic finally surfaced: he unlocked the ability to unleash devastating sonic boom waves from his voice capable of slicing down entire rows of trees. He also grew inseparable from Mojio, forging a deep brotherhood.
When the two weeks ended, Ojenzo set out into Antiqua to begin recruiting.
First, he met Ogermon, a red-omuragi wielder and tournament champion, who readily agreed to keep the Otiko secret and pledged to bring fifteen honorable fighters of his own. Next, he recruited Ojenita, a twenty-two-year-old white-omuragi master who promised thirteen more. Then came Ogon, a seventeen-year-old yellow-omuragi trainee who brought ten recruits, followed by Okro, an orange-omuragi wielder who secured nine.
Working tirelessly across training camps, tournaments, and skills competitions over the next three months, Ojenzo successfully gathered the full roster of five hundred elite Origin Knights. Meanwhile, Ojenita used her connections to acquire five hundred traditional Origin Knight shield hats—forged from the rarest metal on The How—to protect the alliance.
As the units gathered at the northeast edge of Olovea Forest, the pairings formed naturally:
· Ogermon paired with Owindu, an Otiko who projected searing blue laser beams from his eyes.
· Ojenita paired with Omandyo, a powerhouse warrior a hundred times stronger than the toughest standard soldier, capable of ripping trees from the earth.
· Ogon paired with Omeiko, a seventeen-year-old master of wind who summoned hurricanes and tornadoes.
· Okro paired with Romos, a twenty-four-year-old who transformed ordinary leaves and blades of grass into a storm of razor-sharp projectiles.
· Ojenzo proudly teamed up with his best friend, Mojio.
That night, surrounded by twenty fifty-man tents, food, and music, the unified army of one thousand bonded deeply beneath the emerald sky.









Chapter 3: The Battles for Freedom
For two and a half months, the five hundred Otiko and five hundred Origin Knights trained relentlessly, combining sword-craft with natural magic to forge devastating synchronized maneuvers.
On the day training concluded, the sky fractured. Twenty BoogyJi mother-ships breached the atmosphere, with one hovering directly above the joint army near Olovea and another positioning itself over Antiqua.
Unleashing a massive, nine-color energy beam from their synchronized omuragis, the Origin Knights burned a molten hole through the primary mother-ship's shields, while the Otiko followed up with a kinetic shockwave that destabilized the craft. Swarms of Nibiru fighter ships and three thousand ground troops poured into the fray.
The battlefield erupted into a masterclass of tactical coordination:
· Ogermon and Owindu dominated the skies and ground, with Owindu blasting ships with ocular lasers while Ogermon conjured defensive walls of fire.
· Ojenzo and Mojio tore through enemy lines, Mojio's supersonic speed causing charging soldiers to instantly shatter, while Ojenzo's sonic-boom voice blasted Nibiru fighters out of the sky.
· Ogon and Omeiko deployed high-velocity winds to fling ground troops fifty feet into the air.
· Okro and Romos rained down a blizzard of razor-grass needles that shredded enemy armor.
After an intense hour of combat, the first ground wave was eradicated, and the primary mother-ship was melted into slag. Without pausing to celebrate, the unified army marched southeast toward Antiqua.
Arriving at Antiqua, they found the local infantry severely outnumbered and outgunned. Plunging into the conflict, the army systematically dismantled the ground forces. Combining their ultimate magic beam once more, they blasted a catastrophic hole straight through the second mother-ship, sending it crashing down to crush the enemy garrison.
Following a swift third victory at Owayo two days later, the threat was neutralized. True to Chief Ohonjo's vision, no allied soldiers were lost. While most of the Origin Knights chose to remain on The How to guard their secret, twelve brave knights elected to travel through the portal to live out their days in peace on Omenos.
The unified stand of the Otiko and the Origin Knights passed into legend, securing a vital breathing space for humanity and preserving the dream of a free world.
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