Otiko Tales #4: Koro Has a Dream
Written by Omen Waker
Chapter 1: A Second Meeting
Five years had passed, and Koro was now thirteen years old. He had spent the last half-decade learning and mastering his dream-weaving magic, growing exceptionally talented. He could visit his family members in their sleep, foresee fragments of the future, and train within his dreams to sharpen his spiritual abilities.
He had also journeyed to Omenos for the first time three years prior at age ten, returning twice more since then. He still resided within the quiet, sacred perimeter of the forest surrounding the lake of Templum Sanctum alongside his royal family of the Othenis bloodline.
Every single day, Koro visited the circular lake, hoping Gaia might manifest before him once more just as she had years ago, though she had yet to return. Today, he made the familiar pilgrimage once again. Arriving at the water's edge, he gazed out across the tranquil blue surface. When nothing happened, he found a comfortable spot on the warm shore to wait. Hours drifted by, and eventually, exhaustion overtook him. He closed his eyes and drifted off to sleep.
Instantly, the familiar sensory shift of dreaming took hold. He found himself enveloped in a vast expanse of pure white light, until a brilliant, colorful radiance approached from the horizon. As it drew closer, he recognized the majestic, glowing form of the fairy goddess herself.
"Hello, Koro. It is good to see you again. Do you remember me?" Gaia asked, her musical voice echoing softly.
"Gaia, right?" Koro asked respectfully.
"Indeed," she smiled. "I am here to deliver crucial information for the Super Secret Elite (SSE)."
"What would you have me tell them this time?" Koro inquired, leaning in.
"In four to five years, observationists on The How will discover a distant planet on the opposite side of the galaxy called Earth. Earth is very different from our realm, but they possess a powerful weapon that could prove effective against the BoogyJi: a massive nuclear device known as the A-Bomb, capable of obliterating an entire BoogyJi mother-ship. The SSE must influence upcoming trade negotiations to secure access to the A-Bomb as an auxiliary safeguard," Gaia revealed.
She continued, unfolding the tapestry of the future: "As part of the initial cultural exchange between The How and Earth, a family of three—the Cutes family—will visit our world in the year 9669. Tragically, the BoogyJi will launch an assault the exact same day they arrive. The Cutes children will ultimately uncover three sacred magic crystals and the Pink Ring of Love, and a young girl named Olivia will perform the Banishment Dance to shield our planet."
"That is a massive amount of information," Koro blinked, absorbing it all. "Is there more?"
"Yes. A girl named Pikilina on planet Eletheros in the Solomon solar system will unearth the Clear Magic Crystal, hidden by Osinikin himself millennia ago," Gaia said. "Furthermore, they will discover an underground mountain range rich in brown magical ore on planet Omo in the year 12,212. That is everything for now."
"Thank you for trusting me with this, Gaia. As soon as I wake, I will contact the SSE," Koro vowed.
"You will awaken the moment I depart," Gaia smiled gently, her form beginning to drift backward. "This will not be our last meeting, but there is no need to wait by the shore for me. I will appear when the time is right." With a wave of farewell, she dissolved into a constellation of sparkling light.
Koro snapped awake on the sunlit shore of the lake. Without wasting a second, he sprinted back to his family estate and keyed the emergency frequency into their personal mobile device to reach Huro.
Ring, ring! Ring, ring!
"Ojullo. How goes it? Who in the Othenis family is calling?" Huro's steady voice answered.
"It's Koro," the young prince breathed out. "Gaia came to me in a dream about forty-five minutes ago with vital intelligence."
Koro recounted every detail of the vision: the Earth alliance, the A-Bomb tactical asset, the arrival of the Cutes family in 9669, the quest for the crystals and the Pink Ring of Love, and the future discoveries on Eletheros and Omo.
There was a profound pause on the line. "An A-Bomb... Well, we will take every tactical advantage we can secure against the BoogyJi," Huro said, his voice laced with heavy gratitude. "Thank you, Koro. I will mobilize the council on this news immediately. Call anytime, but I must attend to this. Owobolo."
End Call.
Koro’s contributions to the defense of the realm ran far deeper than he realized at the time. This was far from the last time Gaia would visit him with warnings from the timeline. Growing into adulthood, Koro lived a long, extraordinary life, cementing his legacy as one of the greatest dream-weaving masters the Otiko race would ever know.
THE END
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