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CHAPTER 1 — The Boy Who Fell Through Galaxies
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Elion had never imagined that his first solo mission would end with... falling.  

Not a symbolic fall, not an emotional one, but a very real, very physical fall through the cosmos.

He had been born on Aeloria, a planet in the Andromeda Galaxy where the skies shimmered violet and children learned to teleport faster than they learned to speak. Elion was only thirteen years old, but his eyes — large, silver-blue — looked as if the entire map of the universe had been drawn inside them.

His hair was dark, almost black, with a faint metallic sheen that appeared only when he thought too intensely. That happened often.  

Very often.

He was slender, quick like a spark, and his skin carried a soft glow — not because he was magical, but because Aelorians simply glowed when they were excited. And Elion was excited almost all the time.
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A Mission That Would Shape the Future

Aelorians believed that one day their descendants would travel to distant worlds. But they would need guidance, warnings, knowledge, and hope.  

Thus, the program “The Nine Messages” was created.

Elion had three tasks:

1. Leave nine messages — nine clues, nine artifacts, nine secrets.  

2. Open the portal gates — so future travelers could return home.  

3. Avoid causing panic on Earth — because humans of the 18th century were not ready for cosmic conversations.

Naturally, the third rule would be the one he broke most often.

The Journey Through the Portal

The journey began peacefully.  

The portal opened like a giant, pulsating sphere of light.  

Elion stood before it, took a deep breath, and said:

“Alright, Elion, you can do this. Just step in. Nothing complicated. It’s only... a portal to another planet. What could possibly go wrong?”

The answer was: everything.

The moment he stepped inside, the portal wobbled, crackled, and pulled him in like a sock in a washing machine.  

He spun, fell, flew, fell again, and at one point he was almost certain he saw a cow’s head.  

That couldn’t be real.  

But later he learned — it absolutely was.

The portal was supposed to deliver him to a precise place and time.  

But this was the 18th century.  

And the 18th century was... technically complicated.
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Arrival on Earth

Suddenly everything went silent.  

No more light, no more sound, no more motion.  

Just a thud — and Elion landed face-first in moss.

He lay on his back, staring at the sky, trying to figure out whether he was still alive.

“If I’m dead, this is a very green afterlife,” he muttered.

He sat up.  

Around him stretched a forest.  

The trees were enormous, smelling of damp earth and mushrooms.  

A cool morning breeze drifted through the air.  

And somewhere in the distance... a cow.

“Perfect,” Elion sighed. “I’ve arrived on Planet Cow.”

He stood up, brushed moss off his clothes, and tried to recall what they taught him in school:

> “If you land on a primitive planet, stay calm, avoid frightening the locals, and under no circumstances tell anyone you’re from another galaxy.”

“Right,” he said. “So I’m destined to fail.”

Awakening and First Thoughts

He checked his pockets.  

Inside were:

- The First Message — a small silver crystal with light trapped inside.  

- The Portal Key — a thin, transparent plate that could open the gates only if he found the correct location.  

- The Instruction Capsule — which, of course, was empty because he had forgotten to load it.

“Brilliant,” he sighed. “I’m a cosmic courier without instructions.”

He looked around.  

The forest was quiet.  

Too quiet.

“I hope there are no predators here,” he whispered.

Right then, something rustled in the bushes.

Elion froze.

“Okay, Elion,” he whispered to himself. “You’re from another galaxy. You’re trained. You’re strong. You’re...”

The bushes rustled again.

“...you’re panicking.”
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End of the Chapter

He stepped closer to the bushes, heart pounding like crazy.  

He raised his hand, ready to defend himself with whatever knowledge he had.

The bushes shook.

And then...

...a small, round hedgehog waddled out.

Elion exhaled.

“Well, at least it’s not a predator. I hope.”

He had no idea this was only the beginning.  

That a wolf, a dragon, a troll, and nine world-changing messages awaited him.  

For now, he was just a boy in a forest, carrying a mission far bigger than himself.
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CHAPTER 2 — The Escape Through the Forest and the Secret of the Wolf’s Den
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Elion had already understood one thing: Earth was beautiful, but dangerous.  

And humans — even more dangerous.

He had been walking along a forest path, trying to find a place to hide the First Message, when suddenly he heard voices.  

Loud, agitated, and — unfortunately — very close.

“I’m telling you, Hans, I saw something fall from the sky!” one man shouted.  

“Yes, yes, and I saw a pig sing me a lullaby,” the other replied.

Elion froze.  

He looked at his glowing hands.

“Perfect,” he whispered. “If they see me, I’ll become an 18th-century tourist attraction.”

He turned and began to walk faster.  

Then he ran.  

Then he ran even faster.

But the human voices only grew nearer.

“There! I see movement!” someone yelled.

Elion bolted.  

Branches scraped against his clothes, roots grabbed at his feet, and he realized he had not trained nearly enough in physical education.  

Teleportation has always been much easier.

“Why can’t I teleport?!” he muttered in despair.

The answer was simple: Earth’s atmosphere was too dense, too foreign, too... earthly.  

His abilities here were like an old phone with no battery.

He heard footsteps behind him.  

Heavy, fast.

“He’s somewhere here! Search!” someone shouted.

Elion darted right, then left, then nearly ran straight into a tree.  

His breath grew short, his heart hammered wildly.

And then he saw it.

A dark, narrow opening beneath a rock ledge.

“Alright, Elion,” he whispered. “Either you crawl in there, or you become a village legend.”

He dove inside.

And immediately realized it was not an ordinary cave.

It was warm.  

And breathing.

At that exact moment, a low, very displeased growl sounded behind him.

Elion froze.

“Okay,” he whispered. “Maybe it’s the wind. A very angry wind.”

The growl repeated.  

This time accompanied by hot breath on the back of his neck.

“You’re sitting on my tail,” a deep, offended voice said.

Elion slowly turned around.

And saw a wolf.

Huge, grey, with amber eyes glowing in the darkness like two tiny suns.  

The wolf looked majestic, dangerous, and... deeply insulted.

“I’m sorry,” Elion whispered. “I was just... running.”

“From humans?” the wolf asked.

“Yes.”

“I understand. They’re loud, slow, and always looking for something. Usually food. Or trouble.”

Elion blinked.

“You... talk?”

“Of course I talk,” the wolf replied. “What did you think, that I only howl at the moon? That’s so last century.”

The wolf stood up, shook out his fur, and looked Elion up and down.

“You don’t look like you’re from around here,” he said.

Elion swallowed.

“Well... I... I’m... a traveler.”

“A traveler?” The wolf raised an eyebrow. “From where? The Planet of Cows?”

“No,” Elion said seriously. “From another galaxy.”

The wolf was silent for a moment.  

Then he nodded.

“Alright. That sounds more believable.”

Elion’s eyes widened.

“You believe me?”

“Of course,” the wolf said. “Humans are strange. But you’re even stranger. So you’re definitely not human.”

Outside, human voices echoed again.

“He must be here somewhere! Keep searching!”

The wolf turned toward the cave entrance.

“You need to hide, little space traveler. Humans here aren’t friendly toward anything that looks smarter than they are.”

Elion nodded.

“Thank you. I... I don’t want to hurt them.”

“Good,” the wolf said. “Then stay here. I’ll scare them off.”

“How?”

The wolf smiled.  

It was a dangerous smile.

“With charm, of course.”

He stepped out of the cave, lifted his head, and released a roar so powerful that even the trees trembled.  

The humans screamed, fled, and promised never to return to this forest again.

The wolf returned to the cave.

“See? Charm.”

Elion smiled for the first time since arriving on Earth.

“What’s your name?”

“I am Bitter Wolf,” he said proudly. “But you can call me Bitter. Everyone does.”

“And I’m Elion.”

The wolf nodded.

“Alright, Elion. Looks like you’ll need help. And I know this forest better than anyone. So... we’re a team now.”

Elion felt warmth in his chest.  

For the first time since arriving, he didn’t feel alone.

“Yes,” he said. “A team.”

And so began their friendship — between a boy from another galaxy and a wolf who talked far too much.
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CHAPTER 3 — The Road to the Ocean and Stories From a Distant Galaxy
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The morning in the forest was quiet — so quiet that even the birds seemed to be listening to what Elion and Bitter Wolf might say next.  

They followed a narrow path winding between the trees like a green serpent. The sun slowly climbed higher, and the air carried a salty breeze.

“We’re getting close to the ocean,” the wolf said, sniffing the air. “I smell salt. And fish. And... something that smells like a wet human.”

“I hope it’s not the same ones who chased me,” Elion sighed.

“If it is, I’ll scare them off again,” the wolf lifted his tail proudly. “With charm.”

Elion smiled.  

He was already used to the wolf’s humor — and to the fact that the wolf talked more than some of his teachers back on Aeloria.

Stories From Another Galaxy

“Bitter,” Elion began softly, “I still haven’t told you about my planet.”

The wolf nodded.

“I’m listening. I like stories. Especially the ones without humans.”

Elion inhaled deeply, as if trying to recall a scent that existed only in memories.

“Aeloria... it’s a place where the sky is always violet. At night it shimmers like it’s alive. We don’t have day and night like you do — we have light cycles. When the light turns blue, all children go to learn. When it turns gold, we celebrate. When it turns white... we dream.”

The wolf perked his ears.

“And your parents?”

Elion smiled, but it was a sad smile.

“My father is a portal engineer. He builds gateways between worlds. He taught me how they work... and how they can break.”  

Elion looked at his hands.  

“He said I was born with a ‘traveler’s spark’. That I can see paths others can’t.”

“And your mother?” the wolf asked gently — more gently than Elion expected.

“She’s a light weaver. She creates stories from threads of light. When I was little, she wove dreams for me. Literally.”  

Elion laughed softly.  

“She said I would one day travel farther than any Aelorian.”

The wolf was silent for a moment.

“They must be proud of you.”

Elion shrugged.

“I hope so. I left so quickly... and the portal malfunctioned. I don’t know if they even know where I am.”

The wolf stepped closer and nudged Elion with his shoulder.

“We’ll find them. When we finish your mission, I’ll take you back. I’m a good guide. And an even better friend.”

Elion smiled.  

This time, truly.
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The Forest Thins Out

The trees grew shorter, the light brighter.  

And then they heard it.

Splashing.  

Wind.  

Vastness.

The ocean.

Elion ran out of the forest first and froze in awe.

Before him stretched a huge, endless field of water, shimmering like a mirror of liquid silver. Waves crashed against the shore, and the salty wind tangled his hair.

“It’s... so big,” he whispered.

“That’s the ocean,” the wolf said proudly. “Nature’s biggest bucket of
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