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On a warm summer morning, a small boy named Leo walked
beside the river near his home. He had warm light-brown skin,
short curly black hair, and round dark brown eyes that noticed
everything. A tiny scar marked one eyebrow, and his yellow
rain boots squished softly in the mud. He carried a little
canvas backpack full of snacks and a flashlight.
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The river sparkled and chattered over smooth stones. Leo
knelt by the water and peered into the clear green depths,
watching silver fish dart between the rocks. Then something
golden flickered past, quick as a falling star. Leo blinked and
leaned closer. What could shine like that under the water?
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A sleek head popped up beside him, golden fur dripping and
gleaming. It had amber eyes, shimmering whiskers, and small
rounded ears. A tiny shell was tucked behind one ear, like a
treasure. The otter blinked at Leo and gave a friendly,
chattering squeak. Leo gasped. The otter's fur glowed softly,
even in the sunshine!




"Hello," Leo whispered, his heart thumping fast. The golden
otter paddled in a little circle, then swam toward a dark shape
at the river's edge. Leo pulled on his backpack and followed
along the bank. With yellow rain boots splashing, he hurried
after his new friend, curious and a little bit nervous too.
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The otter led him to a low opening in the riverbank, half
hidden by ferns and moss. Cool water rushed out from the
darkness inside. Leo knelt and looked in, but all he could see
was black. He hugged his backpack and bit his lip. "I don't
know if I can go in there," he said.




£

The golden otter swam to the cave mouth and glowed brighter,
brighter, like a lantern made of fur. The warm light spread
across the water in golden ripples. The otter looked back at
Leo and squeaked, as if to say, "Follow me! I'll light the way!"
Leo took a deep breath. His heart still thumped, but he wanted
to see what was inside.




Leo climbed down into the shallow water and stepped into the
cave. To his surprise, the water only reached his boots. The
walls glittered with wet, dripping stone. The golden otter
swam ahead, its fur lighting up the dark like a little swimming
sun. "Wow," Leo whispered. His voice bounced softly off the
cave walls.




Deeper they went, following the winding tunnel. The otter's
glow showed Leo tiny shells stuck to the rocks and patterns in
the stone like secret drawings. "You're a good guide," Leo told
the otter. The otter flicked its long tapered tail and chirped
happily, sending a spray of glowing droplets into the air. Leo
giggled, and the cave felt a little less dark.
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Soon the tunnel opened into a wide room of stone. Leo
switched on his flashlight and swept it across the walls.
Sparkling stones glittered everywhere, purple and pink and
silver, like stars that had fallen into the cave. "Oh!" Leo
breathed. "These are beautiful!" The otter swam through the
sparkles, making them twinkle even more.
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Then Leo heard a new sound, a soft rushing and splashing. He
tiptoed around a tall rock and stopped still. Water tumbled
down from a crack in the cave roof into a pool below, a hidden
waterfall shining silver in the light. The golden otter dived
under the fall and popped up on the other side, its glow
making the falling water sparkle.
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Leo clapped his hands. "You found a waterfall!" he laughed.
The otter swam back to him and nudged his yellow boot gently.
Together they explored the pool, where more sparkling stones
lay under the clear water. Leo collected a few smooth ones for
his pocket. With his glowing friend beside him, he felt brave,
brave enough to try anything.




"I would never have found this alone," Leo said softly. The
otter tipped its head and squeaked, its amber eyes warm and
bright. Leo realized his hands weren't shaking anymore. The
dark didn't feel scary now. His new friend was with him,
lighting the way, and that made all the difference. Exploring
was fun when you had a friend.
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When his backpack felt heavy with treasures, Leo said, "We
should go home before it gets dark outside." The otter nodded,
if an otter can nod, and swam back toward the tunnel. Its glow
lit the path ahead, and Leo followed the golden light, splashing
happily behind his friend through the winding, glittering cave.
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At the cave mouth, sunlight spilled in like a warm hug. The
golden otter swam beside Leo to the riverbank, its fur still
glowing softly. Leo knelt down. "Thank you for showing me
your secret cave," he said. The otter touched its nose to his
hand, and a tiny shell fell from behind its ear. Leo tucked it in
his pocket.
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Leo walked home with wet boots and sparkling stones and a
heart full of stories. That night he told his family about the
golden otter, the glowing cave, the sparkling stones, and the
hidden waterfall. "I felt brave," he said, "because my friend
was with me." He set the little shell on his windowsill, where it
glowed softly in the moonlight.
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Every week after that, Leo returned to the river with his
backpack. Sometimes the golden otter was waiting, its fur
glowing like a friendly lantern. Together they explored new
tunnels and pools, and Leo tried new things without fear. He
learned that friendship makes exploring fun, and a good friend
helps you feel brave enough to discover the world.
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