
		
			[image: Akira - The Legacy of the Shapeshifters]
		
	

    

        
        
            [image: Luca Bertolli - L’Ordine dei Senshi - The Chronicles of Myoo]
        


        
        
            [image: The Chronicles of Myoo]
        


        
        
            [image: The Chronicles of Myoo - The Ancient Age]
        


        
        
            [image: LB Press]
        


    



	[image: Shadokai - The Well of Lost Voices]

	
	
	[image: Logo Le Cronache di Myoo - Elemento decorativo]

	
	© 2026 Luca Bertolli

	Published by LB Press

	www.lucabertolli.it/en

		

		
		Title: Akira: The Legacy of the Shapeshifters

		Saga: The Chronicles of Myoo

		Series: The Ancient Age

		

		All rights reserved.

		Reproduction in whole or in part is prohibited

		without the author’s written permission.

	
	
	

	
		

	
	
		[image: Map of the Empire of Myoo in the Third Era. Moving from west to east, the Mikai Lands appear first, separated from the kingdom of Luminara by the towering Karran Mountains. Beyond the mountain range lies the kingdom of Luminara, centered on the city of Miyujin. Continuing east, the Mujin Desert stretches across the land, followed by the Seizan Mountains, which dominate the eastern realms. At the foot of the range stands the city of Jivapur. The continent is bordered by the Kita Sea to the north, home to Volcano Kuro and Shadokai Island, and by the Kaibutsu Sea to the south, dotted with the Onigashima Islands. To the west lies Kaishō Island. The map is enriched with decorative elements such as ships, sea monsters, and a compass rose.]
	

	
	
		


Introduction


In the vast universe of The Chronicles of Myoo, not every story has found its way into the pages of the main novels. Some have remained hidden in the folds of time, like fragments buried beneath the sands of memory: silenced voices, forgotten deeds, and unspoken choices that helped shape Myoo’s destiny every bit as much as its better-known events.

These stories do more than add details to what you already know. They open windows onto events that influenced history in quiet yet profound ways.

Some of these tales precede the events chronicled in the main volumes, while others unfold as their direct consequences. All of them, however, speak of magic, secrets, sacrifice, and powers moving beneath the surface of events.

You will encounter mages faced with impossible choices, creatures born from shadow, betrayals that left invisible scars, and revelations capable of forever changing your perspective on everything you thought you knew.

Welcome to the forgotten tales. To the unspoken truths. To the untold chronicles of the world of Myoo.




In this tale


Akira Yamashiro is a soldier in Narashin’s army. Within him lies an inexplicable power: the ability to transform into any animal or insect.

For years, the mages have tried to uncover its origin, but their efforts have failed because the truth lies beyond their reach, buried in time.

This tale will take you into the heart of Myoo’s Third Era, six Eras before the events chronicled in The Tenth Sign series.

The secret of Akira’s power lies in the life of a child who lived in that distant age. This is his story: a tale of metamorphosis and memory, suspended between past and present, where magic is born not from spells, but from blood and destiny.




Akira
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[image: F]rom earliest childhood, Akira had displayed a power as extraordinary as it was inexplicable. He bore no trace of magic, yet he could completely alter his appearance, taking the form of any animal or insect with disarming ease. Whether he became a blue-feathered Voraku or an eight-legged Hagetsuki concealed among the rocks, Akira would vanish only to reappear transformed into another creature. Most bewildering of all was the way his clothes, weapons, and every object he carried disappeared during the metamorphosis, as though absorbed by the transformation itself. Then, just as inexplicably, everything reappeared intact when he returned to his human form. The mystery of his transformations immediately attracted the attention of the court mages. They spent years studying the phenomenon. Every spell and magical formula was put to the test, but no answers emerged. The most sophisticated rituals, even the most extreme, yielded no results. Not even Mage Zaio, already considered the most powerful living mage at the time, could penetrate that veil of darkness. He observed and tested Akira, but ultimately had to concede defeat. Frustrated, the mages abandoned the matter and turned their attention to other mysteries that were easier to solve. Akira was left free to live his own life. Upon reaching adulthood, he decided to join the army of the Empire of Myoo, carrying with him the power no one had ever been able to explain. But the truth, as so often happens, lay hidden far away. Not in the books of men, nor in the scrolls of mages. The origins of Akira’s abilities reached back to the Second Era, when Myoo was still young and wild and creatures now forgotten for centuries roamed its mountains and forests. Among them was an ancient lineage shrouded in myth: the Shapeshifters. Beings capable of rewriting their very forms, molding their bodies like living clay in defiance of every known law of magic. Though their name had long since faded from the songs of minstrels and the legends of Myoo, their blood continued to flow through Akira Yamashiro.
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Myoo, Third Era


While conflict between the Black Mages and the White Mages raged across the regions beyond the Kaibutsu Sea, far to the east, at the outermost reaches of the known lands beyond the Mujin Desert, the city of Jivapur lived in peace at the foot of the Seizan Mountains.

The houses overlooked quiet alleys, and the scents of fir resin and flowers blooming in lovingly tended gardens mingled in the air. Among those dwellings stood the home of the Yamashiro family, a lineage of mages respected in Jivapur since ancient times.

That evening, Kenji Yamashiro paced back and forth, his hands clasped behind his back and his face tense. The wooden floor creaked beneath his restless steps.

Every so often, he stopped to listen, then resumed his anxious pacing.

In the adjoining room, his wife, Yumi, was giving birth to their first child. Her labor pains had intensified as the hours passed, but she never complained. Her eyes, squeezed shut with effort, still shone with strength and determination. Beside her, the city’s Medical Mage burned incense made from tsumeki root to ease the pain and recited incantations in a hushed, almost singsong voice, helping the child enter the world.

Kenji thought back to the day Yumi had told him she was pregnant. Their joy had been so great that they had held a celebration beneath the great tree in the courtyard, inviting relatives, friends, and neighbors. They had waited a long time for that moment, and now that the child was about to be born, a whirlwind of emotions swept through him.

Then, sudden and piercing, a newborn’s cry broke the silence of the house. Kenji froze, his heart pounding in his chest. He did not wait to be called: he ran down the corridor, pulled aside the fabric curtain, and entered the room.

Yumi lay there, her face flushed but radiant. In her arms, she held a bundle wrapped in pale cloth. She looked up at him, her eyes filled with tenderness.

“It’s a boy!” she exclaimed with a smile.

The Medical Mage, seated nearby, turned to Kenji and inclined her head. “Congratulations,” she said calmly. “Your son is healthy and strong.”

Kenji knelt beside the bed and kissed his wife’s damp forehead. His hands trembled as he touched the newborn’s tiny face.

“Yumi… he’s beautiful,” he whispered. “What should we call him?”

She gave him a tender look. “We’ll call him Kenzo, my love.”

Kenji nodded, pleased. He repeated the name softly, savoring its sound. “Kenzo Yamashiro… yes, it has a wonderful ring to it!” he exclaimed, overcome with happiness.

Outside, the wind caressed the branches of the trees. At that moment, no one could have imagined the destiny awaiting the child born beneath the Seizan Mountains.
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Only a few days had passed since Kenzo’s birth. One clear morning, in the quiet of the Yamashiro home, Kenji and Yumi sat sipping tea in the courtyard garden, enjoying a rare moment of serenity. Birdsong was the only sound in the peaceful house when a scream suddenly tore through the air. It was the nanny.

Kenji and Yumi sprang to their feet, their hearts in their throats. They rushed inside, raced down the corridor, and reached the child’s room. There, they stopped short, their faces going pale.

For a heartbeat, time seemed to stand still.

In the infant’s place, an enormous black creature loomed in the cradle: an arachnid with long, slender legs and crimson eyes. Its back bore the distinctive mark of a crescent moon. It was a Hagetsuki, a feared arachnid known for its lethal venom, which could kill a komashi within seconds.

“Where is my son?!” Yumi cried, her voice breaking with terror as she raised a hand to her mouth.

But a moment later, before their stunned eyes, the arachnid’s body trembled. The creature vanished. In its place, Kenzo once again lay in the cradle, sleeping soundly beneath the same pale blanket as though nothing had happened.

That was only the first transformation. The infant immediately began to change again. With every blink, his tiny body shifted between animal and human forms. The cycle repeated without pause, an unstable succession of transformations that seemed to defy every law of nature.

Kenji and Yumi looked at each other in shock.

“What does all this mean, Kenji?” Yumi whispered in a strangled voice, meeting his eyes.

“It seems our son is a Shapeshifter…” Kenji said, unable to tear his eyes from the cradle. “I thought they were only a legend. I cannot explain it.”

Little Kenzo continued to transform without pause. Each change seemed to wear him down. His breathing grew labored, and his limbs trembled between transformations.

“If we do not stop these transformations, he may not survive,” Kenji said firmly, clenching his fists. The thought of losing his son clamped around his chest like a vise. “I must find help. I will go to the Ananteshwar Temple. The Mage Priests will know what to do.”

With that, he turned and rushed out, anxiety churning inside him.
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Kenji left the village in silence. After crossing the outskirts of Jivapur, he took the narrow uphill path that wound through the woods toward the Ananteshwar Temple, high in the Seizan Mountains.

Small Mikaru with fiery red fur watched him silently from the twisted branches of the trees. Their large, alert eyes followed his every step with curiosity.

He continued without taking his eyes off the path. Beyond one final bend, the trail opened onto a clearing. There, set into the surrounding walls, were the doors to the temple. He knocked firmly.

A few moments later, one of the heavy wooden doors creaked open. An elderly man with gray hair and a white beard appeared before him. Despite his age, his gaze remained keen.

“Good morning. I am Mage Priest Rajendra. How may I help you?”

“I am Mage Kenji Yamashiro. My newborn son has begun transforming into animals and insects. He changes form uncontrollably, and I fear for his life. I need your help.”

Mage Priest Rajendra’s eyes widened. “Really? I thought the Shapeshifters had vanished centuries ago…”

“His clothes disappear during the transformation and reappear when he returns to human form. It is inexplicable.”

The Mage Priest invited him inside. His study was filled with engraved crystals, artifacts suspended in midair, and ancient maps. Fragments of a dark mineral lay on a table.

“I am working on a new magical mineral,” Mage Priest Rajendra said. “I will call it black Zirkanite—a mineral capable of containing and channeling complex forms of magic. Perhaps it can help us.”

He opened a drawer and took out a black, star-shaped pendant. He murmured an incantation, and a faint light enveloped it.

“This talisman, forged from black Zirkanite, will curb the transformations. When he reaches adolescence, we can work on a more advanced spell to control them.”

Kenji accepted the necklace with trembling hands. “Thank you… thank you from the bottom of my heart. But how do you think my son could possess such a power?”

Mage Priest Rajendra stroked his beard. “Perhaps… the blood of the Shapeshifters runs in him…” he murmured, recalling an ancient legend. “It is said that long ago, during the Second Era, creatures capable of changing form at will walked among humans. They could assume the appearance of any living being, animal or human, and even mimic the voices and minds of their victims. No one knew their true form. They were mysterious, powerful, and feared. One day, one of them fell in love with a mortal woman, Princess Lyandra. To remain by her side, he took the name Enar and assumed the form of a prince, concealing his true nature. Their love was passionate, secret, and forbidden.

Lyandra became pregnant and gave birth to a child of mixed blood, unaware of the true nature of the man she loved. The Council of Shapeshifters discovered the truth. Enar was sentenced to death for violating the laws of his people. When Lyandra learned what the man she had lived with truly was, her grief robbed her of the will to live. She took her own life. Their friends saved their son by hiding him from the Shapeshifters.”

He turned to Kenji thoughtfully. “Perhaps your bloodline descends from that child,” Mage Priest Rajendra concluded gravely. “And now that power has awakened in your son.”
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Kenji returned home as evening fell. The sky above Jivapur was taking on hues of pink and gold, and lanterns were beginning to glow along the covered walkways of the houses. The moment he crossed the threshold, he found Yumi waiting in the doorway, her expression weary and worry etched around her eyes.

“How are things?” Kenji asked, resting a hand on his wife’s arm.

Yumi sighed. “He keeps transforming. The changes continue even when he sleeps. He is exhausted… and so am I. Did you manage to find a solution?”

Kenji nodded and carefully took out a small object wrapped in a dark cloth. He slowly unfolded the cloth, revealing a magical necklace with a black, star-shaped pendant.

“Yes. Mage Priest Rajendra created this talisman. It is made of black Zirkanite, a mineral capable of containing magic. It should stop the transformations… at least for now.”

Yumi stared at it, uncertain but hopeful. “Let’s go see if it works.”

They made their way to their son’s room in silence. Little Kenzo lay in the cradle, his body changing constantly in an unstable cycle that was distressing to watch.

Kenji bent close beside him and waited for the right moment. As soon as the child returned to his human form, if only for a few moments, he gently slipped the necklace around his neck. A faint, barely perceptible light flickered within the pendant for a second. The transformations stopped.

Kenzo remained still, his breathing slow and steady.

Yumi raised a hand to her mouth in disbelief. “It looks like it’s working!” she exclaimed with a trembling smile.

Kenji nodded. “Mage Priest Rajendra told me that when Kenzo reaches adolescence, we will have to take him back to the Mage Priests. They will then be able to use a more complex form of magic that will allow him to control his power without suppressing it.”

“I’m so relieved…” Yumi whispered. “To finally see him at peace… you have no idea how much I longed for this.”

“We must be grateful to Mage Priest Rajendra. He has done more than we could have hoped for.” Kenji turned to her and lowered his voice. “And there is something else… he told me an incredible story about the origin of our son’s powers. An ancient legend. I will tell you about it.”

Over the following days, thanks to the black Zirkanite necklace, Kenzo stopped transforming. He slept peacefully, ate without difficulty, and finally seemed at ease.

During a magical examination, Yumi and Kenji discovered that Kenzo bore no trace of magic.

“It is truly strange,” Yumi said one afternoon as she sat beside her husband on the veranda. “You and I are both mages. And yet… aside from his transformations, our son gives off no magical energy.”

Kenji kept his eyes on the sky. “Perhaps Shapeshifters cannot use magic as we do. Perhaps that… is their only form of power.”

Yumi considered his words in silence before nodding. “You are probably right. It is an ancient magic. Different. One that cannot be measured by the magical instruments available today.”

Kenji watched Kenzo sleeping peacefully with the necklace around his neck. The child they had brought into the world… was not theirs alone. He belonged to a forgotten past as well.
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In the years that followed, Kenzo grew up surrounded by the love of his family, but the mystery surrounding his nature never ceased to weigh on him.

Now an adolescent, he had grown into a tall, agile youth with intense, curious eyes. Though he still wore the black Zirkanite pendant fashioned many years earlier by Mage Priest Rajendra, his desire to unleash the power simmering within him grew stronger with each passing day.

From time to time, when he found himself alone or in the stillness of night, Kenzo would remove the necklace. In an instant, his body would begin to change again. Each transformation left him increasingly exhausted, but he never stopped trying. He continued to hope that, in time, he would learn to master his power.

One afternoon, while practicing with a wooden sword in the courtyard, he heard his father call to him.

“Kenzo. Come here.”

The boy turned and immediately saw the gravity in his father’s expression. He approached, wiping the sweat from his forehead.

“I know you sometimes remove the necklace,” Kenji said in a calm but firm voice. “I know you are trying. But the truth is, you will never be able to control your power to shapeshift on your own.”

Kenzo lowered his gaze, embarrassed.

“But now you are old enough. The time has come. Tomorrow, we will leave for the Ananteshwar Temple. The Mage Priests will help you control your powers. At last, you will be free of that pendant.”

A smile lit Kenzo’s face. His eyes shone with hope and eagerness. “Finally!” he exclaimed. “I can’t wait.”
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At dawn the following day, father and son set out. They left the village as the sun was just beginning to color the peaks of the Seizan Mountains and took the path leading to the temple. Kenzo walked with confidence, his heart filled with anticipation.

When they reached the temple’s great doors, they knocked three times. A few moments later, one of the doors opened with a slow creak. They were greeted by an elderly man, stooped but still proud in bearing. His white beard fell across his chest, and though his eyes were clouded by age, they retained a spark of clarity.

“Kenji… is that you?” he asked, narrowing his eyes.

“Yes, Mage Priest Rajendra. I have returned as you instructed me. This is my son, Kenzo. Years ago, you gave me a black Zirkanite necklace to contain his shapeshifting powers. He has reached adolescence now. It is time to help him control his power.”

Mage Priest Rajendra nodded slowly. “Yes… I remember. The magic to stabilize the blood of the Shapeshifters. Come in.”

He led them into his study, the same room Kenji remembered from years before, though it now seemed more crowded, filled with artifacts, scrolls, and suspended crystals. The air smelled of dried herbs and incense.

“Come closer, boy,” the Mage Priest said, indicating a chair before him.

Kenzo sat down. Mage Priest Rajendra placed his hands on the boy’s head and began reciting arcane words in a language so ancient that it no longer sounded human.

Standing beside his son, Kenji felt just as he had then: powerless, yet full of hope.

After several long moments, the Mage Priest stopped and slowly withdrew his hands. “Now you may remove the necklace,” he said calmly.

Kenzo hesitated for only a moment. Then he grasped the pendant and removed the necklace. He remained human.

He smiled in disbelief. Then he concentrated and closed his eyes. An instant later, in the boy’s place stood a magnificent white Byakuro, an imposing feline with dark stripes. It let out a powerful roar, baring its sharp fangs, then returned to human form, triumphant.

“I did it!” he exclaimed. “I can control my powers!”

Mage Priest Rajendra nodded in satisfaction. “Very good. From now on, this power is yours to command. The blood of the Shapeshifters rarely passes to their descendants, but if it does, the magic I used today will protect them.”
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They returned home that same day, with the sun already low on the horizon. The moment they crossed the threshold, Yumi noticed that the necklace was gone.

“Kenzo…?” she murmured, studying him.

He smiled and ran to her, throwing his arms around her. “I can control my powers!” he said, his face alight with joy. “Look!”

He stepped back a few paces and closed his eyes. His body transformed, and a magnificent blue-feathered Voraku rose into the air above the house. He swept in a wide circle across the sky, then landed gracefully and returned to his human form.

Yumi watched her son with tears in her eyes. She held him close. “I’m happy for you, Kenzo. Happy and proud.”
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Throughout his long life, Kenzo Yamashiro knew seasons filled with light and others darkened by grief. He married a kind, strong woman with whom he shared many peaceful years. They had four children, each different in temperament and inclination, but none showed any sign of the power their father carried within him. The Shapeshifter gene, that ancient gift passed down through the blood of the Shapeshifters, remained silent in their veins. The children grew up as ordinary people, without magic of any kind.

When his wife died prematurely, taken by a fever that not even the healers could stop, Kenzo suddenly found himself alone with his children. Grief struck him hard, but more frightening still was the realization that he did not know how to care for them. With a heavy heart, he turned to his mother, Yumi, for help, and she welcomed them as though they were her own. The courtyard of the Yamashiro home once again filled with children’s laughter, and Kenzo was able to go on with his life, knowing they were not alone.

Despite his loss, he went on doing what he knew best: transforming. He used his gift to help others, becoming a silent presence in times of crisis—a black-feathered Kurogari above the smoking ruins of a village, a Byakuro escorting caravans threatened by bandits.

On rare occasions, he allowed himself the pleasure of soaring through the skies as a Voraku. There, above the clouds, he seemed to forget every burden.

His deeds did not go unnoticed. Over time, Kenzo’s name began to spread among the people, accompanied by tales that grew ever more incredible. His exploits became stories told around the fire, then legends.

Kenzo never sought glory. He desired neither titles nor rewards. When his limbs began to grow weary and his vision to dim, he quietly withdrew without ceremony, far from palaces and cities.

He found refuge in the Ananteshwar Temple, the same place where, many years earlier, Mage Priest Rajendra had given him control over his power.

There, he spent his final years writing a few notes, gathering herbs, and observing the world from afar, at peace with himself.

His name, once whispered with respect, slowly faded from the lips of men. His deeds, passed down first by those who had witnessed them, then by his children, and then by his children’s children, became fanciful tales. At last, legend.

The Shapeshifter gene, that rare gift inherited from the ancient lineage of the Shapeshifters, lay dormant in the blood of his descendants for thousands of years.

It remained hidden and silent, passing through the generations that followed.

Until one day, during the Ninth Era, that forgotten power manifested once more in the body of a boy who did not yet know who he truly was.

His name was Akira Yamashiro.

With him, Kenzo’s legacy breathed once more.







Before We Say Goodbye
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I hope you enjoyed this short story. The journey through The Chronicles of Myoo continues. More short stories are already on the way.

You can stay up to date by visiting my website:
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    www.lucabertolli.it/en/
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