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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


Benkei Kuronagi is the First Mage of Retsu, a devoted scholar of magic and King Raku’s most trusted advisor. As the rulers of Rin, Jin, and Retsu secretly prepare for a war destined to change the face of Myoo, a mission takes him to the outskirts of Kurokawa.

Deep beneath the earth, he will discover something no one should ever have found.

From that moment on, his destiny will be set on a course from which there is no turning back.

This marks his first step toward becoming the shadow the world will learn to fear.

Lord Benkei. The Dark One.




Mage Benkei
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Myoo, Ninth Era

[image: T]he disaster at Kazumori had cast a deep shadow over Mage Benkei’s heart. Mage Denebe’s failure continued to weigh on his mind, granting him no peace. They had summoned something that should never have existed on Myoo: a creature alien to every known law, an entity beyond even the understanding of the most experienced mages. As First Mage of the Kingdom of Retsu, he felt that burden upon his shoulders, even though he had neither been consulted nor taken part in the ritual. Kazumori was lost. An entire village had been sacrificed to contain a primordial horror. The price had been terrifying, and he knew that if the creature ever managed to break free completely, it would drag Myoo into ruin, devouring the souls of the living and leaving behind nothing but death and despair. Despite all that had happened, the tragedy would eventually be forgotten within the pages of some official report, a document destined to yellow on a dusty shelf in the royal palace. No one would ever truly understand what had happened at Kazumori. No one would remember the village’s sacrifice. With the passage of time, the truth would sink into oblivion alongside countless other stories the world preferred to ignore.

Meanwhile, the war planned by Queen Keina, King Kazuma, and King Raku drew inexorably closer. The three kingdoms were preparing for conflict against Narashin, and Benkei clearly sensed that traditional magic was no longer enough. They needed new spells, new weapons, powers capable of changing the course of the war.

That was why he had secluded himself in the great library of the mages’ palace in Retsuji.

For hours, he had studied without rest, surrounded by ancient shelves, forgotten tomes, and parchment scrolls with edges worn by time. The scent of paper, ink, and aged leather permeated the library, mingling with the silence that enveloped the place.

Servants and young apprentices passed through the outer corridor with light footsteps, refraining even from speaking aloud whenever they passed the entrance. No one dared disturb him, not even the other mages. They feared him. They were afraid of his temper and of what he might do if anyone dared interrupt his research.

The table before him was covered with open books and unrolled parchments. The Magic Akari Orbs cast an amber glow over the pages scattered before his eyes. He studied every word with feverish attention, lingering over the runes inscribed in the oldest manuscripts and comparing texts written in languages long forgotten.

He hungered for knowledge.

His research was driven by more than academic curiosity. Within him grew an urgent need to find something that could truly make a difference.

A spell, a power, a weapon capable of protecting Retsu and allowing his kingdom to survive the coming war.

The library door suddenly flew open, shattering the silence.

Benkei immediately looked up from the tome he was reading, irritated by the interruption, but his expression eased as soon as he recognized his sovereign.

“Mage Benkei! Still shut away in here among your books!” King Raku exclaimed with a faint smile. “These days, whenever I need you, I come straight to the library.”

Benkei leaned heavily against the back of his chair and returned the King’s gaze, his exhaustion plain to see. “Your Majesty, it is my duty to be prepared.” His voice grew graver. “Magic is our first line of defense and attack. I must find new spells. These texts are very ancient, and they may contain something useful for protecting the kingdom.”

King Raku studied the First Mage’s weary face without speaking, then nodded.

“Your dedication reassures me.” He approached the table and looked down at the books scattered across it. “But today I need you, not your tomes. Come with me.”

Benkei closed the book he had been consulting and rose from his chair without asking any questions.

They left the library and proceeded along the broad corridor of the mages’ palace. The polished black stone walls reflected the soft glow of the Magic Akari Orbs set into them. They passed study chambers and arches carved with ancient runes of protection, then descended the central staircase.

The cold air struck them the moment they stepped outside.

They crossed the vast courtyard, where mages, soldiers, and citizens went about their daily activities. A biting wind whipped the flag of Retsu, making it billow above the city’s tallest tower.

When they reached the entrance to the royal palace, two guards stepped aside and immediately came to attention.

Benkei followed King Raku up a broad flight of polished stone steps to the second floor, where a carved double door led to the sovereign’s study.

King Raku pushed it open and motioned for him to enter.

The room was spacious and quiet. Embroidered tapestries adorned the walls, and a large map of the Empire of Myoo stretched across the wall behind the royal desk.

King Raku took his place behind the desk, while Benkei sat opposite him, his hands clasped and his expression attentive.

“During an excavation near Kurokawa,” the King began, “one of our researchers came across something rather unusual: a trapdoor buried beside an ancient settlement.”

Benkei’s shoulders stiffened slightly.

“It is sealed,” King Raku continued. “And carved into its surface is a symbol that no one has been able to identify.”

“What kind of symbol?” Benkei asked.

King Raku stroked his beard, trying to recall every detail. “A five-pointed star enclosed within a circle. An eye is carved at its center. A glyph unlike anything I have ever seen.”

Mage Benkei’s expression immediately darkened.

“I do not recognize it either.” He fell silent, deep in thought. “I could consult some ancient texts…”

King Raku raised a hand, interrupting him. “I would prefer you to see it with your own eyes.”

He rose from his chair and approached the window. Beyond the glass, gray clouds covered the sky above Retsuji.

He turned back toward the Mage. “You will leave for Kurokawa at first light tomorrow. Kensuke, the researcher who discovered the trapdoor, will be waiting for you.”

“Is the settlement far from the city?” Benkei asked.

“No. It is only a few leagues away. Kensuke will guide you to the site of the discovery.”

Benkei nodded.

The mystery had already awakened something within him.

He had a feeling that this mission would mark a new beginning. Or perhaps the end of something.
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As planned, Mage Benkei left the mages’ palace before dawn the following morning. The air was biting and damp, heavy with the scent of earth soaked by the rain that had fallen during the night. The streets of Retsuji still lay in shadow when he reached the palace stables, where his black komashi awaited him, already saddled.

The animal snorted softly as he approached. The Mage absently stroked its neck, then mounted and set off at a trot along the city’s main thoroughfare. He passed through the main gate of Retsuji as the sky gradually began to brighten. To the east, a thin golden line heralded the coming day.

The road to Kurokawa wound between fallow fields and groves of aranoki, their sparse canopies bent by the cold winter wind. The fallen leaves, still damp, flattened beneath the komashi’s hooves, leaving only muddy tracks behind. Flocks of Kurogari rose from the branches with metallic caws and scattered across the gray sky.

He traveled for days, crossing plains, small stone bridges, and villages where life seemed to move at a measured pace. Farmers stopped working in the fields to watch him pass in silence, their gazes filled with both respect and distrust. His dark cloak and the symbol embroidered on his chest were enough to reveal who he was.

He stopped only when the komashi needed to rest or when he required a few hours of sleep. Sometimes he found shelter in modest roadside inns; at other times, he preferred to camp beneath a rocky overhang or beside the densest groves of hayanoki.

Each morning, he set out before dawn, determined not to waste any time. The closer he came to Kurokawa, the stronger his need for answers became.

After several days of travel, he finally saw the first lights of the village appear on the horizon late one afternoon. The sky was turning copper, and the outline of Kurokawa emerged amid the smoke rising from its chimneys.

The main thoroughfare was still bustling despite the late hour. Merchants dismantling their stalls, artisans returning from work, and chilled travelers seeking refreshment filled the streets. The scent of burning wood hung in the air. He followed the central road without stopping and immediately recognized the building King Raku had described.

The Night Dragon Inn was a two-story building with dark beams and lanterns hanging beneath the eaves, swaying gently in the evening wind. Their amber light reflected in the puddles scattered across the cobblestones.

He dismounted before the entrance. A young attendant hurried toward him and bowed his head respectfully.

“I can tend to your komashi, sir.”

The Mage handed him the reins without a word. The boy led the animal toward the stables behind the inn while Benkei approached the entrance. He pushed open the door and was immediately met by a wave of heat, smoke, and noise. The inn was crowded. Men in traveling clothes drank boisterously at the tables while serving maids threaded their way among the patrons with trays laden with overflowing tankards and goblets of wine. The spiced aroma of ale mingled with the pungent smell of tobacco.

Kensuke sat at the counter with a dark ale before him, his gaze fixed on an attractive serving maid striding past. When he noticed the Mage’s arrival, he immediately straightened and greeted him with a respectful nod. “Mage Benkei, welcome. I have been expecting you,” he said cordially.

Mage Benkei settled onto the stool beside him, shrugging the cloak from his shoulders with a weary sigh. “Thank you, Kensuke. The journey was long but uneventful. The road from Retsuji is still passable despite the frost.”

“I am glad to hear it. We will leave early tomorrow morning, before dawn. I will take you to the trapdoor. It is a little over an hour from here by komashi.” He paused briefly. “The area is peaceful, but I would rather not waste any time.”

“All the better. For now, I want nothing more than some rest. I am not as young as I once was,” Benkei said with a faint smile as he massaged his aching shoulders.

Kensuke nodded and handed him a burnished iron key. “I had a room prepared for you. Number seven, on the second floor, at the end of the corridor on the right. I thought you might prefer to avoid unnecessary formalities.”

Mage Benkei accepted the key with a nod. “You thought ahead. Until tomorrow, then.”

He crossed the inn beneath the curious gazes of several patrons, then climbed the wooden stairs, which creaked softly beneath his weight.

The second floor was far quieter than the common room below. Oil lanterns hanging at regular intervals along the corridor cast a faint light over the dark wooden walls.

His footsteps echoed softly across the floor until he reached the door to room seven.

He inserted the key into the lock.

The mechanism clicked sharply.

He entered and closed the door behind him.

The room was simple but respectable. A low bed covered with heavy blankets stood against one wall. Beside the shuttered window was a small wooden desk. A basin of fresh water and a neatly folded towel had been left on a shelf. A lamp burned in one corner, casting flickering light across the walls.

He removed his cloak and began to undress, folding his clothes neatly on the chair beside the desk.

He sat on the edge of the bed and let the silence of the room envelop him.

His muscles ached from the long journey, but his mind continued to torment him without respite. The symbol carved into the trapdoor, King Raku’s words, and the weight of the coming war crowded one another in his thoughts.

He absently watched the lamp flame before lying beneath the covers. He closed his eyes and allowed sleep to claim him.
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At first light, Kensuke and Mage Benkei left Kurokawa on their komashi. The village was still silent. They passed the last houses and took a side path leading into the woods.

The air was cold and damp. Small droplets left by the previous night’s rain still clung to the branches of the aranoki. The wet ground gave slightly beneath the komashi’s hooves.

They proceeded at a trot, following the path as it wound through the woods between moss-covered rocks and dark tree trunks.

Benkei observed the landscape without speaking. The farther they traveled, the more he felt a strange unease growing within him. He could not explain why, but he sensed that something was waiting for him.

After about an hour of riding, Kensuke slowed to a stop.

He raised an arm and pointed toward the evergreen woods ahead. “We have arrived,” he said tensely.

They dismounted and tethered their komashi a short distance away beneath several hayanoki with exposed roots. Kensuke went first, guiding the Mage down a short trail concealed by the vegetation.

Ferns and brambles almost completely covered the path.

After a few steps, the vegetation gave way to a small clearing enclosed by trees.

At its center lay a large slab of blackened stone.

Benkei instinctively slowed his pace.

The stone’s surface had been carved with extraordinary precision. A five-pointed star enclosed within a circle covered most of the trapdoor, with an eye carved at the center of the symbol.

“There it is,” Kensuke said, pointing to the slab. “I found it by chance during the excavation. I was searching for the remains of an ancient settlement located a short distance from here.”

Mage Benkei did not answer at once. He approached the trapdoor and stopped before the symbol carved into the stone. He stood motionless, studying it, then lowered one hand and brushed the slab’s cold surface.

The moment his palm touched the symbol, he felt something pass through his body.

An icy shudder traveled up his arm.

The symbol seemed to vibrate beneath his hand. He held his breath. When King Raku had described the mark to him, he had been unable to recognize it. Now he had no doubt.

He did not know how, but he knew that symbol.

Or perhaps some part of him knew it.

“This is a symbol of Dark Magic,” he said without taking his eyes off the trapdoor. “It is an ancient mark.”

Kensuke swallowed nervously. “What does that mean?”

Benkei slowly withdrew his hand from the stone. “It means I must deal with this alone.” His voice grew graver. “Return to the village. You are no longer safe here.”

Kensuke hesitated, torn between curiosity and fear.

At last, he nodded. “Good luck, Mage Benkei.”

Without another word, he turned and disappeared among the trees.

Benkei waited until the sound of his footsteps had completely faded.

Only then did he turn his attention back to the trapdoor.

He raised his hands and began to recite an incantation.

His voice was low and deep. The words flowed one after another with unsettling ease. He soon realized that he could not remember where he had learned those formulas. They belonged to no text he had ever studied.

The words continued to surface in his mind. He felt as though someone, or something, were whispering them to him.

The symbol carved into the trapdoor began to glow red.

A dull rumble rose from underground.

The stone slab trembled slightly, then began to sink and slide aside, revealing a narrow stone staircase descending into darkness.

He stood watching the opening.

A feeling he could not define grew within him, a strange attraction toward whatever lay hidden below.

He created a Magic Akari Orb and began his descent without hesitation.

The steps were narrow and damp. Moss and ancient runes corroded by time covered the walls along the staircase. The air was still and heavy, permeated by a metallic odor that grew stronger the farther he descended.

After a long descent, he reached a landing.

A massive door of black wood stood before him.

Its surface was covered with unknown symbols carved into the wood with obsessive precision. The same eye had been engraved at the center of the door. He stopped before it.

He recited the same incantation and waited.

The door began to open with a long groan. The light from the Magic Akari Orb illuminated the interior, revealing a vast library.

The moment he crossed the threshold, a wave of ancient, brutal power struck him. The air itself felt different, heavier and saturated with Dark Magic. The vast chamber before him had been carved into the living rock. Every wall, every column, and every corridor followed a flawless symmetry reminiscent of a temple forgotten by time. Dozens of shelves extended into the darkness in long, orderly rows. Tomes bound in black leather filled every shelf. Some were secured with tarnished silver chains, while others bore symbols carved directly into their covers. Runes and glyphs glowed faintly across the surfaces of the books, pulsing at regular intervals.

The library exuded knowledge, ancient and dangerous.

He advanced between the shelves, studying titles written in languages he did not recognize. His heart beat faster in his chest. Unease was not the only thing he felt. Something else was growing within him as well, a fierce curiosity he could no longer control.

Then he heard a voice.

“Welcome, Mage Benkei.”

The words echoed through the chamber with unnatural calm.

He spun around.

A figure emerged from the shadows between the shelves. Its body was composed of black smoke in constant motion. Something about its presence was profoundly wrong. It towered over him. Two red eyes ignited in the darkness and fixed upon him.

Mage Benkei stiffened. “Who are you?” he asked as his astonishment gave way to mounting tension.

The creature tilted its head slightly. “I am Nekomata, guardian of this knowledge.” Its voice seemed to come from every corner of the library. “I have been waiting for you.”

Benkei looked again at the shelves surrounding him. “This is forbidden magic.”

“The most ancient kind.” The creature’s red eyes intensified. “The most powerful. And if you wish it, it can become yours.”

Those words seeped into the Mage’s mind.

Benkei remained silent, uncertain. “How long would it take to learn…”

Nekomata interrupted him before he could finish the question.

“Time does not pass here.” The creature slowly spread its arms toward the shelves. “You may study for months or years and return at the very moment you crossed this threshold.”

Benkei felt his breathing slow. He could spend years studying, gathering knowledge and power, and no one in the outside world would ever know.

For a brief moment, he thought of King Raku, the approaching war, and the kingdoms preparing for conflict. But the thought vanished almost immediately, smothered by something far stronger.

The possibility of obtaining power greater than that of any other mage on Myoo.

He approached a shelf and brushed his fingers across the cover of a book.

The moment he opened it, a wave of Dark Magic passed through his body. The runes inscribed on the pages glowed faintly before his eyes.

He held his breath.

He had never felt such power.

Nekomata watched in silence.

“Then remain.” Its voice dropped slightly. “Read. Study. And remember: knowledge is only the first step.”

The shadows receded, and Nekomata vanished.

Alone in the library, Benkei immersed himself in his reading.

The hours quickly ceased to have meaning.

Every page seemed to speak directly to him. The arcane symbols inscribed in the books flowed before his eyes with increasing ease. Languages that should have been incomprehensible to him gradually began to reveal their meaning.

He devoured every text with feverish hunger.

Book after book, his mind opened to forbidden knowledge: formulas capable of altering the flow of magic, rituals for separating the soul from the body, spells for bending memory and manipulating the will of others, and summoning rites forbidden even by the oldest texts in the royal libraries.

Knowledge was no longer enough. He wanted more, always more.

He spent entire days sitting before the shelves, barely aware of the passage of time. He felt no need to eat or drink.

At times, he spoke to himself while studying the formulas. At others, he repeated the incantations in a low voice, letting out incredulous laughter at the power contained within those books.

Something within him was changing. His loyalty to King Raku and the sense of duty that had guided his life for years gradually began to lose their importance. The more he studied, the more limited the other mages appeared to him: weak, ignorant, useless. They had spent their entire lives believing they understood magic without knowing anything of its true potential.

Even the rulers of Myoo suddenly seemed small and fragile to him, convinced they governed the world when powers capable of annihilating entire kingdoms existed.

He continued to read without pause. He no longer sought knowledge alone. He sought dominion.

When he reached the final shelf in the library, he noticed a scroll wedged between two volumes blackened by time. It was bound with a crimson ribbon and emitted a faint reddish glow.

He stood motionless, staring at it.

He reached out and carefully took hold of it.

A strange tension passed through his body as he approached the desk. He sat down, unrolled the parchment with extreme care, and drew a deep breath before reading.

His eyes settled on the formulas inscribed upon the scroll.

A spell for absorbing the power of other mages.

His heart began to pound violently in his chest. He reread the words several times, unable to look away.

“Absorb… their powers…” The words left his lips in little more than a whisper.

He could take the magic of others and make it his own, increasing his power beyond every known limit.

He remained motionless, staring at the parchment. He slowly closed his eyes and understood.

The other mages were no longer allies. They were resources.

When he opened his eyes again, something within him had changed forever. His eyes were no longer those of the man who had crossed that threshold.

Filled with new and dangerous knowledge, he remained motionless before the desk. His gaze kept returning to the open parchment before him.

Those formulas had altered something deep within him. It was not merely the power contained in the spell. It was the realization of what he could become. For the first time in his life, he glimpsed a path that could carry him beyond every limit imposed upon the mages of Myoo.

He raised one hand and touched the scroll with almost reverential care.

Or perhaps with fear.

The words still seemed alive; he could feel them within him. Without hesitation, he rolled up the manuscript and returned it to the shelf from which he had taken it. He did not need to carry it away. Every formula, every symbol, and every step of the spell was now engraved in his mind with absolute clarity. He had read everything: every book, every parchment, every formula preserved within that forbidden library.

He could not say how much time had passed while he was below. Days, months, perhaps years. In that place, time had ceased to have meaning, but now he sensed that the moment to leave had arrived.

He turned toward the library’s exit. Before he could take a single step, however, a violent wave of dizziness struck him.

His breath caught in his chest.

The library’s light began to distort before his eyes. The shelves seemed to bend and stretch while the stone walls warped around him. The floor lurched violently beneath his feet. He was forced to close his eyes to keep his balance. The sensation lasted only a few moments. When the disorientation began to fade, he slowly opened his eyes.

The library was gone.

Mage Benkei found himself back in the clearing. The scent of damp grass filled his lungs.

Beside him, Kensuke was pointing enthusiastically at the trapdoor.

“There it is!” he exclaimed. His voice was identical to the one Benkei remembered hearing what seemed like a very long time ago. “I found it by chance during the excavation. I was searching for the remains of an ancient settlement located a short distance from here.”

Benkei remained motionless. He felt strangely detached, as though he were witnessing a scene he had already experienced in the distant past.

His gaze slowly descended toward the trapdoor.

The words escaped his lips almost beyond his control. “This is a symbol of Dark Magic.”

The moment he finished speaking, the stone slab trembled slightly.

A dull rumble passed through the ground.

Benkei and Kensuke instinctively stepped back. The trapdoor began to sink. The stone dissolved into the earth, and the carvings vanished. The eye engraved at the center of the symbol was the last to disappear. Nothing remained.

Before them stretched only an unbroken carpet of damp grass.

No fissure, no symbol, and no trace of the trapdoor remained, as though it had never existed.

Kensuke turned toward the Mage, his face stricken. “What… what happened?” he stammered. “It disappeared!”

Mage Benkei remained silent. Within him, he could still feel the weight of the library. The formulas he had learned, the words of that strange being, and the power contained within those books continued to stir in his mind.

He slowly lowered his gaze.

When he spoke again, his voice was calm. “I do not know what magic was triggered.” His eyes remained fixed on the place where the trapdoor had been. “But it appears to have fulfilled its purpose.” He paused briefly. “And my task here is complete.”

He took a step back, observing the clearing in silence.

Everything appeared unchanged. He was not. He had become something different.

He turned toward Kensuke. “I am returning to Retsuji.”

Without another word, he walked away among the trees, his black cloak brushing his heels as the memory of the forbidden library continued to burn within his mind.
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The road back to Retsuji wound silently beneath his komashi’s hooves. Thin clouds veiled the sky, and the wind gently stirred the bare branches of the aranoki lining the path. Mage Benkei rode without speaking, his gaze fixed ahead.

Within him, however, something continued to stir.

The memory of the library was beginning to fade, enveloped in an ever-thickening mist. The details grew more uncertain with every passing hour. Nekomata’s face blurred in his mind. The shelves filled with forbidden books seemed to belong to a distant dream. Even the time he had spent below felt unreal, impossible to measure.

The formulas he had learned continued to surface in his thoughts with unsettling ease. He needed only to close his eyes to recall symbols, runes, and spells that no mage on Myoo should have known.

Every beat of the komashi’s hooves seemed to mark a change within him. With each one, his desire grew. It was no longer a simple hunger for knowledge. It had become ambition, a craving for power and supremacy.

He had glimpsed what he could become. Not merely a First Mage in the service of a sovereign. Not a man forced to bend his talent to the limits imposed by the kingdoms of Myoo.

Something greater. The most powerful of all mages. The only one capable of mastering magic itself.

The more those thoughts took shape, the more distant, fragile, and almost insignificant his loyalty to King Raku appeared. For years, he had served the Kingdom of Retsu with absolute discipline, convinced that his duty was to protect his people and preserve the balance among the kingdoms.

Now that balance seemed like a weakness.

The rulers of Myoo waged wars to conquer territories while powers capable of bending the entire world existed, and he had touched them.

After a long journey, the towers of Retsuji gradually emerged from the evening mist. He tightened the reins and urged the komashi forward with a firm kick to its flanks. The animal quickened its pace and passed through the city gates as the guards hurried to clear the way.

He quickly reached the stables of the royal palace. He handed the komashi over to the stable keepers without so much as looking at them, then strode toward the palace.

His dust-covered cloak swayed behind him as he passed through corridors illuminated by Magic Akari Orbs.

He reached the royal study and entered without hesitation.

King Raku was already there, standing beside the desk. At Benkei’s entrance, the sovereign turned toward him.

“Mage Benkei. You have returned.”

Benkei gave a brief bow. “Yes, Your Majesty. I have returned from Kurokawa, and what I have to report is… unusual.” His voice remained controlled. “When we reached the place Kensuke had indicated, the trapdoor disappeared before our eyes. It vanished without leaving a trace.”

King Raku furrowed his brow. “Disappeared?” he repeated in surprise. “Truly incredible. And what do you make of it?”

Mage Benkei kept his gaze fixed on the sovereign. “I cannot offer a precise explanation. But one thing is clear: an immensely powerful form of magic was involved. Something ancient and forbidden.”

King Raku nodded, his expression somber.

Benkei turned toward the window of the study.

The setting sun cast a golden light over the rooftops of Retsuji, but he could no longer feel its warmth. Within him, the presence of the forbidden library lingered.

The memory of that place had faded, yet something continued to burn beneath the surface of his thoughts. A dark spark was gradually growing.

He no longer remembered Nekomata. He no longer remembered the words spoken in the library.

Yet every spell he had learned remained: every forbidden formula, every fragment of dark knowledge lay waiting.

He lowered his gaze. A new feeling stirred within him. It was not fear, but desire—the certainty that one day he would surpass them all.

That knowledge would exact its price. And when that day came, Mage Benkei would disappear forever. In his place would rise Lord Benkei. The Dark One. The new ruler of Myoo.

“For now, there is nothing more to say,” Mage Benkei finally concluded.
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A greenish mist drifted between blackened rocks and chasms shrouded in darkness. Two figures emerged silently from the haze, cloaked in ancient power.

Nekomata moved among the fragments of stone scattered across the ground. His red eyes gleamed through the mist.

“It is done,” he whispered with satisfaction. “He has absorbed the forbidden knowledge.”

Beside him, Namahage nodded slowly. “The first bond has been forged.”

A deep, ancient roar rose from the depths of the mist. A colossal figure emerged from the darkness as the ground seemed to tremble beneath its weight.

Kurehaga raised his gaze toward the sky hidden by the haze.

“Soon, Myoo will know its true shadow.”







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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