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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


The pact among the kingdoms of Rin, Jin, and Retsu has been forged. War against Narashin is now inevitable. As the armies prepare for battle, the mages who wield Dark Magic desperately seek a power capable of changing the course of the conflict before it even begins.

Drawn by a magical anomaly, they travel to Kazumori. But something goes wrong, and instead of obtaining the power they sought, they summon an ancient, malevolent creature. The entire village is sealed behind a Magical Barrier to prevent the evil from spreading.

Within that barrier, night after night, something monstrous continues to feed.

Thus begins a slow, inexorable descent into horror, destined to leave an indelible scar on Myoo’s history.




The Kurai
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Myoo, Ninth Era

[image: A] private meeting attended only by the rulers was underway in the royal palace of Jinzan, capital of the Kingdom of Jin.

Queen Keina Zankuro had summoned King Raku Senzaki of Retsu and King Kazuma Takashiro of Rin to discuss a precise plan: to overthrow Emperor Eien and divide the Empire of Myoo among themselves.

The chamber was steeped in oppressive gloom. Its bare, cold walls were built of rough-hewn stone. The door, also made of stone, could be opened and closed only by the sole spell permitted within the chamber.

There were no windows. The only light came from torches that cast restless shadows across the walls.

Magic Akari Orbs could not be used there: the chamber was permeated by the Nullifying Magic of the Shōmashi Mages. For the same reason, even seer magic could not penetrate those walls. Further isolating the chamber were Shōmashi seals carved into the stone and designed to repel any attempt to observe or listen from outside. No one beyond those walls could hear or sense what was taking place within.

Mage Benkei Kuronagi sat beside King Raku as the three rulers conferred. He was the First Mage of Retsu and attended the meeting alongside his counterparts, each seated beside their own ruler.

Two Shōmashi Mages stood behind Queen Keina. They wore tight, gleaming black leather uniforms that left little to the imagination.

One of them caught Mage Benkei’s eye: intense green eyes and hair cut into a flawless bob. The torchlight grazed her face and body. Her figure seemed sculpted from shadow.

The Mage looked away. He was too old for such distractions.

He returned his attention to the discussion.

The Queen was explaining her theory: if their operations took place at different times and in separate locations, the seers would fail to perceive the broader design. It was a carefully devised strategy, but he considered it naive.

When the meeting ended, the three rulers rose and shook hands. The pact was sealed. Mage Benkei knew, however, that King Raku was playing a game of his own.

Mage Hideaki, First Mage of Jin, rose and spoke the incantation. The stone door opened with a dull groan.

They entered a narrow, curving corridor illuminated by Magic Akari Orbs set into niches along the walls. The air was damp, and the dark flagstones beneath their feet seemed to swallow every sound. They walked without speaking, each absorbed in thought.

The contingents of King Raku and King Kazuma had entered Jinzan without insignia, passing through the city’s side entrances to avoid unwanted attention. They followed the same route upon leaving and emerged directly beyond the city walls. The soldiers waited there with the komashi, already saddled. Outside, the day was cold, and the sky was covered by low, motionless clouds.

King Raku looked up, hoping it would not rain.

Without looking back, the two rulers and their escorts disappeared among the trees. No one saw them leave.
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Mage Benkei and King Raku rode their komashi side by side along a path winding through the woods. Behind them, a select detachment of soldiers followed in orderly ranks, their swords strapped across their backs and their eyes alert.

King Raku glanced at his First Mage. He had known him for years and knew how to read his silences. “You seem troubled,” he said, turning his attention back to the path. “What is bothering you?”

Mage Benkei hesitated briefly, then spoke in a low voice without taking his eyes off the path. “I am not convinced your secret will remain hidden for long. Emperor Eien’s seers are powerful.”

King Raku’s lips twisted in faint amusement. “I understand your caution. But time and discretion are on our side. By the time they realize what we are doing, it will already be too late.”

They focused on the path ahead once more, each absorbed in thought.

They rode toward Retsuji, capital of the Kingdom of Retsu, maintaining a brisk pace. They stopped only briefly to rest the komashi and take a sip of water.

No one spoke more than necessary.

As the sun began to set, they found shelter in a clearing surrounded by gnarled aranoki and dense shrubs. The soldiers tended to the komashi, lit a fire, and distributed the rations.

Mage Benkei sat on the ground with his hands clasped and his eyes fixed on the flames. King Raku approached and crouched beside him. “Are you still thinking about the war?” he asked, studying the shadows cast by the fire.

“I haven’t stopped,” the Mage admitted gravely. “As I have already told you, it is the seers who trouble me. Mage Masaki is known for scrutinizing the threads of time with great precision. Even with all our precautions… we may already be under observation at this very moment.”

King Raku nodded slowly. “Perhaps you are right. But spreading our moves over these five years will give us room to maneuver… or at least, I hope it will.” He looked Benkei in the eyes. “You must prepare as well. The mages will be crucial when the time comes.”

Mage Benkei sighed. “We need something they cannot counter.” He scratched his long white beard thoughtfully. “A form of Dark Magic, ancient and dangerous.”

King Raku studied him. “Do you have anything specific in mind?”

“No,” he replied after a brief pause. “But Mage Denebe knows the deepest reaches of the dark arts. If a spell suited to our purpose exists, he will know of it.”

King Raku nodded. “Speak with him as soon as we reach Retsuji.”

The following day, before sunrise, the group resumed its journey, surrounded by the quiet of dawn.
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As soon as he arrived in Retsuji, Mage Benkei wasted no time. He dismounted from his komashi and, without even changing out of his dust-covered traveling robes, made his way toward the royal palace in long strides. Magic Akari Orbs cast a pale glow along the empty corridors. Several soldiers bowed as he passed, but he did not stop.

When he reached the court secretary, he found him arranging several parchment scrolls. “Secretary Takao,” he said firmly, “I need Mage Denebe Shinkuro. I will wait for him in my study.”

Takao spun around, startled by the First Mage’s gruff voice. “At once, First Mage Benkei.” He rose, bowed slightly, and hurried away to find Mage Denebe.

Mage Benkei strode through the corridors of the royal palace. He reached his study and closed the door behind him, already absorbed in thoughts of what he would have to reveal. It was a delicate matter, fraught with risk, and there were few people he trusted.

Mage Denebe might be the only one capable of finding what he truly needed.

Shortly afterward, a discreet knock sounded at the door.

“Come in,” Mage Benkei said without rising from his desk.

Mage Denebe crossed the threshold and carefully closed the door behind him.

The Magic Akari Orbs cast soft shadows across his age-lined features.

“Have a seat,” Mage Benkei said, indicating an armchair opposite him.

Mage Denebe sat down. “Takao told me you needed to see me urgently.”

“Yes. But what I am about to tell you must remain between us.”

Mage Denebe did not reply. He merely nodded.

Mage Benkei leaned forward, clasping his hands on the desk. Speaking almost in a whisper, he began his account. He told Denebe every detail of the secret meeting held in Jin: the pact forged among the three rulers, their objective of overthrowing Emperor Eien, and their plan to divide the Empire of Myoo. He explained how crucial it was to the plan’s success that they find a form of Dark Magic capable of eluding the imperial seers.

“That is why I summoned you,” he concluded. “Do you have any ideas?”

Mage Denebe said nothing, his eyes fixed on the floor. He ran a hand through his gray hair, trying to gather his thoughts. “In truth, yes,” he said at last. “Recently, I have sensed a distortion in the flow of magic. Something abnormal. A singularity.”

Mage Benkei stared at him. “What kind of singularity?”

“It seems… the separation between two planes is weakening. The boundary between our world and a dark dimension may be growing thinner. A fissure, perhaps. If we could cross it, or even harness its energy… we might gain access to a form of magic that no mage could counter.”

Mage Benkei straightened in his chair. “Where exactly is this… strange fissure?”

“According to my calculations, near Kazumori. A farming village on the border between Jin and Narashin.”

A pause followed. Then Mage Benkei spoke firmly. “Go. Investigate it in person. If there is something to be found, you are the right man for the task.”

Mage Denebe nodded. “I will leave at first light tomorrow.”
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The following day, as soon as the sun rose, Mage Denebe left Retsuji on his komashi. The sky was still overcast, and the countryside slept beneath a blanket of silence. He traveled without an escort, as was his custom, with his cloak fastened at the neck and his hood raised against the wind.

He passed through remote villages and windswept forests. Each night, he camped beneath the aranoki and slept little, constantly attuned to the flow of magic, which seemed to pulse more strongly as he drew closer to the village.

It took several weeks of travel to reach Kazumori, which, just as he had predicted, proved to be the place where magic grew most unstable.

The village was a modest farming community surrounded by cultivated fields and paths worn by the slow passage of farmers. The light of sunset painted the rooftops red.

Riding his komashi at a trot down the main street, he immediately spotted an inn: a low building with dark wooden beams and lanterns glowing beneath the eaves.

As soon as he dismounted, a burly man wearing an apron stained with flour came out to welcome him.

“Good evening, traveler. Welcome to Kazumori. I hope your journey was pleasant. Can I offer you a comfortable room for the night?”

Mage Denebe nodded with a courteous smile. “Yes, thank you. I would also appreciate it if you could see to my komashi.”

The innkeeper turned and beckoned to a young attendant, who took the animal’s reins and led it toward the stable behind the inn.

“Come, I will show you to your room,” he said, opening the door.

The interior was warm and welcoming. A large fireplace dominated the common room, its flames filling the space with golden light and the pleasant scent of burning wood. Several patrons sat at the tables, eating or sipping hot tea.

Mage Denebe followed the innkeeper upstairs and along a corridor with creaking floorboards.

The room assigned to him was simple but clean: a bed with thick blankets, a basin of water on a small table, and a window overlooking the village’s main street.

“If you need anything, do not hesitate to ask,” the innkeeper said before taking his leave.

Mage Denebe thanked him with a nod and closed the door. He removed his cloak, washed his face, and sat on the bed, watching the lantern flame flicker on the table.

The weariness of the long journey still clung to him, but hunger persuaded him not to retire just yet. He rose slowly from the bed and left the room. As he descended the stairs, the warmer air of the lower floor enveloped him.

The common room was almost empty.

Only a few farmers sat silently over steaming bowls.

The innkeeper noticed him and approached. “Would you like something warm?”

Mage Denebe nodded. “Yes, thank you,” he replied with a smile.

Shortly afterward, a pretty waitress brought him a steaming bowl of soup, dark bread, and a glass of spiced wine. Mage Denebe thanked her and ate slowly.

After sunset, the inn was quiet. The few patrons still present spoke in low voices, casting furtive glances at the newcomer.

When he had finished, he gave a nod of thanks and returned to his room.

He had come there to investigate the magical singularity he had sensed some time earlier. Something beneath Kazumori had changed. But he would have to wait until nightfall before taking action. He did not want the villagers to see him casting spells.

Weariness had settled deep into his bones. The journey had been long, and he decided to sleep for a few hours.
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When he awoke, the village lay in an unnatural stillness. Night had fallen long before.

He dressed quickly without lighting the lantern. He made his way along the corridor and crept down the stairs, slipping quietly out of the inn.

The air was cool and still. The streets of Kazumori were deserted, lit only by the faint glow of a few lanterns left burning beneath the covered walkways. Only his breathing disturbed the hush.

He walked to the center of the village, following the pull of the singularity. When he reached a small circular square, the only cobbled space in the village, he stopped. At its center stood a timeworn stone fountain that had almost run dry.

The magic converged there. He could feel it pulsing beneath his feet, faint but unmistakable, a hidden vein running through the ground. He closed his eyes, slowly raised his hands, and murmured an ancient incantation.

A faint reddish light emerged from the ground, radiating outward between the cobblestones. The rift was unstable, but real. A crack in the fabric of the world. Mage Denebe stiffened. The singularity was more powerful than he had anticipated. He could not face it alone.

He returned to the inn and shut himself inside his room. It was still too early to summon help. He lay down on the bed, and within minutes, sleep overtook him.
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The first rays of dawn filtered through the window. Mage Denebe awoke, washed his face with cold water, and went downstairs.

A fire was already burning in the common room. The inviting aromas of warm bread and spiced tea filled the air. The innkeeper greeted him with a respectful nod and gestured toward a table near the window.

Breakfast was simple but substantial: a bowl of steaming white rice, a small plate of spiced meat, fried garuna eggs, and a cup of fragrant green tea. A sweet flatbread and warm bread completed the tray.

Mage Denebe ate at an unhurried pace, savoring every bite.

When he had finished, he returned to his room. He sat at the desk and opened his backpack. He took out the Magic Denwa Orb and cupped it in both hands. The orb lit up with a blue glow.

He murmured a name: “Mage Ryūsei Takemura.”

Shortly afterward, Mage Ryūsei’s pale face appeared. “Mage Denebe, what a surprise. It has been a long time since we last spoke.”

Mage Denebe gave a faint smile. “Sorry to bother you, but I need your help. I may have found something that could help us carry out our rulers’ plan.”

Mage Ryūsei frowned. “What is it?”

Mage Denebe hesitated before answering. “I am in Kazumori, a small farming village on the border between Narashin and Jin. I have sensed a singularity… an unstable rift leading to another plane. It is real—and very powerful. I cannot face it alone. I need your help.”

“I will leave immediately,” Mage Ryūsei replied firmly. “Will it be just the two of us?”

“No. I will call Mage Kazuhiko as well. A circle of three mages should be enough for the spell I need to cast.”

After ending the communication, Mage Denebe activated the orb again and spoke a second name. “Mage Kazuhiko Furukawa
.”
All that remained was to wait.
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Several weeks later, Mage Ryūsei arrived in Kazumori accompanied by a group of experienced mages chosen for their mastery of the dark arts.

Having been informed of his arrival through the Magic Denwa Orb, Mage Denebe waited for him at the entrance to the village, his arms crossed and his face marked by the strain of the days he had spent studying the magical singularity.

When he saw them approaching, he narrowed his eyes. Riding beside Ryūsei on his own komashi was Mage Kazuhiko, likewise accompanied by several mages.

“You arrived together.”

“It was not planned,” Mage Kazuhiko replied as he dismounted from his komashi, “but our paths crossed along the way.”

Mage Ryūsei nodded. “We brought some reinforcements.”

Mage Denebe led them to the inn. The newcomers led their komashi by the reins as they walked through the village’s dusty lanes. The animals’ hooves sank into the dry ground with muffled thuds. Several farmers peered discreetly from their doorways, curiously watching the strangers who had arrived in their village.

When they reached the inn, the young attendant took charge of the komashi and led them toward the stables without saying a word.

The mages exchanged brief nods and gathered to wait, watching the entrance.

Mage Denebe entered alone and drew the innkeeper’s attention, prompting him to follow outside.

Surprised by the arrival of so many guests at once, the innkeeper greeted them with an awkward nod. “Welcome… it is an honor to have you in my humble inn,” he said, wiping his hands on his apron. “I will do everything I can to make your stay comfortable.”

The innkeeper led the group inside and patiently assigned the rooms. Some shared rooms, while others preferred to stay alone. The rooms were sparsely furnished but clean and equipped with everything they needed: basins of fresh water, oil lanterns, sturdy curtains over the windows, and beds covered with thick woolen blankets.

The kitchen was already bustling.

As the sun began to sink toward the horizon, the group gathered in the common room for dinner. The innkeeper had prepared as much as his modest resources allowed: bowls of steaming rice, seasonal vegetables sautéed with local herbs, smoked meat grilled over the coals, thick fragrant bread, and pitchers of amber-colored tea.

Mage Ryūsei ate while discreetly observing his companions. Mage Kazuhiko, meanwhile, spoke quietly with one of his assistants. Mage Denebe sat at the head of the table, absorbed in thought and barely touching his food.

After dinner, once the inn had settled into the hush of evening and the other guests had retired to their rooms, Mage Denebe summoned the mages to one of the larger rooms upstairs. They sat on cushions arranged in a circle. The old, timeworn floor creaked softly beneath their weight.

Mage Denebe placed a lit lantern at the center of the circle and lowered his voice.

He calmly explained what he had discovered, describing the rift and the unstable currents of magic he had sensed. He outlined the spells they would have to cast, the runic symbols they would need to trace, and the precautions they must take.

“We will act tonight. The rift is unstable, but real. Be prepared for anything,” he concluded.

In the faint light, they nodded their agreement. The mages then rose without saying a word and returned to their rooms. All that remained was to wait until the village had gone completely dark.

Only when Kazumori lay immersed in the quiet of night and the last lights had vanished behind the shutters did the mages emerge.

Mage Denebe motioned to them. “Follow me,” he murmured.

They left the inn cautiously, their dark robes rustling in the night.

They moved soundlessly through the deserted streets until they reached the circular square where Mage Denebe had sensed the rift. The magic was stronger there. It vibrated beneath their feet, an ancient heart buried within the earth.

“The fissure is here,” Mage Denebe said, indicating a precise spot.

Mage Ryūsei bent down and placed his palm against the ground. Mage Kazuhiko did the same. They exchanged a tense glance.

“It is a fissure. A passage into a dark dimension. It seems to be breathing…” Mage Kazuhiko whispered.

“That is exactly what I sensed,” Mage Denebe replied. “Now we can attempt to probe it. But we must do so together and with extreme caution.”

The mages formed a circle around the singularity, their cloaks rustling in the tense stillness. The wind had ceased. The air was motionless.

With slow, precise movements, they traced ancient runes in the air, carving them into the void with fingers wreathed in energy.

Their voices joined in a chorus of whispers as they recited forbidden incantations that had not been spoken aloud for centuries.

The magic responded. The ground beneath their feet began to tremble. Something below was trying to rise.

A crack opened at the center of the circle. Deep and unnatural.

A reddish glow rose from the fissure, pulsing like living flesh, like a rotten heart beating in the belly of the earth. An acrid stench of iron, smoke, and decay spread across the square.

The fissure exploded. There was no sound. Only a tear in the world.

A shadow crawled out of the abyss. It had neither a distinct shape nor a face. It was a mass of liquid darkness, black as pitch. It did not move. It floated in the air, suspended beyond the world’s grasp.

The air warped around the creature. The lantern flames trembled, and some went out.

The mages reacted at once, attempting to contain the horror. They wove sealing spells, raised barriers, and traced defensive circles.

But it was too late.

The shadow stirred.

It darted from the fissure, passing through the circle of mages with unnatural speed.

Their defenses shattered with a hiss. The creature vanished into the deserted streets. The fissure slowly closed. The cobblestones of the square returned to their places one by one, erasing every trace of the ritual.

Nothing remained. Only the mute echo of something that should never have been born.

“What was that thing?” Mage Ryūsei asked, his voice breaking.

Mage Denebe shook his head, his face pale. “I do not know. But it is here, and we must stop it.”

As they spoke, the creature returned. It lunged at them. Some of the mages had no time to react and were swallowed by a dense, implacable nothingness.

Only Mage Denebe, Mage Ryūsei, and Mage Kazuhiko managed to drive it back, barely raising a magical shield in time to protect themselves and a few others.

“Who are you?” Mage Denebe dared to ask.

A voice spoke within his mind, a symphony of overlapping whispers and echoes. ‘My name is Vhoraz. I am a kurai. Thank you for summoning me into a world filled with creatures I can torture for all eternity.’

Driven by fear, Mage Ryūsei moved his hands, tracing a seal in the air. A flash of blue light burst from his palms and struck the creature.

Vhoraz flinched slightly and shuddered… then emitted a deep sound resembling a muffled laugh. ‘Your magic cannot harm me,’ it hissed within their minds. Mage Kazuhiko tried to cast a fire spell, but the creature rose effortlessly and extinguished the fire with a mere tremor.

The kurai turned toward them.

It watched them, then vanished among the houses.

Mage Denebe stood motionless, his eyes wide with fear. “What have we done…” he murmured. Then he spoke again, his voice low and tense. “We must act at once.”

“We cannot allow it to escape beyond Kazumori,” Mage Ryūsei replied.

The three mages and the few remaining survivors began erecting barriers, drawing on every fragment of dark knowledge they possessed to trace the seals. Their spells sealed the village.

Once they were certain that the creature could not cross the magical boundaries and moved only at night, they decided to leave at dawn, abandoning Kazumori and its inhabitants without warning of what awaited them.
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Nobuto returned home with stooped shoulders and dragging steps, the acrid smell of damp earth and dried sweat clinging to him after a long day in the fields.

The sun, deceptively warm during the day, had gone down, leaving the sky shrouded in a milky gray.

As soon as he crossed the threshold, he stopped.

Sumiko, his wife, stood beside the hearth. Her blonde hair was tied in a simple ponytail, leaving her delicate neck exposed. The firelight brightened her clear blue eyes and cast soft shadows across her slender figure beneath a simple house dress. Even after years of marriage, her presence could still take his breath away.

Sumiko turned toward him, crossed her arms, and greeted him with a stern look. “Go wash up at once,” she said, wrinkling her nose. “I heated the water for you. And scrub yourself well—you look as though you just crawled out of a pigsty.”

Nobuto gave a weary smile. It was her way of caring for him. “You are right, Sumiko. The ground was really hard today.”

Outside, darkness slowly spread, enveloping everything. As he bent over the steaming barrel, hot water ran down his back, bringing relief that was almost painful. He paused with his hands resting on his knees and breathed deeply.

Dinner was simple: steaming soup, bread baked that morning, and vegetables from the garden. The wooden table creaked with every movement as the mist rose outside, concealing the world.

“I’m going to the village inn for a beer,” he said at last, putting on his cloak.

Sumiko rose and watched him walk to the door. “Do not stay out too late.”

As soon as he stepped outside, Nobuto shivered. The air had suddenly turned icy. A low, pale mist crept between the houses. It seemed to breathe.

The village was motionless, far too quiet. The only sounds were his muffled footsteps and the echo of his breathing.

Without warning, something black emerged from behind a house. It had no distinct form and resembled a wave of ink in motion. It lunged at him without a sound. The air closed around his body, and the world vanished.

When he opened his eyes again, he found himself surrounded by nothingness. A total void, without direction or time. The darkness was not merely an absence of light: it was alive, dense, enveloping.

It seeped beneath his skin.

Other figures floated around him.

Men, women, perhaps youths. All motionless. All staring wide-eyed in terror. Some appeared to be screaming, but no sound emerged from their mouths.

A sudden pain tore through him, cutting through his chest from within. His body contorted, but he could not even scream.

Then came a voice. Cold. Intimate. Inhuman. ‘You will suffer within me… forever.’

Cruel laughter echoed through the air, rebounding from walls that did not exist.

“Where am I?” Nobuto shouted, or at least tried to. His words were lost in the void.

A figure floating near him, an elderly man with lifeless eyes and a mouth twisted in pain, answered in a broken whisper. “We have been absorbed by a kurai. There is no way back.”
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Sumiko sat with her hands resting in her lap and her eyes fixed on the closed door. The fire in the hearth had gone out long before.

“He must have passed out somewhere, dead drunk,” she muttered to herself.

At last, tired of waiting, she slipped beneath the covers. Nobuto’s side of the bed was cold.

When the first light of dawn filtered through the curtains, Sumiko sprang to her feet. The bed was still empty.

She dressed quickly, wrapped her shawl tightly around herself, and went outside. The air was cold and biting. A thin layer of frost covered the entire village. The branches of the trees stretched toward a motionless sky. The mist was still there, thicker than before.

At the inn, she found a group of women gathered around the counter. Their faces were pale, with dark circles beneath their eyes and fear barely held in check. One of them turned toward her. “Has your husband disappeared too?”

Sumiko froze. “Yes… why? Have your husbands disappeared as well?”

Behind the counter, the innkeeper ran a hand over his weary face. “It seems none of the men who went out last night returned home.”

One of the women spoke in a strained voice. “The cold came all at once. And this mist… it will not lift.”

“The animals are restless. The komashi refuse to leave their stables,” another added.

A third woman, the oldest among them, lowered her voice to a whisper. “Could those strangers be responsible?”

The innkeeper looked at them. “They seemed like good people. But they left in a hurry. They did not even say goodbye.”

Sumiko raised a hand to her lips. “Perhaps they are in the fields. Perhaps this is all a misunderstanding… They cannot have vanished into thin air.”

The innkeeper sighed. “Let us wait until evening. With any luck, we may learn something more.”
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Night had fallen with an unnatural weight. No stars, no moon. Only impenetrable darkness that seemed to press against the walls of the houses.

Sumiko had been staring at the door for hours, unable to sleep. The thought that Nobuto had vanished without a trace made her chest tighten. At last, she rose.

She put on a heavy coat, wrapped her shawl around her shoulders, and opened the door. A blast of icy air struck her face. But it was not the cold that stopped her. It was the mist. So dense that it resembled a wall of white smoke, alive and pulsating. With every breath, the smell of mold and wet earth caught in her throat.

She took one step, then another. As she swept her hands in front of her, she watched the mist slowly part. She could make out neither the houses nor the road. The world had disappeared.

She rushed back inside and lit a lantern, gripping it tightly in her trembling hands. Golden light danced across the glass, flickering and weak. She went outside again, her breathing shallow, and descended the four steps leading down from the entrance.

She took only a few steps before stopping. The mist, motionless until then, stirred.

A dull sound rose through the air, like a distant heartbeat. Sumiko held her breath. Something was moving within the mist, a dark, shapeless shadow. The night itself seemed to have come alive.

Her legs grew weak, and her heart pounded in her ears.

The creature glided closer without footsteps or sound, floating through the air. The mist parted before it.

Sumiko raised the lantern. The circle of light wavered and fell upon the creature.

Without warning, a piercing hiss cut through the silence: an animal wail and a human scream fused into one. The shadow recoiled in a flash, sucked back into nothingness.

Sumiko stood frozen. Then she turned and ran inside, gasping for breath. She threw the door shut and leaned against it, trembling.

She did not know what she had seen. But it was not an animal. Nor was it a man.

It was something else, something that did not belong to this world. Something that had killed her husband. Hot tears of grief and fear streamed down her cheeks.
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The following day, when the sun rose over a ghostly village, Sumiko went outside. Frost covered everything, freezing the puddles and turning the trees into skeletons of ice. The mist had not disappeared; it merely hung lower and had grown thinner, but it was still present.

She went from house to house, knocking on every door. She spoke with the women one by one and asked them to gather in the central square. Several men followed her. The village headman, a short man with glowering eyes and calloused hands, joined them shortly afterward, irritated by the hubbub that had interrupted his breakfast.

Sumiko stood at the center of the square, her expression hard and her voice firm. “Last night, I saw something. An unnatural mist enveloped the village, and a black shadow emerged from it. When I raised my lantern, it recoiled, emitting a hiss… piercing and agonized. It was neither an animal nor a man.”

“What are you talking about?” the village headman snapped, furrowing his brow. “A shadow? A cursed mist?”

“We are not talking about just one or two people,” Sumiko replied, her voice tense. “More than ten men have already gone missing, and no one can explain how.”

The village headman made a dismissive gesture. “Nonsense. Perhaps they ran away. Perhaps they took refuge somewhere. Or they are hiding with women who are more… welcoming.”

An indignant murmur swept through the crowd. The women exchanged tense glances.

The village headman raised his hands. “Enough. Return to your homes. There is nothing to fear.”

He walked away, drawing his cloak tightly around himself.

Several men stayed behind. They approached Sumiko.

One of them, his face hollowed by sleeplessness, spoke for them all. “We believe you. Tonight, we will go hunting.”


[image: Scene break]


After weeks in the saddle, Mage Denebe returned to Retsuji. The highland wind lashed his weary face, seeming intent on punishing him once more for what he had done. He had slept little during the journey, and whenever sleep came, his dreams were filled with terrible nightmares.

He passed through the capital’s towering gates with his head bowed and his mind clouded.

He took his komashi to the stables, entrusted it to the stable keeper, and sought refuge in his room at the mages’ palace.

He washed with cold water, trying in vain to rinse away the guilt that clung to him more stubbornly than the dust of the road. His hands moved slowly as he changed his clothes. Then he made his way to Mage Benkei’s study in the royal palace.

His footsteps seemed to echo too loudly along the corridor. When he stopped before the door, he hesitated. He drew a slow breath and knocked three times.

“Come in,” a gruff voice answered from within.

Mage Denebe entered.

Mage Benkei sat behind his desk, his hands clasped and his expression unreadable. Behind him, heavy curtains were drawn, steeping the room in still, solemn gloom.

“You’re back at last,” he said without rising. “Did you find anything useful in Kazumori?”

Mage Denebe stiffened. He wanted to lie, to say they had found nothing and that the singularity had been a false lead. But he was not that kind of man.

“I investigated the magical singularity. I immediately realized that I could not face it alone, so I asked Mage Ryūsei and Mage Kazuhiko for help. They arrived with other mages. We cast an ancient spell… a forbidden one… upon the fissure.”

He fell silent, searching for the right words.

Mage Benkei’s voice turned cold. “And then?”

“Something emerged from the fissure. A shapeless creature. Black. It floated a short distance above the ground… darkness itself seemed to emanate from it. It devoured some of our people without leaving a trace. Only Ryūsei, Kazuhiko, a few others, and I survived. Many did not. We managed to raise a barrier just in time.” He paused, then added, “That creature… spoke in my mind. It thanked us for bringing it into a world filled with beings it could torture.”

Mage Benkei listened without interrupting, his fingers interlaced on the desk. Then he asked sharply, “Did you manage to send it back to its own dimension?”

The question left Mage Denebe breathless. He flinched. “No… we tried to destroy it with powerful spells, but we could not. All we could do was erect a Magic Barrier. We sealed off the entire village. It will never be able to leave Kazumori.”

The silence that followed was almost unreal.

Mage Benkei remained motionless. Without warning, he slammed both fists onto the desk with a dull thud. “You summoned a scourge! And you left it there!”

Mage Denebe instinctively stepped back. “There was no alternative… we could not fight it. We could not allow it to escape.”

“But who lives in Kazumori, Mage Denebe?” Mage Benkei snarled, rising to his feet. “Women, children, farmers. Ordinary people. And you condemned them to death.”

“I know…” Mage Denebe whispered, trembling. “But if it had escaped… it would have brought death everywhere.”

Mage Benkei stared at him for a long while. Then he raised an arm and pointed toward the door.

“Get out. I do not want to see you. Not now.”

“The barrier blocks only the creature,” Denebe tried to explain. “People can pass through it.”

“Get out!” Benkei shouted even louder.

Mage Denebe nodded slowly. He turned and left with unsteady steps. When he reached his room, he opened the door and collapsed onto the bed without even removing his robes.

He stared at the immaculate ceiling. “What have we done…” he murmured. No one answered.
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Night had swallowed Kazumori, and the mist had erased it from the world. A milky veil descended between the houses like a shroud laid by spirits, muffling every sound and blurring every shape. The lanterns hanging beneath the covered walkways cast a feeble glow, unable to pierce the darkness.

Five men moved slowly through the village, armed with pitchforks. Their silhouettes vanished into the mist, which seemed to breathe along with them.

“Stay close…” Iwata, the oldest among them, murmured as he gripped the shaft of his pitchfork with hands whitened by the cold. His breath condensed into thick clouds that mingled with the surrounding haze.

“Are we sure it is still here?” one of the younger men asked.

“Sumiko said it fears the light. If we encounter it, keep your lanterns raised… and do not look away,” another replied, with more courage in his words than in his heart.

The mist closed behind them. Not even the cawing of the Kurogari could be heard.

Kazumori lay still.

Then it happened: a faint hiss, cold and prolonged.

Iwata turned slightly. “Did you hea—”

The shadow descended from above without warning. There was no scream, no sound. Only the thud of the pitchfork striking the ground, then nothing more.

Iwata was gone.

“Iwata?!” one of the men shouted, raising his lantern. Its light danced through the heavy air but revealed nothing. Only mist and emptiness.

“Run!” another shouted, already turning away. But it was too late.

The mist parted, revealing the creature in all its dreadful immensity.

The kurai had no shape. No face. It was a living shadow, blacker than the night. Its presence distorted the air itself. The world struggled to repel it but failed.

The lanterns flickered. One went out.

One of the men tried to strike it. He never had the chance. The kurai enveloped him, and his body dissolved within the creature.

No scream, no struggle.

The other three backed away. Their faces were masks of terror.

“Light! Light! Keep the lanterns raised!” one of them shouted, his voice choked with fear.

But he waved his lantern too wildly, and its flame went out.

The kurai advanced without haste. Time was its ally. Another man was swallowed. Of the final two, one tried to flee. He stumbled, and the lantern slipped from his hand and shattered against the ground. He got back up, but it was already too late: the mist closed before him.

Silence fell abruptly. Only the last man remained. The youngest. He knelt with his father’s lantern lying shattered beside him. Tears streaked his face. He trembled like a leaf. The voice spoke within him, cold, sharp, and sibilant. ‘Did you think you could harm me? Did you think… you could hunt me?’ The mist tightened around him. ‘I am hunger. I am the void. I am eternal.’

One final flash. Then only darkness.
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When the sun rose over Kazumori, the mist had grown thinner. The village no longer seemed the same.

Of the five men who had set out the previous evening, only their pitchforks remained, embedded in the frozen ground.

No one spoke. Some families, their hearts gripped by fear, packed their belongings and left Kazumori. They abandoned their homes, their fields, and their memories. They wanted to live. Others, more stubborn or simply unwilling to believe, remained. One by one, the kurai took them. It did not knock. It did not speak. It slipped through the cracks and swallowed them.

Sumiko did not flee.

That night, she could not sleep.

She sat on the bed for a long time, staring into space. When she rose, she gave no thought to the cold or to putting on anything warm.

She thought of nothing.

She descended the stairs, stepped outside, and sat on the four steps leading up to her house, her bare feet resting on the frozen stone.

She remained there, motionless. Waiting. She knew it would come.

When the mist stirred and the shadow enveloped her, she did not flee. She closed her eyes.

“I have been waiting for this moment…”

Then nothingness.

Within the creature’s black, timeless expanse, she found Nobuto. He floated in that eternal darkness with his hands covering his face, but when she touched him, his fingers closed around hers. There were no words, only their presence. Now they suffered together, bound in an eternal embrace within the kurai.

Kazumori remained empty, motionless, and forgotten.

In the icy air, the kurai glided between the houses.

The mist danced obediently around it. Within its primordial mind, three words pounded like distant drums: ‘Kill. Kill. Kill.’






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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