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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


Twenty years before the events chronicled in The Order of Senshi,  an ancient legend in the remote Shadokai Islands tells of the Well of Lost Voices, sealed by necromancers from a forgotten Era. For centuries, no one has dared venture near that place, convinced that the seal confines something that must never be released.

When Rokugen, a young necromancer driven by a curiosity stronger than fear, decides to challenge the legend, he sets in motion events that will change the lives of many others.

A tale of courage, mistakes, and redemption that will ultimately become intertwined with the destiny of Atsuko Hanari.




Shadokai
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The Well of Lost Voices
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The Barrier’s Veil, a Place Beyond Time

[image: A]bove the kingdom of Myoo, beyond the visible sky and anything mortals can imagine, lies a realm of light and shadow, crossed by invisible currents that flow like rivers. There dwells the Spirit of the Barrier, an ancient entity whose origins have remained shrouded in mystery for centuries. No mortal knows of its existence. It is a secret kept beyond time.

Its presence has no voice: it is a distant whisper passing through the very heart of magic.

For five Eras, the Spirit watched without intervening.

It saw kingdoms rise and fall and dynasties succeed one another, yet never lifted a hand. Its purpose was not to act, but to await the return of darkness.

That night, it happened.

A dark mist appeared on the horizon of time. It distorted the fabric of reality around it, corroding the light. The Spirit of the Barrier sensed it at once.

A faint vibration passed through the barrier.

It was time to act.

Its gaze descended upon the world of Myoo. The capital, Chushin, lay immersed in the silence of night: the streets, illuminated only by the moon, were deserted; the houses slept; the summer wind blew gently across the rooftops.

In the mages’ palace, Mage Nayuki slept soundly, unaware of the path life had laid out for her.

Within her womb, fragile and luminous, a child was taking shape. The Spirit of the Barrier raised an incorporeal hand.

A golden spark charged with power broke away from its essence. It descended through the folds of the sky, brushed the clouds, passed over the rooftops of Chushin, and slipped gently into the room where the Mage slept.

When it reached the woman’s womb, it turned amber, soft and warm. It slipped inside with the utmost care and vanished from sight.

‘When the shadow advances… you will be called.’

The Spirit of the Barrier withdrew. Its task for that night was complete. But it knew that fate would summon it again before long. When that time came, it would need a power greater than its own: that of the Ancient Keeper of Magic.

The barrier glowed faintly.

In the world below, life continued, unaware.
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The summer heat enveloped Chushin, the capital of the Empire of Myoo. The sun had not yet fully risen, but a golden glow filtered between the rooftops and towers, heralding the start of a new day.

Mage Nayuki had just gotten out of bed.

With slow, drowsy movements, she opened the windows to let in the cool air. As she did every morning, she gazed out at the city stirring to life: merchants were already arranging their wares along the main street, wagon wheels creaked over the cobblestones, and farmers headed toward the fields just beyond the walls with their tools slung over their shoulders.

That day, as she watched life unfold below, she sensed something different.

A new energy.

A warmth that had nothing to do with summer. The Medical Mages had confirmed it the previous day: she was expecting a baby girl.

There was no doubt. The knowledge had occupied her thoughts throughout the night, barely allowing her to sleep. She was happy, excited… and a little frightened.

She had wanted a child for years, but it had never happened. Now that life was finally blossoming inside her, she struggled to find the right words to tell her husband.

She turned toward the bed.

Hayato was still asleep, lying on his side, the light of dawn resting gently on his peaceful face.

Nayuki felt such a powerful surge of affection that she had to raise a hand to her chest.

It was time. She approached him in silence, sat on the edge of the bed, and watched him, savoring the stillness. She leaned down and brushed his lips with a gentle kiss.

Hayato’s eyelashes fluttered. Slowly, his eyes opened.

When he saw Nayuki smiling at him, his face lit up, just as it did every morning. “My love… I have something to tell you,” she murmured, drawing a deep breath to summon her courage.

Hayato propped himself up slightly on one elbow, still drowsy but attentive.

“I’m expecting a baby girl.”

Silence filled the room.

Hayato’s eyes widened, as though he had not fully understood her. “What did you say…?” he whispered, rubbing his face with a trembling hand.

The truth sank in.

Surprise turned to astonishment, and astonishment to joy.

A sincere, radiant smile blossomed on his lips. “You’re… pregnant?” he stammered, his voice breaking with emotion.

Nayuki nodded, unable to contain the happiness shining in her eyes. “Yes. We’re going to have a daughter.”

Still in disbelief, Hayato wrapped his arms around her as though afraid it might all be a dream. “I can’t believe it… after all this time!” he exclaimed, his voice thick with emotion.

Nayuki buried her face against his chest and relaxed into his embrace. For the first time in years, she felt that everything was as it should be.
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Nine Months Later


The warm light of a spring afternoon filtered through the broad windows of the library in the mages’ palace. Outside, the lush greenery and increasingly mild days heralded the approach of summer.

Mage Hayato Hanari was bent over a massive volume bound in dark leather and marked with symbols from the Fourth Era. He was consulting it at the request of First Mage Toshirō, who watched him with his hands clasped behind his back. A short distance away, Mage Zaio was making notes on a sheet of parchment, absorbed in thought.

The quiet was shattered when the door suddenly opened.

A young Nurse Mage rushed in, breathless, her face tense with urgency. “Mage Hayato… Mage Nayuki is giving birth!”

Hayato remained motionless, as though the world had stopped turning. Then he sprang to his feet, sending the chair toppling backward. His eyes lit up and his heart began to race: their baby girl was coming. First Mage Toshirō gave him a brief, encouraging nod, while Mage Zaio smiled faintly.

Hayato wasted no time and followed the nurse along the palace corridor, his footsteps echoing off the walls. Sunlight streamed through the window into the waiting room. A Medical Mage approached and stopped him. “Sit here, Mage Hayato. I will let you know when your daughter is born.”

The very idea of sitting seemed absurd. His mind was a whirlwind of emotions, and he could not remain still. He began pacing back and forth, as though the movement might ease at least some of the tension gripping his stomach.

From time to time, he stopped to glance at the delivery-room door before resuming his pacing.

Minutes passed that seemed like entire Eras. A newborn’s clear cry tore through the silence. The sound was brief, but enough to stop his heart.

The Medical Mage reappeared in the doorway, wearing a smile that left no room for doubt. “Your daughter has been born.”

Hayato waited no longer. He entered the room holding his breath.

Nayuki lay among the pillows, her dark hair clinging to her forehead. In her arms, wrapped in a pale blanket, was a tiny baby girl, fragile and perfect. She had pale skin, tiny hands that moved in quick, sudden motions, and a tuft of black hair on her head.

Hayato approached slowly, almost afraid that any sudden movement might disturb the sacred scene before him.

Nayuki greeted him with a weary smile filled with love. “Her name will be Atsuko.”

The name warmed his heart. “It’s a beautiful name… Atsuko Hanari.” He laughed softly, a tremor betraying all the emotion he was trying to contain. “May I hold her?”

Nayuki nodded. “Yes, but make sure you support her head.”

With trembling hands, Hayato took his daughter into his arms. She was so light that he was afraid of holding her too tightly. But when he looked into her barely open eyes, he felt a deep pang in his chest. “She has your violet eyes…” he whispered, overwhelmed. “She is beautiful.”

Just then, Mage Zaio and First Mage Toshirō entered. They approached in silence, honoring the sacredness of the occasion, and offered their congratulations to the new parents. Atsuko had been born.


[image: Scene break]


Shadokai Island, Third Era


Beyond the Kita Sea, northwest of the Empire of Myoo, lies Shadokai Island, shrouded in perpetual mist and surrounded by jagged cliffs.

Although no one from the mainland dares venture that far today, the island remains inhabited by the Necromancers—an ancient people, once feared, now relegated to the margins of history.

In the distant past, it was they who reached those windswept shores. They had no choice: after their coup against the Council of Nine—which governed the ancient kingdom of Luminara during the Third Era—ended in failure, they were declared traitors.

Defeated, isolated, and stripped of all political influence, they crossed the Kita Sea in search of a land where they could begin anew, hoping the world would forget them.

New tensions with the central government arose during the Eras that followed, but over time, all hostility faded.

Five Eras later, their memory had become a shadow in the history books, a name the oldest scholars spoke with little conviction. To the rest of the world, the Necromancers had vanished.

When the Necromancers first set foot on Shadokai Island, however, they realized they had reached a place very different from what they had imagined. The island was steeped in magic—an ancient magic that should never have been brought to light.

While exploring the heart of a cave, they discovered a stone well.

A ring carved into the rock, swallowed by darkness and an unnatural silence.

As soon as they approached, a sound rose from the depths: the voices of the dead.

The Necromancers called it the Well of Lost Voices.

The discovery fascinated and terrified them in equal measure.

For generations, they consulted the well, listening to the spirits and receiving counsel, warnings, and sometimes even predictions. But what had seemed like a gift slowly became a curse.

One day—no account explains how or why—the voices changed.

They were filled with rage and hunger.

The spirits began to crave what they had lost: life.

One by one, several Necromancers were possessed.

Their eyes turned white, their voices became a chorus of wails, and their bodies twisted like puppets in the hands of a dark power.

Chaos erupted. To protect the rest of their people, the Necromancers were forced to kill those who had been possessed. With an ancient and terrible ritual, they sealed the Well of Lost Voices, hoping that no one would ever again hear its whispers.

Since then, no one has dared approach that place.

The well still lies there, forgotten by mortals… but not by what dwells within it.

As so often happens throughout the Eras of Myoo, what is sealed never remains sealed forever.
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Shadokai Island, Ninth Era - Five Years After Atsuko’s Birth


The young Necromancer Rokugen had always been drawn to forbidden stories.

While the other mages his age preferred to spend their time performing daily rituals, he spent hours in the archives, reading worn parchments that no one had touched for generations. There he found a name that should never have been spoken: the Well of Lost Voices.

There were no descriptions or warnings, only a few cryptic symbols and two lines written in an archaic language. But those words were enough to awaken a curiosity he could no longer ignore.

For days, he gathered fragments of information. Almost nothing had survived the centuries, but one detail emerged: the exact location of the well.

He knew he should not go, but he could not resist.

He persuaded his two childhood friends, Shōren and Zenkai, to follow him into the heart of the island. They had grown up together, always ready to get into trouble, and agreed immediately.

The forest led them to the entrance of a cave no one had entered for generations.

A red glow filtered from within and reflected off the damp stone walls, drawing them ever deeper.

Rokugen went first. His footsteps barely echoed across the uneven ground. An icy current of air whispered between the stone walls, in stark contrast to the spring warmth that had accompanied them to the entrance. At last, an ancient stone well emerged before them, covered by a heavy black lid. At its center, a runic seal flickered with crimson light.

“Is this… the Well of Lost Voices mentioned in the parchment?” Shōren whispered, unable to suppress a shiver.

Rokugen did not answer. He slowly bent down, brushed the lid with his fingertips, and tapped its surface. A deep sound reverberated from the walls.

“It’s… tenebrium,” he murmured in astonishment. “A rare material… almost impossible to find today. Why seal a well with something so dark?” He turned to his friends, his eyes alight with dangerous curiosity. “Help me remove it. We must find out what it contains.”

Shōren hesitated. Zenkai took a step back. But Rokugen’s determination swept them along with him.

Together, they pushed against the lid. The black stone slowly slid aside, then crashed to the ground with a sharp report and shattered.

An unnatural silence descended upon them.

Zenkai leaned over the edge, holding his breath. “There’s a light… it looks like…”

He never finished the sentence. A dark, violent, icy wind surged from the well. Broken voices rose from the depths, distorted wails overlapping like a chorus of tormented souls.

Then they appeared: twisted, ravenous hands of shadow climbing the walls of the well in search of bodies to claim.

“Run!” Shōren shouted.

The spirits swept forward with the brutality of a wave.

Rokugen barely had time to retreat. His friends did not.

Shōren screamed as shadowy arms wrapped around him and pierced his skin.

Zenkai tried to flee, but an incorporeal hand seized his ankle and dragged him to the ground.

Within seconds, the bodies of the two young men twisted and warped beneath the will of the dead. The light faded from their eyes, replaced by an unnatural emptiness.

Rokugen fled.

He stumbled out of the cave, his heart pounding.

He ran through the trees, tripped, and scrambled back to his feet, bleeding. He never looked back; he did not want to see what his friends had become.

He reached Nekra’i at sunset, breathless and as pale as a sheet.

“First Mage! First Mage Naoritsu!” he shouted as he entered the sanctuary.

The eldest of the Necromancers turned toward him. His stern expression changed to terror as Rokugen recounted through his sobs what he had dared to unleash.

Before he could finish, a deep, unnatural roar reverberated from the forest: the voice of the damned.

The spirits were already leaving the Well of Lost Voices… and searching for new bodies to claim.

First Mage Naoritsu seized Rokugen by the shoulders. “Listen to me, boy. You must cross the sea and reach Luminara. Seek help in Miyujin. Now!”

“But I… I…” Rokugen stammered.

“Go!” Naoritsu roared.

Terrified, Rokugen nodded and ran toward the harbor as the shadows began to pour across the island. He understood what he had unleashed: the fate of Shadokai Island was sealed.
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His lungs burned as he ran through the night. Rokugen did not dare slow down.

Behind him echoed the screams of the Necromancers who had remained to defend Nekra’i, the city now overrun by the advancing spirits. Each step was heavier than the last, but fear drove him onward.

When he reached the coast, he dropped heavily to his knees on the sand, gasping for breath.

The harbor was silent, broken only by the slow breathing of the Kita Sea.

The Nekrabune rocked on the water. They were ancient vessels designed to channel necromantic magic and ward off the monstrous creatures infesting those waters.

Rokugen chose one and placed his hands on the engraved helm, feeling the surface vibrate beneath his fingers. He channeled his magic into it: the runic symbol at its center lit up, and the Nekrabune responded with a deep hum that traveled through the entire hull before surging forward and cutting through the waves.

The voyage began peacefully, but the Kita Sea did not remain quiet for long. A sudden current churned the water.

Rokugen strained his eyes.

An immense shadow, as long as an entire Nekrabune, glided beneath the hull. The vessel’s protective magic pulsed, but the shadow did not dissipate.

It swept past the vessel, and a colossal creature emerged, larger than any sea monster he had ever seen. It had black scales, eyes glowing with a pulsing red light, and razor-sharp fangs.

The Nekrabune shuddered. The necromantic barrier was failing.

“No… no, no…” Rokugen murmured. “It’s too large.”

The creature plunged beneath the water, then surged upward directly beneath him. An enormous whirlpool caught the vessel and nearly capsized it. Rokugen clung to the helm, his teeth clenched.

He could not flee, and he could not rely solely on the vessel’s magic. He had to fight.

He summoned all the necromantic magic within him, more than he had ever dared to wield. The Nekrabune blazed with a blinding violet light. The water around it boiled as a column of energy erupted from the hull and enveloped the creature in a spiral of dark flames.

The beast screamed—a deep, terrifying sound powerful enough to make the hull vibrate. Then it exploded into a maelstrom of shadow and sparks, dissolving into the waters of the Kita Sea. Silence returned abruptly. Exhausted, Rokugen sank to his knees aboard the Nekrabune, his hands still trembling from the effort.

“I got lucky this time,” he murmured, his voice barely audible.
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Myoo, Ninth Era


The crossing of the Kita Sea took two days. When the shores of Luminara finally emerged from the mist, Rokugen guided the Nekrabune ashore, dragged it onto the beach, and looked around. An unnatural calm reigned, in stark contrast to the horror unfolding on Shadokai Island.

“I can’t waste any time…” he whispered. Miyujin lay to the east, but reaching it on foot would take months. He needed a komashi; only one of those creatures could make the journey faster.

After a month on foot, Rokugen reached Retsuji, the capital of the Kingdom of Retsu, exhausted by the long journey.

Retsuji was immense and chaotic, a mosaic of voices, colors, and smells. The streets teemed with merchants, soldiers, and farmers. The young mage approached an elderly bookseller near the main road.

“Excuse me… I need some information. How do I reach Miyujin? I must speak with the Council of Nine.”

The man studied him. Something he had read in an old book stirred in his memory. “Miyujin? Boy, that kingdom has not existed for Eras. Now there is the Empire of Myoo. The seat of government is in Chushin, in the Kingdom of Narashin. Emperor Seigetsu Torai rules from there.”

Rokugen stood motionless. Five Eras had passed… and his people knew nothing about it. He asked the old man for directions, thanked him, and walked away, his heart in turmoil. He had to reach Chushin as quickly as possible.

As he passed through the outskirts of the city, he saw a komashi tied to a post.

He looked around. No one seemed to be paying attention to him. Time was running out. He mounted and galloped east.

The journey was long and solitary. He crossed dense forests where the trees filtered the light and villages where no one had ever heard of Necromancers. Merchants from distant kingdoms traveled the roads, watching him with a mixture of curiosity and suspicion.

When the sun set, Rokugen reached a quiet clearing filled with the muted sounds of night. He gathered a few dry branches and lit a small fire.

He needed to find something to eat.

A rustle behind him made him turn. A Momiki, a small forest animal, had approached, curious about the stranger. It was a harmless creature. Rokugen waited until it was close enough, drew a knife, and killed it with a precise blow.

He ate beside the fire, watching the sparks rise into the darkness. The sky was clear and dotted with stars.

The thought of Nekra’i and the defenseless Necromancers cut through him: he was sitting in a peaceful place while his companions fought to retain control of their own bodies. He tried to push away his anguish, at least for that night. He slept little, wrapped in his cloak, listening to the wind bend the grass and the distant tread of a nocturnal creature.

He set out again at dawn, determined to reach Chushin as quickly as possible.

After three and a half months of travel, Rokugen was exhausted. He had covered long distances each day, stopping only when necessary to rest and allow the komashi to recover its strength. It was the height of summer when the walls of the capital finally rose before him, imposing in the warm morning light. He felt profound relief.

The guards blocked his path. “Stop! Identify yourself!”

Rokugen dismounted and raised his hands. “I am the Necromancer Rokugen of Shadokai Island! I must speak with Emperor Seigetsu. It is a matter of life and death!”

The guards exchanged a glance. They had never heard that title before… but he was a mage. One of them nodded. “Follow me.”

Rokugen followed him through the gates, hoping it was not too late.
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Chushin’s main thoroughfare stretched before Rokugen, paved with cobblestones polished by generations of use and gleaming in the morning sunlight. Tall, narrow houses lined both sides of the street. Rich aromas of spices, herbal infusions, and warm bread drifted from the shops. The calls of merchants mingled with the laughter of children running among the passersby, creating a lively rhythm that contrasted with the anguish the young Necromancer carried in his heart. Farther along the avenue, the city opened onto a square. At its center, a marble fountain depicted three mythological figures, with water spilling from their mouths in slender cascades. Beyond the main thoroughfare lay a larger square, home to the seats of power. Before him rose the royal palace, imposing and majestic. Its pale walls reflected the daylight, and its towers soared overhead. A long flight of steps led to the main entrance, adorned with carved wooden panels depicting scenes from Myoo’s ancient history.

The guard escorted him inside. Rokugen’s heart pounded as they passed through tapestry-lined corridors illuminated by strange orbs that emitted a soft glow. At last, they reached the antechamber outside the imperial study.

“Kamisu, this mage has come from Shadokai Island to speak with the Emperor. He claims to be a Necromancer.”

The secretary looked up from the documents he was examining. He was an impeccably groomed man with measured movements and an attentive gaze. He rose, knocked on the study door, and disappeared inside.
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Silence reigned in the imperial study. Pale light filtered through the windows, casting reflections across the polished stone floor.

Emperor Seigetsu Torai sat behind his desk, his hands clasped before him and his gaze resting on the young couple standing before him.

His son, Prince Eien, stood with his shoulders straight. Beside him, Mage Himari held her hands together, her composure only apparent.

Seigetsu spoke with understanding. “I understand your father’s reservations,” he said, addressing Himari. “And I understand his stubbornness. He will not easily relinquish what he believes is right.”

Himari raised her chin slightly. “I am aware of that, Your Majesty. I only want him to understand.”

Eien took half a step forward but stopped. He said nothing. He knew when it was better to remain silent.

The Emperor studied them both.

He rose and walked slowly toward the window, looking out over the city stretching below him.

“Time,” he said at last, “has a virtue that people too often forget.” He turned toward them. “Your father is rigid and proud. He will try to drive you apart.” He paused. “But he cannot do so forever. In the end, he will have to relent.”

Himari lowered her gaze.

Her fingers tightened slightly.

“I hope you are right, Your Majesty. My mother believes the same: in the end, he will have to accept what is plain to see. Your son and I love each other, and nothing can separate us.”

Seigetsu returned to his desk. “You need only hold fast. If destiny has brought you together, your father will have to accept it as well.”

Eien spoke firmly. “I will not leave Himari.”

The Emperor fixed his gaze on him. “I know.”

A discreet knock broke the silence.

The door opened, and Kamisu stepped inside and bowed.

“Your Majesty.”

Seigetsu’s expression grew serious again. “Speak.”

“A Necromancer has arrived from Shadokai Island. He requests an urgent audience.”

“A Necromancer…?” He paused briefly. “Send him in.”

Kamisu bowed again and withdrew.

Seigetsu turned back to Eien and Himari. “We will have to continue this conversation another time.”

Eien inclined his head. “Yes, Father.”

Himari took a step back. “Thank you for hearing us, Your Majesty.”

The Emperor watched as they made their way toward the door.
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Rokugen stood waiting, wringing his hands nervously. The door to the imperial study opened again.

Kamisu returned to the antechamber, his gaze settling on Rokugen. “Emperor Seigetsu is ready to receive you.”

The door opened once more.

Prince Eien and Mage Himari emerged side by side without speaking and quickly made their way down the corridor.

Rokugen watched the two strangers leave, then entered the study and bowed deeply. The Emperor, seated behind an imposing desk, indicated the chair before him.

“Have a seat.”

“I am Necromancer Rokugen, from Shadokai Island… and we are facing a grave crisis.”

The young man’s voice trembled as he recounted everything: the Well of Lost Voices, the broken seal, the spirits that had been freed and now hungered for bodies, and the chaos already engulfing the island. He spoke of his friends, his escape, and his people’s desperation.

He ended by pleading for help.

Emperor Seigetsu remained silent, his expression unreadable. He raised his voice toward the door. “Kamisu, come at once.”

The secretary entered and bowed.

“Summon Mage Hayato and Mage Nayuki,” the Emperor ordered. “We must help this young man.”

Kamisu nodded and left the room.

Emperor Seigetsu turned his attention back to Rokugen, his expression more compassionate now. “We will help you.”

Rokugen leaned back in his chair and let out a long breath. For the first time since the spirits had been set free, he felt that he was no longer alone.
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Kamisu crossed the vast courtyard toward the mages’ palace. He was short of breath; the Emperor’s command had been urgent. He had hurried along the corridor and down the stairs rather than keep anyone waiting. Anxiety tightened his chest. Emperor Seigetsu rarely sent for the court mages.

He reached Mage Nayuki’s room and knocked twice. Inside, he found the Mage seated on a rug while little Atsuko laughed and reached for her fingers.

“Mage Nayuki,” Kamisu said, attempting to hide his breathlessness, “the Emperor has ordered me to summon you and your husband.”

Nayuki looked up.

The smile she had been giving her daughter vanished, replaced by a shadow of concern. “Hayato is in the library. Please fetch him. I will take Atsuko to Mage Shizuka.”

She rose carefully, lifting the child into her arms. “Come, little one.”

Mother and daughter left the room while Kamisu continued toward the library. He found Hayato seated at a table, engrossed in a thick volume. A short distance away, First Mage Toshirō and Mage Zaio were speaking quietly.

“Mage Hayato,” Kamisu announced, “the Emperor requests your presence. Mage Nayuki will join us shortly.”

He turned to the First Mage. “Perhaps you should come as well, First Mage Toshirō.”

The two mages left the library without a word and followed Kamisu.

As they descended the stairs, they met Nayuki, who silently joined them. When they reached the Emperor’s study, Kamisu knocked and ushered them inside. An exhausted-looking young man sat there, his hands gripping his knees as he struggled to contain his anxiety. He sprang to his feet as soon as he saw the mages enter.

“I am Necromancer Rokugen.”

First Mage Toshirō flinched. “A Necromancer? There has been no word of your people for five Eras…”

Emperor Seigetsu raised an eyebrow. “You remember them?”

“Yes, my lord. I have read about the Necromancers in ancient records. They were once our enemies. The last account of them dates back to the Fourth Era… then they vanished.”

Rokugen lowered his head. “We have lived peacefully on our island ever since. We have changed. And that is why I am here: we need your help.”

Emperor Seigetsu interlaced his fingers on the desk. “This young man comes from Shadokai Island. He and two of his friends… opened the Well of Lost Voices.”

First Mage Toshirō’s face turned pale. “That well… the damned spirits dwelling within it were never meant to be disturbed. If they seize control of the island’s inhabitants, they could cross the sea and spread throughout Myoo.”

Emperor Seigetsu turned to Hayato and Nayuki. “You must travel with Rokugen. Stop what has been unleashed. We cannot allow the darkness to spread beyond Shadokai Island.”

The couple exchanged a questioning glance.

“I have never heard of this well,” Hayato admitted, furrowing his brow.

“Neither have I,” Nayuki added.

“I will teach you the necessary spells,” First Mage Toshirō explained. “But be warned: they will require an immense amount of magic. You must be cautious.”

“We will do everything we can,” Nayuki replied as Hayato nodded firmly.

The three mages bowed to the Emperor and left the room, heading to the library to learn the necessary rituals.

Once they had gone, Emperor Seigetsu turned to Rokugen. “For now, you will remain here. Kamisu will assign you a room. Rest—you will need all your strength.”

The young man lowered his gaze. “I am sorry for causing all of this… My curiosity is to blame.”

The Emperor rose and placed a hand on his shoulder. “You are young. Learn from this mistake, and do not make a worse one.”

Rokugen bowed deeply and left. Kamisu was waiting for him in the corridor and escorted him to a simple but comfortable room. Once alone, Rokugen sank onto the bed. He had unleashed a disaster, and now others would risk their lives to put right his mistake.
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It took nearly a week to prepare everything they would need. The journey would be long, and they had to bring provisions, blankets, and magical instruments. They spent days learning the spells First Mage Toshirō had drawn from ancient manuals. Hayato and Nayuki practiced to the point of exhaustion, aware that a single mistake could cost not only their lives, but those of an entire population. When they were finally ready, they mounted their komashi one morning and set out for the Kingdom of Retsu. The long journey took them through villages, cultivated fields, and along roads where, as the weeks passed, the summer heat gradually gave way to the cooler temperatures of autumn. By the time they reached Retsuji, the trees had taken on the colors of the season. They spent the night in Rinzai as guests of the ruler and, after about two weeks of travel on komashi, reached the beach, where Rokugen led them to the vessel.

“It is called a Nekrabune,” the young Necromancer explained, running a hand over the hull’s black surface. “It is powered by our magic and keeps the monsters of the Kita Sea at bay. Without it, we could not cross these waters.”

Once aboard, Rokugen placed his hands on the engraved helm. Its surface vibrated, absorbing the magic flowing from his fingers. The vessel came alive, rising on the water before surging forward.

During the voyage, colossal shadows moved beneath the surface.

At last, they reached the shores of Shadokai Island. As they entered Nekra’i, a chill gripped all three mages.

The city was shrouded in a violet mist that wound through the streets. Possessed Necromancers wandered in scattered groups, their movements jerky and their eyes vacant as the spirits that had claimed their bodies drove them onward.

The spirits still searching for bodies sensed the newcomers.

“They’ve sensed us!” Rokugen shouted.

A wave of ravenous entities rushed toward them. Hayato and Nayuki swiftly crossed their hands before them, merging their magic into a luminous shield that erupted around the group and drove the spirits back.

“To the cave!” Hayato ordered.

They reached the Well of Lost Voices. The shattered tenebrium lid still lay on the ground, and deep laments rose from the well, voices that seemed to carry Eras of suffering within them.

“First, we free the Necromancers… then we seal everything,” Hayato said, clenching his jaw.

Nayuki placed both hands on the ground. An amber wave spread through the streets like a silent tide, enveloping the possessed bodies. The spirits were torn free with inhuman screams and hurled backward. The Necromancers collapsed unconscious, but alive.

Hayato then advanced to the edge of the well. The voices of the dead rose in a single furious scream, as though they understood what was about to happen.

“Nayuki!” he called.

The two mages joined their magic.

Light and shadow coiled around each other, creating an immense vortex with a blazing, pulsating core.

The well reacted: its walls trembled, and luminous cracks spread throughout the cave as the spirits railed against the impending seal. A column of energy rose toward the ceiling, engulfing Hayato and Nayuki in a blinding radiance.

“Hold on!” Hayato shouted to his wife, reaching toward her.

“I’m with you!” Nayuki replied, closing her fingers around his.

The vortex exploded.

A thunderous roar shook the entire island, and a flash of white light engulfed everything… followed by silence. When the light faded, the Well of Lost Voices was sealed beneath a new slab of stone, smooth and motionless. Hayato and Nayuki lay on the ground, unmoving, their hands still joined.

Rokugen fell to his knees, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

They had given their lives because of his mistake.

He staggered back toward the city. The Necromancers were beginning to awaken, confused and pale.

In the sanctuary, he found First Mage Naoritsu leaning against a table, exhausted but alive.

The man fixed his gaze on Rokugen as soon as he entered.

“I see you succeeded. You managed to reach Luminara.”

Rokugen shook his head. “Things changed Eras ago, First Mage Naoritsu. Luminara no longer exists. Now there is the Empire of Myoo. Its capital is Chushin, in the Kingdom of Narashin. Emperor Seigetsu Torai rules it.” He swallowed. “And… the two mages who accompanied me died sealing the Well of Lost Voices.”

First Mage Naoritsu regarded him with both severity and sorrow. “Rokugen… now you understand what you have done.”

“Yes,” the young man murmured, his eyes glistening. “I have learned that curiosity without wisdom brings only destruction.”

“Bring me the Magic Denwa Orb. I have a difficult call to make.”

Rokugen took it from its wooden stand and handed it to him. First Mage Naoritsu cupped it in both hands and said, “Emperor Seigetsu Torai.”

The orb lit up, and the Emperor’s face appeared amid its glow.

“My greetings, Emperor Seigetsu. I am First Mage Naoritsu of the Necromancers,” he said, inclining his head slightly. “I was the one who sent Rokugen. The young man acted irresponsibly, but he tried to make amends.”

The Emperor nodded. “I know. He is young, and he has learned from his mistake. That is what matters.”

First Mage Naoritsu drew a breath. “I have painful news. The two mages you sent… freed all of us from the spirits and sealed the well. But in doing so, they sacrificed their lives.”

The Emperor lowered his gaze. “Our First Mage warned them of the danger. They fulfilled their duty with honor. They leave behind a five-year-old daughter.”

“We will remember them as heroes,” First Mage Naoritsu said, his voice breaking.

“As will we,” the Emperor replied. “Our paths diverged five Eras ago… it is time for us to remain in contact. In the future, we may be able to help one another.”

First Mage Naoritsu inclined his head. “I agree. Farewell, Emperor Seigetsu.”

The communication ended.

First Mage Naoritsu set down the orb and looked Rokugen in the eyes. “That was the most difficult call of my life… but something good has emerged from the disaster you unleashed. Now go. Study, learn, and never cause trouble like this again.”

Rokugen bowed deeply. He had learned his lesson, and he would never again fall prey to his curiosity.
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Emperor Seigetsu’s study was steeped in a heavy silence. He had just ended his communication with First Mage Naoritsu of the Necromancers. His hands rested on the desk as he stared into space.

That sudden tragedy had at least brought an unexpected gift: relations with the Necromancers, severed five Eras earlier, had finally been restored. But the price had been immense. Now came the most difficult task of all: telling little Atsuko that she would never see her parents again.

He rose and walked slowly to the door. When he opened it, he found Kamisu seated at his desk in the corridor, as vigilant as ever.

“Do you need anything, my lord?” the secretary asked, noticing the shadow in his eyes.

Emperor Seigetsu shook his head. “This… is something I must do alone.”

He crossed the royal palace, descended the stairs, and made his way across the courtyard toward the mages’ palace. Each step seemed more difficult than the last. Part of him wanted to postpone what lay ahead, but that would not have been right. The child deserved the truth.

He reached Mage Shizuka’s room and knocked softly.

The door opened almost at once.

The Mage stiffened when she saw him standing there and bowed deeply, surprised and frightened in equal measure. “Em… Emperor Seigetsu. What brings you here?” she asked, her voice trembling.

The Emperor entered with a nod. His gaze immediately sought out the child. Atsuko was sitting on a cushion, and when she saw him, she gave him a radiant smile, unaware of the burden of sorrow about to fall upon her.

The Emperor knelt before her and gently took her little hands in his.

“Atsuko,” he said firmly, “you know that your mother and father are very powerful mages.”

The child nodded vigorously, filled with pride.

“Their work sometimes takes them far from here… and sometimes it can be very dangerous.”

The words faltered on his lips.

He looked at Mage Shizuka, who bowed her head in silence.

“Your mother and father went to Shadokai Island to help a people in grave danger,” the Emperor continued, choosing every syllable with care. “They saved many lives… and our empire as well. But the magic they had to use was too powerful. It drained them of all their strength.” He drew a breath and briefly closed his eyes. “They have gone to the Creator, Atsuko, and they cannot return.”

The child remained motionless. Time seemed to stop. Her violet eyes, uncertain and disbelieving, searched the Emperor’s.

She suddenly turned toward Mage Shizuka and ran to her with outstretched arms, seeking comfort.

The Mage immediately embraced her, kneeling to receive her as desperate sobs shook the child’s small body.

She looked up at the Emperor, her eyes glistening. “I will take care of her. She will want for nothing, I promise.”

Emperor Seigetsu nodded with gratitude and sorrow. “You will have all the help you need. Anything at all.”

He left the room in silence, gently closing the door behind him. The corridor suddenly seemed colder.

Atsuko had lost both her parents in a single day.

That fragile child carried within her a power that would one day alter the course of history. The Spirit of the Barrier had already chosen her. The world of Myoo, still unaware, would one day know her name: Atsuko Hanari, the Mage destined to change everything.
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Several Necromancers offered to return Hayato and Nayuki’s remains to Chushin. They preserved the bodies with necromantic magic for the journey.

Since the remains had to be transported by wagon, they used a Nekrador, a ship designed to carry cargo and heavy vehicles, to reach the coast of Myoo. One of the Necromancers then continued on to Chushin. During the long journey, he watched autumn give way to winter and traveled through the cold for much of the route, until the first warmth of spring arrived. After six months, when the vegetation had grown lush once more, he finally reached the city.

The guards stopped him at the city gates, eyeing the cloth-covered wagon. “Who are you, and what are you carrying?” one of them asked.

“I am Necromancer Kagehiro. I am carrying the remains of Mage Hayato and Mage Nayuki.”

The guard stepped back. “You may pass.”

Kagehiro made his way through the city to the royal palace. He climbed down from the wagon and approached the guard at the door, explaining what he was carrying.

The funeral of the two mages took place in Chushin a few days after their bodies were returned. Two funeral pyres had been prepared side by side in the courtyard of the mages’ palace, with Mage Hayato and Mage Nayuki resting upon them. Both wore their ceremonial robes, and white flowers gathered from the capital’s gardens had been laid around them.

Emperor Seigetsu attended the ceremony in silence, with First Mage Toshirō at his side. Prince Eien and Himari stood a short distance away. No one spoke.

Mage Shizuka held Atsuko in her arms. The child was only five years old and wept, unable to tear her gaze from her parents’ bodies. She hid her face against the Mage’s shoulder, yet kept turning toward the two pyres, struggling to accept that her mother and father would never return to her. Shizuka held her tightly in both arms, stroking her hair in an attempt to comfort her.

Toshirō stepped forward and stopped before the pyres. The grief on his face was unmistakable. “Today we bid farewell to two mages who devoted their lives to Myoo. Hayato and Nayuki Hanari served the Empire with courage and loyalty, and they faced their final journey together. Their sacrifice will not be forgotten.”

He lowered his gaze in respect.

Two mages approached the pyres and raised their hands. Small flames sprang to life at the base of the wood and slowly began to spread. Atsuko’s sobs grew louder, and Shizuka held her close against her chest. Himari approached and placed a hand on the child’s back without speaking.

Eien watched the flames rise around Hayato and Nayuki’s bodies. He had known Atsuko since her birth, and seeing her endure such a devastating loss at only five years old filled him with a grief he struggled to conceal. He approached Shizuka and remained beside the child.

The flames continued to rise until they completely engulfed both pyres. Everyone remained silent, accompanying Hayato and Nayuki on their final journey. Atsuko continued to weep in Shizuka’s arms, surrounded by those who, from that day forward, would be entrusted with protecting her and helping her grow up without her parents.
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Time had passed. Emperor Eien now sat upon the throne, with Queen Himari at his side. Together, they ruled with measured judgment, mindful of the weight of every decision. Mage Zaio served beside them as First Mage of the Empire, leading the mages and overseeing the magical arts.

The Spirit of the Barrier watched from above, high over the realm of Myoo and beyond the visible sky. Fifteen years earlier, it had glimpsed a dark mist on the horizon of time: an omen taking shape and distorting the very fabric of reality. It had been created to intervene, and it had done so by preparing Atsuko for what lay ahead, but it knew that what was coming was far greater than itself… and even than the young Mage.

Its gaze settled upon Myoo once more.

A woman walked slowly through the halls of the palace. She did not yet know it, but a life was growing within her that belonged to more than the world of mortals: the Heir.

The Spirit understood that its task was not yet complete. It had been created to intervene, but this time its power alone would not be enough.

And so it called upon the one who had existed before the Eras.

The Ancient Keeper of Magic answered without words. He came from a place where time did not flow to create something unique, something the world of Myoo had never known.

Together, they intertwined their magic. Their powers—one ancient, the other older still—merged, and a mist of green and blue took shape, descending slowly toward Myoo. It crossed the sky, passed through the roof of the royal palace, and reached the woman. Unseen, it entered her womb, and in the silence, the magic of the Heir took form.

No one in the palace noticed. Only the distant, invisible barrier trembled briefly.

The Ancient Keeper of Magic turned his gaze upon the Spirit.

“The future will need him,” he said before vanishing.

The Spirit of the Barrier withdrew as well. It had fulfilled its duty. The rest would depend on time, on mortals… and on what did not yet have a name.

In the world below, life continued, unaware.






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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