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  Dedication




For everyone who has ever been told what they were supposed to become.




For everyone who carried a past they never asked for, fought battles nobody else could see, and still found the strength to choose their own path.




And for those who refuse to let their blood, their scars, or their mistakes define them.




Danz MISEGASHI was never meant to be a weapon.




He chose to become himself.




This is for you.







  
    
      Epigraph




«“Blood may tell you where you came from.

Destiny may tell you where you’re supposed to go.

But neither can decide who you become.”»




— Danz MISEGASHI
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  Foreword



Foreword




Every story begins somewhere.




Before the legends, before the battles, before the names that would one day become feared across worlds, there was simply a boy trying to understand who he was.




Danz MISEGASHI was never an ordinary person. His blood carried a history far older than him, and within that blood rested powers that were never meant to exist together. The dragon, the Abyss, the Demon Lord, and the legacy of the MISEGASHI bloodline would all become pieces of his story.




But power was never the most important part of Danz’s journey.




Choice was.




Danz: The Avenger explores the life of a man shaped by loss, anger, blood, and the expectations placed upon him. It is a story about what happens when someone is born carrying a legacy they never asked for—and what happens when they finally decide that their past will not determine their future.




Along the way, Danz will discover truths about his bloodline, confront forces far beyond his understanding, and uncover the meaning behind the weapon he carries: Avenger.




But beneath the dragons, demons, ancient powers, and battles lies something much simpler.




A son.




A friend.




A survivor.




A person searching for his place in a world that has already decided what it wants him to become.




This is Danz’s story before the legend.




Before the title.




Before the shadow.




Before the world knew the name Danz MISEGASHI.




So turn the page.




The journey begins with a boy carrying a weapon called Avenger.




And by the time the journey ends, he may finally understand that the greatest thing he could ever avenge…




was himself.







  Preface



Preface




There are some stories that exist to explain a legend.




Others exist to show you the person behind it.




Danz: The Avenger is the latter.




Before Danz became the assassin who would one day cross paths with Logia, before his name became connected to the shadows, there was a life that shaped him into the man he would eventually become.




This book explores that life.




Danz’s journey is one of bloodlines, loss, revenge, family, and choice. His path is connected to powers far older than himself, but having power does not mean understanding it. Throughout his journey, Danz is forced to confront not only the enemies standing before him, but also the pieces of himself that he struggles to understand.




The dragon within his blood.




The legacy of the MISEGASHI.




The darkness of the Abyss.




The Demon Lord’s influence.




And the meaning behind the weapon he carries.




Avenger.




But this story is not simply about becoming stronger.




It is about becoming someone.




Every battle Danz survives changes him. Every loss leaves a mark. Every revelation forces him to question what he believed about himself and the world around him.




And eventually, he must face the most important question of all:




Who does he choose to become?




This book is an alternate, non-canon tale within the DMB Dragonic Verse. It explores Danz’s character and mythology through a different interpretation of his past, allowing his story to exist independently from the main continuity.




So while this may not be the Danz whose future ultimately leads him to Logia’s shadows, it is still a story about the same spirit:




A warrior carrying a complicated legacy.




A man shaped by revenge.




And someone who refuses to let destiny make his choices for him.




This is Danz MISEGASHI.




This is The Avenger.
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Every story is built from countless ideas, conversations, inspirations, and moments that eventually come together to form something bigger than any one of them.




Danz: The Avenger is one of those stories.




First, I want to thank everyone who takes the time to open this book and give Danz a chance. Whether you have followed the DMB Dragonic Verse from the beginning or this is your first journey into the world, your willingness to step into this story means more than you know.




To everyone who enjoys fantasy, action, dragons, demons, warriors, and characters who refuse to stay down—this story was made with you in mind.




I also want to acknowledge the inspiration that comes from the countless stories, characters, worlds, and creators that have helped shape my love for storytelling. Every influence leaves something behind, whether it’s an idea, a feeling, a visual, or simply the motivation to create something of my own.




And finally, I want to acknowledge Danz MISEGASHI himself.




A character who started as an idea and became something much bigger.




His story became a journey through revenge, bloodline, family, power, loss, and ultimately choice.




This book may be an alternate, non-canon tale within the DMB Dragonic Verse, but the heart behind it remains the same:




A person should never be defined solely by where they came from.




Thank you for taking the journey.




Thank you for turning the pages.




And most importantly—




thank you for giving Danz a chance to tell his story.




— Logia Dragonic
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DANZ MISEGASHI: THE AVENGER




Rain had been falling for three days.




Not the gentle kind.




It came down hard enough to turn the dirt roads into rivers and beat against the roofs of the poorer districts until every crack in the wood sounded like another problem waiting to be discovered.




Danz MISEGASHI sat beneath the broken overhang of an abandoned shop, staring at the rain.




His stomach growled.




He ignored it.




It growled again.




“Shut up.”




His stomach did not listen.




Danz sighed.




He was twelve years old.




His clothes were too large for him, his boots had holes in both soles, and the black hair hanging over his eyes was soaked from the walk home.




In his right hand was a small leather pouch.




He opened it.




Three copper coins.




That was everything he had earned today.




Danz stared at them.




Then he closed the pouch.




“Not enough.”




He had spent the morning hunting rats the size of wolves beneath the eastern bridge.




The creatures were called Ironfang Vermin.




They weren’t particularly dangerous.




They weren’t particularly valuable either.




The local hunters paid children like Danz a few copper coins for clearing them out.




It was supposed to be easy money.




Except easy money didn’t buy much.




A loaf of bread.




A little rice.




Maybe some medicine if his mother needed it.




And lately, his mother always seemed to need medicine.




Danz pushed himself to his feet.




The rain had weakened.




He pulled his hood over his head and started walking.




Their home was on the edge of the district, where the houses became less like houses and more like structures people had forgotten to tear down.




It was a tiny wooden room with a single window.




One bed.




One table.




One chair.




And a small stove that only worked when Danz could afford firewood.




He opened the door.




“I’m home.”




No answer.




Danz froze.




“Mom?”




He stepped inside.




His mother was lying on the bed.




She was awake.




Barely.




Her face was pale.




“You’re late,” she whispered.




“Rain.”




Danz removed his wet boots.




His mother looked at him.




“You’re soaked.”




“I know.”




“You’ll get sick.”




“I won’t.”




“You always say that.”




“And I’m always right.”




She smiled.




It was a weak smile.




But it was still a smile.




Danz walked over and placed the leather pouch on the table.




Three copper coins rolled onto the wood.




His mother looked at them.




“That’s all?”




“Yeah.”




“You ate today?”




Danz paused.




“Yeah.”




His mother narrowed her eyes.




“Danz.”




“I ate.”




“What did you eat?”




“…Some bread.”




“When?”




“Earlier.”




She knew he was lying.




He knew she knew.




Neither of them said anything.




After a moment, his mother looked away.




“You shouldn’t be doing this.”




Danz sat beside the bed.




“Doing what?”




“Hunting monsters.”




“We need money.”




“I’ll find something.”




“You’ve been saying that for months.”




“I’ll find something better.”




His mother reached out and touched his cheek.




Her hand was cold.




“Your father would have—”




Danz stood up.




“Don’t.”




The room became quiet.




His mother’s hand slowly fell.




Danz looked toward the window.




Rainwater slid down the glass.




He hated that word.




Father.




He had never met the man.




Not once.




There were no stories.




No pictures.




No memories.




Only a name his mother rarely spoke.




The Demon Lord.




A being powerful enough to command armies.




A being feared across nations.




A being who had once loved his mother.




And then abandoned her.




Abandoned Danz before he was even born.




Whatever reason there had been, Danz didn’t care.




A father who wasn’t there wasn’t a father.




He turned back toward the bed.




“I’ll get more money tomorrow.”




His mother sighed.




“Danz…”




“I mean it.”




“You’re twelve.”




“I know.”




“You shouldn’t have to worry about money.”




“But I do.”




She looked at him.




He looked back.




For several seconds, neither moved.




Then Danz grabbed his coat.




“Where are you going?”




“Back outside.”




“It’s almost dark.”




“That’s when the monsters come out.”




“Danz.”




He stopped at the door.




His mother stared at him.




“Come back.”




Danz smiled.




“I always do.”




He stepped outside.




The door closed behind him.




The smile disappeared.




—-




The eastern bridge looked different at night.




During the day, merchants crossed it.




Children played beneath it.




Hunters gathered around the bounty board.




At night, the place belonged to things that preferred darkness.




Danz crouched beneath the bridge.




His eyes adjusted.




Something moved.




He slowly reached for the short blade tied around his waist.




A growl echoed through the darkness.




Danz smiled.




“There you are.”




Two yellow eyes appeared.




Then four.




Then six.




Three Ironfang Vermin crawled from the shadows.




Each one was nearly the size of a grown man.




Their metal-like teeth scraped against one another.




Danz tightened his grip.




Three.




He could handle three.




He had handled five before.




The first beast charged.




Danz moved.




One step sideways.




The creature’s jaws snapped shut where his head had been.




Danz drove his blade into its neck.




The beast crashed into the mud.




The second attacked immediately.




Danz ducked beneath its claws and rolled.




He came up behind it.




One slash.




The beast screamed.




Danz kicked its leg.




It fell.




He finished it.




The third stopped.




Danz stared at it.




The creature stared back.




For a moment, neither moved.




Then it ran.




Danz blinked.




“Hey!”




He chased it.




The beast disappeared around a corner.




Danz followed.




Then stopped.




His expression changed.




The creature wasn’t alone.




There were dozens.




A nest.




Danz slowly backed away.




“…Oh.”




Every pair of yellow eyes opened.




The creatures began moving toward him.




Danz turned.




“RUN.”




He sprinted.




The monsters chased him through the tunnels.




Claws struck stone behind him.




Danz jumped over fallen debris.




Something snapped at his coat.




He tore free.




Another creature lunged.




He slid beneath it.




A third slammed into the wall inches from his head.




“Come on!”




He reached the tunnel entrance.




Freedom.




Then his foot slipped.




Danz fell.




A beast landed on top of him.




Its jaws opened.




Danz raised his blade.




The creature struck.




Danz blocked.




The impact drove him into the ground.




His arm shook.




The monster’s teeth were inches from his face.




“Get… OFF!”




Danz kicked upward.




The creature moved.




Its claw ripped across his shoulder.




Pain exploded through him.




Danz screamed.




Blood soaked his shirt.




The creature prepared to strike again.




Danz stared at it.




His hand tightened around the blade.




He wasn’t thinking anymore.




He wasn’t afraid.




He was hungry.




He was tired.




He was angry.




And he had one thought.




I have to go home.




Danz thrust the blade upward.




The creature went still.




Then collapsed.




Danz lay beneath it, breathing heavily.




He pushed the corpse away.




Slowly, he stood.




His shoulder burned.




He looked at the dead monsters around him.




There were more than twenty.




He had killed three.




The rest were untouched.




Danz laughed bitterly.




“No way I’m carrying all of these.”




He dragged three bodies outside.




That was all he could manage.




By the time he reached the bounty office the next morning, the clerk barely looked up.




“Three Ironfang Vermin.”




Danz dropped the bodies.




“How much?”




The clerk counted the bounty.




“Six copper.”




Danz stared.




“Six?”




“Three monsters. Two copper each.”




Danz’s face tightened.




“I almost died.”




The clerk shrugged.




“That’s hunting.”




Danz stared at the coins.




Six copper.




He had risked his life for six copper.




He picked them up.




Then he noticed something.




A man was standing beside the bounty board.




Black coat.




Gloves.




A silver mask covering the lower half of his face.




Danz watched him place a small piece of paper beneath the board.




The man turned.




Their eyes met.




Danz immediately looked away.




The man walked past him.




But as he passed, he spoke quietly.




“You’re wasting your talent.”




Danz froze.




“What?”




The man didn’t stop.




“You kill monsters for pennies.”




Danz turned.




The stranger disappeared into the crowd.




Danz stared after him.




Then he looked at the bounty board.




Among the monster contracts were dozens of other jobs.




Escort work.




Monster extermination.




Guard duty.




And at the very bottom—




A single black piece of paper.




No official seal.




No guild insignia.




Just three words.




TARGET. ALIVE OPTIONAL.




Danz stared at it.




Then he looked at the reward.




His eyes widened.




It was more money than he had seen in his entire life.




His hand slowly reached toward the paper.




Then stopped.




He thought about his mother.




Her medicine.




Their empty cupboard.




The holes in the roof.




The three copper coins on their table.




Danz looked at the reward again.




His fingers closed around the contract.




For the first time in his life, Danz MISEGASHI realized something.




There were people willing to pay far more for a man’s death…




than monsters were worth alive.




He took the contract.




And walked away.




Behind him, the bounty board swayed gently in the morning wind.




And beneath the black paper, written in letters almost too small to notice, were the words:




ASSASSIN CONTRACTS — NO QUESTIONS ASKED.




Danz didn’t know it yet.




But that piece of paper was the first step toward becoming the most feared assassin of his generation.




And eventually…




the man history would call—




The Avenger.
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DANZ MISEGASHI: THE AVENGER




Danz stared at the piece of paper for most of the walk home.




He had read it at least twenty times.




TARGET: GARETH VENN.




LOCATION: SOUTHERN MARKET DISTRICT.




PAYMENT: 40 SILVER.




ALIVE OPTIONAL.




Forty silver.




Danz stopped walking.




He counted the amount in his head again.




Forty.




That was enough to buy food for months.




Enough medicine for his mother.




Enough firewood.




Maybe even enough to repair the roof.




His fingers tightened around the paper.




But there was another number written beneath the payment.




AGE: 31.




Danz swallowed.




Thirty-one.




He was twelve.




The target was an adult.




A grown man.




Danz looked toward the road ahead.




He could still turn around.




He could throw the contract away.




He could go home.




He could tell his mother he found nothing.




They could survive another day.




Maybe another week.




Maybe.




Danz looked at the contract again.




Forty silver.




He kept walking.




—-




The Southern Market District was one of the busiest parts of the city.




Merchants shouted over one another.




Children ran between stalls.




Carriages rolled down the streets.




People laughed.




People argued.




Nobody looked twice at Danz.




That was exactly what he needed.




He stood across the street from a butcher shop.




Gareth Venn was supposed to arrive at noon.




Danz had spent the morning watching the area.




He knew where the guards stood.




He knew which streets were crowded.




He knew which alleyways connected to the market.




He knew where he could run.




He knew where he could hide.




He didn’t know how he was going to kill a grown man.




That was the problem.




Danz looked down at his blade.




It was a cheap weapon.




The edge was chipped.




The handle was wrapped in old cloth.




It had been his mother’s.




She had given it to him when he was ten.




Back then, she’d told him it was for protection.




Not killing.




Danz sighed.




“I’m sorry, Mom.”




A bell rang.




Noon.




Danz looked up.




A large man walked into the market.




Thirty-one.




Brown hair.




Scar across his left eyebrow.




Black coat.




Exactly like the description.




Gareth Venn.




Danz’s heartbeat increased.




He followed him.




Not too close.




Not too far.




Gareth entered a restaurant.




Danz waited outside.




Five minutes.




Ten.




Fifteen.




Danz glanced at the contract.




There was one more line he hadn’t paid much attention to.




WARNING: TARGET IS ARMED.




Danz frowned.




“Of course he is.”




The restaurant door opened.




Gareth stepped outside.




Danz followed.




They entered an alley.




Gareth suddenly stopped.




Danz froze.




The man’s head turned slightly.




“You’ve been following me.”




Danz’s heart sank.




Gareth turned around.




His eyes locked onto Danz.




“Who sent you?”




Danz said nothing.




Gareth reached beneath his coat.




Danz drew his blade.




The man’s expression changed.




“You’re a kid.”




Danz’s grip tightened.




“Stay away from my family.”




Gareth stared.




“What?”




Danz moved.




He rushed forward.




Gareth drew a short sword.




Steel collided with steel.




The impact nearly knocked Danz’s blade from his hand.




Danz stumbled backward.




Gareth stared at him.




“You have no idea what you’re doing.”




Danz attacked again.




Slash.




Block.




Slash.




Block.




Gareth didn’t even look worried.




Danz’s breathing became heavier.




His shoulder still hurt from the monster attack.




His arm was shaking.




Gareth kicked him in the stomach.




Danz slammed into the wall.




The sword came down.




Danz rolled.




The blade cut through the wooden crate behind him.




Danz stared.




One hit.




That’s all it would take.




He couldn’t beat him.




Not like this.




Gareth raised his weapon again.




Danz looked around.




The alley.




The crates.




The broken barrels.




The narrow passage.




He remembered the monsters.




They were stronger than him too.




He hadn’t beaten them by being stronger.




He had beaten them by being smarter.




Danz grabbed a handful of dirt.




He threw it.




Gareth flinched.




Danz charged.




His blade struck the man’s wrist.




Gareth dropped the sword.




Danz kicked it away.




Gareth swung his fist.




Danz ducked.




The punch smashed into the wall.




Danz climbed onto a crate.




Jumped.




Grabbed a hanging rope.




Swinging around the alley, he wrapped the rope around Gareth’s neck.




Danz pulled.




Gareth staggered backward.




Danz landed behind him.




He pulled harder.




The man struggled.




Danz’s arms screamed.




“Stay down!”




Gareth grabbed the rope.




“You…”




He turned.




Danz’s eyes widened.




The man’s strength was terrifying.




Gareth tore the rope from his neck.




Danz fell.




Gareth grabbed him by the collar.




“You think killing me will make you strong?”




Danz’s feet kicked uselessly.




“No…”




Gareth lifted him.




“You think money will fix your life?”




Danz’s face tightened.




“Put me down.”




“Your mother?”




Danz froze.




Gareth smiled.




“That’s who you’re doing this for, isn’t it?”




Danz’s eyes widened.




“How do you know—”




Gareth slammed him against the wall.




Danz’s vision blurred.




“You kids always think you can become monsters to save someone.”




Danz’s hand found his blade.




He pulled it free.




Gareth didn’t notice.




Danz whispered:




“I’m not becoming a monster.”




He drove the blade into Gareth’s side.




The man froze.




Danz pulled the blade free.




Gareth released him.




He fell to his knees.




Blood spread across his coat.




Danz stood there.




His hand shook.




Gareth looked up.




There was no anger in his eyes.




Only disappointment.




“You don’t know…”




He coughed.




“…what you just stepped into.”




Then he collapsed.




Danz stared at him.




Silence.




The entire world seemed to disappear.




No merchants.




No carts.




No voices.




Nothing.




Just the sound of Danz breathing.




He looked down at his hands.




Blood.




His first human blood.




Danz backed away.




His stomach turned.




He ran.




—-




He didn’t stop until he reached the river.




Danz dropped to his knees.




He vomited.




Again.




And again.




He wiped his mouth.




His hands were still shaking.




He had killed a monster before.




That hadn’t bothered him.




Monsters were monsters.




This was different.




This was a person.




Danz stared at the river.




“Forty silver…”




The words sounded disgusting now.




He reached into his coat.




The contract was still there.




He pulled it out.




His eyes moved to the payment.




Forty silver.




He thought about his mother.




He thought about the medicine.




He thought about the empty cupboard.




Danz slowly folded the contract.




Then he stood.




He went home.




—-




His mother was asleep when he entered.




Danz quietly placed the money on the table.




Forty silver.




Then he added the six copper coins from the monsters.




His mother stirred.




“Danz?”




He froze.




“You’re home.”




“Yeah.”




She sat up.




Her eyes moved toward the table.




“What is that?”




Danz said nothing.




She stood.




Walked toward the money.




Her expression changed.




“Danz…”




He looked away.




“Where did you get this?”




“Hunting.”




His mother stared at him.




“That’s not monster money.”




Danz didn’t answer.




She understood.




Her face fell.




“No.”




“Mom—”




“No.”




“I had to.”




“You didn’t.”




“We needed it.”




“We needed you.”




Danz looked at her.




She walked toward him.




“Look at me.”




He did.




His mother placed both hands on his face.




“You are my son.”




Danz’s eyes began to water.




“You don’t have to become something you’re not just because the world abandoned us.”




Danz’s lips trembled.




“I don’t want to be poor anymore.”




His mother pulled him into her arms.




Danz finally broke.




He cried into her shoulder.




For the first time since he could remember, he allowed himself to cry.




His mother held him tightly.




“It’s okay.”




Danz whispered through his tears.




“I killed him.”




She closed her eyes.




“I know.”




“I’m sorry.”




“I know.”




“I was scared.”




“I know.”




They stayed that way for a long time.




Neither of them noticed the black figure standing across the street.




The masked man from the bounty board.




He watched Danz’s house from the shadows.




Then he looked at the bloodied blade in Danz’s hand.




A faint smile appeared beneath his mask.




“Interesting.”




He turned away.




“Very interesting.”




And disappeared into the night.




Danz had completed his first assassination.




He had earned forty silver.




But he had also crossed a line he could never uncross.




And somewhere in the darkness, someone had begun watching him.
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Danz woke before sunrise.




For several seconds, he didn’t remember where he was.




Then he saw the ceiling.




The cracked wooden beams.




The patched roof.




The tiny window.




His home.




His mother’s breathing came from the other side of the room.




Danz stared at the ceiling.




Then he remembered the alley.




Gareth Venn.




The blade.




The blood.




Danz sat up.




His stomach twisted.




He quietly climbed out of bed.




His clothes from yesterday were still on the floor.




He picked them up.




There was blood on the sleeve.




Danz stared at it.




He rubbed the fabric between his fingers.




The blood had dried.




He threw the shirt into the corner.




Then he washed his hands.




Once.




Twice.




Three times.




He kept scrubbing.




His mother woke.




“Danz?”




He stopped.




“I’m here.”




She sat up.




“You’ve been awake all night.”




“I’m fine.”




“You don’t have to lie to me.”




Danz looked at the water.




“I don’t know what I’m supposed to feel.”




His mother was quiet.




Then she said:




“You don’t have to feel anything right now.”




Danz looked at her.




“Is that normal?”




“I don’t know.”




She smiled sadly.




“But you’re still my son.”




Danz looked away.




That was enough.




For the moment.




—-




The money changed everything.




Not dramatically.




Not yet.




But enough.




His mother had medicine.




They had food.




Danz bought flour, rice, vegetables, meat, and enough firewood to last several weeks.




For the first time in years, their cupboards weren’t empty.




Danz even repaired part of the roof.




He stood on top of the house hammering wooden boards into place while his mother watched from below.




“You’re going to fall.”




“I won’t.”




“You said that before.”




“And I didn’t.”




“You nearly did.”




“Nearly doesn’t count.”




His mother laughed.




Danz smiled.




For a few hours, he almost forgot where the money came from.




Almost.




That evening, they ate together.




A real meal.




Warm meat.




Rice.




Vegetables.




Danz stared at his plate.




His mother noticed.




“What?”




“Nothing.”




“You’ve been staring at that rice for five minutes.”




Danz picked up his spoon.




“I forgot what a full plate looked like.”




His mother smiled.




“Then eat.”




Danz did.




For the first time in a long time, he ate until he was full.




And somehow, that made everything worse.




Because now he knew exactly what forty silver could buy.




And he knew exactly how he had earned it.




—-




Three days passed.




Danz didn’t take another contract.




He hunted monsters instead.




The money was terrible.




But it was honest.




At least that’s what he told himself.




He killed a pack of Razorbacks.




Collected twelve copper.




Then he cleared a nest of venomous cave spiders.




Eight copper.




Then he helped a farmer remove a giant centipede.




Five copper.




Twenty-five copper.




Three days of work.




Danz sat outside the bounty office counting the coins.




Twenty-five.




He looked at the number.




Then remembered forty silver.




He closed his hand.




“Forget it.”




He stood.




He walked away.




He made it half a block.




Then stopped.




Danz slowly turned.




The bounty board was still visible in the distance.




He stared at it.




“No.”




He turned again.




Took three steps.




Stopped.




“Dammit.”




He went back.




—-




The black paper was there.




Different contract.




Different target.




Same handwriting.




Danz stared at it.




TARGET: MARCUS VELL.




LOCATION: EASTERN WAREHOUSE DISTRICT.




PAYMENT: 25 SILVER.




ALIVE OPTIONAL.




Danz stared at the reward.




Twenty-five silver.




Less than his first contract.




Still more than he could earn hunting monsters in months.




His hand reached toward it.




Then stopped.




He remembered his mother’s voice.




You don’t have to become something you’re not.




Danz pulled his hand back.




He walked away.




This time, he made it several streets.




Then he heard footsteps.




Danz turned.




The masked man stood behind him.




Same black coat.




Same silver mask.




Danz immediately reached for his blade.




“Who are you?”




The man raised both hands.




“Relax.”




“You’ve been following me.”




“I’ve been watching.”




“Why?”




“Because you’re interesting.”




Danz frowned.




“I’m twelve.”




“I noticed.”




“I’m not interested in whatever you’re selling.”




The man laughed.




“I’m not selling anything.”




He reached into his coat.




Danz’s blade came halfway out.




The man slowly removed a small black card.




He held it between two fingers.




“Your first contract.”




Danz stared.




“What about it?”




“You completed it.”




“So?”




“You didn’t steal the money.”




Danz’s eyes narrowed.




“What does that matter?”




“It means you followed the rules.”




“I was supposed to kill him.”




“You did.”




“I don’t see your point.”




The man stepped closer.




“You could have robbed him.”




Danz said nothing.




“You could have taken his belongings.”




Nothing.




“You could have disappeared.”




Danz’s grip tightened.




“But you completed the job exactly as instructed.”




The man tilted his head.




“That tells me you’re not a common thug.”




“Then what am I?”




The man’s voice became quieter.




“Potential.”




Danz laughed.




“Potential doesn’t buy food.”




“No.”




The man held out another piece of paper.




“Contracts do.”




Danz didn’t take it.




“Who are you?”




“My name doesn’t matter.”




“It matters to me.”




The man stared at him.




Then smiled.




“Call me Veyr.”




Danz looked at the paper.




“What do you want?”




“Nothing.”




“Nobody wants nothing.”




“You’re right.”




Veyr lowered the contract.




“I want to know how far you’ll go.”




Danz’s eyes hardened.




“Why?”




“Because every assassin has a reason.”




Veyr looked at him.




“Some kill for money.”




“Some kill for power.”




“Some kill because they enjoy it.”




“And some…”




He paused.




“…kill because they believe the world owes them something.”




Danz’s expression changed.




Veyr noticed.




“There it is.”




“What?”




“That look.”




Danz said nothing.




“You don’t just want money.”




Veyr stepped closer.




“You want the world to pay.”




Danz’s eyes narrowed.




“You don’t know anything about me.”




“No.”




Veyr turned away.




“But I intend to.”




He tossed the contract toward Danz.




Danz caught it.




Veyr walked away.




Danz looked down.




MARCUS VELL.




He unfolded the paper.




There was a second page.




A short description.




Marcus Vell was a merchant.




Thirty-eight years old.




Known for smuggling weapons.




Known for extortion.




Known for paying criminals to eliminate competition.




Known for one other thing.




He had killed children who failed to pay his debts.




Danz’s expression hardened.




He looked toward the street where Veyr had disappeared.




Then back at the contract.




For the first time, Danz didn’t feel sick.




He felt something else.




Anger.




—-




That night, Danz sat beside his sleeping mother.




The contract rested on his lap.




He looked at her.




Then at the paper.




He whispered:




“I’m only doing this one.”




He folded it.




Put it inside his coat.




And stood.




Outside, the moon hung over the city.




Danz walked toward the eastern district.




He didn’t know it yet…




but his second target would teach him something his first never could.




There was a difference between killing someone…




and deciding someone deserves to die.




And that difference would shape the rest of his life.
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The Eastern Warehouse District smelled like salt, oil, and rotten wood.




Danz had never liked the place.




Too many people.




Too many dark corners.




Too many men who watched strangers a little too closely.




He stood across from a warehouse with a faded red door.




Warehouse 17.




According to the contract, Marcus Vell was inside.




Danz had been watching the building for nearly an hour.




Three guards outside.




Two entrances.




One upper window.




A chimney.




No obvious escape route.




Danz crouched behind a stack of crates.




He pulled the contract from his coat.




Marcus Vell.




Thirty-eight.




Merchant.




Weapons smuggler.




Extortionist.




Child killer.




Danz stared at the last line.




His jaw tightened.




He didn’t know if it was true.




That was the problem.




The first contract had been simple.




Find the man.




Kill him.




Get paid.




This one felt different.




Danz needed to know.




He slipped around the back of the warehouse.




A small window sat above him.




Too high to reach.




Danz looked around.




A barrel.




A crate.




Perfect.




He stacked them.




Climbed.




Opened the window.




And slipped inside.




—-




The warehouse was enormous.




Crates filled almost every inch of the floor.




Danz crouched behind one.




Voices echoed through the building.




“You’re short.”




A man’s voice.




“I told you, the shipment was delayed.”




“That’s not my problem.”




Danz slowly moved closer.




He peeked around a crate.




Four men stood around a table.




And sitting at the center was Marcus Vell.




He was older than Danz expected.




Thick beard.




Expensive coat.




Gold rings.




A scar across his cheek.




He looked nothing like the monster Danz had imagined.




Marcus slammed his hand onto the table.




“You think I’m going to lose money because some idiot couldn’t keep his mouth shut?”




One of the men lowered his head.




“I’m sorry.”




Marcus sighed.




Then smiled.




“Don’t be.”




He pulled a dagger.




The man looked up.




Marcus drove the dagger into the table beside his hand.




The man flinched.




Marcus laughed.




“See?”




Danz’s hand tightened around his blade.




He had seen enough.




Marcus continued talking.




“The northern village still owes me.”




“They can’t pay.”




“Then take their children.”




Danz froze.




The room seemed to become colder.




One of the men hesitated.




“Boss…”




Marcus looked at him.




“What?”




“They’re just kids.”




Marcus shrugged.




“Then they’ll be easier to control.”




Danz’s eyes darkened.




He slowly pulled his blade.




The man who had questioned Marcus looked uncomfortable.




“What if the guards intervene?”




Marcus laughed.




“The guards work for me.”




Danz stepped from behind the crate.




“Not all of them.”




Everyone turned.




Marcus stared at the boy standing in the shadows.




“…Who the hell are you?”




Danz raised his blade.




“Your last problem.”




One of the guards charged.




Danz moved.




He ducked beneath the man’s swing.




Slash.




The guard dropped his weapon.




Danz kicked him into the table.




Another man attacked.




Danz jumped backward.




The man’s blade missed.




Danz grabbed his wrist.




Twisted.




The weapon fell.




He kicked it away.




The man stumbled.




Danz struck the side of his head.




He fell unconscious.




Marcus stared.




“You’re the assassin?”




Danz said nothing.




Marcus laughed.




“They sent a child?”




Danz’s expression didn’t change.




“You’re Marcus Vell.”




“Yes.”




“I’m here to kill you.”




Marcus smiled.




“Then come on.”




Danz attacked.




Marcus was fast.




Much faster than Gareth.




He blocked Danz’s first strike.




Then the second.




Then grabbed Danz by the wrist.




“You’ve got courage.”




Marcus slammed him against a crate.




“But you’re still a child.”




Danz gritted his teeth.




Marcus raised his fist.




Danz kicked him in the knee.




Marcus stumbled.




Danz slipped free.




He attacked again.




Marcus blocked.




Danz changed direction.




The blade grazed his coat.




Marcus’s eyes widened.




“You little—”




He swung.




Danz ducked.




The punch shattered a wooden crate behind him.




Danz looked at the broken wood.




Then at Marcus.




He’s strong.




Marcus grabbed him again.




Danz drove his forehead into Marcus’s nose.




Blood sprayed.




Marcus staggered.




Danz kicked his leg.




Marcus fell.




Danz jumped on top of him.




Blade raised.




“Wait!”




Danz stopped.




Marcus stared at him.




“You don’t know who hired you.”




Danz’s eyes narrowed.




“Doesn’t matter.”




“It does.”




Marcus coughed.




“You think this is about money?”




Danz’s grip tightened.




“Shut up.”




“Someone wanted me dead.”




“I know.”




“No.”




Marcus smiled through the blood.




“You don’t.”




He pointed toward the upper floor.




“Ask them.”




Danz looked up.




“What?”




Marcus laughed.




“You really don’t know.”




Danz slowly stood.




“Who?”




Marcus didn’t answer.




A noise came from above.




Footsteps.




Danz looked toward the stairs.




Someone was coming down.




A young girl appeared.




Maybe ten years old.




Her clothes were torn.




Her wrists were bruised.




She looked terrified.




Danz’s expression changed.




Marcus smiled.




“That’s one of them.”




Danz stared at the girl.




Marcus continued.




“Her family owed me money.”




The girl looked at Danz.




“Please…”




Danz’s hand trembled.




Marcus laughed.




“You still want to kill me?”




Danz looked at him.




Then at the girl.




His anger boiled.




He raised his blade.




Marcus smiled.




But Danz didn’t strike.




He lowered the weapon.




Marcus’s smile faded.




“What are you doing?”




Danz grabbed the girl’s hand.




“Run.”




The girl stared at him.




“What?”




“RUN!”




She ran.




Marcus pushed himself up.




“You little bastard!”




He lunged.




Danz turned.




Their blades collided.




Marcus was furious now.




Danz blocked.




The impact sent him backward.




Marcus attacked again.




Danz ducked.




A blade passed over his head.




Danz stepped inside Marcus’s reach.




Then drove his weapon into Marcus’s chest.




Silence.




Marcus looked down.




Danz held the blade.




Marcus’s eyes widened.




“You…”




Blood ran from his mouth.




Danz pulled the weapon free.




Marcus collapsed.




Danz stood over him.




He didn’t feel sick.




He didn’t feel afraid.




He felt…




nothing.




He looked at the dead man.




Then at the girl disappearing into the night.




The contract was complete.




But Danz didn’t realize something.




He had just made his first choice.




Not because someone paid him.




Not because he needed money.




Because he decided.




—-




Danz searched Marcus’s office.




He found ledgers.




Names.




Payments.




Weapons.




And dozens of records documenting people Marcus had blackmailed.




Some were adults.




Some were children.




Danz’s stomach tightened.




He took the ledgers.




Not for money.




For evidence.




He also found a locked chest.




Inside was enough gold to feed his district for years.




Danz stared at it.




Then closed it.




He didn’t take a single coin.




Instead, he took the ledgers.




And left.




—-




Outside, the girl was waiting.




Danz stopped.




“Why are you still here?”




She looked at him.




“I don’t have anywhere to go.”




Danz sighed.




He looked toward the city.




Then toward his home.




He couldn’t bring her there.




His mother barely had enough space for them.




But he couldn’t leave her either.




Danz crouched.




“What’s your name?”




“Lena.”




“Do you have family?”




She shook her head.




Danz thought for a moment.




“There’s a temple near the western district.”




Lena looked at him.




“They help people.”




“Will they help me?”




“They better.”




She smiled faintly.




Danz stood.




“Come on.”




As they walked through the city, Danz looked up at the moon.




He had started taking assassination contracts because he needed money.




But tonight…




he had killed a man because that man deserved it.




That scared him more than his first kill.




Because money could run out.




Hunger could disappear.




But once Danz discovered that his anger could justify his blade…




there was no telling where it would lead him.




—-




On a rooftop several streets away, Veyr watched.




He had seen everything.




The fight.




The girl.




The killing.




The ledgers.




And most importantly…




Danz refusing to take the gold.




Veyr’s eyes narrowed.




“So that’s what you are.”




He smiled.




“Interesting.”




Then he disappeared into the night.




Behind him, the city continued sleeping.




Unaware that a twelve-year-old boy had just taken his second step into the world of assassins.




And this time…




he had chosen the target himself.
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The western temple was quiet at night.




Danz stood outside its gates with Lena beside him.




The girl hadn’t said much during the walk.




Neither had he.




The city around them was slowly falling asleep.




Lanterns flickered along the streets.




Shopkeepers closed their doors.




Carriages became less frequent.




Danz looked at Lena.




“You’ll be safe here.”




She looked up at him.




“Are you staying?”




Danz hesitated.




“No.”




“Why?”




“Because I have somewhere to go.”




Lena looked toward the temple.




Then back at him.




“Will I see you again?”




Danz didn’t know how to answer.




So he gave her the only answer he could.




“Maybe.”




She smiled.




“Okay.”




Danz turned.




“Danz?”




He looked back.




“Thank you.”




Danz nodded.




Then walked away.




He didn’t realize until he reached the end of the street that he was smiling.




—-




The walk home felt different.




Danz kept thinking about the contract.




Twenty-five silver.




He hadn’t collected it.




He had completed the assassination, but he hadn’t returned to the contact point.




He wasn’t even sure he wanted the money.




He stopped beneath a streetlamp.




He looked at his hands.




Then at the blade tied to his waist.




He remembered what his mother had said.




You don’t have to become something you’re not.




Danz closed his eyes.




“But what am I?”




No answer came.




He continued walking.




—-




His mother was awake.




The moment Danz opened the door, she looked at him.




“You smell like blood.”




Danz stopped.




“I washed.”




“Not enough.”




She stood.




“Are you hurt?”




“No.”




She walked toward him anyway.




She checked his arms.




His chest.




His face.




Then his shoulders.




Finally, she sighed.




“You’re lucky.”




Danz sat at the table.




His mother sat across from him.




Neither spoke.




Then she noticed the look in his eyes.




“You did it again.”




Danz looked down.




“Yeah.”




She closed her eyes.




“Danz…”




“He was hurting people.”




“That’s not what I asked.”




“I know.”




She stared at him.




“Did you want to do it?”




Danz thought about it.




“No.”




That was true.




Then he remembered Marcus.




“But I wanted him to stop.”




His mother was quiet.




“That’s different.”




“Is it?”




She didn’t answer.




Danz reached into his coat.




He placed the contract on the table.




“I didn’t get paid.”




His mother looked at it.




“Why?”




“I didn’t want the money.”




She stared at him.




“Why?”




Danz looked down.




“Because I killed him for the wrong reason.”




“What reason?”




Danz’s voice became quieter.




“Because I hated him.”




His mother reached across the table.




She placed her hand over his.




“Hating someone doesn’t make you evil.”




Danz looked up.




“But killing them can.”




“Sometimes.”




She squeezed his hand.




“And sometimes people make choices that lead to death.”




Danz looked at her.




“You think what I did was right?”




His mother shook her head.




“I think you’re twelve.”




Danz blinked.




She continued.




“You shouldn’t have to decide who lives or dies.”




His eyes dropped.




“But I do.”




“I know.”




Her voice cracked.




“And that’s what scares me.”




Danz didn’t answer.




—-




The next morning, Danz returned to the bounty district.




The black contract was gone.




He approached the contact point.




An old man sat behind a small wooden desk.




Danz placed the contract down.




“Job’s done.”




The old man looked at him.




“Proof?”




Danz placed Marcus’s ring on the desk.




The old man’s eyebrows rose.




“You killed him?”




“Yes.”




“Any witnesses?”




“Some.”




“Problems?”




“No.”




The old man counted out twenty-five silver.




Danz stared at it.




He didn’t touch the money.




The old man frowned.




“That’s your payment.”




“I know.”




“Then take it.”




Danz slowly picked up the coins.




The weight felt different this time.




He put them into his pouch.




Then turned.




“Wait.”




Danz stopped.




The old man looked at him.




“You did something unusual.”




“What?”




“You brought the ledger.”




Danz stared.




“How do you know?”




“Because someone else already told me.”




Danz’s expression changed.




“Who?”




The old man smiled.




“Your new friend.”




Danz immediately knew who he meant.




“Veyr.”




The old man said nothing.




Danz looked around.




“Where is he?”




“Not here.”




“Where?”




“You’re asking too many questions.”




Danz grabbed the man’s shirt.




“Where?”




The old man’s smile disappeared.




“Careful, boy.”




Danz released him.




“Tell him I don’t need his help.”




The old man chuckled.




“That’s not what he thinks.”




—-




Danz left.




He walked several blocks before hearing footsteps.




He turned.




Nothing.




He kept walking.




Footsteps.




Again.




Danz stopped.




“Veyr.”




Silence.




Danz turned around.




A figure stepped from an alley.




Not Veyr.




A woman.




Tall.




Black hair.




Long coat.




Two short blades strapped to her hips.




She looked at Danz.




“You’ve been asking about Veyr.”




Danz’s hand moved toward his weapon.




“Who are you?”




“Someone who knows him.”




“That’s not an answer.”




She smiled.




“You’re sharp.”




“I don’t have time.”




“You do.”




She stepped closer.




“You’re the kid who killed Marcus Vell.”




Danz’s eyes narrowed.




“How do you know that?”




“Everyone in the underground knows.”




Danz’s expression hardened.




“The underground?”




“The world beneath the world.”




She leaned slightly toward him.




“Assassins. Mercenaries. Smugglers. Informants. Bounty hunters.”




Danz said nothing.




“You’re in it now.”




Danz looked at her.




“I only took two jobs.”




“Two is enough.”




She stepped past him.




“After your first kill, people notice.”




Danz turned.




“Who are you?”




She looked over her shoulder.




“Seren.”




Then she walked away.




Danz watched her disappear.




Something about her bothered him.




Not because she was threatening.




Because she had looked at him like she already knew what he would become.




—-




That evening, Danz returned home.




He placed the twenty-five silver on the table.




His mother stared at it.




“Another job?”




Danz nodded.




She looked at the money.




Then at him.




“How long?”




“What?”




“How long until you stop?”




Danz didn’t answer.




His mother looked away.




“You can’t do this forever.”




Danz sat down.




“I know.”




“Then when?”




Danz stared at the coins.




“When we have enough.”




“Enough for what?”




“Everything.”




His mother smiled sadly.




“There’s no such thing.”




Danz frowned.




“There has to be.”




“No.”




She touched one of the silver coins.




“Money doesn’t make you safe.”




Danz looked at her.




“Then what does?”




She smiled.




“I don’t know.”




For a moment, the room was silent.




Then Danz heard something.




A knock.




Three times.




His mother looked toward the door.




Danz stood.




Another three knocks.




Danz’s hand went to his blade.




He opened the door.




Nobody.




Only a small black envelope lying on the ground.




Danz picked it up.




His name was written on the front.




DANZ MISEGASHI.




His expression changed.




He opened it.




Inside was a single contract.




But this one was different.




No target name.




No location.




No payment.




Only one sentence.




IF YOU WANT TO KNOW WHY YOUR FATHER ABANDONED YOU, COME ALONE.




Danz stopped breathing.




His mother looked at him.




“What is it?”




Danz slowly folded the letter.




“Nothing.”




She stared at him.




“Danz.”




He looked at her.




For the first time in years…




he had a question he desperately wanted answered.




Who was his father?




Why had he left?




And why…




after twelve years of silence…




was someone finally bringing his name back into Danz’s life?




Outside, somewhere in the darkness, a pair of eyes watched the house.




And a quiet voice whispered:




“Let’s see what kind of monster the Demon Lord’s son becomes.”
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Danz didn’t sleep.

The letter sat beneath his pillow.

He had read it so many times that he no longer needed to open it.

IF YOU WANT TO KNOW WHY YOUR FATHER ABANDONED YOU, COME ALONE.

Every time he closed his eyes, the same question returned.

Why?

His mother had never told him.

Whenever he asked about his father, she changed the subject.

Whenever someone mentioned the Demon Lord, she became quiet.

Danz had spent twelve years pretending he didn’t care.

He cared.

He cared more than he wanted to admit.

He sat beside the window and watched the moon disappear behind the clouds.

Across the room, his mother slept.

Danz looked at her.

He could wake her.

He could ask her.

He could put the letter in front of her and demand the truth.

But something stopped him.

Fear.

Not fear of the person who sent the letter.

Fear of the answer.

Danz quietly stood.

He grabbed his coat.

His mother moved slightly.

Danz froze.

She opened her eyes.

“Where are you going?”

Danz said nothing.

She sat up.

“Danz.”

“I need to go somewhere.”

“Where?”

“Just out.”

She stared at him.

“You’ve been acting strange since yesterday.”

“I’m fine.”

“No.”

Her voice was firm.

“You’re not.”

Danz looked toward the door.

His mother climbed out of bed.

“Look at me.”

He did.

“What’s happening?”

Danz hesitated.

Then he lied.

“Nothing.”

She stared at him for several seconds.

Finally, she sighed.

“Come back before sunrise.”

Danz nodded.

“I will.”

He opened the door.

“Danz.”

He looked back.

His mother smiled.

“Be careful.”

Danz smiled.

“I always am.”

Then he left.

The meeting place was an abandoned chapel outside the city.

Danz had never been there.

The building looked like it hadn’t been used in decades.

Broken windows.

Cracked stone.

Overgrown weeds.

The door creaked open when Danz pushed it.

He stepped inside.

“Hello?”

His voice echoed.

Nothing.

Danz walked deeper.

His hand stayed on his blade.

Then—

“You’re late.”

Danz spun around.

A man sat in the darkness.

He wore a long black coat.

His face was hidden behind a hood.

Danz narrowed his eyes.

“Who are you?”

The man laughed.

“You really do look like him.”

Danz froze.

“Like who?”

The man stood.

“The Demon Lord.”

Danz’s hand tightened around his weapon.

“Don’t talk about him.”

“Why?”

“Because I said so.”

The man smiled.

“Interesting.”

Danz stepped forward.

“You said you know why he abandoned us.”

“I know.”

“Then tell me.”

“Your mother never told you?”

“No.”

“Of course she didn’t.”

Danz’s anger rose.

“Tell me.”

The man walked around him.

“You were born under unusual circumstances.”

Danz frowned.

“Meaning?”

“Your father wasn’t human.”

“I know.”

“He wasn’t merely powerful either.”

The man stopped.

“He was something far beyond what most people understand.”

Danz stared.

“He’s the Demon Lord.”

The man smiled.

“That’s only one of his titles.”

Danz’s eyes narrowed.

“What are you saying?”

“I’m saying your father wasn’t just some ruler who walked away from a woman.”

The man leaned closer.

“He was afraid.”

Danz laughed.

“Afraid?”

“Yes.”

“Of my mother?”

“No.”

The man pointed at Danz.

“Of you.”

Silence.

Danz stared at him.

“That doesn’t make sense.”

“It will.”

“Why would he be afraid of me?”

“Because of what you are.”

Danz’s heart began beating faster.

“What am I?”

The man smiled.

“That’s the question.”

Danz stepped forward.

“Tell me.”

The man didn’t answer.

Instead, he pulled a small object from his coat.

A black crystal.

He held it toward Danz.

“Touch it.”

Danz stared.

“What does it do?”

“It tells you whether you’re ready to hear the truth.”

Danz almost laughed.

“That’s stupid.”

“Maybe.”

Danz reached toward it.

The moment his fingers touched the crystal—

BOOM.

A shockwave exploded through the chapel.

Danz was thrown backward.

He slammed into a stone pillar.

The crystal shattered.

The man stared at him.

His expression had changed completely.

“What…”

Danz pushed himself up.

“What happened?”

The man stared at Danz’s hand.

A faint black mark had appeared across his palm.

Danz looked at it.

“What is this?”

The man backed away.

“You weren’t supposed to have that.”

Danz’s expression hardened.

“Have what?”

The man didn’t answer.

Danz grabbed him by the collar.

“Tell me!”

The man’s fear was unmistakable now.

“You’re his son.”

“I know.”

“No.”

The man looked into Danz’s eyes.

“You’re not just his son.”

Danz froze.

The man whispered:

“You’re a demigod.”

Silence.

Danz stared.

Then laughed.

“A what?”

“A demigod.”

“You’re insane.”

“Your body is carrying a power you haven’t awakened.”

Danz looked at his hand.

The black mark was fading.

“What power?”

“I don’t know.”

“Then how do you know I’m a demigod?”

“Because the crystal reacted to your existence.”

Danz stepped back.

The man continued.

“Your mother is human.”

Danz nodded.

“Your father is the Demon Lord.”

“Yes.”

“That makes you something else.”

Danz stared at him.

“Why did he leave?”

The man became silent.

Finally:

“Because your birth was forbidden.”

Danz’s expression changed.

“Forbidden?”

“There are rules among beings like your father.”

“What rules?”

“I don’t know all of them.”

“Then who does?”

The man looked toward the broken ceiling.

“Your father.”

Danz’s jaw tightened.

“Where is he?”

“I don’t know.”

“You’re lying.”

“I’m not.”

Danz grabbed his collar again.

“Then why bring me here?”

The man smiled.

“Because someone wanted to see you.”

Danz froze.

“Who?”

The chapel doors suddenly slammed shut.

The room went dark.

Danz turned.

Footsteps echoed from behind him.

Slow.

Calm.

Deliberate.

The man who had summoned him smiled.

“You’re about to find out.”

A figure stepped from the darkness.

Danz’s hand went to his blade.

The stranger stopped beneath the moonlight.

A woman.

Long silver hair.

Black dress.

Eyes like cold steel.

Danz stared.

He had never seen her before.

She looked at him for several seconds.

Then spoke.

“So…”

Her voice was soft.

“This is the Demon Lord’s son.”

Danz raised his blade.

“Who are you?”

The woman smiled.

“My name doesn’t matter.”

Danz’s expression hardened.

“Everybody keeps saying that.”

The woman laughed.

“I like you already.”

She stepped closer.

“I came because I wanted to see whether the rumors were true.”

“What rumors?”

“That the Demon Lord abandoned his child.”

Danz’s grip tightened.

“He did.”

The woman’s smile disappeared.

“No.”

Danz froze.

“He didn’t abandon you.”

She looked directly into his eyes.

“He was forced to leave.”

Danz’s heartbeat stopped.

“By who?”

The woman turned toward the broken window.

“That…”

She smiled faintly.

“…is a story for another day.”

Danz stepped forward.

“No.”

The woman looked back.

“Excuse me?”

“You don’t get to do that.”

Danz’s voice shook with anger.

“You don’t get to walk in here, tell me my entire life is a lie, and then say ‘another day.’”

The woman stared at him.

For a moment, there was silence.

Then she smiled.

“Good.”

Danz frowned.

“Good?”

“You have his temper.”

“Whose?”

The woman turned toward the door.

“Your father’s.”

She walked away.

Danz followed.

“Wait!”

She stopped.

Without turning around, she said:

“Keep taking contracts.”

Danz froze.

“What?”

“Become stronger.”

“Why?”

“Because one day…”

She glanced over her shoulder.

“…someone is going to come for you.”

Then she disappeared into the night.

Danz stood in the ruined chapel.

His mind raced.

His father hadn’t abandoned them?

He was a demigod?

Someone was coming for him?

None of it made sense.

He looked down at his hand.

The black mark was gone.

But he could still feel something beneath his skin.

Something sleeping.

Something waiting.

Danz clenched his fist.

“I don’t care what I am.”

He looked toward the moon.

“I’ll find the truth myself.”

And for the first time…

Danz MISEGASHI wasn’t taking assassination contracts solely for money.

He had another reason now.

He wanted answers.

And he was willing to kill to get them.
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By the time Danz returned home, the sun was beginning to rise.


He opened the door quietly.


His mother was sitting at the table.


Waiting.


Danz stopped.


She hadn’t slept.


Her eyes were red.


“You’re late.”


Danz closed the door.


“Sorry.”


“Where did you go?”


Danz looked away.


“Out.”


His mother stared at him.


“Don’t lie to me.”


Danz said nothing.


She stood.


“Who did you meet?”


Danz froze.


“You knew?”


“I know my son.”


She walked toward him.


“Someone came looking for you.”


Danz’s eyes widened.


“Who?”


“Two men.”


“When?”


“While you were gone.”


Danz’s hand went to his blade.


“What did they want?”


“I don’t know.”


“What did they look like?”


His mother hesitated.


“One was wearing a gray cloak.”


“And the other?”


“Black.”


Danz’s expression changed.


“Did they hurt you?”


“No.”


“Did they touch you?”


“No.”


“Then what happened?”


“They asked about you.”


Danz’s jaw tightened.


“What did you tell them?”


“The truth.”


She looked into his eyes.


“I told them you weren’t home.”


Danz relaxed slightly.


“Did they leave?”


His mother nodded.


“They said something strange.”


“What?”


She looked toward the window.


“They said, ‘Tell the boy his father’s sins are coming home.’”


Danz went silent.


His blood ran cold.


The woman at the chapel.


Someone is going to come for you.


Danz looked at his mother.


“We’re leaving.”


“What?”


“Pack.”


“Where?”


“Anywhere.”


His mother shook her head.


“Danz, calm down.”


“No.”


He grabbed a small bag.


“We can’t stay here.”


“Danz.”


“They know where we live.”


“Who?”


“I don’t know.”


“Then how are you going to protect us?”


Danz stopped.


He didn’t have an answer.


His mother walked over.


“Danz.”


She placed her hands on his shoulders.


“Look at me.”


He did.


“Running without knowing where you’re going won’t help.”


“But—”


“We’ve survived this long.”


“Because I wasn’t an assassin.”


She stared at him.


Danz looked away.


His voice became quieter.


“I brought this to us.”


His mother hugged him.


“No.”


Danz froze.


“This isn’t your fault.”


“But—”


“Whatever is coming…”


She held him tighter.


“…we face it together.”


Danz closed his eyes.


For a moment, he was twelve again.


Not an assassin.


Not a demigod.


Just her son.


—-


Three days passed.


Nothing happened.


No strange visitors.


No threats.


No attacks.


Danz almost convinced himself that everything was fine.


Almost.


He continued taking monster-hunting jobs during the day.


He didn’t accept assassination contracts.


Not yet.


Instead, he trained.


He woke before sunrise.


Ran through the outskirts.


Practiced his footwork.


Worked on his grip.


Repeated the same strikes hundreds of times.


His blade wasn’t special.


His body wasn’t strong.


His technique wasn’t impressive.


But Danz had something most fighters didn’t.


He was willing to learn.


Every mistake became a lesson.


Every injury became information.


Every fight became experience.


By the end of the week, his movements were already cleaner.


His strikes were faster.


His awareness sharper.


But it still wasn’t enough.


He knew it.


He needed someone to teach him.


—-


Danz found Veyr in an alley.


He wasn’t sure how.


He simply followed the feeling that someone was watching him.


Veyr appeared behind him.


“You’ve been training.”


Danz didn’t turn.


“You knew I’d come.”


“I suspected.”


“I need a teacher.”


Veyr laughed.


“Why?”


“Because I’m weak.”


Veyr stepped closer.


“That’s the first intelligent thing you’ve said.”


Danz turned.


“I want to become stronger.”


“Stronger for what?”


“My mother.”


Veyr’s expression softened slightly.


“And?”


Danz’s eyes hardened.


“My father.”


Veyr studied him.


“Ah.”


“You know something.”


“Everyone keeps telling me that.”


“Then tell me.”


Veyr shook his head.


“No.”


Danz frowned.


“Why?”


“Because knowledge without strength gets people killed.”


Danz stared at him.


“Then teach me.”


Veyr smiled.


“Fine.”


Danz blinked.


“Really?”


“Tomorrow.”


“Where?”


“Old quarry.”


“What time?”


“Before sunrise.”


Danz nodded.


Then Veyr added:


“Bring your blade.”


Danz started walking away.


“Wait.”


Danz turned.


Veyr’s eyes were serious.


“Don’t expect me to treat you like a child.”


Danz smiled.


“I don’t want you to.”


—-


The next morning, Danz arrived at the quarry.


Veyr was already there.


“You’re late.”


Danz looked at the sky.


“The sun isn’t even up.”


“Exactly.”


Veyr tossed him a wooden knife.


“Defend yourself.”


Danz caught it.


“Against what?”


Veyr disappeared.


Danz’s eyes widened.


A strike came from behind.


Danz ducked.


Veyr’s wooden blade passed over his head.


Danz spun.


Another strike.


Block.


Another.


Danz stumbled backward.


Veyr didn’t slow down.


Danz barely survived the first ten seconds.


“You’re too slow.”


Strike.


“Too predictable.”


Strike.


“You telegraph everything.”


Strike.


Danz fell.


Veyr’s wooden blade stopped against his throat.


“Dead.”


Danz breathed heavily.


“Again.”


Veyr smiled.


“Good.”


—-


They trained for hours.


Danz lost.


Again.


Again.


Again.


By noon, he couldn’t lift his arms.


He collapsed onto the dirt.


Veyr stood above him.


“You have talent.”


Danz looked up.


“You’re lying.”


“No.”


Veyr folded his arms.


“Talent isn’t strength.”


Danz listened.


“Talent means you learn quickly.”


Veyr pointed toward Danz’s wooden blade.


“You observe.”


“You adapt.”


“And you don’t repeat the same mistake twice.”


Danz sat up.


“Then why do I keep losing?”


“Because you’re twelve.”


Danz frowned.


Veyr laughed.


“You’re talented.”


“But you’re still a child fighting people who’ve spent years learning how to kill.”


Danz looked at his hands.


“How long until I’m strong?”


Veyr shrugged.


“Years.”


Danz sighed.


“I don’t have years.”


Veyr’s expression changed.


“Then make every day count.”


—-


That night, Danz returned home exhausted.


His mother was cooking.


She looked at him.


“You’ve been training.”


Danz nodded.


“With who?”


“Someone.”


She sighed.


“You’re becoming secretive.”


Danz smiled.


“Maybe.”


She handed him a bowl.


“Eat.”


Danz sat down.


For a while, everything felt normal.


Then—


BOOM.


The front
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