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​Dark Tales of Asia: 8 Stories of Cursed Legends and Dark Myths
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Delve into the shadows of Asia, where folklore whispers of ancient curses and dark myths chill the soul. In Dark Tales of Asia: 8 Stories of Cursed Legends and Dark Myths, experience the terror that lurks in the corners of forgotten villages and haunted landscapes. From the blood-soaked legends of the Tiyanak to the evil spirit of Aka Manto, each tale weaves a haunting narrative that unravels the mysteries of love, betrayal, and vengeance. These are not just stories; they are warnings that echo through the ages, reminding us that some legends refuse to fade into obscurity. Are you brave enough to turn the pages?
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Legends breathe—and they hunger for your fear.
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​Aka Manto
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In the heart of Tokyo School of Arts, a seemingly innocent school fair spirals into horror when authorities discover two students brutally murdered in a makeshift haunted restroom booth. Junior high student Motokatsu awakens on a stretcher and finds himself embroiled in a chilling mystery that intertwines urban legend with the darkest corners of human despair. As he delves deeper into the events leading up to the gruesome deaths of his friends, he unravels a truth far more sinister than he ever imagined. With suspicion clouding his mind and an evil spirit haunting the school, Motokatsu must confront Aka Manto and the shadows of his friendships.

What color will you choose—life or death?

​Introduction

The smell of blood, feces, and urine permeates the air. The smell was so strong that it woke me up. Everything was hazy. I remembered running after I opened the last cubicle, tripping on my shoelace, and hitting my head on the wall. I don’t know anything else after that. I slowly touched my head and saw fresh blood trickling from the bruise. I must have blacked out after I hit the wall.

I scanned the room and saw Michio standing in front of the last cubicle, holding a bloodied knife in his hand. He was just standing there and looking inside as if in a trance.

“Michio,” I called.

I saw him twitch when he heard his name. He screamed while looking inside the cubicle. He fell to the floor and immediately crawled away from the cubicle after he landed, dropping the knife in the process. As soon as he saw his bloodied hands, he screamed again and cried.

“What happened, Michio? What happened?” I carefully stood up while still holding my head. I was dizzy and had to hold onto the wall as I stood. I looked at Michio again, who was now crouching in a fetal position beside the wall.

I slowly worked my way to the last cubicle, holding the wall with my left hand while my right hand was holding my bloodied head. I vomited as soon as I saw what Michio saw inside the cubicle.

There was blood splattered everywhere. Toshiro’s head was shoved down onto the toilet bowl, and he was drowned in his blood and urine. He had multiple stab wounds on his back. My eyes widened when I saw this, and I looked at Michio and the knife that fell from his bloodied hands. As if on instinct, I backed away from him.

“I didn’t do it, I didn’t, " Michio said.

I lost my balance and crashed into the next cubicle where Toshiro’s dead body was. To my horror, our other group member, Satoshi, sat on the bowl. He was not breathing, his skin was all blue, and he had dark marks on his neck. Satoshi fell from the toilet bowl on top of me. He was stiff and heavy. I almost choked when I vomited again. I don’t remember anything else after that because I must have blacked out again.


​Act 1: A Bloody School Fair

I woke up on a stretcher, sprawled on the toilet floor. Michio, who was also on a stretcher with his hands and legs restrained, was next to me. The paramedics are in the process of moving Satoshi’s body away from the room. I could see a massive crowd of students and teachers outside of the door behind the police line. There were a lot of police in their blue and white uniforms coming and going. They cordoned off the crime scene with police tape. Some are pushing nosy students away from the vicinity.

The smell of blood still filled the entire restroom. I looked at the first cubicle and saw that, from my location, Toshiro's head was still stuck in the toilet bowl despite several firefighters' efforts to pull him out.

The paramedics carried Michio and me to the ambulance, passing the students gathered outside the cordoned school restroom. I could see their curiosity about what had happened. Contempt filled their eyes as they brought me out of the restroom. “My God, they think we killed Toshiro and Satoshi,” I whispered to myself.

Later, I heard from the nurses that the firemen took almost an hour to remove Toshiro’s head from the bowl. They mentioned that his head seemed pulled or dragged onto the toilet bowl. Satoshi, on the other hand, died of asphyxiation. Someone choked him in such a rage that the bones in his neck snapped. Both of them died gruesomely.

I am a junior high school student at the Tokyo School of Arts. Our school’s cultural festival should have been fun but wasn't enjoyable. Our group decided to create a haunted horror booth for the event. We used our utmost creativity. We had no desire to harm anyone. After observing the students' hostile looks, I stared at the school grounds. There was a fire truck, an ambulance, and a police car with loud sirens on the school grounds.

We are group 4, a group of not-so-bright students. Toshiro, Satoshi, Michio, and my name is Motokatsu. Toshiro and Satoshi are dead, while Michio and I are the prime suspects behind the killing. I need to know what happened.


​Act 2: Michio’s Account and Revelation

After our medical checkup, Michio and I were brought to a small room with mirrors on one side of the wall. We were left there for an hour without anyone checking on us. I noticed the CCTV hanging on the ceiling on top of the mirror. Michio and I were both silent during that time. After a while, I finally decided to ask some questions.

“Michio, what happened?” I looked at him intently. He was avoiding my eyes, and his whole body was shaking. After what seemed like a minute, he calmed his nerves and was about to speak when the door opened.

It was the investigator of the case. He introduced himself as Officer Saito. He sat in one of the empty chairs beside Michio. He looked at both of us and tapped Michio on the shoulder. “You were about to tell Motokatsu something. Start at the beginning,” he prompted, dropping his audio recorder on the table.

Michio expressed his desire to go home. “I want to go home."

“Then tell me the truth so we can catch the culprit and set you free,” the cop convinced him softly.

I realized that he was establishing rapport and using his skills in investigating. I looked at Michio, who was looking at the ceiling and shaking his head.

“I did not kill Toshiro nor Satoshi.” He held his head with his right arm. “They told us we had the worst idea for this school fair."

“Your group converted the restroom into a horror booth and made the terror real, right?” the cop asked.

“Our homeroom teacher told us to present Japanese culture or folklore,” Michio protested. He looked at me and pointed his finger. “It was his idea to summon the Aka Manto. So, I did.”

“You summoned the Aka Manto?” I was shocked. “Why did you do that?”

“The other groups were insulting us,” Michio confessed. “They told me we don't belong in the School of Arts.”

“Hey, what is this, Aka Manto?” the investigator asked.

“Aka Manto inspired our school fair design. It is a Japanese urban legend about a spirit who appears to individuals using restrooms in public or school restrooms. It is masked and dressed in a red cloak,” Michio answered.

"We saw some red cloaks in your booth's entrance," the cop said, touching his chin with two fingers.

I admitted, "I came up with the idea to dress up and act out the legend. We ask anyone who pays and enters our restroom booth to use the toilet in the last stall; then, we ask if they prefer red or blue toilet paper."

The police investigator narrowed his eyes by bringing together his eyelids, showing an expression of doubt or contempt. But he smiled and asked, “What if one answers blue?”

“The Aka Manto will strangle him until he becomes suffocated and turns blue.” Michio quickly answered.

"However, we devised that by spraying blue paint on those who chose blue and red paint on those who chose red," I added.

The investigator tilted his head and raised his eyebrows. The officer wrinkled his forehead. “So Satoshi selected blue toilet paper?” Then he shouted, “Why is Toshiro's fucking head stuck in the toilet?”

“He chose not to answer,” Michio responded emotionlessly.

“What? Is this a joke to you?” The cop stood up, his mouth pulled away to one side. His eyes were also looking sideways and upward. His phone vibrated, and he got a message from his research team about the legend of Aka Manto. He sat down and read it silently. Then he murmured, “What the heck is going on?”


​Act 3: I Remember Now

Our hospital arrest has been causing us a lot of stress. I looked at Michio and remembered the times he was mocked by my classmates and other schoolmates whenever he performed on the stage. Almost everyone downplayed his talent in theater, so he settled into a background production. However, people ridiculed him even though he had theatrical backdrops. It could be the main reason why he summoned the Aka Manto.

He was successful this time. The horror booth turned into reality. The spirit with a red cape appeared; the Aka Manto was real.

Michio started talking again. “Motokatsu tasked Satoshi and Toshiro to spray paint on the students who entered our horror booth while we were both assigned to the entrance to collect fees.”

He was right. I recalled two students coming out of the restroom booth, smiling after being sprayed with blue and red paint on their hair. We felt satisfied. Michio gave me a high five. Then, some minutes later, Satoshi came out of the booth and mentioned a bad smell inside the restroom.

Toshiro had a sour stomach and was defecating. The smell was so strong that we temporarily closed the booth entrance. Satoshi had a sour stomach, too, after a few minutes. He tried to find another restroom, but someone occupied the nearest one, and the other was too far away. He covered his nose with his mask and entered the bathroom.

We got curious that the two never came out, so I asked Michio to check on the two. I heard Michio screaming, so I followed him into the restroom. I saw him in the fourth and last cubicle


​Act 4: Michio’s Death
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