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Emiko stepped into the dimly lit workshop, her eyes 

adjusting slowly to the soft glow of lanterns and candles. The 

air was thick with the scent of ink and paper, a familiar 

comfort that made her feel at home. As she moved deeper 

into the room, the soft clinking of tools on wood echoed 

through the space, accompanied by the gentle hum of a wind 

chime.

The Mask Weaver, Kaito-san, sat hunched over a workbench, 

his hands moving with precision as he shaped a delicate 

paper seal. Emiko had watched him do this countless times 

before, but she still found herself mesmerized by the way his 

fingers seemed to dance across the surface of the paper.

"Morning, Emiko-chan," Kaito-san said without looking up, 

his voice low and soothing. "Ready for today's lesson?" 

Emiko nodded, shouldering her own bag of tools. She had 
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been an apprentice in Kaito-san's workshop for five years 

now, learning the intricacies of mask-making and paper seal 

crafting from one of the most renowned artisans in Akakawa.

As she approached the workbench, Emiko noticed a peculiar 

symbol etched into the edge of the paper seal. It looked like a 

cross between a kanji character and a mathematical formula, 

but Emiko couldn't quite decipher its meaning. Kaito-san's 

eyes met hers, and he smiled knowingly. "Ah, you've spotted 

the Kokoro mark," he said, his fingers moving to the symbol. 

"It indicates the seal's connection to the wearer's magic."

Emiko's heart skipped a beat as she leaned in closer. She had 

always been fascinated by the mystical properties of masks, 

how they could amplify and control the user's abilities. But 

Kaito-san was tight-lipped about the true nature of their craft, 

leaving Emiko to wonder if there was more to it than met the 

eye. "Today, we'll focus on creating a simple Furoshi," Kaito-

san said, his eyes sparkling with excitement. 

"A seal that can channel Kokoro energy without being too... 

overwhelming." As Emiko watched, Kaito-san began to craft 

the paper seal, his hands moving in precise patterns as he 

applied subtle pressure and carefully balanced the colors. The 

result was a beautiful, intricate design that seemed to 

shimmer with an otherworldly light.

"Your turn," Kaito-san said, handing Emiko a sheet of 

parchment and a set of fine brushes. "Remember, it's all about 

control and patience." Emiko took a deep breath, her hands 

trembling slightly as she dipped the brush into the ink. She 

began to work on the seal, trying to mimic Kaito-san's 

movements with precision and care. But as she worked, she 
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couldn't shake the feeling that something was off – like a 

subtle hum in the background of her mind, waiting to be 

tapped.

With a quiet "tsk," Emiko set down her brush, her eyes 

scanning the seal for any signs of error. Kaito-san walked 

over to examine it, his expression thoughtful as he studied 

the design. "Close, but not quite there," he said gently. 

"You're getting better, Emiko-chan, but we have work to do 

on fine-tuning your skills."

As Emiko looked up at Kaito-san, she noticed a faint flicker of 

concern in his eyes – like a shadow dancing across the surface 

of the paper seal. It was something she had never seen before, 

and it sent a shiver down her spine. "Kaito-san?" she asked, 

her voice barely above a whisper. He turned to her, his 

expression softening. "What is it, Emiko-chan?"

Emiko hesitated, unsure of how to phrase her thoughts. But 

as she looked into Kaito-san's eyes, she knew that she 

couldn't keep the feeling locked away any longer. "It feels 

like... something's off," she said, her voice barely above a 

whisper. "Like there's more to this craft than we're letting on."

Kaito-san's expression changed, his eyes narrowing slightly 

as he processed Emiko's words. For a moment, they just 

looked at each other, the air thick with unspoken meaning. 

Then, Kaito-san nodded, his voice low and measured. "I 

know what you mean, Emiko-chan. There are things in this 

world that we don't understand – things that lie beyond the 

boundaries of our craft. But for now, let's focus on mastering 

the basics."
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As Emiko watched Kaito-san return to work, she couldn't 

shake the feeling that there was more to their craft than he 

was letting on – and that she was about to uncover a secret 

that would change everything.

As Kaito-san resumed his work, Emiko couldn't help but feel 

a sense of unease. She had always trusted her mentor 

implicitly, but now she was beginning to wonder if there was 

more to his words than met the eye.

"Kaito-san?" she asked again, this time trying to sound 

nonchalant despite the growing concern in her voice. He 

looked up from his workbench, a hint of surprise on his face. 

"Yes, Emiko-chan?" "What is it about... that seal you were 

working on earlier? The one with the Kokoro mark?" Emiko's 

hands instinctively went to the pouch attached to her belt, 

where she kept a small crystal that was said to enhance her 

own magic.

Kaito-san's expression changed, his eyes clouding over for a 

moment before clearing. "Ah, you mean the seal I was 

working on earlier? That's just an ordinary Furoshi – nothing 

special." But Emiko wasn't convinced. She had seen Kaito-san 

work with other masks and seals that seemed to hold a 

strange power, as if they were alive and responding to his 

touch. And now, she wondered if there was something more 

to this particular seal.

"I've never seen you work with anything like that before," 

Emiko said, trying to sound casual despite the growing 

curiosity in her mind. Kaito-san's eyes snapped back into 

focus, and he smiled warmly at Emiko. "Ah, but that's 

because I'm still experimenting with new techniques – trying 


