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The Vanished Mansion — Chapter 1
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Six months after the Pen Incident, Gilbert left town.
He began traveling the world, learning everything he could about curses.
His first stop was a small place known as Narrow Town, where he searched for the legendary Devouring House. But when he arrived, the house was gone. Confused, he asked the town elders about it.
They told him that about a month ago, a man and his son had come to live in that house — but one night, both they and the house mysteriously vanished without a trace.
Gilbert then went to the place where Blackwood Mansion once stood. There, he learned that a curse had once existed — but it was now gone.
“Who were those people?” Gilbert murmured to himself.
He decided to stay in the town for the night and rented a small room in a local hotel. Later, he went to a nearby restaurant for dinner.
While eating, he overheard a group of elders whispering,
“How can an entire mansion disappear overnight? There must be a darker secret behind it...”
After dinner, Gilbert returned to the Blackwood site once more. This time, he searched the ground carefully. He even started digging, but after many attempts, he found nothing. Disappointed, he was about to leave when something caught his eye — a small, bent metal object buried in the dirt.
He picked it up, pocketed it, and returned to his hotel. That night, he slept uneasily.
The next morning, Gilbert checked out and left the town.
As he walked down the road toward the misty horizon, he whispered:
“The Haunted Forest... I’m coming.”
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The Forest of Shadows—Chapter 2
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Gilbert rode his bike down the lonely road, heading toward the forest to uncover its dark secret.
But as he drew closer, an unnatural darkness began to spread — swallowing the sunlight bit by bit.
His eyes trembled as the road blurred ahead. Suddenly, the bike’s brakes failed, and the handlebars started to shake uncontrollably beneath his grip.
Then, without warning, a swirling portal appeared in front of him. Before he could react, the force dragged him in — and everything went black.
—-
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Gilbert came to with a gasp. He opened his eyes and whispered, “Where am I?”
Darkness surrounded him. The air was cold, thick, and heavy with dread.
He tried to move, but his legs were bound. Falling back, he groaned, “What the hell... what happened?”
Before he could gather his thoughts, a deep, echoing voice boomed through the forest.
“Hello, Gilbert. I know who you are — the successor of your grandmother, Kima.”
The voice chuckled, dark and cruel. “You’ve chosen the same path. Hahaha... What a foolish path indeed. Just like your grandmother, your mother, and your father — you will die too.”
A flash of lightning tore through the sky, setting the trees ablaze. Gilbert clenched his fists, fire reflecting in his eyes.
“I will find you,” he muttered. “I don’t know who you are, or what world you come from... but one day I’ll stand before you — and you’ll regret calling yourself the King of Curses.”
—-
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The ground trembled violently. Trees began to fall around him as the earth split apart. Gilbert ran, dodging collapsing trunks and rising flames.
But something was wrong — everything moved in unnatural loops.
This isn’t real, he realized. I’m trapped in an illusion.
He forced himself to breathe. There must be a weak point... Grandma taught me how to break illusions.
—-
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Memory: Years Ago
The room was lit by a circle of candles. Young Gilbert sat before his grandmother, Kima, listening intently.
Her voice was calm, but her eyes were serious.
“If an illusion is powerful,” she said, “you can’t break it by strength alone. But remember, every illusion has a core — its heart. Find it, and the illusion will shatter.”
She leaned closer, her tone grave. “There is... another way, Gilbert. But it’s dangerous. If you die inside the illusion, it will end like a dream — and you will return to reality.”
—-
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Present
Gilbert took a deep breath and lay flat on the ground. His heartbeat slowed as darkness crept in again.
Moments later, his eyes snapped open — and he found himself lying in front of a small hotel in an unfamiliar town.
He sat up slowly, breathing hard, confusion washing over him.
“What... just happened?” he whispered.
The wind blew softly, carrying the faint echo of laughter from the forest behind him.
— End of Chapter 2 
The Queen’s Game — Chapter 3

The red-and-white-dressed lady stood atop the tower, her gaze sharp as the soldiers gathered below.
She turned slowly, her voice cold and
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