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Chapter 1 – The Beginning
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Daichi, a 14-year-old boy, studied at Takishima School. One afternoon, as he was walking home, he came across an old grandmother standing at the roadside. She raised her hand and asked softly,
“Could you help me cross the road, dear?”
Daichi nodded politely and held her hand. Together, they stepped into the street. But in the middle of the road, something strange happened. The grandmother suddenly smiled, her lips curling in an unsettling way.
“Thank you for coming with me,” she whispered.
Daichi froze. Her hand clamped tightly around his, far stronger than he ever imagined an elderly woman could hold. How can an old woman be this strong? he thought in panic. He tried to pull away, but her grip only tightened.
“Hey! Somebody help me!” Daichi screamed.
But to his horror, no one reacted. The street was busy, yet people walked past as if they couldn’t see or hear him.
Then came the rumble of a truck. Headlights bore down on them, growing larger and brighter, seconds away from crushing them both.
At the very last moment, the grandmother suddenly released Daichi’s hand.
“Now it’s your turn, boy,” she said in a cold, final tone.
Daichi collapsed, the world spinning into darkness. The last thing he saw was the truck slamming into the grandmother. Her body crumpled lifelessly to the ground... while he passed out.
—-
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The Hospital
When Daichi opened his eyes again, he was lying in Takiruma Hospital. His mother, Chihun, sat at his side—her hair messy, her eyes heavy with worry, her hands trembling.
Daichi reached out and touched her arm gently. With a faint smile, he whispered,
“It’s alright, Mom. I’m fine. I just passed out. It wasn’t my accident.”
Chihun hugged him tightly, her tears soaking his shoulder.
“I’m just glad you’re safe,” she whispered.
—-
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At Home
That night, Daichi and his mother had dinner together. The silence was thick. Finally, Daichi spoke.
“Mom... when is Dad going to come back?”
Chihun lowered her gaze. For a moment, she whispered so softly it was almost inaudible,
“Never. He left us both alone...”
Daichi blinked. “What did you say?”
Quickly, his mother forced a smile.
“Your dad is working outside the country. I can’t say when he’ll come back.”
Daichi didn’t press her further. He just nodded and returned to eating.
After dinner, he went to his room and sat at his desk. He began his homework, but something caught his eye.
Lying on the wooden surface of his desk was a pen.
Daichi stared at it in confusion. He was sure it hadn’t been there before.
The chapter ends.
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Chapter 2 –The Curse
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The pen was no ordinary pen. Its body was pitch black, and faint carvings shaped into a joker’s face seemed to grin wickedly. Its stretched smile radiated a terrifying aura that filled Daichi’s room with dread.
He reached for it. The moment his fingers touched the pen, fire surged through his hand and spread across his body.
“AHHHH!” Daichi screamed. His skin felt like it was burning from the inside out. He tried to drop the pen, but it clung to his palm as if alive.
Stumbling, Daichi smashed against the walls, hitting his head again and again in blind panic. The pen’s grip only tightened, its carved face glowing faintly. His body trembled violently, his mind drowning in terror.
At last, he crashed into his desk, knocking over a small fishbowl. Cold water splashed over him. Instantly, the burning pain vanished.
Daichi collapsed, drenched and shivering. His breathing slowed, and darkness pulled him under.
When he opened his eyes again, the pen was gone from the desk.
It was etched into his hand—fused into his skin like a black tattoo. The joker’s face stared back at him, smiling.
“No...” Daichi whispered, scrubbing at it under the sink. But it wouldn’t fade.
Then he heard it. A low, mocking laugh.
“Daaichi...”
He spun around—nothing. Heart pounding, he turned back toward the mirror.
The joker’s face grinned at him from inside the glass. Its glowing eyes locked on him, and before Daichi could move, the figure pushed its way out of the reflection.
“You are good prey,” the joker hissed, leaning close. “Let’s see how tasty you are.”
Daichi’s body froze, paralyzed. He couldn’t scream, couldn’t move. The joker’s cold fingers brushed his cheek—
“MOM!” Daichi’s voice finally broke free.
Chihun burst into the room—only to see her son convulsing violently. Half of his body was red-hot, steaming like fire. The other half was pale and frozen, covered in frost.
“Daichi!” she cried, reaching for him.
And then, before her eyes, Daichi vanished.
The room fell silent. A faint laugh echoed through the air.
—-
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Daichi opened his eyes again. He was back in his bed. Sweat soaked his sheets. His chest rose and fell in ragged breaths.
“W-what... what’s happening?” he whispered.
The house was silent. Too silent.
He stumbled out of bed and searched each room. Empty. No sign of his mother. No sound of life at all.
He stepped outside. The street was deserted. No people, no cars, no voices. The entire town was gone.
Tears welled in his eyes. “Where are you?! Where is everyone?! Somebody help meee!” His voice cracked into a desperate scream.
Then, laughter.
The joker stood at the far end of the street, its pale grin glowing against the growing darkness. Behind it, shadows swirled until a tall figure stepped forward—eyes glowing a blood-red, bold and hungry.
The shadow advanced. Daichi backed away, his legs shaking. Suddenly, the shadow charged.
“NOOO!” Daichi screamed—
And he woke up again, in his bed, gasping, drenched in sweat.
The echo of the joker’s laughter lingered in his ears.
Chapter 2 ends.
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Chapter 3 – The Tatto0
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“Daichi! Wake up! You’re already late for school!” his mom shouted.
Daichi slowly opened his eyes. Sunlight filled his room. He sighed in relief.
It was all just a dream...
“Yeah, Mom, I’m awake!” he called back.
He dressed, ate a quick breakfast, and ran to school.
—-
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In class, Daichi met his friends, Ino and Gilbert. They sat together like always. But Ino suddenly looked at his arm.
“Daichi... what’s that on your hand?” she asked.
Before Daichi could answer, Gilbert cut in.
“Hey, leave it. Let’s have some fun. Let’s go outside.”
Ino frowned. “Gilbert, do you even want to study? Your parents think you come to class, but you disappear after attendance. I never see you stay.”
Gilbert’s smile faded. His eyes turned cold.
“My life isn’t like yours. If I stay too close to you... you might die.”
Ino froze, her body shaking. Then Gilbert sighed.
“Sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you.”
He stood to leave. As he walked away, Daichi’s eyes widened. On Gilbert’s neck was a tattoo—dark and twisted, shaped like a snake slithering on his skin.
Daichi gasped and quickly checked his own arm. Nothing. His skin was clear. He felt safe.
So it really was just a dream...
But then Ino spoke again.
“Daichi... why did you make a tattoo of a pen with a joker face on your left hand? It looks creepy.”
Daichi froze. Slowly, trembling, he lifted his left arm.
The joker’s face was there. Black. Smiling.
“NOOOOO!” Daichi screamed. The whole class turned to stare.
—-
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Daichi ran after Gilbert in panic.
“Hey, Gilbert! Please wait! I want to know about your tattoo. The snake on your neck... how did you get it?”
Gilbert gave a small laugh. “Oh, that? I got it from a tattoo shop. Do you also want one on your body?”
Daichi shook his head quickly. “No... sorry for disturbing you.”
Yeah, Daichi thought, he’s right. Anyone can get a tattoo printed. It doesn’t mean he’s mysterious at all...
But Gilbert suddenly turned, his expression strange. His eyes narrowed.
“Then where did the tattoo on your left hand come from?”
Daichi stammered. “Oh... that. It’s nothing. I also got it printed from a tattoo shop. I just don’t like it. I wanted your suggestion to remove it.”
Gilbert stepped closer, his voice sharp.
“Don’t lie to me, Daichi. I can see it clearly... this is not normal. Come with me.”
—-
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Gilbert led Daichi out of school and down the quiet streets. After a long walk, they reached an old wooden house.
Inside was Gilbert’s grandmother. Her presence was calm but powerful. She wore simple clothes, but her eyes held a deep wisdom.
“This is my grandmother,” Gilbert said. “She is a spiritualist.”
The grandmother looked at Daichi with a gentle smile. “Tell me, child... do you feel cold?”
Daichi nodded quickly. “Yes... I feel cold sometimes.”

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE PEN






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





