
  
    
  


  Episode 101: Chicken Box (1)


  Myu died.


  To be precise, Myu wasn’t dead.


  Her physical body was still alive but the unique character and identity that had been with Myu ever since her birth had just then vanished from this world.


  Turning his head, he looked at the paper on the ground; at the dirty piece of paper and the picture and words written on it.


  The mirror image selected as the host by [Will of the Ancient One (SS)] was none other than the mirror image of [Personality]. In order to break the Will of the Ancient One, Myu had to die.


  So to be precise, Myu wasn’t dead.


  He killed her.


  “…”


  He turned around and quietly observed the world. Conceptual fragments that had once filled the sky were falling endlessly, flickering in its path.


  A few of the fragments landed in front of his eyes as he extended his hand to let the falling shards rest on his palm. He then gazed at them deeply, until they dissipated into nothing.


  Everything in this world would return to such fragments after losing their concept. Since concepts do not exist in reality, they could not be retrieved once they disappear. 


  Myu will never be able to come back now.


  The conceptual fragments on his palm gave off its last glitter before scattering into the air. Like a pile of dust they gradually flew off, and it was impossible to even tell its path. 


  He moved his feet. His feet were in quite a rush.


  Once he cancelled [Conceptualisation (SS)], Myu’s world that he had resided in for a not-so-short time started to crumble. On the way back to reality, there was a time where he was unable to see nor hear anything. 


  In that place, he organised his thoughts.


  It was quite common.


  Locked dimension; an enclosed period of time. That was something anyone was bound to experience several times when living a disgusting life for a thousand years. 


  There should have been nothing new in his emotions.


  But his mood betrayed that preconception. 


  He felt something concurrently twitching in the depths of his mind. The dark thing that reared its head time after time was looking up into his eyes.


  He was in a hurry.


  The 7th iteration was the cause of all problems.


  This wretched iteration that had an especially large number of variables was constantly throwing problems at his face. Things that must happen according to his anticipations – all those events he had planned over the long time frame were subtly steering away from his plans.


  How nasty of an iteration this was. How hateful of a life.


  It repeatedly threw tedious and miserable things at his face and towards the end it was now throwing in a variable that overturned all the previous iterations.


  Being made to walk through a desert for a thousand years, it was natural to expect the last day to also be through a desert. So why was it that his path was filled with thorns all throughout?


  Variables.


  That was instigating his irritation.


  Or was it really irritation?


  Can this be just labelled as ‘irritation’?


  Maybe he was anxious?


  No. That can’t be. He refused to believe it. Anxiety was the emotion of a weak existence. He didn’t even know when the last time he felt such an emotion was.


  However, his mind was still in a rush. It felt as if a ball rolling down a smooth path had suddenly met a wrong slope.


  After a thousand years he had finally found the answer. Though there may be some trivial matters along the road still, this was practically the end.


  All he had to do was use the coordinates of the outer dimension which he would soon find and send the baby dragons back to that place.


  Even though there was his personal greed, spending more time with the kids was only going to expose them to more unnecessary variables of the 7th iteration. Despite his presence, this land might be dangerous because there were still unidentifiable variables including the [Hostility].


  In the vastly empty and silent world, he reflected on the words Vintage Clock had conveyed.


  [You will. Definitely. Become happy.]


  …It was a somewhat strange statement.


  With his mind pushed into a corner, Vintage Clock’s words felt even more significant than before.


  His mind was burning.


  He had to find the Vintage Clock as soon as possible.


  He had to ask what its definition of ‘happiness’ was.


  ***


  Yu Jitae was back in the real world when he opened his eyes.


  It had been around a month since he had entered the conceptual world. He had been sitting still next to Myu for a whole month. 


  Myu was lying down on the ground. She was breathing; there was blood flowing in her body and her eyes were half open.


  There was a part of him that thought, maybe. He brought his hand to her eyes and slowly waved it up and down.


  Her faintly opened eyes showed not a single response. 


  This time, he used his watch to shine light into her eyes. The pupils contracted – the reflex system was still there, but he could not find any conscious response.


  She was no different from a stringless puppet.


  He closed her eyes,


  With his hands trembling.


  First off, he decided to finish the experiment. 


  Because of the firm lock on the door, no-one had come in but it seemed that the room had been shaken, evident from the fallen chair and experimental tools rolling around the floor. One of Myu’s legs was also falling down the bed.


  After having her sit properly, he raised his knife.


  The barrier under the name of [Will of the Ancient One (SS)] had already been cracked open. Now, he could dissect the authority organ, [Emergency Summon], and find the formula for the long-distance dimensional intersection.


  This too was written in words that could not be seen on Earth but there were no problems as he had an ability that could understand languages and letters of other worlds.


  <The skill, [Fallen Babel (S)] analyses the magic equations of the distant dimension.>


  <Current state of Analysis: …0%>


  The percentage slowly rose up. Even though his proficiency at the skill had reached the limit, he still had to wait several weeks at this rate.


  It was always like this. Anything related to the dragons would always take a long time with zero exception.


  He had been waiting for a thousand years. Waiting for an extra month or two was not that big of a deal.


  At least that should have been the case.


  Maybe he was in a rush, but the extra required period of a month made him feel very uneasy.


  In a rush? Me?


  He did not want to acknowledge it.


  But more importantly, what was taking this damn number so long to crawl up?


  <Current state of Analysis: …1%>


  His senses were sharpened like the edge of a sword.


  Even then, he had to hold it in.


  Once this analysis was over.


  He would finally be able to send the baby dragons back home.


  ***


  Regardless of what had happened to Myu, and regardless of whether he had to send the baby dragons back home or not;


  There was something more important for him to do. He had to find the Vintage Clock, and his mind quickly thought of a clear method that could make that happen. 


  Leaving the underground isolation room, he headed to the ground with rapid steps.


  The shockwave that had shook the conceptual world;


  The power that tried to ruin the end of his long voyage.


  The Regressor clenched his jaws. The surging irritation had with it a force of inertia as it accelerated even further over time. He had never felt this irritated recently.


  He would now head somewhere, and would find whoever possible. He would then ask them questions about this incident.


  Whoever it may be, they would have to give a satisfactory reply.


  All sorts of messages and contacts had been flooding his watch ever since he turned it on. Most of them were from Jefferson and Kang Ahjin and there were also several from other agents but he did not bother checking through them.


  He went up to the ground. People saluted after seeing him.


  “Chief!”


  “Aht…”


  Ignoring their salutes, he carried his feet forward.


  Despite the unwavering gaze of his eyes, he scrutinised everything near him. With the eyes of a snake, he scanned through everyone; their faces, eyes, weapons and postures, and lastly he placed the value of their existence on the scales of [Eyes of Equilibrium].


  Those that looked into his eyes froze from the unfamiliar sense of fear.


  “We’ve been waiting for you! Season.”


  Hearing the news of his arrival, Jefferson urgently ran up and started walking by his side as he began reporting the things that had happened recently.


  However, Yu Jitae shook his hand to make him shut up.


  His watch rang – he was getting direct calls from various executives including Zhuge Haiyan but he ignored all of them.


  “…Are you okay sir?”


  Jefferson, who had received the order to make sure there weren’t any problems until his return, asked nervously due to his failure at following through with his command. 


  “Return to your office and look after your own work.”


  “Ah, yes sir! Certainly.”


  Yu Jitae did not blame him and instead continued walking forward with rapid steps. There was nothing wrong with Jefferson – he had been moving in accordance with Yu Jitae’s plans.


  He lent his ear to the accurate information being relayed in real time by Clones 1 and 2.


  – The one who has attacked the Association was Oscar Brzenk.


  It was as expected.


  – The target used every bit of authority as a sovereign to push the Association into confusion and constantly tried to head towards the underground isolation chambers.


  As he had expected, it indeed was an action that was aimed at him.


  – Currently, Brzenk is 7 days into isolation, and is locked up in Room 27. However, the Brzenk Family is protecting his equipment including the Level 5 artifact!


  Now what the heck was this about.


  He once again felt irritation surging inside.


  – This is regarding the current extent of damage.


  – 415 injured civilians, 177 injured superhumans, 2 civilians and 1 superhuman dead. Chairman Chaliovan had activated the [Force Field of Life] to decrease the number of casualties. 


  – 12% of the defence facilities have been damaged, 35% of which were destroyed beyond repair.


  – Something else that might be of importance, is that the ‘Returnee’, BM, alongside the ‘Nuclear Bomb’, Jeanie Inssirem, have been hospitalised due to a serious injury.


  – It was thanks to the sacrifice of the two that the human casualties could be minimised and in the meantime, I borrowed the power of the Witch to capture the target alive.


  – Since this is a unique situation different from normal terrorist attacks, the target has been handed over to the Association’s administration.


  This too was a report that gnawed at his mood. 


  It was a [Sovereign] attacking the Association with determination and yet the number of casualties were irritatingly few.


  No matter how Clone 1 was to retaliate, if Oscar Brzenk had used even a tiny bit of his brain to attack while jumping across the dimensions, he should have been able to kill 30% of the Association’s military without difficulty.


  – Yu Bom had predicted the situation.


  He furrowed his brows.


  Bom did?


  – Yes. An urgent conference was gathered under Chaliovan’s lead. Although it was met with severe opposition, she managed to cleverly persuade them.


  – I will now send memories related to that.


  Images appeared in his mind. Central Conference room – the room was filled with loud voices criticising Bom’s words for being ridiculous. Bom persuaded them by putting her prestige on the line and it worked.


  – Chairman Chaliovan has fallen asleep after using all his power in activating the [Force Field of Life], and it is currently the acting chiefs of each department that are giving commands in his stead. 


  He usually would have looked for Bom to check her condition.


  However, Yu Jitae cut the communication off for a while.


  Although the result wasn’t that bad, the process was very unpleasant. He had never requested Bom to do such a thing.


  A frown appeared on his face.


  This was clearly a ‘variable’.


  It felt as if someone had peeled his hangnail off.


  The military prepared by Yu Jitae was on standby at the Association. They would have been able to protect themselves even if Oscar Brzenk was to carry out an ambush. Although they would have suffered a greater loss, there would have been zero problems to their continuance.


  But if Bom came into the picture and shook the command centre, things might have turned worse.


  Both the result and the reality did not matter. This was a matter of ‘uncertainties’.


  A matter of ‘variables’ which irritated him significantly.


  It was when a fair amount of irritation was impulsively gushing out of him when Bom’s aura just happened to come nearby.


  Before long, Bom walked out from the other side of the corridor. She appeared to have used [Teleport (S)] on repeat to follow his hazy tracks from a distance and had a slightly rushed breath. 


  It was a re-encounter after a month but he was not happy.


  In fact, he was close to getting angry.


  “…”


  Collecting her breath, Bom looked at him. She was forcibly suppressing a bright smile from showing on the outside.


  But the moment their eyes met was when the smile slowly began to disappear from her face. 


  “…”


  Silence.


  The two quietly looked at each other.


  Bom gazed deeply at his face and his eyes to read his mood, before carefully opening her mouth.


  “…Hello.”


  He didn’t reply.


  “Welcome back…”


  In the face of the nonchalant greeting, he closed his eyes for a bit. He had to soothe his anger.


  From now on, he had to tell as few lies as possible. Words had power, and he knew how absurdly strong they could be. Lies that cannot be regulated outside of his mouth would continue rolling like a snowball, becoming an even bigger problem over time.


  “Bom.”


  “…Yes.”


  He couldn’t bear saying to the child, ‘Why did you do something unnecessary that I didn’t even tell you to do’… Because the result was good despite it being outside of his words… Because she was a precious child despite her irritating actions…


  Whatever it was. For whatever reason it may be.


  Yu Jitae restrained his expression as much as possible.


  He opened his mouth.


  “Go home.”
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  “…”


  Bom widened her eyes.


  “Go home, and don’t come out. Until I tell you to.”


  Her expression rapidly changed. The widened eyes of shock became narrower as the opened mouth gradually came to a close.


  At the same time, Clone 1’s voice resonated in his mind.


  – My lord. Yu Bom has been waiting at the Association for a week after the event waiting for your arrival.


  And what about it, huh?


  It was when he was about to rebuke the clone.


  “…Where have you been?”


  “Don’t ask and just go.”


  “Can you please tell me? I’ve been waiting for a while.”


  “I’ll tell you later, so go.”


  “…Where you had been, and what you were doing – please just tell me that.”


  Bom said with a pout. She refused to listen to his intent.


  He was telling her to go, so why wasn’t she going.


  This was an outcome outside his prediction. Perhaps because of his extremely temperamental mood, even this felt like a type of uncertainty. 


  “Go.”


  “I’m not going.”


  “Leave.”


  “I don’t want to.”


  His facial muscles twitched as Bom clenched her lips. Her shoulders shrunk in nervousness. 


  Maybe she was scared of him like the first day they met. 


  Everything might go back to how it was at the start, but that was still better than her becoming a variable that ruins the 7th iteration. 


  “Are you not going to listen? Behave like you normally do.”


  “Why…”


  “Yu Bom. I’m in a very bad mood right now, and I don’t feel like messing around.”


  “So, why is that…?”


  “What can you do after knowing about it huh? Just leave.”


  He growled and Bom closed her mouth.


  “Do what I tell you to do. If you do not listen to me, I would have to make you listen by force. I’m in a disgusting mood right now so don’t be an addition to it.”


  “…Why? …Why are you in a bad mood? Can you please just tell me that…?”


  “It’s not something to talk to you about. You just stay still. Do not needlessly step up and go home. Go and wait for me to come back.”


  “…”


  “That is all you need to do. Do not make things any more tedious for me. I’m close to getting tired of you.”


  Bom fiercely bit on her lower lips, as her front white teeth became wet with blood.


  Shock filled her circular eyes.


  So what if she had been waiting for him at the Association for a week? That failed to ring his heart in any way. It would instead be better for her to sob like how she did in the past because with a crumbled heart, Bom would go back home and stop being a nuisance.


  Bom licked her lips with her tongue. She slowly wiped the blood before asking him a question.


  “…Do you even find me pretty?”


  It was a question trying to test his affection and absurdly enough, even in a situation like this, Bom still looked pretty.


  He had no idea what meaning there was to this garbage romantic emotion at this point. This too was an element he had never wished for – it was another uncertainty.


  However, this alone was something he couldn’t tell the truth for. He opened his mouth.


  “⬛⬛.”


  Bom silently looked into his eyes.


  She then walked up to him and rested her head on his chest. He decided against pushing her away, because the rugged sound of her exhale was way too coarse for comfort.


  “You know. Ever since the first day we met…”


  Bom said with a lump in her throat.


  “I thought there was no reason for me to know everything about you… Because you didn’t seem to want that… I thought living in ignorance would make us happy…”


  What in the world was she blabbering about, he wondered.


  “…But not anymore.”


  It was an alarming set of words.


  Because she was leaning on his chest, he could not see her expression. After that, she immediately turned around and hurriedly began to distance herself.


  “Oi. Yu Bom.”


  He tried to grab her but Bom disappeared in the middle by traversing through the dimension. He did not bother breaching the spell.


  An odd emotion urged him on, telling him to chase after her to ask what she meant. 


  But he thought about it after suppressing his hasty emotions. Even if Bom were to hear something from someone on Earth, would that serve to cause any problems?


  He went through the list by the process of elimination. Ha Saetbyul lost her memories; the clones were loyal to Yu Jitae; Chaliovan was in deep sleep and the Witch knew nothing. There was no information in the underground labyrinth; Yeorum, Kaeul and Gyeoul were completely oblivious and the most problematic Myu had her personality gone.


  Therefore, Bom would not be able to discover anything. 


  After becoming certain, he moved his feet.


  ***


  His feet were headed to the central building of the Association – at the unique room reaching 5 metres in both length, width and height, located at the 9th floor, the highest floor of the building.


  It was a distinctive prison-shaped artifact aimed at imprisoning extraordinary criminals. This Level 4 artifact was the only place that could even confine an adult dragon despite having to meet a few conditions.


  Room 27 of the central building.


  However, there were agents of the Association gathered two floors beneath on the 7th floor. Each of them were whispering to each other with their uneasy gazes looking up the staircase.


  When Yu Jitae appeared behind them, those that recognised him quickly saluted him.


  “Respect to the Chief!”


  He continued walking without saluting them back when someone voiced out their concern in surprise.


  “Ah, Season…! Please wait one moment.”


  He stopped his feet.


  “Currently, the 8th floor is packed with the Brzenk Family, and we cannot reach the 9th floor. They are standing firmly there.”


  “…And,”


  “For now, they are insisting that we cannot even visit him without getting permission from the Chairman…”


  “Alright. Move aside.”


  “Ah, please wait one second! We are currently in contact with the command centre. This is an issue that warrants a more cautious approach…”


  He closed his eyes.


  What was the cause of all these problems, he wondered. Now, some random thing was going against his intent trying to create an uncertainty. 


  Tension was added to the trigger – his impulse was numbing his finger.


  “Oi.”


  “Yes sir?”


  “Oscar is currently a rebel, a terrorist and a prisoner is he not.”


  “Ah, yes. That is correct sir…”


  “And what is my job.”


  “G, giving advice on the Association’s military movement, planning operations and dealing with emergency situations…, …sir.”


  “Yes. Dealing with military emergency situations is the role given to a chief advisor. And that chief advisor is here trying to meet an anti-Association terrorist. The chief advisor will be carrying out an inquisition; interrogate the problem and find the source of the issue.”


  “…”


  “Yet you are stopping me, and telling me that a ‘visit’ with a terrorist, requires Chaliovan’s ‘permission’. Is that correct?”


  “I, I, I was…”


  Barely suppressing his impulse, Yu Jitae asked.


  “Who do you think you are.”


  It seemed as if he would kill him depending on the response.


  “Ah, uhh…”


  The guy began to tremble as if his spine was caught on fire.


  “I’m asking.”


  “…”


  “What are you.”


  The agent fainted on the spot. His body fell back as the ones in the surroundings startledly supported the falling agent. It then revealed a path in front of him.


  He closed his eyes, and pulled the impulse to trap it inside.


  Without a word, he headed to the 8th floor.


  *


  The 8th floor was truly a sight to see. More than 10 superhumans blocking the staircase heading to the 9th floor and standing firmly really was an absurd sight.


  Carmaella the agent was fighting them out. This black woman was the deputy minister of the Association’s administration, a Grade 5 agent and a high executive.


  “How many times do I have to say it? Chairman Chaliovan is in a slumber because of his illness, and the administration has the authority to deal with postwar adjustments in the case of the Chairman’s absence!”


  “Well, but that’s only during a war! Do you think I don’t know the regulations of the Association or something?”


  The ones blocking them were of the ‘Brzenk Family’, an organisation of high rankers personally selected by Oscar Brzenk to be granted the name, ‘Brzenk’. 


  They were a transnational mercenary group of rankers.


  “How can you treat this the same way as a war? No-one knows what was going inside Sir Oscar’s mind when he did this!”


  “What kind of cow poo is that? He, attacked, the Association! God damn it, he attacked the Association. Is he still the same sovereign we know?”


  “What do you even know about the works of a sovereign?!”


  “Then why don’t you tell me if you know it so well? For what reason did he attack the Association which yearns for the peace of the world and humanity?”


  “Who can dare represent the will of the sovereign! We are only requesting for some time of recovery for him so that we do not get misinformed about his will!”


  “Whether he is given time for recovery or not, will be decided by the Association!”


  There was a sharp edge to their conversations, enough so for them to burst out at any given moment.


  It was then. The vice leader of Brzenk Family, Rank 26, the ‘Robust’ Redwood Brzenk stood in front of Carmaella. He was two heads taller than the short Carmaella, and she flinched before taking a few steps back. 


  The superhumans of the Association nervously stood in front of Carmaella to protect her. One of them was Myung Yongha taking a step further to confront Redwood.


  “What are you trying to do.”


  Myung Yongha’s words kindled a fire to the tension.


  “And what do you think I’m trying to do, hmm?”


  “Step back. It’s your last warning.”


  Everyone stared at the two whilst holding their breath. This could mark the start of a tremendously large strife.


  But none of them could step up to settle the situation or instigate it, so every second felt like an eternity.


  Clomp.


  The heavy sound of dress shoes echoed across the quiet corridor.


  Clomp.


  A few of them turned their heads from the unusually noisy footsteps.


  Clomp.


  Their gazes were contagious. Slowly, more and more people turned their heads towards the source of the sound, and every high executive of the Association within this place froze on the spot.


  Clomp.


  On the other hand, neither his face nor his data were well-known outside the Association, so the members of the Brzenk Family had confusion written on their faces as they looked at the man, wondering who this guy was that was causing so much fuss.


  Clomp.


  At last, after walking up to them, Yu Jitae looked around with a slow gaze. He looked at the chairs for the dozen of Brzenk Family members, their tables and protective artifacts. On top of that, they were in full armours.


  “Are you carrying out a riot here?”


  The man asked.


  “What? What kind of…”


  “You must be out of your mind. Standing in front of a terrorist’s prison, causing a fuss, stopping the admistration executives from coming in. Why not use a placard to justify your cause or something.”


  “T, this treacherous fool! It looks like you have some title to your name or something, but fuck off when I’m being nice!”


  Yu Jitae closed his eyes once again.


  The uncertainty brought about by Oscar Brzenk was now making things tedious for him in such a form.


  Some trivial random nothing, was stopping his path trying to throw in variables at his face; like how the entire world used to sabotage him in the distant past.


  It was easy for things to go south. The world was organic, and butterflies flapped their wings everywhere.


  One human who was locked in such a life for over thousands of times, pledged to himself after around two thousand iterations.


  If the flapping wings of a butterfly was the problem,


  Then might as well cut off every wing of a butterfly in sight.


  Kwaang!


  Yu Jitae kicked the table. The high-end wooden table flew off like a cannonball as one of the members of the Brzenk Family crashed into the wall.


  “You dare!”


  One of the other members stepped forward after a shout but his sight was immediately replaced with a flash. When the man came to himself, he was already flying through the air after an intense crash – it was from the chair Yu Jitae had thrown.


  “You are asking for death!!”


  In that instant, someone unsheathed their sword and ran in. At the same time, the Association’s superhumans also nervously dashed forward.


  Yu Jitae smacked the face of the one at the front. With a thud, the man’s face dented in. His upper body was flung off like a human in a car crash and rotated in the air and his head exploded the moment it touched the ground.


  The man immediately died on the spot.


  “Impossible…!”


  “H, he’s dead!”


  One of them shouted.


  “Y, you fucker!”


  Controlled by fury, the humans came sprinting in. It was more so because they were recently being heavily pressured mentally due to Oscar Brzenk’s actions. 


  Their wings had to be cut off. A transparent aura gathered at Yu Jitae’s fingertips before soon forging into the shape of a blade.


  [Shapeless Sword (SS)]


  He gripped killing intent.


  
An unprecedented killing intent; waving mana; astonished eyes.


  Desperate bodies; lips trying to scream; scattering blood.


  Crushed armours; revealed necks; hiding arteries.


  Piercing blade; heads struggling from pain. Lips, tongues, eyes. Lives coming to an end.


  
That day, Yu Jitae killed all the mercenaries of that place. The humans who had been breathing alive just a moment ago, were now on the floor as gruesome corpses.


  It was an unexplainable event. Not a single scream was heard during the fight.


  None of the present ones could dare try to stop him. He moved his feet as the soldiers cowered back and created a path.


  However, Yu Jitae had to feel a burning emotion in his mind again after reaching the 9th floor. 


  Oscar Brzenk was nowhere to be seen in [Room 27]. To be exact, only the trails of his blood could be found inside the room.


  The walls of Room 27 weren’t broken or anything. The back door was simply wide open.


  After coming back down to the 8th floor, he said to the ones who couldn’t voice a single word due to their astonishment. 


  “Oscar Brzenk is gone. He is not there.”


  Every one of them meeting his gaze froze stiff. Something was different about him today – they could all feel it.


  “Looking at the traces, it seems to have been four days since he disappeared. Looks like none of you has checked the internal state of Room 27 during their riot. It is extremely disappointing.”


  An existence transcending the threshold was talking to them. No-one could reply to the words falling from above the sky so they could only rigidly listen to his words.


  “…What are you doing. I’m telling you a prisoner has escaped.”


  There was only tension and still no words coming back.


  Seeing that, he scowled ferociously.


  He had to hold back his impulse and thus, he roared like a beast.


  “GO FIND HIM–!!”
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  The superhumans quickly began to dash in each direction as Yu Jitae also hurriedly carried his feet.


  Oscar Brzenk had disappeared. With quite an exquisite method at that.


  Exquisite here was exquisite in Yu Jitae’s standard.


  Such a thing was impossible for a human, and it meant there was an involvement of something that was not human.


  Finally, Yu Jitae could somewhat understand this whole situation. The reason Oscar Brzenk suddenly attacked the Association like a madman, the reason Oscar targeted him of all people as well as the reason Oscar Brzenk disappeared after becoming imprisoned.


  If Yu Jitae’s intuition was correct, this was a type of ‘fishing’. Although it was possible to stay still without biting the bait, he currently had to take the bait no matter what.


  It was because he had to find the Vintage Clock, and the Vintage Clock was unable to be found anywhere underwater. However, there was still a problem even if he wanted to take the bait. The four days he had spent standing blankly, unable to kill Myu, was coming back to bite him. 


  There would most certainly be not enough time.


  He used his watch to call someone.


  – Hello.


  A sluggish voice resonated along with a gulp. The one on the other side of the call was the Witch, Valentine, so it was probably a strong alcohol that she was gulping. 


  “This is an urgent matter. Look up for me if there has been a trace of an outer-dimensional fissure related to ‘Providence’ and ‘light’ being forced open on Earth.”


  – …


  Even though he suddenly started it off with a command, she had already decided to cooperate with Yu Jitae. The mana surrounding the Association wavered for a bit as a reply came back through the watch.


  – There is one.


  “Location?”


  – I don’t know. It’s been veiled.


  “How long has it been open for, and how long will it stay open.”


  – Looks like it’s been around 10 days since it has opened and…


  That was similar to Oscar Brzenk’s time of appearance. He carefully listened to the next words because he knew fissures related to the Temple of Providence would usually be closed after around 10 days.


  – …It will close in 1 hour.


  But fortunately, he wasn’t late yet.


  [Temporary Pursuit Team 1 reporting. Currently we are headed to [Brzenk Family’s 1st branch].]


  [Temporary Pursuit Team 2 reporting. We are currently headed to [Brzenk Family’s 4th branch].]


  Various reports came in at the same time. Around 13 pursuing teams had been temporarily arranged and had just departed. Riding the warp station, they would now attack each branch of Brzenk Family’s troops located across the world.


  This was something that had to be done a lot earlier but was postponed because Oscar Brzenk was the Sovereign of humanity, and because Chaliovan had fallen asleep at the same time. 


  Even though it was a correct decision in a realistic sense, it was nonetheless very deplorable in Yu Jitae’s eyes.


  A closer inspection would have allowed rankers to find the trace. So all they had to do was ask the Witch immediately after receiving the report to jump through dimensions. 


  In any case, he travelled to the [17th branch], located in the northern regions of Africa.


  Even though it was the smallest and the most insignificant branch, it actually had Oscar Brzenk’s [Safe] located inside it.


  A month ago, after meeting with Oscar, he had sent Kang Ahjin to that branch in case something were to happen.


  He checked her message – it seemed that the door to the [Safe] had been opened around 3 days ago.


  Yu Jitae gave a call to Kang Ahjin.


  ***


  “Uhihi,”


  Kang Ahjin laughed.


  The salty scent unique to deep-fried food permeated far and wide. The warmth being conveyed up the plastic bag made it even better.


  Smelling the lean scent of well-fried chicken after smelling the dry desert dust the whole time lifted the corners of her lips.


  It was a rare smell in the northern regions of Africa. Kang Ahjin had even used a thermos container to keep it warm while using the portals all the way from Korea. 


  And the name of that food, was chicken!


  Did she bring it here to eat by herself? No – Kang Ahjin was going to give this to someone as a present.


  North Africa. Brzenk Family mercenary group’s 17th branch.


  It had been close to a month since she had been dispatched to this place.


  Unlike the troops of other branches, this 17th branch was made by employing the war refugees of Africa. Oscar Brzenk had gathered the people who had been living with neither food nor water to this place, and provided them with clothes, food and a house for their families to live in.


  Because they had been granted a new life from their desperate situations, their mentality was different from other soldiers.


  They did everything by the book.


  Some would call that a proper soldier mentality and that was what Kang Ahjin thought as well. They put their due diligence in every task and never cut corners no matter how simple their given orders were.


  That was why Kang Ahjin, who was always affectionate and could easily befriend anyone, was finding it difficult to get close to the soldiers of this place. 


  Then was she supposed to stay distant?


  When Season was sending her to this place, he told her it was an indefinite dispatch. She was to stay in this place, identify the situation and report anything unusual until there was an order to return.


  It wasn’t her style to stay distant and unfamiliar with them when her returning date wasn’t even clear. That was why she had prepared this.


  “Hello good sirs?”


  With a curt greeting, Kang Ahjin approached the four soldiers that were standing on guard. There were 2 male and 2 female soldiers.


  “What a great afternoon.”


  They treated her like they didn’t even see her.


  Observing the far and barren African desert, they couldn’t even spare the time to throw a glance at Kang Ahjin. It was remarkable even after seeing it on repeat for a couple of days. As long as there was nothing hindering their work, they would only focus on their task without greeting anyone even if their family members were to come by.


  However, Kang Ahjin was certain that they would be able to get a little bit closer today. She had already tried a conversation a few days ago using chocolate.


  The white smoke was spreading the scent.


  This is impossible to withstand! With a smile, Kang Ahjin placed the bag of chicken next to them.


  “You are standing on guard for 12 hours a day. Don’t you think you can take it a bit easier?”


  “…”


  “…”


  They didn’t reply.


  She might be crossing the line here. However, the troop’s work was very intense due to their lacking numbers, and the schedules were even suffocating so there was no other option than this for her to get closer to them. 


  In any case, the smell of chicken ruled.


  When the rising scent touched one of their noses, the soldier who had a weak breakfast stealthily turned his head. And Kang Ahjin did not miss it.


  “Come here and have food one by one! I can be on the lookout instead.”


  “Miss Dispatcher. Please stop…”


  “Huhu. Why?”


  “Don’t you know the captain regularly comes out on a stroll. If we get caught out by the captain, we will be in great trouble.”


  “Of course I know that. I sneaked a peek at today’s schedule just then, and I confirmed how both the captain and the 1st vice captain will only return by 8 at night today from an external delegation!”


  Really? One of the other soldiers glanced back with doubt in their eyes. Kang Ahjin smiled like a puppy with a nod.


  “Hurry up! This won’t be as tasty when it gets cold.”


  “But still, it’s okay. Miss Kang.”


  “It will be super delicious if you have it now!”


  “Kang. Please just stop.”


  Grrrl… The sound was coming from the stomach of the female soldier who had just rebuked Kang Ahjin. Her words were no longer as persuasive.


  “Did I hear something just then?”


  “…”


  Unwillingly, the soldier turned her head.


  She had actually been extremely hungry from early in the morning. In the desert, the procurement of supplies wasn’t always smooth and there tended to be days with little distributions of food. Today was one of those days.


  In other words, all four of them were in a similar situation.


  “…Is the captain really not coming?”


  “I’m telling you, trust me. Come on.”


  “……Hmm, what is this?”


  “It’s chicken. Deep fried chicken.”


  “Ah, I know these. Oh wow. It smells absolutely insane…”


  “Right right…! Have some. I can be on the lookout.”


  They changed positions as the soldier hurriedly opened the plastic bag and began ripping through a drumstick. 


  ‘…’


  She started eating without even breathing but the crispy sound of fried chicken was still unable to be hidden. The other soldiers watched with eyes flickering from jealousy as the soldier opened her mouth while stuffing chicken into it.


  “I gave the chocolates you gave me to my kids the other day.”


  “Oh wow, really?”


  “Such supplies are very uncommon in this place. They all loved it. Thank you…”


  “Don’t worry about it. It’s nothing that great.”


  “As a thanks, my girl brought some green vines from somewhere, dried it and made a bracelet out of the vine.”


  “Wow, really?”


  “Yes… I was actually going to give it to you after the work was over but,”


  With an awkward smile, the soldier handed something to Kang Ahjin. It was a thin bracelet made of dried vines.


  “Oh my. So pretty.”


  Kang Ahjin was satisfied. She started conversations with them whenever possible, asked if there was anything they needed, gave chocolates and helped with the missions. It felt as if all that hard work was finally paying off. 


  She put it around her wrist but it was slightly too big.


  “Ah, she didn’t know Kang was a female. It’s a bit too big right?”


  “Not at all! It’s perfect and I love it.”


  “Thanks for saying that. The child will be very happy.”


  After finishing her share, the soldier stood up as another soldier stealthily walked away and traded positions with her while mumbling, “Aww, this smell. Damn it…” 


  Yes. It’s impossible to resist! Thinking that, Kang Ahjin chuckled.


  That was when she received an international call from someone.


  “Grade 4 agent, Kang Ahjin speaking.”


  – It’s me.


  It was Season. Kang Ahjin happily greeted him.


  “Is this concerning my return, by any chance sir?” She asked with a tiny bit of sorrow in her voice.


  However, the words that soon came to her through the watch, were somewhat strange


  – I am headed to the 17th branch right now. There is a mission – the door to the [Safe] has to be opened within 5 minutes. How is the current situation looking?


  He asked with a normal tone of voice, but there was something off about the question.


  [Safe] was something that was being protected by the 17th branch. It was the biggest and the most powerful armoury owned by Oscar Brzenk, so under what authority could Season open this?


  Despite feeling doubtful for a little while, Kang Ahjin stayed faithful to her role.


  “It is currently peaceful sir.”


  – Alright. Leave the area ahead of time. You’ll be a nuisance.


  “Leave… the area, sir?”


  – Yeah. Let’s meet at around Eo1-13.


  She thought about the tone of his voice, and the hidden context. Kang Ahjin had to rethink time after time whether her interpretation of the situation was correct or not. It was because his words were way too strange.


  Leave the area ahead of time?


  …You’ll be a nuisance?


  A strange feeling struck her mind.


  It can’t be.


  There’s no way.


  Despite thinking that, she had to move her feet and follow the command to leave the area. Anxiously, Kang Ahjin touched the bracelet around her wrist.


  That can’t be… Even though Season is scary, he’s not that type of person was he?


  “Sorry. I have a different mission so I’ll be on the way.”


  “That is okay. We will just have the rest of them eat together.”


  “The chicken was so nice. Thank you, Kang.”


  She waved back,


  With a forced smile on her face.


  It happened when she was waiting at the designated area.


  Kang Ahjin’s watch began to ring.


  +++
[(!) Urgent News]
– Danger Level: [R3]
– Time: 7 days ago. 8:12 pm. (UTC+02:00)
– Content: Oscar Brzenk, terrorist attack on the Association.
– Casualties: 595 confirmed in total.
+++


  At last, the restriction on information was lifted, revealing the Association’s conflict with Oscar Brzenk.


  For a second, Kang Ahjin felt her breath coming to a stop.


  Episode 101: Chicken Box (4)


  A heavy piece of lead dropped inside her heart.


  R3. This signified a semi-war – it meant the Association had suffered damage and that they might retaliate by doing something.


  There was a video sent alongside the urgent message. Kang Ahjin gulped with sweat falling down her cheeks. She carefully lifted her fingers. Even though she really did not want to click it, she was a soldier and there was no way around it.


  Click–


  The video started. Oscar Brzenk, enveloped in gold, was indiscriminately attacking the Association. Her acquaintances were injured lying down on the floor; some of them were crying with amputated arms.


  This did not feel realistic in the slightest.


  Kang Ahjin could not believe what was going on…


  “What are you doing.”


  Someone woke her up from her blankness. A man who had appeared out of nowhere was gazing at her.


  “Season?”


  “Your mission is over. Go to the warp station immediately and return to the Association.”


  “…”


  Kang Ahjin unknowingly shook her head. She then used a word which she had never used ever since she became a soldier, affiliated with the 5th command room.


  “…Why?”


  Season furrowed his brows. 


  “What kind of question is that.”


  “Ah…”


  “Wake up. Hurry up and go. Using that warp station will be restricted in a few minutes.”


  “…”


  Slowly, she observed his outfit. Because of her rushed mind, she belatedly realised it and looking at his clothes put a stop to her breath.


  He, who had always been wearing a suit, was for some reason wearing a military uniform and boots today.


  Kang Ahjin froze. She stood there blankly but her wrist suddenly felt itchy.


  The bracelet… the bracelet did not leave her sight.


  “S, Season.”


  By the time she came to herself, he was already gone.


  “Season!”


  In great shock, Kang Ahjin began to run while pulling out all her mana. She wasn’t too far away from the military base – climbing over one mountain of sand, she looked at the 17th branch.


  Over the hill, she looked at the branch. For now, everything including the watchtower were looking fine.


  Walking in the midst of the darkening desert was a man with his back turned towards her. He appeared to be walking normally but was so mysteriously fast that she could not dare catch up to him. Why are the sentinels not preventing him? Although it was terrible, that was still the doubt in her mind.


  With no other choice, Kang Ahjin quickly gave Season a call.


  He stopped on the spot.


  – What.


  “Please wait one moment, Season. Can I…”


  She organised her words.


  “…May I ask about the current operation?”


  He didn’t reply immediately. 


  Kang Ahjin felt the insane rate of her heartbeat.


  – Did I not tell you to leave.


  His voice that soon entered her ears was a lot colder than usual. Feeling the chill numbing her fingertips, Kang Ahjin endured the urge to let out a scream.


  She had to think of words that were the most suitable to the situation.


  “…I had been under the impression that the [Safe] was the armoury located at the 17th branch.”


  – And.


  “And the mission of opening that, I could not, really… understand what it…”


  It was a mistake – her emotions had gotten the best of her during her speech.


  – Oi.


  Her heart once again thumped as if about to burst.


  – Did you not get the urgent message?


  “I, I have received it sir.”


  – Then go. Stop being a bother.


  The time they had spent together was only a month.


  It hadn’t even been that long since they had opened their hearts.


  Although Kang Ahjin was an affectionate person, she still knew that public matters had to be separated from the private ones.


  However, she just could not step back without even knowing the reason herself. Maybe it was because of the bracelet tickling her wrist…


  “What if they try to stop you?”


  – …


  “If they stay faithful to their mission, what will you do sir?”


  – …


  “Is, isn’t that a possible outcome? Them being faithful to their mission? T, they appeared to have no idea about the urgent message yet either. And they won’t even retaliate against you, Season, because of your position at the Association!”


  – Kang Ahjin.


  He called her name from the other side of the line.


  Her breath came to a stop.


  – What are you trying to say.


  “…Could you please spare one moment if you have time?”


  – I don’t.


  “O, one moment will do. Just a bit of time. Haven’t we been talking for almost 3 minutes already?”


  A faint sigh was heard from the other side.


  “A little bit, sir. Please. Just a tiny bit of time. Those people; they are all poor people living a hard life. They have to raise their whole families with this rare opportunity that finally came to them. T, they don’t even have many people so they have to work without any rest even when they’re sick.”


  – …


  “They have to stay alive. Every one of them are desperate. V, Vanessa gave birth to a daughter two days ago. She became a mother. Her first and second babies were stillborn and she finally got her third. A healthy girl at 3.2 kilograms. And Kathu…”


  Kang Ahjin was crying by the time she realised it. Remembering the times they spent together, how they shyly spoke about themselves and the conversations she barely continued with them, she tried to persuade him.


  When the dam broke once, she could no longer control her tears. While she was explaining with a sob, he opened his mouth.


  – What’s your suggestion then.


  “If you give me a little bit of time, I, I will go persuade them. I will persuade them to open the doors of the [Safe]. T, the executives should know about your name, sir. Please give me some time. Even a little bit… please…”


  – You have 10 minutes.


  Kang Ahjin knew these 10 minutes was the only remaining time she had.


  He disappeared from the barren desert.


  Immediately, Kang Ahjin wiped the tears off with her hands and started to sprint. Each of her strides scattered the dust beneath as she dashed across the desert.


  Before long she was right in front of the base. She was now one of the suspicious people. The lookouts – the ones that had been eating the chicken just then – stopped her. Following the procedures, they carried out a formal conversation.


  Reveal your identity. Reveal your business.


  Kang Ahjin stopped her tears and shouted.


  I am the Grade 4 agent, Kang Ahjin, wishing for a return to service.


  At last after they confirmed her identity with the watch, one of the soldiers opened her mouth. ‘Why are you crying, Kang,’ she asked with a voice dripping with concern.


  Kang Ahjin did not even have the time to reply, and started sprinting once again. Entering the camp, she looked for the commanders.


  Although the captain and the vice captain weren’t there, a few of the other commanders were on task. They were also people who Kang Ahjin met and talked to everyday.


  “What is wrong, dispatcher.”


  She had a rugged breath due to rushing all the way here. The soldiers who had been occupied with their task curiously asked her a question, with gazes that showed their affections for her hidden behind the curtains of formality. 


  Kang Ahjin bit her lips.


  She didn’t know what to say,


  But she had to say it.


  “A high executive is coming from the Association.”


  “What?”


  “He is a Grade 5 agent. The chief advisor, and my direct superior.”


  “…?”


  The commanders looked at Kang Ahjin with questioning gazes, and the 2nd vice captain even lowered his glasses with doubt in his eyes.


  Kang Ahjin felt a lump in her throat. She wasn’t confident in being able to persuade them at all.


  “Please listen carefully to what I’m saying.”


  But even then, she had to.


  There were things in the world that just had to be done…


  “He will try to open the [Safe].”


  “What?”


  “…Huh?”


  She could hear their clamorous voices.


  “You have to open it. Before he attacks the 17th branch.”


  There was moisture in Kang Ahjin’s voice and they immediately knew she was telling the truth. Tilting their heads in confusion, looking at Kang Ahjin with disgusted gazes and facing her with dumbfounded expressions: they each showed a different reaction.


  “Please listen to me! You guys can survive. Please just let him open the Safe.”


  “Listen.”


  “This woman…”


  “We don’t have time! 10 minutes, no, we only have 7 minutes now! Guys. He is a very strong superhuman. Even if you try to stop him, he will still open the safe!”


  “What kind of nonsense is this, Kang!!”


  The 2nd vice captain shouted.


  In return, Kang Ahjin began to weep from her uncontrollable emotions.


  “Open the doors of the fortress! Otherwise, you might all die!”


  “Men! Drag Kang out!”


  “Yes sir…!”


  It was then.


  The watches of every soldier inside the command centre rang. Kang Ahjin, who had been yelling while being pulled out by someone, knew this was an opportunity. She had managed to take a glimpse at the message that was on the arm of the one who was dragging her outside.


  It was about the ‘strife’ between Oscar Brzenk and the Association, and a message telling them to be on the lookout for a possible attack of the Association.


  “Let me go!”


  Kang Ahjin shoved the soldiers that were dragging her arm. Her words would finally be persuasive and everything would be over if she missed this opportunity.


  “It’s this. This is the problem. We have to do something. You have to open the door and make a path for our Chief to access the [Safe]. W, we can all survive then! We have to live, don’t we? We can’t die like this! Right?”


  The silence continued.


  “You might think I’m weird for doing this all of a sudden. But I know how everyone treated me nicely this past month! We all have families right! There are people waiting for us at home! We cannot die here right!?


  “We have to survive! We all have to live on!”


  She let out a blood-boiling scream.


  Kang Ahjin believed it.


  They should have fully understood their situations now. Despite the urgency of the matter at hand, the message had managed to arrive in time. 


  Her words should be persuasive enough.


  And there was still time left.


  So…


  However, the moment her eyes met with the commander’s.


  Kang Ahjin suddenly remembered something.


  What was the reason she, who could easily befriend anyone, had so much trouble getting close to them?


  The soldiers of this place put their due diligence in every task and never cut corners no matter how simple their given orders were.


  Some would call that a proper soldier mentality and that was what Kang Ahjin thought as well. 


  Maybe it’s because they had been granted a new life from their desperate situations…


  “We are not leaving.”


  The commander’s words froze Kang Ahjin on the spot.


  “Who’s coming? An executive of the Association? And what.”


  “Y, you might die…”


  Kang Ahjin’s words were in vain.


  “We are soldiers.”


  All their eyes had the same glitter.


  As if they had been printed by the same printer.


  “Our job is to carry out our given commands.”


  “…”


  “Are you done with your nonsense? I had a good impression but today’s fuss was extremely unpleas—-”


  —-


  The 2nd vice captain’s voice stretched out.


  Kang Ahjin felt the world shaking.


  Something,


  Something was crumbling inside her heart.


  “—-So we.”


  The talking mouth came to a close.


  Kang Ahjin felt a presence immediately filling the entirety of the command centre, as well as the weight in the air provided by that presence. When she turned her quivering head, standing there was a very familiar man.


  He whispered.


  ‘Leave.’


  As if time had stopped, with everyone else frozen stiff, Kang Ahjin belatedly realised her role and turned her body. When she walked out of the command centre, the doors closed by itself. 


  Kang Ahjin raised her eyes. Her dizzy gaze made the world foggy as if she was wearing a cloudy pair of glasses.


  She mindlessly carried her feet. The unbelievable reality was driving her mind into a mess, and she walked on and on without an end.


  When she came to herself, she was at the main entrance. Kang Ahjin, who had been walking with her eyes stuck on the ground, closed her eyes and lifted her gaze to look at the sky. She simply did not have the courage to face the reality.


  But when something loose slid down her wrist, Kang Ahjin instinctively lowered her head,


  And faced an unbelievable sight that made her feel like she was shot in the head.


  There was a chicken box.


  Drenched in blood.


  Episode 102: White Bird (1)


  Bom recalled Yu Jitae’s last sentence.


  – No.


  He was saying he did not find her pretty.


  It was a lie.


  She could tell by looking at his eyes that he was still considering her pretty. Despite thinking that, he told a lie.


  It felt as if some poisonous substance was bubbling inside. An ominous feeling struck her, making her think that something was going terribly wrong.


  That was neither due to the Eye of Providence nor a green dragon’s ability to discern the situation. It was solely based on her instinct as an existence.


  Bom called Jefferson and asked if something had happened at the Association.


  – The thing is…


  And she heard a shocking set of words. It was that Yu Jitae had massacred a group of soldiers from the Brzenk Family.


  Unable to believe it, she personally returned to the Association and headed to the 8th floor. There, Bom came across corpses of the Brzenk Family soldiers that were yet to be removed.


  It was horrendous.


  Indescribably so…


  This was not Yu Jitae’s way of doing things that Bom knew about.


  Even though it might be possible if the opponents were demons, the Brzenk Family was undoubtedly an organisation protecting humanity. And yet he had killed them all, just because they were stopping him from reaching the 9th floor…


  Immediately after that, Bom dashed to the command centre and looked for Zhuge Haiyan.


  “Haiyan-unni, you know, don’t you?”


  “…”


  “You know where the Chief Advisor had been to.”


  Zhuge Haiyan awkwardly shook her head in response to her question.


  “That is restricted information.”


  “Please tell me. It’s important.”


  “My apologies, Miss. It is restricted personally by Chief Season.”


  She should have asked.


  Bom thought to herself – she should have asked when he was leaving. She should have asked a long time ago why and where he was going.


  She did not ask because of her trust – it was a naive decision. After coming back, he looked even more rushed and cornered.


  Although he was irritated at her, that did not hurt Bom as much. Getting angry was normal for anyone in a bad mood, and even she was the same.


  That was not the important part.


  Yu Jitae was the only one who had recently met Oscar Brzenk. It was when the Tower of Mages came crumbling down; back when the black dragon had attacked the entire world. They might have even met again after that.


  Yu Jitae’s recent condition was far from good. His face, gesture and everything weren’t too different from before, but his manner of speech was oddly different and most importantly, he gave off a different ‘feeling’.


  She could tell because of all the time they had spent together that something had happened to him.


  In fact, when Yu Jitae returned after Oscar Brzenk’s attack at the Association and pushed Bom out of his personal boundary, she felt her head being smacked by a hammer.


  She had experienced something similar before.


  In the distant past,


  Within the hazy final memories.


  – I’m sorry, my dear girl.


  It was when her father left her.


  “…”


  Her breath suddenly turned coarse. Pressing down on her heart, her breath abruptly left with a retch.


  “H, Haru!”


  Zhuge Haiyan and other attendants ran up to Bom in astonishment but she shook her hand and stopped them.


  Bom remembered the day her father left.


  The onion core was still being used fine by Yeorum.


  And Yu Jitae was acting strange.


  It was coming.


  Something was flooding in.


  Like a tsunami, it would sweep through her and shake her by the core, ignoring her retaliation and struggle.


  The ominous feeling made her clench her lips, and the numbing coldness of her fingertips urged her to massage them.


  Bom could not do anything when her father left. And on another day, even when her precious younger sister had suddenly disappeared, Bom only realised it belatedly after hearing the news. 


  Looking back, those days were filled with nothing but regret.


  I should have persuaded mum back then.


  I shouldn’t have said that to my sister.


  I should have been on my father’s side a lot earlier.


  Why was I standing doing nothing like a fool, instead of trying something?


  Bom’s sin was that she was too small, young and ignorant, but she was now different.


  After collecting her breath, Bom lifted her eyes and looked at Zhuge Haiyan.


  “…You won’t tell me no matter what I say, is that correct?”


  Though she was surprised by Bom’s gaze, Zhuge Haiyan did not forget her role as a soldier. ‘Sorry. I cannot…’ As soon as she said that, Bom turned her feet, ignoring the flustered voices behind her, ‘Haru!’ ‘Soothsayer…!’.


  Wherever Bom went, she was met with nervous soldiers saluting her from the side. Seeing that, Bom would relax her stiffened expression and return their salutes with a smile.


  She got used to it these past few days.


  Ever since she prevented a large incident with her prediction, the gazes she received inside the Association changed dramatically. 


  Before, they would glance at her as if they were looking at a flower, or peek at her due to her relationship with Season. It wasn’t very pleasant. She was still a dragon, and yet everyone was treating her like some expensive piece of gem.


  But now, it was different.


  It was when Bom was going through a garden.


  Someone in a wheelchair shouted out loud.


  “Haru…! You are my hero!”


  The people that were with him hastily gave her a respectful salute.


  The man’s badge looked like a round dome – he belonged to the battalion operating the protective barrier. He was a soldier that came out alive from the sudden terrorist attack on the Association. He married last week or something and… without her prediction, he would have died for sure.


  “You are everyone’s hero.”


  “You saved everyone that would have died, and my family.”


  Holding her hands, the man started to cry.


  Bom consoled him, by saying it was fortunate that he wasn’t greatly injured, before carrying her feet again.


  Her title as a soothsayer of the Association had proven its value and she now had some level of power as a result of that.


  However, it was still far too insufficient. Bom was way too bare-handed.


  She needed a tool.


  Arriving in front of a large gate, Bom stopped her feet. She knocked on the door as a sluggish voice resonated from inside, “Come in.”


  Bom entered the room as the Witch Valentine welcomed her in. Wearing the same revealing red gown, she smiled while smoking her cigar.


  “It is you… So, for what have you come looking for me?”


  “There is something I would like to ask you to do.”


  “…Something you want me to do? Me?”


  “Yes.”


  “Have you not heard stories about me?”


  “I’ve heard plenty.”


  “Listen, girl. I’m not some old lady of the town that listens to a random child’s request.”


  “I need to know the recent actions of the Chief Advisor, Prophet Season.”


  With an indifferent expression, Bom started selfishly talking about her own needs.


  Wearing a frown, and with a trail of smoke leaving her mouth, Valentine slowly licked her lower lips with her tongue.


  Prophet Season, huh…


  There was a message related to him that had come to her through the VVIP hotline a few minutes ago.


  “I have also been reported about the thing that happened just then.”


  “…”


  “Girl. Don’t tell me you don’t know what it is, that you are asking me to do right now, yes?”


  “I definitely do know what I’m saying.”


  “If you do, then off you go. Stop bothering me.”


  The door of the office opened by itself as soon as she said that. Despite the gesture telling her to leave, Bom started talking again with an apathetic expression.


  “‘Something I want you to do’, is what I said. I’m not here to make a request. I’m here for a deal.”


  “A deal?”


  The witch smiled.


  Letting out a deep fog from the cigar, she asked.


  “Do you really wish to go to such lengths to betray him?”


  “Unni. I don’t want you to have such a narrow-minded idea about my words.”


  “What?”


  “This is not a betrayal. It is all for him.”


  “…Hmm.”


  There seemed to be some kind of reason, thought the Witch.


  But in any case, if the target that had to be deceived was that monstrous ‘Chief Advisor’, then even Valentine had to shoulder some risk.


  Even though he normally pretended otherwise, he was definitely a dangerous existence. Valentine even thought that he might be a new type of demon.


  What happened just then was something that could have simply happened at any time.


  “A deal… a deal huh…”


  She didn’t think the girl in front of her was just here for some romantic prank. The girl did not appear like the type to do such a thing.


  A deal.


  “However, I do not think you have anything with you that can satisfy me.”


  “What do you want? A cute and healthy boy?”


  “Seems like you know one thing or two. But I’m no longer interested in that. A living flower is so pretty that I only want to watch over it, so there is nothing I really want. Even if there was, I wonder will you have that thing which I do not even have?”


  Bom, who had been quietly listening to the witch’s words, slowly opened her mouth. She knew why Valentine was called the ‘Witch’.


  “My life.”


  She knew that the Witch absorbed someone else’s life to keep her youth and prolong her life.


  “……Hah.”


  Valentine faintly gasped in response.


  Bom and the Witch looked into each other’s eyes, identifying one another. It was dumbfounding, but the Witch apathetically continued breathing out smoke, as Bom lifted the Witch’s wine glass from the table and started twirling it.


  “Unni. Do you still think I’m here to mess around?”


  “I thought you were a quiet and gentle lady, but I guess it’s quite the opposite…”


  “There is no other choice. People don’t understand if I beat around the bush; they can only understand what they see.”


  “You’re right. I was indeed looking down on you.”


  Bom brought the alcohol to her lips. 


  It was a severely strong alcohol that burned her mouth as soon as she rolled it around with her tongue.


  The taste, however, was not too bad.


  Immediately, the bottle of alcohol floated up by itself and poured the liquid inside to fill the glass – it was the Witch’s spell. Bom raised the glass and twirled it to mix the air into the alcohol.


  “Your life does sound quite tempting, since you have a ton of very unusually clear and mysterious mana within you.”


  Swirl, swirl.


  “How much of my life should I give for a help in return,”


  Bom asked while twirling her glass.


  “50 years,” said the Witch, putting a pause to the swirling liquid.


  “I don’t want to die before 40 though…” In response to Bom’s words, the Witch lifted the corners of her red lips into a crescent.


  “Don’t make me laugh, girl. A kid shouldn’t try to play with an adult.”


  The tongue beneath her tall fangs lustfully scraped past her lower lips. 


  “I’ve long known that you’re not a human.”


  “…”


  “If you give 50 years of your remaining life to me, I will tell you everything you want. Otherwise, you can go away.”


  Bom did not smile. It was within her expectations and still within her plan, but using only this much to control the Witch however she wanted would be a difficult feat.


  “How about 100 years.”


  Therefore, Bom decided to make it more certain while she was at it.


  “…What?”


  “I’ll give you 100 years of my life. But you need to help me twice.”


  Valentine twitched her eyes. Hearing the sudden twofold jump in price, she started calculating the risk between helping once and helping twice.


  Earning that unprecedentedly clean mana of Bom; 100 years of her life…


  The Witch opened her closed eyes.


  “…Okay.”


  “Hmm… No, never mind.”


  “What?”


  “100 years is too little. Actually, there are quite a lot of things that I need. Of course, I also have a lot of things to give.”


  “And that means?”


  There was an increasing sense of doubt in the Witch’s mind. To that, Bom added the finishing touch.


  “500 years.”


  In that moment, the Witch despite having lived for a long time could not help but be baffled. 


  She suddenly wondered if this girl was out of her mind or something. There weren’t many races that could put 500 years of their life on the table for a negotiation. It was of absurd value even to the Witch, to the point that it gave rise to an intense amount of greed that she hadn’t felt for over hundreds of years.


  In an instant, the hierarchy within the negotiation changed. The one with more things in their hands could shake them more, and it was always the more desperate one that was at the bottom.


  Only then did a smile appear on Bom’s lips.


  “Why, is it too much?”


  “How impudent… Do you think you can stay alive after giving 500 years away?”


  “Dying today with both hands full is a better life than living perpetually with empty hands. At least that’s what I think.”


  “…”


  Bom giggled.


  “I’m kidding, I won’t die soon so it’s okay. I have a unique constitution, you see.”


  There was no way she would lie about something that would be revealed in just a few more minutes.


  “Interesting… is that something you can tell by seeing the future…?”


  “That’s something you don’t need to know about.”


  Valentine breathed out a mouthful of smoke alongside a deep sigh. She was pushing the greed away from her red eyes.


  “The conditions are out of balance yet again. Girl, you already had this in mind when you came here, yes?”


  “You can tell?”


  500 years was definitely not a short period of time even for a dragon. However, Bom still decided to give 500 years away.


  “It’s good that you’re honest. …Hmm, …your sweet life is on the line so I can’t refuse the deal either… Alright. So what do you want from me?”


  Bom thought to herself in response.


  There were a lot of things that she had glossed over simply because of her trust. There were a lot of things that she had looked away from just because of her love. However, it reached a point where she could no longer disregard it.


  The child that was too young to do anything was no longer here – that child had died a long time ago.


  The baby dragon that had to discard everything for that one ‘Grand Schema’; the child that therefore was too afraid of getting anything new, finally found something that she wanted to grasp after a long period of time.


  “There are a lot of things that have to be unveiled. I want you to help me gather information and I know you are the best at it.”


  “And what is it that you want to know?”


  After whispering words of love to him at the end of the sweet vacation, Bom had always been telling herself something:


  “Everything.”


  That she won’t be as powerless anymore;


  “Everything, I don’t know…”


  That she won’t lose her precious one ever again.


  Episode 102: White Bird (2)


  “A long, long time ago.”


  The Witch spoke, like a grandma telling fairy tales to her grandchild.


  “When the New Era started and when monsters came hoarding in, there was no central force in the world and local wars were happening all across the globe. Humanity did not know how to deal with monsters but the damage was actually a lot less than expected. Do you know why?”


  Bom gazed up at her and shook her head. The Witch replied with an indifferent tone of voice.


  “Because in fact, only 10% of the outer dimensional species survived after coming to Earth. 9 out of 10 that managed to come over died by themselves.”


  “That much?”


  “Now, there’s mana from Earth spread across the outer dimensions but back then it was different. Monsters couldn’t deal with the sudden change in environment and were weakened. Thanks to that, the early monster attacks were quite stoppable.”


  ‘Don’t they teach this at school?’ In response to the Witch’s sudden question, Bom replied, ‘No, we learned about the sacrifice of humanity though…’ which received the response, ‘What sacrifice, the monsters all just died by themselves.’


  The Witch continued.


  “However, they would adapt more to the environment the longer they stayed on Earth. That was why Chaliovan used to say this all the time.”


  “What was it?”


  “Nothing can be excessive in the initial response.”


  Now they were doing searches and backtracking and whatnot, but the past Association was a lot different.


  Whenever there was a fissure, they would hurry over and wait for the fissure to open. After opening, they would go in and kill the monsters before they came out.


  Because it was best to be as excessive as possible for the initial response to danger.


  “Chaliovan and I reformed the superhuman’s response system and tried our best to change the impression people had with fissures. It was after decades of such hard work, that the Association’s ‘Monster Outbreak Initial Response Manual’ started being used like an international textbook. 


  “We superhumans are sensitive to both time and outbreaks. That is why there is an inevitable tendency for the military’s ‘authority’ to soar up in times of crisis…”


  The Witch said with sharp eyes.


  “…And that is the Association’s weak point.”


  “Ah. So you mean…!”


  “Yes.”


  A shocking change occurred as soon as the Witch finished mumbling that. 


  The sky as well as the ground began to shake. A fluctuation cracked open the barren lands as pebbles and dust rose up from the quake.


  Soon, the air started to tear open.


  Buzz— The dimensions collided as sparks bursted out in all directions. Something dark was slowly opening its dirty mouth.


  A fissure reaching 35 metres in length. A resonance of mana estimated to be of an SS- rank.


  An enormous fissure was opening itself on Earth. It was enough to astonish the entire world let alone the Association.


  “If you want authority, you simply need to make a crisis.”


  “Isn’t it too dangerous?”


  “No. It only looks grandiose on the outside and there’s nothing much on the inside.”


  That was the fissure the Witch had prepared


  “It will smell – dogs will start to bark in anger. They will whine and ask for them to be unleashed but the one holding the leash is not a person, but the ‘system’.”


  “And the system will definitely unleash the dogs for a fissure this big…”


  “That is correct.”


  Soldiers had more ‘authority’ than usual during the emergency, and it was more so for the soldiers of the Association. 


  That might include grouping the ‘transcendents’ of the Association into one group for them to move by themselves…


  Or maybe even interrogating Zhuge Haiyan about the suspicious ‘past actions’ of the Prophet…


  “I didn’t know you could make a fissure that big.”


  The Witch returned a question with a smile.


  “Girl. Do you know who the biggest hunting dog of our house is?”


  She was probably referring to herself, but Bom thought for a bit before looking up at the Witch with a smile.


  “Season.”


  “…”


  The Witch leered at Bom with a disgruntled expression.


  In any case, it was surprising even for Bom that a mage at this level could exist for a human. She had been skeptical when reading about the works of the Witch in a book but the things written in the book were less than half of what the Witch could pull off.


  Thanks to that, things had started on the right foot.


  The fissure cracked wide open. It added a dense cluster of mana to the atmosphere and the intense pressure even numbed Bom’s skin. 


  Soon, an emergency bell rang from her watch – it was an urgent notice sent after sensing the fissure.


  “…Valentine. You are doing your money’s worth.”


  “Of course. Since I’ve received 500 years of something so precious.”


  “Then maybe you should speak politely to me?”


  “Why not ask for me to suck your toes or something, hnn?”


  “Do it.”


  “If you take your shoes off, I will.”


  “…Sorry.”


  Bom replied with a light smile. She didn’t really hate the banter – they were on the same wavelength to some regard.


  “Let’s go,” said Bom.


  “Yes. Let’s hurry. We do not know when Season will come back.”


  But after turning her body, Bom erased the smile from her lips. Even though she had been giving a relaxed smile till now, she had to be on her toes now. She had to be very careful


  If Yu Jitae was to find out about this, things might go very wrong;


  Worst case scenario, it might cause something irrecoverable. 


  – Go home.


  – Do not make things any more tedious.


  – I’m close to getting tired of you.


  His irritated voice swept past her mind as Bom felt a sharp blade slicing through her heart. Even if she were to finish it without him discovering it, this was still something he did not want from her.


  Will I be okay even if he were to hate me…?


  It was when she was thinking that, that her watch began to ring.


  [Ahjussi (Fake): Where are you.]


  Her eyes twitched after seeing the message. It was a message from Yu Jitae’s clone.


  She stopped her fingers that were about to type back [Why?].


  Bom decided to ignore the messages.


  [Ahjussi (Fake): There has been a command to keep you with me.]
[Ahjussi (Fake): Tell me where you are. I will go pick you up.]
[Ahjussi (Fake): Let’s go back to Unit 301.]


  Bom licked her lips.


  Until now, she had never retaliated against him head-first.


  However, her opponent now was Yu Jitae.


  [Ahjussi (Fake): Contact me immediately after you see my messages.]


  She had long known that this wouldn’t be that easy.


  ***


  He walked to the [Safe].


  Right now, Yu Jitae was in the basement of the 17th branch. Lying in front of the safe protecting it was a large beast. It was a North African spirit beast that resembled a tiger.


  The [Safe] looked like a container just like what its name would suggest. This silver cube going 4 metres long in length, width and height was emanating an ambient polarised light.


  Even though this light was invisible to a normal person’s eyes, Yu Jitae could tell its colour and shape.


  It was an unstable golden light.


  The safe was half-buried in the ground and the path leading to the Safe had a slight slope. The ground supporting it had caved in because it had turned extremely heavy just recently.


  In other words, it meant that something that was heavy enough to push the ground down like clay had entered that thing.


  And it was impossible for that thing to be a human.


  He had already killed the keeper of the Safe. The overflowing blood had overtaken him and was gathered in front of the door to the Safe.


  His military boots waded through the pile of blood.


  Splash, splash—


  Standing in front of the door, he waited for a bit. There was about 15 minutes left – there was still some time.


  “…”


  Killing his impulse, he settled his jumpy emotions. Heaving out a deep breath, he controlled his heart rate.


  From now on, he had to be more cautious than ever before.


  Yu Jitae calmly organised the situation. 


  Inside the Safe had to be Oscar Brzenk.


  In fact, it was probably not the real Oscar Brzenk. The Oscar Brzenk he had seen in the video had his eyes glistering in gold with the iris unable to be seen, which was a phenomenon that occurred when one’s physical body was in someone else’s control.


  Even though he hoped this wouldn’t happen, it seemed that Oscar had been discovered during his attempt to sneak in through the back door of the Temple.


  It was most likely the [Judges] of Providence that took control over his body.


  Judges were the legal ideologists of [Vintage Clock (EX)] that wielded strong authority in things related to legislation and jurisdiction to protect Providence.


  They were the ones that were dissatisfied with Yu Jitae.


  Without Oscar Brzenk’s [Safe], there was no way to bring Yu Jitae into the Temple of Providence. At the same time, there was no existence in the world that could know that the [Safe] was the only Level 6 artifact in existence on Earth without going back in time.


  Therefore, Yu Jitae was the only one in the entire world that could guess this place to be Oscar Brzenk’s hideout.


  And in other words,


  This [Safe] in front of his eyes was a trap targeting him.


  He created a hypothesis.


  If he didn’t have a clear idea of what was happening, he would have opened the door to the Safe and gone in immediately. Oscar Brzenk’s corpse would either be not here or would have long been torn apart to pieces, leaving behind only the heavy power of Providence pulling him inside. 


  1. Get pulled inside -> Since he was being pulled inside, he would be pulled into the pace of the Judges and suffer a loss.


  2. Don’t get pulled inside -> The dimension connected to the Temple of Providence will close in 10 minutes and would be unable to be opened again from this side. He would not be able to find the disappeared ‘personality’ of Vintage Clock, and he would therefore be suffering a loss.


  He would be suffering a loss no matter what.


  However, he knew this was the case even before coming to this place. Therefore, he had already contacted his two clones before coming here.


  He sent Clone 1 to observe the suspicious Bom,


  “…Sorry for being late. I have just arrived.”


  And called Clone 2 to this place.


  The confrontation with the Judges that will now begin was far from important. They would probably open a public trial and pressure him but he didn’t care about that.


  The important task was to discover the Vintage Clock’s personality which had suddenly gone somewhere.


  “Come here.”


  “Yes sir.”


  Nervously looking at the pile of blood beneath him, Clone 2 walked up. Yu Jitae placed his hands above the boy’s shoulders.


  “You will now return to the ‘shadow’.”


  “Yes sir.”


  “When I open this door, something will grab me and fly off and we will be caught in a flood. I will give you a signal during that and that is when you have to leave. Do you understand?”


  “Yes.”


  “Do you know what your job is?”


  “It is to find the white bird.”


  “Right. Our communication is limited inside the Temple. You can only contact me once because the Judges will notice it from then on. And I can’t give you any signal either, so just don’t bother sending any signal if you cannot find the Vintage Clock. Do you understand?”


  “Yes sir.”


  “Your job is extremely important. They will open a public trial to punish me. We do not have much time; and you have to find it fast.”


  “…”


  “Can you do it?”


  Clone 2 looked up into Yu Jitae’s eyes, and blankly murmured a question.


  “Will this, lead to the road to your happiness, my lord?”


  “Yes.”


  When he apathetically gazed back, Clone 2 clenched his teeth and replied.


  “I will do it no matter the cost.”


  Finishing his words, Clone 2 returned to [Shadow of an Archduke (SS)] and became one with Yu Jitae.


  Yu Jitae approached the [Safe], and opened its large doors.


  Kugugung—


  Kugugugugung—


  Brilliant light flooded his eyes. As if an enormous container of light had exploded, his entire vision was filled with light with nothing being visible inside the [Safe].


  Glaring open his eyes, he met the flood of light face-on.


  Within the world full of light, something immense was coming towards him. It was as big as dozens of apartments clustered together, and the presence given off by its height and size was tremendous.


  A great flow struck him, carrying with it a tornado. Trembling the surrounding air, it shook the ground beneath. The flow was suppressing the entire world.


  Front, right, left, back. That ‘something’ was everywhere, extending its grasp towards him from all sides.


  He did not avoid it and instead, he took a step forward. 


  His boots soaked in blood stepped through the world of brilliant light. Before long, a tremendous gravitational force grabbed him and started pulling him above the world. There, he simply left his body to follow the flow carrying him to the Temple of Providence.


  In the process, he sent a signal to Clone 2, and Clone 2 successfully took in the signal to escape from the ‘flow’.


  That was the end of his memories.


  The world in his eyes turned pitch black.
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  A storm of light and a hail of flow started separating Clone 2 from Yu Jitae.


  “…Kuuk!”


  Flung off by the storm, Clone 2 closed his eyes and recalled the coordinates he had received from his lord.


  +++
[Conceptualisation (SS)]
– Target: [World of Providence]
+++


  That was when an authority was activated by itself – it was the authority Yu Jitae had pre-activated inside Clone 2’s mind.


  The ‘World of Providence’ that they were about to soon enter also did not exist in real life. However, the authority would interpret that abstract world and show it to them as an image. 


  Before long, the curtain of light was unveiled.


  And by the time he came to himself, Clone 2 was standing on a hill.


  “…?”


  It was a green pastel-coloured hill. The beautiful stalks of grass were reaching all the way up to his knees and every tree had red or yellow fruits as the soothing breeze gently tickled his cheeks.


  If there was a garden in heaven, wouldn’t this be it? That was the thought in the clone’s mind.


  ‘So this is the World of Providence…’


  And according to Yu Jitae, this was outside [Vintage Clock’s Workshop].


  Off in the far distance, over several more hills was a large building resembling a temple. The authority embedded in his head told him that was the [Temple of Providence], where Yu Jitae would have been dragged to by now.


  Next to that in the far distance again was an enormous clock tower made out of bricks and piles of wood. That tower was the [Vintage Clock’s Workshop]. Since the white bird apparently treated that workshop like its own house, it was highly likely for it to be near the workshop.


  “…Let’s go.”


  From now on, Clone 2 had to find the personality of Vintage Clock, the ‘white bird’, as soon as possible.


  *


  The [World of Providence], a world full of warm breezes.


  Climbing over the hills, the clone came across a small village. There was a path going up the stairs to the Temple, and the well-adorned trees that made the village seem like a large garden was a delight to one’s eyes.


  People were either looking after flowers or sitting by the flowerbed, sharing conversations.


  They didn’t give off an unfriendly aura in the slightest so Clone 2 approached them with a light heart and asked a question.


  “Excuse me. There is something I’d like to ask.”


  “A young man I’ve never seen before. And, what is your question?”


  “Have you seen the white bird living in that clock tower by any chance?”


  The people shook their heads.


  “When you say white bird, you are probably talking about ‘personality’. It used to fly around sometimes but it’s been a while since I’ve last seen it.”


  “Do you mean it almost never left recently?”


  “‘Recently’? The ‘personality’ of Vintage Clock always stays inside the clock tower. It rarely ever leaves.”


  “Then will I be able to find the white bird if I head to the clock tower?”


  “No. It will be difficult. The clock tower is always firmly locked. It is closed shut and generally never opens.”


  “It’s locked…? Do they not accept guests?”


  “Correct.”


  This was different from what he had heard from Yu Jitae. Yu Jitae’s guess was that the workshop’s door was open and that the Vintage Clock had left by going out through the door.


  “Then has the door of the Workshop opened recently?”


  “That is something I do not really know. Ahh, what about you?” the existence asked another being that was next to it.


  “You mean me? Well, I did see someone visiting the Workshop a few times but…”


  “I do remember them going back after seeing the locked door.”


  Someone had visited the workshop before – the clone etched that into his memories.


  “It used to come out quite frequently and chirp in the past but…”


  “Yeah. It was a cute bird.”


  They talked between themselves before each shaking their head, gesturing that they had no idea. That was when Clone 2’s ears picked up someone else’s voice.


  “Hmm, but the Temple didn’t seem to like the personality that much. If I remember correctly, there were probably also some fights.”


  Even though he glossed over other sentences, this one induced his curiosity. 


  “Why would the Temple of Providence dislike the white bird?” Clone 2 asked.


  “Of course they wouldn’t. After all, it uses the power of a transcendent authority on its own accord, and refuses to be controlled.”


  “Controlled? Is the white bird a subordinate that has to follow the orders of the Temple?”


  “Well, that’s not really the case but… they at least wanted to get some respect I guess, because the white bird completely ignored all the Judges’ commands. A proof of that would be how it locked the doors of the clock tower.”


  Asking more questions unfortunately did not result in any more useful information. Carrying his feet, Clone 2 summarised what he heard.


  1. ‘White Bird’, after suddenly appearing out of nowhere, entered the workshop (clock tower) and started living however it wanted to.


  2. The Temple of Providence does not like the existence of the white bird.


  3. Someone goes to the clock tower from time to time but cannot go in because of the locked doors.


  There wasn’t enough information. Since this wasn’t enough for him to come to a concrete conclusion, Clone 2 started going across other places of the village asking various more questions.


  .


  .


  .


  The clone moved.


  “Did you…”
Going past the lake,


  “Was there someone who recently came to the…”
Crossing the bridge to a nearby garden,


  “May I please ask something. It’s about the white bird of the clock tower…”
And in front of the stairs heading to the Temple.


  He went around asking every sort of question without getting a satisfactory answer. 


  It was when he was slowly starting to feel fatigued due to having no success – he finally received a rather serious reply from someone. 


  It was from an old lady.


  “I look at the clock tower quite often, and I have never seen anyone visiting it recently. You can say there has not been a single visitor.”


  “Is that so?”


  But didn’t someone else say there was a frequent visitor at the workshop?


  “When you say recently, how long is it?”


  The old lady opened her five fingers.


  “5,000,000 years.”


  “Hukk…! Five million years?”


  “Yes. Or maybe fifty million years, or perhaps even five hundred million years. An everlasting epoch is so long it is hard to discern the exact time after some point.”


  50 million? 500 million? Clone 2 was shocked by the astonishingly large number.


  That meant no-one had entered the clock tower recently! And that in turn meant that he couldn’t enter the clock tower either.


  That was when someone next to the lady said with a deep sigh.


  “You see, young man. Please understand.”


  “Sorry…?”


  “She has Alzheimer’s.”


  “…?”


  Clone 2 flicked his head and glared at the old lady. ‘Or maybe 5 billion… or even 50 billion…’ The old lady mumbled with hazy eyes.


  My word. The clone unknowingly heaved a sigh. He wasn’t expecting Conceptualisation to even interpret something like that.


  “However, I’ve also never seen anyone going to the clock tower during the day for the past few years.”


  “But, someone else said there was someone who visited the clock tower,” Clone 2 rebutted.


  “Then that would be during the night, and not the day.”


  “Night?”


  This ‘World of Providence’ also had a day and night, and it seemed that most of them were back in their houses during the night.


  “Wait a minute. I also do remember someone going to the clock tower at night and knocking on the door quite recently.”


  “When was that?”


  Clone 2 asked in surprise.


  “Who knows… we only know day and night, and as for a specific concept of time…”


  “Or maybe, can you at least tell me what time it was?”


  “Like I said, we do not have a clear concept of time. Ah, wait! I think it was around 12 at night.”


  “Sorry? Didn’t you say you had no concept of time?”


  “But I’m sure. It was probably 12 o’clock.”


  Clone 2 was ruminating over those words when the adults and the old lady started chatting to themselves.


  “Anyway, don’t ask around too much. I do not know what brings an outsider to this place, but you might be picked on by someone if you cause too much fuss. The Temple’s atmosphere is not looking too good.”


  “The Temple’s atmosphere…?”


  “Apparently there will be a public trial soon.”


  Public trial.


  Clone 2 nervously listened in as the existences talked with each other.


  “Anyway, it’s a shame whoever it is.”


  “A public trial. How long has it been…”


  “I don’t know exactly how long, but it has probably been around thousands of years since the last one right? How truly unfortunate.”


  “Ten thousand… Hundred thousand…”


  “It seemed like a tremendously important agenda. The Temple was filled with Judges.”


  “There is probably no chance of it being cancelled… Don’t know who it is but it will be very tragic for them. How pitiful.”


  Clone 2 felt goosebumps going down his spine. From their conversations, it was clear that the existences were considering the public trial as something extremely negative. 


  One of them said with a sigh.


  “Of course it won’t be cancelled. Never. In the first place, I have no idea why they are calling this event a public trial. It’s more like a predetermined trial.”


  “Ey. Buddy. Be careful with your words.”


  “I’m not wrong am I? Out of the past 27 public trials, is there anyone who managed to escape the punishment? And it’s not even public. It can’t be a public trial when there is a 100% chance of being convicted.”


  The clone rolled his eyes in a panic. 100% of being convicted? Doesn’t that mean he will be proclaimed guilty no matter what?


  “We cannot avoid having sacrifices to maintain Providence.”


  “I understand that, but it is so frustrating to watch. Frustrating and… also, this time it is a little different.”


  “Nnn? How is it different?”


  “I went to the Temple just then and saw something; do you know how many Judges have returned to the Temple?”


  “How many?”


  “Five?”


  “Things are looking weird, so maybe seven?”


  The existence continued after shaking its head with a bitter expression.


  “It was eleven.”


  “My word…”


  “That’s impossible. Eleven? Why would there be that many Judges gatheri…”


  It was then. Light flickered above the sky.


  The existences all turned their gazes to the sky and saw a sparkling pillar of brilliant light shooting into the Temple. It was another Judge entering the ‘Temple’.


  “How could this be…”


  “That makes them twelve.”


  “Is twelve, a lot?” Unable to hold back his curiosity, Clone 2 intervened with a question.


  One of the beings replied.


  “Mhmm? It seems you really know nothing. What do you mean, ‘Is twelve a lot’…”


  Clone 2 awkwardly smiled as the existence added.


  “That’s all the Judges.”


  That was the end of the conversation. Ignoring Clone 2 who was bothering them, the existences began talking to each other. Their conversation continued on and on before soon leading to a topic unrelated to the white bird.


  Clone 2 quietly listened to them a bit more.


  “Anyway, it’s great that it’s quiet these days.”


  “True. The clock tower used to be quite noisy after all.”


  Maybe there was some hammering noise or something since it was the workshop of the Vintage Clock. They continued sharing meaningless conversations, so Clone 2 stood up after judging that there was no value in listening any further.


  He could only continue carrying his feet without a solid plan.


  While moving once again to find hints about the white bird, Clone 2 had to withstand the urge to convey this truth to Yu Jitae. A trial with 100% chance of being convicted – that was their impression of the public trial. 


  But since he could only contact him once, his lord told him to contact only after finding the white bird and thus, Clone 2 could not tell Yu Jitae about the information he discovered.


  It was driving him crazy.


  *


  “Nn? That boy is gone.”


  “A rare outsider that seemed very busy…”


  “Anyway, so what’s the reason they’re holding this trial?”


  They all turned to one existence, who was the only one that could enter the Temple. 


  What was the purpose of this ‘public trial’?


  “Well, it’s nothing too crazy. You all know, that the current time providence of Vintage Clock is drawing its 7th orbit, yes?”


  “Isn’t that obvious? What about it?”


  The existence concluded as if it wasn’t that big of a deal.


  “The Temple appeared to be wishing for the 8th orbit.”


  ***


  Something could be heard from the midst of his hazy mind.


  …ke up…


  Someone was talking to Yu Jitae, with an urgent tone of voice.


  …Wake… up…


  His mind was as heavy as wet cotton, but it was fine. Yu Jitae had dozens of blessings that protected the mind and the body.


  One by one, he activated the ones that he had previously locked in order to be pulled by Providence. Slowly, his senses that were submerged beneath the surface of the water vividly returned to his body. 


  “Hey!”


  Light entered his eyes.


  He was sitting in a dark world, and the man who had been calling him was Oscar Brzenk.


  “Ah, hey! Have you come to yourself?”
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  Oscar Brzenk looked fine. Even though his physical body was taken by the Temple of Providence, it seemed that his mind was safe.


  Yu Jitae nonchalantly opened his mouth.


  “…This appears to be inside the Temple.”


  Hearing normal words come out of his mouth, Oscar heaved a deep sigh despite being somewhat curious.


  “It’s great that you’re sane. Yes, this is the Temple of Providence and you are currently locked in something similar to a detention centre. I know this might be confusing but you have to listen carefully. There…”


  “If you’re talking about the public trial starting soon, I know it already.”


  “…!”


  Oscar replied with a deeper frown.


  “I see. That will make things easier to explain then.”


  “And the agenda?”


  “It is about your sin.”


  It was as he had expected.


  “About which crime specifically?” Yu Jitae asked.


  “That is impossible to tell. Even though it has a similar convention to a human trial, it is not actually the same as one.”


  “…”


  “So we cannot tell which one of your sins they will be talking about, and what punishment they are trying to give.”


  Those words sounded somewhat strange.


  Which one of your sins… Oscar Brzenk was talking as if he knew about his past.


  “I have requested the Judges already, to be able to defend you as an attorney.”


  “Defend me?”


  “Even though you might be a time traveller, you’ve never been at a public trial have you?”


  That was true. It was because Vintage Clock had stopped it from happening a few times. This too, was something Oscar should not have been aware of.


  “It seems you have viewed information about me from somewhere,” said Yu Jitae.


  “I was locked at the Temple around a month ago, and have been preparing to this day. I viewed the records of the Temple; records about you that have been personally left behind by the personality of Vintage Clock.”


  “…”


  “How much about you is it that I’ve understood with this?”


  If it was by reading the records of Vintage Clock…


  “Probably almost perfect,” Yu Jitae replied.


  “I see… According to the personality, it seems you have done a lot more than I’d initially thought. Including my own death.”


  His last words had a slight sharpness to it.


  In any case, the records personally left behind by Vintage Clock were believable, because Vintage Clock was the only one who understood Yu Jitae in this world.


  “Must have been a hard life.”


  That was when Oscar suddenly said that to him. Without replying to his statement, Yu Jitae asked about something else.


  “How come you were locked in the Temple.”


  “Ah, as you have suggested, I headed to the Garden of Stars and found the key to enter the Temple by the back door in secret. It was a mistake. There were a lot more Judges than I expected. Thanks to that, I was caught and temporarily lost control over my physical body.”


  “That’s what I thought…”


  As he had expected, Oscar had his physical body taken from him at the Temple of Providence. Since it was an authority originating from the Vintage Clock, it made sense for him to lose his body.


  Oscar opened his mouth with a tense chin after hearing the words, ‘That’s what I thought’.


  “There are horrible things going on in my mind… Did I do something outside by any chance?”


  “You bombed the Association.”


  “…Please tell me that’s a joke. Even though it’s a bad one, I can let that go.”


  “It’s a fact. They used your body and attacked the Association to lure me out. Several people died and got injured.”


  Oscar exploded in anger with a tightened fist.


  “These, damned bastards…”


  “I will apologise beforehand. Quite a lot of rankers from your side died in my hands. They were trying to hide and protect you because of their loyalty.”


  “…”


  Sorrowfully, Oscar Brzenk closed his eyes and collected his breath. Yu Jitae waited until he pacified his emotions.


  “…The Judges think I’m on your side without a single doubt. They are very skeptical too.”


  “Why have you taken my side,” questioned Yu Jitae.


  “What do you mean?”


  “If I were you, I would have pretended to be clueless.”


  “Stop with the nonsense! You want me to become their dog?”


  He had given a rational judgement and so did Oscar Brzenk. In Yu Jitae’s opinion, becoming their dog wasn’t that bad of a deal because a sovereign was treated no differently from a dog in the first place. 


  “You seem to know a lot more than me. I think you will be able to find the Vintage Clock after this trial. Is that correct?”


  In response to his question, Yu Jitae gave a nod. In fact, his clone was already moving outside the Temple looking for the Vintage Clock.


  “Firstly, our goal is for you to survive through this public trial. If things go terribly wrong, you will receive a great punishment and I will have my body forever taken away into a puppet.


  “I will try my hardest to defend you in this trial. I have even touched the records of the Temple to prepare so please do trust me, for I will try my best to reduce your punishment.”


  Oscar shared his desperate thoughts.


  For Oscar Brzenk, the disappearance of Vintage Clock’s personality was the same as him losing his greatest ally. Him losing his physical body was due to the same reason – if Vintage Clock was here, that would have never happened. 


  That was why Oscar Brzenk had the same objective as Yu Jitae.


  “How much of my records have you seen.”


  Yu Jitae asked but that was when Oscar suddenly turned hasty. Feeling something similar, Yu Jitae gazed at the sky.


  “Damn it! This is not the time to talk about that…!”


  From the very top of the sky, at the tip of the dark outer space, a golden line was starting to be drawn as if a box was being opened from outside.


  “You must keep my words in mind. You have to behave prudently. The public trial is a violent event that will try to force you to become a sinner.


  “Judging from your actions, you have a rather impulsive side to you as well. Things might crumble down if you say something wrong.


  “So please, calm yourself and just leave it to me even if things seem unfair.


  “Do you understand? Please just trust me.”


  Oscar Brzenk was about to continue his explanation but that was when the sky of the dark world began to crack open.


  “It is about to begin…!”


  At the same time, darkness became liquid that flowed down their bodies. Darkness was then replaced by brilliant light and in the midst of the continuing changes, Yu Jitae noticed his two arms and legs were confined. 


  By the time he realised it, he was restricted in the air among the bright light. His arms and legs were stuck in place as if he was crucified.


  “Let me say it one last time. Trust me!”


  Twelve pools of light started filling the empty sky. At last, the twelve ‘Judges’ whose faces were covered by light so that mere ‘existences’ could not see their faces were revealing themselves in front of Yu Jitae’s eyes.


  12 huh…


  The trial was a lot bigger than he thought.


  Even in his repetitive iterations, he had never seen the twelve Judges gathered in one place. That was in turn proving the significance of this public trial. 


  One out of the twelve pools of light flew and landed near Yu Jitae and Oscar and soon, the light was unveiled showing a human-like face from within. The mouth opened carrying out a voice.


  “Are you that ‘esteemed’ Keeper of the Clock?”


  The neutral-gendered voice was filled with hostility.


  “You lack wisdom despite your years. From how you jumped at it without even knowing it was a bait.”


  “…”


  Yu Jitae didn’t say anything. He wouldn’t have, even if Oscar didn’t stop him by reaching his arm out.


  Some time in the distant past,


  There was a time when [Vintage Clock] referred to these guys as ‘wrongfully elected existences’.


  A transcendent authority existed for the ‘existences’. Animals, plants, humans… It was for all types of organisms with willpower.


  However, an authority in general did not have a personality.


  In order to maintain the Providence’s system as ‘humane’ as possible, Vintage Clock had summoned ‘existences’ from all sorts of places to make them its subordinate. The goal was to use them within the great system when ‘humane judgements’ were required. It was to keep things flexible.


  However, that decision brought about a problem – it was that ‘nonhumans resembling humans’ had ended up taking their positions inside the authority. 


  Under the name of ‘Judge’.


  “Please go elsewhere, Judge. What is this you are doing with the public trial ahead of us?”


  The Judge turned its head and glared at Oscar. 


  “Sovereign. I will ask you instead.”


  “What is it.”


  “Even after listening to our advice, you still have decided to defend the Keeper of the Clock.”


  “Is there any problem?”


  “It will cause a distance. Between you and us, that is. The further you go away, the more trust you lose from us.”


  “I said I was here to look for the Vintage Clock. Wasn’t it you all that rejected me from doing so?”


  “That too is something that loses our trust. We could not find it, so how can a mere Executor of Providence like you manage to find it?”


  They could hear the laughing and snickering noises of the surrounding Judges.


  Light was lifted from the fake face. The face had neither the eyes, the nose nor the mouth but Yu Jitae could definitely feel the gazes that were on him.


  “So foolish, incompetent and vulgar.”


  “Please stop there and leave. Judge.”


  “It has been unbelievably sloppy, so you will have to pay for the time that has gone by, and the Providence you have ruined.”


  “Judge!”


  Oscar yelled to protect Yu Jitae. The white pools of light fluctuated simultaneously, treating him like a barking dog. They appeared amused by the situation.


  It was then.


  A strand of crimson light suddenly started to fall into the group.


  “Im, impossible…!” Oscar gasped in bafflement and even Yu Jitae widened his eyes.


  There was only one existence inside the Temple of Providence that could give off a crimson light. Seeing the ‘leader’ of the twelve Judges, the crimson light, appearing within the group, Oscar lamented to himself.


  “P, Punisher…!”


  Oscar’s neck tightened as he instinctively realised that things were already going south.


  [Punisher]


  He was the owner of the Temple. 


  According to the Temple’s information Oscar had checked, the number of times Punisher had participated in a public trial among the aeon of Providence could be counted with one’s fingers. Why was such a being here at this place today?


  As Oscar watched on whilst sweating profusely, an imposing and rather solemn voice resonated from the newly appeared crimson light.


  [Silence]


  The entirety of the Temple, enveloped in light, echoed in response. Judges all returned to their positions as Oscar straightened his posture to show respect. Yu Jitae didn’t have to do anything because he was restricted.


  [The following trial has converged the demands of more than three Judges under the agenda of ‘dislocation of Providence’, and has been decided to be held after a sufficient discussion.]


  ‘Dislocation of Providence’.


  That was the name of his sin that brought Yu Jitae to this place.


  [The twelve Judges who will proceed with questions regarding the following agenda, and the scribes tasked with recording this trial shall all raise their heads to show due respect to Providence.]


  As soon as the Punisher finished its words, the golden lights of the veiled existences turned even brighter. These guys did not exist in real life – since they were only a concept, Yu Jitae as a human had no way of understanding their way of showing respect.


  [This is to the main existence of the agenda, ‘Keeper of the Clock’. You may comment along with your attorney in this trial. You are only allowed to speak when replying to a question, and asking a question back is not allowed. Note that I, as the Punisher of Providence, have the power to grant you the worst sentence in case this is infringed.]


  Yu Jitae listened without saying anything in return and Oscar Brzenk replied instead.


  “We will absolutely follow the rules of the Temple.”


  Under the tranquil air,


  A voice broke the desolate silence.


  [As the Punisher of a transcendent authority overseeing Providence, I hereby vow under the authority’s name that this public trial shall be unbiased and righteous.]


  The air turned as noise subsided.


  Even though the light sources of the Temple dimmed a little, they seemingly added more weight to the situation.


  [I announce the start of the trial.]


  [Judges may begin with their questions.]


  In response to the Punisher’s words, one of the pools of light turned a little brighter. At the same time, a face appeared from within the light – it was the one who had been annoying them before the start of the trial.


  The guy was standing in the 3rd spot from the right, so Yu Jitae and Oscar decided to think of it as ‘Number 3’.


  “I will now question the Keeper of the Clock.


  “Firstly, Keeper of the Clock. You should recall your encounter with the fragments of [Hostility] that reached from beyond the Horizon of Providence. They tried to ruin your life quite a bit among the Providence and such incidents were left behind as reports.


  “They tried a mental attack on you. By using an existence called ‘Ha Saetbyul’, with memory and information about the previous iteration. Surprising is it not? It means [Hostility] has access to the information of what happened before the Overseer of Time Providence reverted the time.


  “But how is this possible? There has not been any outside interference on the ‘scriptorium’ of the Temple. Not a single one.”


  The guy raised its voice even higher while Oscar glared back with a scowl.


  “That means [Hostility] remembering your past iterations does not go against the Providence of Time. Whether you wanted to or not, you must have provided information to the target.”


  This was what the Judge was saying:


  ‘Yu Jitae. It is you who have made [Hostility]. And it is you who have given your personal information over to [Hostility].’


  “And therefore, this is what I would like to ask. O, Keeper of the Clock.


  “Do you have any idea about the identity of [Hostility]?”


  Episode 102: White Bird (5)


  Oscar let out a groan.


  “…”


  All the questions and responses hereon would be based on the documents of the [Scriptorium]. Those were the records left behind by the personality of Vintage Clock, ‘White Bird’, because the white bird was in charge of Yu Jitae.


  Oscar and the Judges all viewed the same records for the same information. Because of that, Oscar had anticipated how they would try to accuse Yu Jitae in the trial and had prepared for them beforehand.


  However, there was one thing that was difficult to argue against, and that was information about [Hostility] which did not exist inside Yu Jitae’s memories.


  He wasn’t expecting them to mention that already.


  According to the records, Yu Jitae could not discern which enemy it was that was holding [Hostility] against him since there were too many victims he had created. 


  How would anyone remember the number of bugs they had killed?


  “Why are you not saying anything, Attorney?”


  Oscar turned and glanced at Yu Jitae, who was still staying silent.


  “In regards to that point, I believe it is worth mentioning that Vintage Clock’s personality was fully responsible for tracking it.” Oscar opened his mouth.


  “Are you trying to shift the blame?”


  “No. In the 7th iteration, there was the necessity to put exceptionally more effort into the baby dragons. Jobs had to be divided up. Because of that, the defendant, ‘Keeper of the Clock’ had no reason to pursue Hostility, nor did he have the time to do so.”


  “So in the end, you are saying he ‘doesn’t know’.”


  “…I request you take into consideration the process.”


  The 3rd Judge and its large pool of light slowly began to come out to the centre of the courtroom.


  “I will now begin the true question. Recently, Vintage Clock’s personality had left us and vanished. Even though we, the Judges, had personally gone looking for it, we could not find a single trace.


  “Like how the transcendent authority had selected us Judges from respective lands for a flexible observation of reality, ‘Personality’ must have had been a similar ‘existence’. Ahh, by the way, it was in the shape of a white bird. Ahh, how we miss it already…”


  Coming to the centre, the Judge continued.


  “…It stayed holed up in the workshop everyday working without any rest. Even though it was always busy after being chosen as the ‘personality’ of the Vintage Clock one day, it became even more busy with the start of the 7th iteration of the Keeper of the Clock.”


  “May I ask what it is that you are trying to ask?” interjected Oscar.


  “O, Keeper of the Clock. Do you know where the ‘personality’ is?”


  Oscar heaved an irritated sigh.


  “I believe that is an unsuitable question for the defendant.”


  “Why would that be the case?”


  “The corresponding ‘personality’ is a subordinate of the transcendent authority just like everyone here including myself. It is something even we, who are responsible for the works of the transcendent authority, do not know. So how could you ask that to an ‘existence’?”


  “So you mean, he doesn’t know.”


  “I am not saying he doesn’t know; it is simply impossible in the first place. This issue is not something that can be considered with such a simple…”


  [Stop there.]


  Oscar closed his mouth as soon as the Punisher opened its mouth.


  [Attorney, do not doubt the question of the Judge itself.]


  “…As you say, esteemed owner of the Temple…”


  With an amused smile, the Judge continued.


  “Esteemed Punisher. Do you see this? This is that ‘Keeper of the Clock’. A life that should be used honourably by an existence was used seven times by him, and he wasted all of them. Even with those seven lives, he could not undo the entangled Providence.”


  The Judge laid out facts.


  “In a situation like that, even though the ‘personality’ who should always be protected and communicated with has disappeared, he has no idea where it has gone to, and has no idea about the reason for the rampant [Hostility] even though it was clearly brought about by himself. Because of that, the entangled Providence remains twisted, and it is now overly jumbled to the point we do not know how it can possibly be fixed.


  “What does this suggest?”


  All the facts that had been interpreted in the way they wanted to led to one conclusion.


  “–Does this not prove his incompetence?”


  Their conclusion was that ‘Yu Jitae was incompetent’.


  It was then.


  Oscar shouted with a scowl.


  “Please wait! I have an objection.”


  [You may speak, Attorney.]


  Oscar Brzenk knew how much pain Yu Jitae had to endure in his seven iterations of life. And he also knew how Yu Jitae had withstood them in harsh moments of life with superhuman willpower.


  “He is not incompetent.”


  Remembering the records he had seen for over a month before Yu Jitae came to the Temple, Oscar added.


  “In the 2nd iteration, he had to see the death of his lover with his own eyes. The last several years of the 3rd iteration were horrid even though he risked his life in massacring monsters at the cost of his body and mind. And in the 4th iteration, he had to watch the suicide of an existence he had treasured for over 20 years.”


  Was it correct to see someone who lost in a competition as a weakling? Was it correct to see someone who couldn’t achieve their goal as a loser?


  Oscar’s answer to that was ‘no’.


  “After that, Keeper of the Clock avoided people, distanced himself from relationships and did not give affection to anything. He was desperate, and had struggled more than anyone out there making the most out of his given conditions.”


  However, the process building up to his success, were nothing but repetitive ‘records of failure’ in the eyes of some. The Judges gave uncomfortable frowns.


  “You have to judge based on the result. Is it not true that he has failed, Attorney?”


  “Can you not consider that a journey to success?”


  “Nonsense! He has had seven opportunities already, and has failed six times! What is he if not a loser?”


  “We do not know the result of the 7th attempt yet!”


  “5 years have gone by already! Where can you find any record of success from those 5 years? Give me one line! If there is even one line of his success, then please do show us!”


  Oscar clenched his jaws.


  Indeed, there was no record of Yu Jitae going close to success in the repetitive iterations according to the [Records of White Bird]. So the fundamental issue was that there was no way to rebut the logic, ‘Didn’t he fail in all of them?’


  But—


  “This iteration is different.”


  Oscar rebutted.


  This time, it was different.


  He could say that with certainty.


  “Please come out. Esteemed owner of Dimensional Providence…”


  With his murmur, a black cat peeked out of his chest, from the gaps of his breastplate.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] gazes at the Temple of Providence.>


  The black cat was looking at the world with its yellow pair of eyes. ‘Wait! T, that is…!’ the Judges yelled in a fluster.


  “Esteemed Punisher. I request for this personality of a transcendent authority to be the witness.”


  [It has been requested beforehand and will therefore be permitted.]


  The suffocating air eased a little, at least in Oscar Brzenk’s opinion. He sneaked a glance at Yu Jitae who had closed his eyes by the time he realised.


  Before long, the memories of the transcendent authority were conveyed to everyone as black fragments. It included the journey Yu Jitae had experienced after the disappearance of Vintage Clock as he headed to the final goal.


  His experiments with Myu.
“The entangled Providence is starting to be undone.”


  The process and results of those experiments.
“After a long journey of pain, Keeper of the Clock has managed to find the answer.”


  The [Conceptual World] of a black dragon that Yu Jitae had jumped into, and the coordinates of the outer dimension that was finally revealed at the end of the experiment.
“Now, everything will be fixed in just a little bit of time.”


  Oscar shouted with a desperate heart.


  “The Keeper is not incompetent!


  “It is only that Providence is so jumbled up; the occurrences that happened outside the influence of Providence became regrettable events that cut off his two legs and arms, forcing him to crawl with his body.”


  The Sovereign passionately defended the struggle of a human that desperately tried to reach the unreachable goal.


  “Based on these records, I request the Esteemed Punisher for a reduction of his punishment!”


  Tension filled the air.


  First question was about Yu Jitae’s lack of results and Oscar had displayed the outcomes he had created as a response.


  [That will be counted as an appropriate response to the first question.]


  Great. It was a success.


  Hiding his delightful mood, Oscar lowered his head.


  *


  [Key (EX)] turned its head to look at Yu Jitae. In the yellow eyes of the cat was a man who had closed his eyes a while ago.


  What was he thinking? In curiosity, the cat jumped down from Oscar’s chest and approached Yu Jitae before jumping high up and sitting on his broad shoulders.


  Lowering its head, the cat slowly brought its nose to his neck. Immediately, the cat pulled its head back in shock.


  The cat could identify emotions with temperature.


  And his blood was very hot – as hot as lava.


  [Judges may begin with the next question.]


  The 12th Judge walked out in response to the Punisher’s words.


  “Let me begin. Whether he reached the objective or not at this point, is irrelevant to the current agenda.”


  “What do you possibly mean by that now,” Oscar asked.


  “I am saying that is beside the point. What is more important is that the Vintage Clock’s personality has disappeared. Immediately after giving him a certain ‘power’, that is.”


  A scene flashed past Oscar’s mind. It was when Yu Jitae was emotionally pushed into a corner; when he was trying to distance himself from Unit 301.


  “We need to focus on that point. There is a gap in the record. Around 30 seconds based on the standards of Earth. Is that correct?”


  “…Yes.”


  “I will hereby refer to this as the ‘30 second gap’.”


  Oscar thought to himself.


  Vintage Clock’s personality had personally visited Yu Jitae, and had shared a certain conversation. 


  But that was omitted from the record.


  In addition, this was something even [Key (EX)] had no idea of. It might be that it was simply staying silent despite knowing the truth, but in any case that was how things were.


  “Vintage Clock’s personality had pulled in and used a tremendous amount of Providential power for the Keeper. It had flooded him with authority that was exceptionally over the top for a ‘7th life’. It is because the personality had been treasuring him too much.


  “My speculation is that his incompetence forced the personality of Providence to create the 30 second gap to give additional power to him. We can assume that the white bird had voluntarily used up all its energy due to that.


  “That is not the end. The clock tower has stopped operating. It was locked from inside and is unable to be opened despite the constant attempts of several Judges.


  “Do you know what all of this suggests?”


  The Judge suddenly raised its voice.


  “That incompetent man, is wasting the power of our authority–”


  ***


  Clone 2 absentmindedly wiped his face.


  “Huu…”


  He met a lot of Vintage Clock’s subjects, and listened to a lot of their conversations but not a single one of them gave him a concrete direction about the white bird’s location.


  No-one in this [World of Providence] knew anything concrete about the clock tower or the white bird.


  “Ah, seriously…”


  He was in a rush.


  The clone had already been in a rush but he was becoming more and more impatient.


  Since he had already been to most of the important places, he now couldn’t even tell where to go for more information. That was when a status screen of [Conceptualisation (SS)] appeared in his sight.


  <The Authority, [Conceptualisation (SS)]’s owner is shaken.>


  In that instant, the world fluctuated as objects and the dimension started to wobble. 


  Clone 2 instinctively noticed that something had happened to Yu Jitae’s inner mind.


  “Where? Where do I have to go… Why does no-one know anything. Why, why, why…”


  His irritation uncontrollably rose up in a strange direction. He had to follow Yu Jitae’s orders no matter what, but he simply didn’t know how to approach it.


  “…”


  However, he had no time to powerlessly whine so Clone 2 headed straight to the clock tower (Vintage Clock’s workshop) without holding back. Underneath the sky-reaching clock tower, he could see a small door which would barely fit one person.


  Kung kung!


  He knocked on the door, but received nothing in response.


  “Hello!”


  Kwang kwang!


  Even though he was told not to do anything that might attract the Temple’s attention, he had no other choice at this point.


  “Anyone inside!”


  Kwang kwang kwang!


  “If there is someone inside, please open this! I have things to do inside!”


  Kwang kwang kwang!


  “Come out!”


  Kwang–!


  He kicked but there was still no-one coming out as if no-one was inside the building. To be fair, it was an enormous tower so it was possible they couldn’t hear him.


  “…”


  Suppressing his hurried mind, the clone turned his head to the sky and glared daggers at the clock tower. It was tremendously enormous even when he was seeing it from a distance and naturally, it appeared even bigger when he was this close. 


  How many metres would this thing be…


  How heavy would that swinging pendulum be… it’s as big as a house…


  It was when he was thinking about some random things that something strange entered Clone 2’s eyes.


  “…Nn?”


  The clock tower was obviously in the shape of a vintage clock. Beneath the sculptures that looked like a leaf, a bird and a turtle was the face of a clock, and on it was an hour hand, a minute hand and a second hand. 


  So far it was the same as a normal clock… This conceptual world only had a day and night, with no existence having any interest in time apart from that. Because of that, he was the only one that could tell something was odd.


  …The clock looked rather strange.


  Why was the hour hand still at 1 o’clock?


  Even though the minute and the second hand were moving…?


  Episode 102: White Bird (6)


  “Huh?”


  Clone 2 immediately jumped up and started climbing the clock tower the moment that doubt appeared in his mind.


  A lightning bolt was flashing across his head.


  There was no-one in this ‘World of Providence’ who had any interest in the concept of time apart from day and night, but looking back, there was one existence who naturally mentioned 12 o’clock.


  – Like I said, we do not have a clear concept of time…


  – Ah, wait! I think it was around 12 at night.


  It was vivid in his memories because the existence had gone back on its words.


  How?


  How was that guy able to tell the time?


  – Anyway, it’s great that it’s quiet these days.


  – True. The clock tower used to be quite noisy after all.


  The answer was in the conversations of others.


  This clock had an alarm system!


  But how were things now? Even though the minute and the second hands were still moving, only the hour hand was still. In other words, someone had come and broken the hour hand of the clock tower at around 12 o’clock.


  The clone guessed that it would have taken around 1 hour to break the hour hand because in this World of Providence, it should be impossible for things to stop working without a valid reason!


  Clone 2 could infer the identity of the one that broke it.


  That too was within the conversations he had heard.


  – Besides, only members of the Temple of Providence can enter the clock tower.


  The clone summarised the situation.


  1. Someone from the Temple.


  2. Went to the clock tower at around 12 o’clock.


  3. And broke the hour hand of the clock at around 1 o’clock.


  It was unclear whether it was intentionally broken or if there was some other reason to it. However, what first struck his mind was the number of ‘entrances’. Going a lap around the World of Providence, Clone 2 had been under the assumption that there was only one entrance.


  But now that he noticed that the clock tower itself was strange, his vision was broadened and could now see a ‘new entrance’ he had missed.


  “Ugh! Hukk!”


  It was then. Clone 2 almost slipped in the midst of his climb. He somehow stabilised his body by clinging to a different brick.


  He had to calm down. Everything would turn worthless the moment he fell from here so Clone 2 collected his breath while glancing at the ground beneath.


  Clone 2’s eyes could now spot 2 entrances. The first was the door at the bottom that could fit one person.


  And…


  Above the face of the clock.


  Something resembling a door that was firmly shut.


  It was none other than the door for the ‘Vintage Clock’s cuckoo’ to come out.


  The cuckoo that acted like an alarm would have chirped every time at 12 o’clock, and would have been silent recently because the clock had stopped at 1 o’clock.


  So if he climbed up and pushed the hour hand… that would most definitely allow him to go inside.


  “Uhhkk!” he cried out, feeling intense pain from his hand. The issue was with his impatience causing him to accidentally grab the brick with the wrong part of his body. The finger nail of his middle finger was cracked open and lifted into the air with blood seeping out of it.


  It was unfortunate that his current body was different from the actual one. He would have already finished climbing a clock tower like this in real life…!


  “…!’


  Regardless, Clone 2 continued moving with clenched teeth.


  He climbed up. With a body not so different from a human’s within the World of Providence, he carefully laid his feet and reached out with his hands. That was all the while trying his best not to fall and making sure he didn’t lose his balance.


  That was when a sudden doubt appeared in his mind.


  Why am I this desperate?


  Was it because this was a show of loyalty to his lord?


  ***


  Slowly, the cat removed its paws from Yu Jitae’s shoulders. The blood flowing like lava and the heart pumping that blazing blood away was becoming even more coarse over time. 


  But he still had his eyes closed with a peaceful expression on his face, nor was he moving his body.


  “Seven times. He had as many as seven opportunities. However, it is clear alongside the 30 second gap that the personality had sacrificed its own life to support the Keeper of the Clock.”


  “What is wrong with that! The reason the Temple had been supporting the Keeper is to untangle the twisted Providence. In the end, he has managed to resolve the issue, so is that not enough?”


  “Attorney. It seems you have not understood the key point.”


  The 12th Judge gradually began pushing Oscar into a corner.


  “Did he resolve it?” asked the Judge.


  “It has definitely been resolved! Have you not seen the records of the Key yourself!?”


  “Let me ask again. Was it ‘he’ that resolved it?”


  “…!”


  Oscar widened his eyes. The flow of the conversation had shifted in an explicit manner. 


  “Judge! You are currently casting a cloud over the argument. Are you trying to change the focus of the current agenda?!”


  Until now, they had been questioning Yu Jitae about the ‘result’; whether he had successfully achieved the goal or not. Therefore, Oscar had presented the records of [Key] as proof for achieving the objective, and yet now they were interrogating Yu Jitae about the ‘process’ of the success.


  “What a strange thing it is that you’re saying. What is the theme of the current agenda?”


  “Is it not about the achievement of the objective?”


  “Well, that is not the case.”


  The face of the 12th Judge enveloped in light cracked open horizontally, revealing the large fangs within.


  “We’ve been saying it the whole time, from the very start. Our agenda was in the incompetence of the Keeper of the Clock.”


  “What kind of wordplay is this? It was the Temple of Providence that chose this man as the Keeper of the Clock. That…”


  Oscar had to be careful with his words. In the end, the decision was up to the Punisher. Even though his following words might irritate the Judges, it was okay. All he had to do was assign the lowest sentence to Yu Jitae and find the Vintage Clock’s personality.


  The white bird will protect Oscar Brzenk from the Judges, just like always.


  Everything will be solved as long as they find the white bird.


  As long as they find the white bird…


  “…That was the decision of you Judges.”


  It is by your incompetence that you have chosen the incompetent Yu Jitae. That was what Oscar was saying to them.


  “This impudent…”


  The atmosphere flipped in an instant. What was in the eyes of the Judges had exceeded the likes of displeasure and was reaching the level of killing intent.


  A sovereign was calling the Judges incompetent at the Temple, with the Punisher in front.


  “Am I wrong? You have selected a human called ‘Yu Jitae’ from Earth and locked him in the circulation of regression. All because he had the strongest willpower among humans! And yet you have not supported him simply because you wanted to save the authority of Time Providence.”


  “Shut your nonsense! Who can dare deny that a regression is already a tremendous opportunity!”


  “Even the Temple of Time Providence could not resolve the issue. Is regression really that great a support for such an enormous problem? No. Not in the slightest. If it was that easy, you should have utilised your favourite sovereigns to do it! You should have accomplished it by using me! But what about this man here? O Punisher, please have a look at him!”


  Oscar continued whilst pointing at Yu Jitae.


  “Something neither the sovereign, the Judges nor any other authority could accomplish! Was done solely by him!”


  “No! He was only lucky,” rebutted one of the Judges.


  “On what basis are you denying my words?”


  “The black dragon was a mutant that arrived at Earth through the twist in Providence! It is one of the exceptions that exists in every iteration, and he just got lucky to get ahold of that exception in his 7th life!”


  Oscar Brzenk shouted in return.


  “And how does that correlate to his incompetence? Did this man want to become the Keeper of the Clock? It was you who chose him. YOU crammed that exception to the face of this poor man. And yet now that this existence managed to grab that exception to resolve the problem, you wish to punish him? You dare!”


  Like a beast, he exhaled his fury. Looking at the past lives of Yu Jitae left behind by the white bird, Oscar couldn’t help but get angry as a similar human being.


  “You are ignorant owners of a dog! You neglected! Ignored! And discarded him! But here you are scolding the wounded dog who came back a long path, and now you are trying to punish him. How could you do such a thing? If the reason for your existence is to humanely enact the powers of the authority that does not have a will, then how can you dare try to punish this man!”


  “Insolent fool—-!!”


  The 12th Judge furiously roared. Although the Judge was nothing but an individual subordinate, it was still an existence that granted powers to a sovereign.


  [Be silent.]


  “I have not finished yet, o Punisher. The answer to the question is yet to be…”


  [Silence.]


  In response, the Sovereign and the Judges stopped growling at each other and closed their mouths.


  It was still okay.


  His explanation was well-structured, and had sufficient appeal. In addition, the ‘result’ was definitely close to success so his second response should also be a successful one.


  That was what Oscar was thinking.


  [However, is it not true that the Keeper of the Clock has relied on coincidence to resolve Providence?]


  Oscar’s eyes stretched wide open.


  “W, what… O Punisher.”


  A sharp voice unknowingly left his mouth. It was simply that dumbfounding.


  [Be silent. This is your last warning.]


  “…”


  Betrayed.


  Oscar Brzenk couldn’t help but feel slightly betrayed.


  Unlike the Judges, the Punisher was one who led the public trial. An existence that had to be impartial no matter what, was clearly standing on the Judges’ side.


  However, the trial was not over yet.


  And that can’t be true.


  There was no way.


  Maybe it was only for this question that the Punisher had taken the Judges’ side. Oscar wanted to believe in the Punisher.


  [Judges, begin the next question.]


  “Yes. I will now start the next question.”


  This time, the 9th Judge came to the centre.


  “Even without considering the 30 second gap, there are records of modified time frames in certain places among the ones left behind by the personality–”


  Even so, Oscar couldn’t help but feel strange. He knew the public trial was to punish the defendant of the agenda, but he had not seen any record among the documentations of past trials of the Punisher giving such a prejudiced judgement.


  …Wait, no records?


  “…!”


  Suddenly realising something, Oscar glared at the scribe. 


  The light of the scribe that should be recording the trial was moving faintly, creating something like a cloud. He couldn’t understand the principle and function due to it being a conceptual existence, but it was clearly ‘recording’ something for now.


  “Let me answer that question. Firstly…”


  Withholding his mind from turning blank, Oscar calmly gave his answers to the third question. But after replying to the question, his doubt turned into certainty.


  “…The scribe is not recording it down,” he murmured.


  As if a heavy piece of lead had dropped in his mind, his brain rang out with alarms. All the other previous public trials must have been fabricated by that guy. 


  [All the corresponding responses will be dismissed. That too lacks persuasiveness.]


  Even in the following question, the Punisher turned his reply down. Let alone feeling betrayed, Oscar now felt despair.


  When the one that had to be impartial was no longer impartial, that was no longer even a trial. This was nothing but a group relying on violence to shove a man down a cliff.


  His heart felt excruciatingly heavy.


  No matter how he were to answer the following questions, the Punisher would always stand for the Judges. There was no point in what he was doing.


  However, he couldn’t sit here doing nothing.


  “O Punisher. I have an objection. Please lend your ear a little bit more to our story! This is an unreasonable treatment!”


  [Rejected.]


  “Please listen. This public trial is already considering him a sinner. He is already being considered guilty! Even the legal system of the lacking human world does not deem the defendant guilty ahead of the trial! Something like this is…!”


  [Attorney!]


  Would this be how it feels for a loud amplifier to resonate from the sky? Oscar thought his ears would burst into pieces.


  [If you wish to dishonour the Temple any more than this, I as the overseer of the conference, and the strict Punisher of the trial will not stand still.]


  “That’s…!”


  [Anything more you wish to say?]


  Despite the scorching heat in his mind, he knew how to settle his emotions as the sovereign of a world. The rugged words of rage lost its strength before leaving his mouth.


  “……I have none.”


  His reply crumbled like his mind. Despair from the bottom of one’s heart tended to in fact lead to empty laughter.


  Oscar closed his mouth but could not contain the empty outbursts of laughter.


  With no hope in sight, his mind turned blank but time did not wait for his recovery. Another question followed suit marking the continuance of the public trial.


  It felt as if he was barely holding onto the clifftop. Everything he had prepared was pulverised and there was nothing else to do but wait for the predestined downfall.


  Even though his fingers holding onto the cliff were already about to loosen, there was a sudden foot trampling on his hand.


  The 1st Judge opened its mouth.


  “Straight after the 30 second gap, the personality disappeared, and after skeptically delving into the issue, I have discovered information about the whereabouts and circumstances of the white bird.


  “Let me provide the relevant information. Please have a look.”


  The records of the following Judge appeared in their minds. [Hill of Stars] – it was the place where one could confirm the current affairs of Vintage Clock’s subjects.


  Among them, the blue star that represented the white bird;


  The previously bright star was coloured in black.


  “This was after the 30 second gap according to the standards of Earth, which happened within less than a few days after the incident.”


  There was only one explanation for a blue star to turn black.


  “The white bird is dead.”


  In that instant–


  The atmosphere of the courtroom sank as Oscar Brzenk felt suffocation striking his heart.


  At the same time, Yu Jitae who had been staying dead still twitched his fingers.


  Episode 102: White Bird (7)


  The white bird sang into his ears.


  Chirp chirp–!


  It was the only source of light brightening up the dark workshop. He was scared his surroundings would turn dark if the bird was to fly away from him.


  – Come here. Quick.


  Despite him reaching out in an attempt to grab it, it slithered and slipped past his fingers… and continued flying away as if teasing him.


  – Hey I can’t see anything. Come here. Come light everything up.


  Moments after he thrashed his arms around, the white bird approached him and diligently flapped its wings. Staying in mid-air, it met his eyes.


  This time when he reached his hands out, the bird quietly rested on his palms. Emanating with radiant light, the bird lifted the darkness and brightened up the world. As long as the white bird was with him, he didn’t have to worry about losing his path in this vast land of darkness.


  Chirp chirp–♬


  It sang yet again as he brought his face close to the bird; to his precious friend who gave him a new life.


  Knowing his intention, the small bird rubbed its head on his cheeks.


  Let’s live a good life this time, he pledged to himself.


  “Let’s live a good life together.”


  Chirp chirp–♬


  He brought his lips to the forehead of the white bird.


  


It happened immediately after that. The world flipped into a brilliant one full of radiance. Even though there was no sign of darkness anywhere, the bloodstained white bird with half of its feathers gone was hurriedly flying to the distance.


  Rather, it was closer to an escape. As it was urgently fluttering its wings, something white struck the bird and in a fright, the bird responded by flapping its wings even harder. It staggered but continued retaliating against the invisible force but the flows turned increasingly bigger before eventually clouding the bird.


  He shouted. Run. Dodge it.


  Fluttering wings, wobbling body, plucked feathers. Within that continuation of destruction, one of the white bird’s wings was suddenly grabbed from behind. It then rotated in an angle it shouldn’t.


  He watched with eyes torn open.


  .


  .


  .


  That was the end of the illusion. He opened his eyes and realised he was still at the public trial.


  Until now, Yu Jitae hadn’t been focusing on the trial.


  In all honesty, he did not really feel anything no matter how someone was to reprimand him. It was true he had done bad things that were indeed worth being reproached. 


  Being called incompetent also failed at ringing his heart.


  He was weak. In the 3rd iteration, he was weaker than the current Yeorum and in the 4th iteration, he was weaker than the current BM. Among the brightly shining talents of the world, it was true that Yu Jitae, who was the epitome of averageness, was incompetent. 


  A new fact he learned was that he had been selected based on his willpower. The strongest willpower within the entire humanity… for that to be the case, he thought he was quite weak-minded.


  But regardless,


  From some point in time,


  Yu Jitae couldn’t help but be focused on the public trial. To be exact, it was when they started mentioning the Vintage Clock’s personality.


  The reason for coming into this place was to find the personality of Vintage Clock. Even though using all the curse words in existence to swear at him was easy to disregard, mentioning the 30 second gap easily shook his heart.


  At last when the 1st Judge’s memories seeped in;


  [Hill of Stars] – at the place Yu Jitae had been to. When the blue star that the white bird used to rest on like a nest was replaced by a blurry darkness like other dead stars…


  He felt something grabbing him by the collar, dragging him all the way down to the gutters of the abyss.


  However, since there was not enough evidence, Yu Jitae waited despite what was going on. Even though his blood was boiling within, he could still control his impulse. It was based on the thought that there was no way it would ever die – Vintage Clock had never died among the countless iterations of life.


  Thus, he waited.


  Through the next question,


  And the one after that,


  He waited on and on.


  Once, there was a time when he hated the bird. He thought it was on the same side as the one who had shoved him into the circulation of Providence.


  However, Vintage Clock did not condemn him for thinking that. It was always sorry and tried to support him in any way possible.


  The Vintage Clock was the only existence he could rely on. Even when the world returned in time and the whole world left him behind to disappear, the sole reason he could avoid being alone was because the Vintage Clock had always been with him.


  It supported him whenever he was about to crumble from fatigue; it seeked him, supported him and was always willing to help.


  He had to be with it even if he didn’t want to; and he could always rely on it in spite of his resentment.


  So that was most probably affection; and attachment.


  Thus, that guy dying was something Yu Jitae simply could not believe.


  That was why he waited.


  He waited for the clone to find an actual trace of the Vintage Clock…


  ***


  The clock tower was tall.


  “Ha, haak…”


  Collecting his breath that threatened to escape through his chin, Clone 2 reached his arms out. The rugged trees and rocks pierced through his hands and legs as his body that was no different from a normal human’s cried out from pain. 


  More than anything, the biggest problem was that his hands were losing more and more power.


  Slipp–!


  The moment his hand slipped down, his other hand had to bear through a crazy amount of weight. 


  “Kuuk…!” Letting out a groan, Clone 2 looked down. The wide village now looked tiny after climbing hundreds of metres. 


  There was nothing to support his body and everything would be over the moment he fell. With a gulp, the clone clenched his teeth.


  Blood seeping out of his cracked nails were flowing down his fingers, his hand and the wrist all the way down to his arm. That was in turn making his hand more slippery so the clone cursorily wiped the blood off with his clothes before pushing his body up again.


  From time to time, there was a doubt budding in his mind.


  Why am I doing this?


  A Shadow of an Archduke pays infinite loyalty to their lord.


  That was an unchanging fact.


  But as an entity that could think by himself, the clone started to think that this strenuous effort he was putting in might not be stemming from such loyalty. 


  On a certain day after separating from Ha Saetbyul, Clone 2 had asked him one day. It was on whether it was possible to meet someone again after a separation or not.


  This was his reply.


  – How can you restrain hearts from walking away, when you can’t even control your own.


  – Trying to selfishly hold other people back is greed.


  There were a lot of encounters; a lot of relationships. Those were the words of a man who had to lose the deep and broad relationships forged through time again and again.


  – But if you long for them, they sometimes come out in your dreams.


  And that was why he did not go to sleep – it was in order to keep those longing memories buried and away from sight. 


  Clone 2 re-defined the reason behind his unbelievable desperation. Funnily enough, or perhaps insolently so, it was sympathy.


  The clone was being sympathetic to Yu Jitae’s situation.


  Clone 2 found him pitiful.


  That was his impression from the very first moment of their encounter. It perhaps might be because of self-pity. Since Clone 2 was created based on the 1st iteration’s Yu Jitae, his sympathy might be a result of seeing his possible future self.


  But whatever the case, Yu Jitae needed the Vintage Clock so the clone wanted to find the Vintage Clock as long as it was here.


  That was why he was climbing the clock tower.


  His arms were bursting. The ripped palms were shrieking from the constant pain while the shoulders and elbows were long disjointed, creaking with every movement. 


  Even so, Clone 2 pushed his hands forward, and used his legs to support his body for the climb. 


  At the end of such long and hard work, Clone 2 finally managed to reach the face of the clock.


  There was a place to rest his feet but there was no time to rest, because his emotions were shaking fiendishly over time.


  Mana was the manifestation of will, and a swaying will had an effect on the activated authority. The world interpreted by Conceptualisation was shaking and so was the entire scenery in his eyes. 


  Clone 2 therefore had to crawl. Stepping on the wooden structures on the face of the clock, he reached the hour hand that was pointing at 1 o’clock. It was so enormous that the hour hand alone was bigger than Clone 2’s body. 


  He wasn’t confident in moving this thing.


  However, there were things in the world that simply had to be done. That was what the young Yu Jitae thought.


  “Uhhkk, kkuhhggg!”


  Using his entire body, he pushed but the heavy hour hand refused to move.


  “Uggghhh! Ahhhhkkk—!”


  Clone 2 persisted. He couldn’t stop just because it refused to be pushed – it had to be pushed no matter what.


  His already disjointed shoulders ripped and cracked audibly. It was the result of his sheer mentality squeezing out more power than what his body could handle.


  But even so, the hour hand did not move. His stifled breath clogged his throat and stole blood from his head but the hour hand still stubbornly refused to be pushed.


  Stopping the push, Clone 2 had to feel his entire body feeling heavier like wet cotton.


  “Fuck! Please just move!”


  Frustration was embedded in his tears.


  Pausing the push, Clone 2 resentfully glared at the enormous hour hand.


  “Go! Just freaking move, you fuck!”


  He swore but it was all in vain. 


  That was when the second hand located closely to the face of the clock came down scraping past him. The clone had to dodge it as a sudden thought flashed past his mind.


  Hands of a clock only moved clockwise by nature. So wouldn’t there be a bigger limit in moving anti-clockwise? With that in mind, he changed positions and tried to push the hour hand clockwise but he still could not move it because of his insufficient weight.


  The clone thought to himself.


  The hour hand, minute hand and the second hand were all stuck right next to each other. Despite the immense size, there was little gap in between. 


  And the second hand was bigger than an average pillar of a building and it was bound to be tremendously heavy on top of that. The power source allowing something that heavy to move must be a remarkable one.


  If that was the case,


  Between the stopped hour hand and the moving second hand—


  “…”


  …If he inserted his body between them.


  Immediately after thinking that, Clone 2 laid his body on top of the unmoving hour hand and straightened his body perpendicularly off the face of the clock.


  It would most likely be impossible to withstand that enormous second hand with his arms, so he placed his waist at where the minute hand would go, clasped the hour hand with his upper body, waiting to resist the second hand with his lower body. 


  The minute hand would probably strike his waist in the middle.


  He wasn’t sure whether this would work or not. A possible future of his body being crushed and broken to pieces appeared in his mind.


  It was frightening.


  Even though it was within a conceptual area, the pain in his fingertips was real. The uncomfortable sensation of dried blood and his coarse wrists cracking open like the barren wastelands was also real, so having his body cut in half would be as painful as death.


  However, Clone 2 waited. He waited for the second hand to go a lap around towards himself.


  Click–


  Suddenly, the ticking sounds of the clock felt a lot louder than before.


  30 seconds. With a clicking noise, the second hand passed mid-way and started climbing up again.


  45 seconds. With another click, he could soon see the rising second hand with his eyes.


  50 seconds. Click–. The second hand was in full sight. With every passing second, it drew near.


  0 seconds. Click–! The second hand was right in front of him.


  And soon,


  The second hand approached him 


  Click–!


  Thuudddd! The moment it landed on his body, Clone 2 almost fainted immediately.


  The large pillar came down smushing his lower body. The shock was so immense that it emptied his mind. He didn’t even have the leftover strength to discern what was happening to himself.


  But time was heartless. With another passing second, the second hand came further down moving the hour hand alongside it. There was less restriction in a clockwise movement as the clone thought.


  The clone withstood it with his whole body. For the whole 60 seconds. His shoulders, his waist and ribs echoed with noisy cracks that were unbelievable to be from his own body.


  However, he endured it.


  He had to bear through it.


  Even if his body were to crumble,


  Even if he were to die here.


  Everything was for Yu Jitae who had suffered for far too long. It was not some cheap sympathy – for the clone, this was his mission.


  Another colossal impact struck his waist – it was the minute hand striking his body. His entire body quivered but fortunately, it remained in one piece.


  Each second felt like a century.


  While his body was slowly crumbling to pieces, the second hand did not rest and continued pushing Clone 2 as well as the minute and the hour hand.


  Like that,


  At last when the hour hand reached 12 o’clock.


  – Diiiiiiinngggg—!


  The clock tower began to cry aloud.


  Alongside an enormous sound wave, it quaked the world. 


  The clock vibrated as the second hand paused for a very split moment. Clone 2 who had been keeping track of the time with his acute senses successfully left the gap in that split second. 


  However, this was not the end of his role.


  This vintage clock with an alarm system had a unique feature. The large firmly-shut double doors above the face of the clock were pushed wide open as some mechanical device bursted out from within.


  This world was a world interpreted by [Conceptualisation (SS)]. There had to be something Yu Jitae was familiar with and Yu Jitae was a human living on Earth.


  Therefore, there had to be a wooden cuckoo coming out and crying at this given time, but the large nest coming out of the doors was empty.


  There was no cuckoo inside.


  Carrying his broken body, Clone 2 pushed himself forward using his arms and legs that refused to move properly to climb the face of the clock. He didn’t even know how he was able to move at this point.


  Even so he climbed up, and the moment he approached the empty nest of the cuckoo–


  “Ahh……”


  Clone 2 devastatingly crumbled to his knees.


  Resting on the nest was a white bird.


  “N, no… No…”


  Still and breathless.


  Episode 102: White Bird (8)


  He couldn’t believe it. The crushed and bloodstained white bird with a missing wing had its eyes closed. It neither moved nor breathed.


  Clone 2 dazedly turned to the sky.


  – Diiinnnnggg–!


  A sound of a bell ringing noisily in his ears,


  The world wobbling in his sight,


  In front of the lonely corpse of the white bird placed in the midst of all that, Clone 2 had no idea what he was supposed to do.


  It was then. Clusters of information began flooding into his empty mind.


  <A [Personality] is an existence that supports the target existence by conveying relevant information of the authority.>


  <You have discovered the inheritance left behind by the [Personality] of the Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)].>


  <Information about the killer of the Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)]’s [Personality] will be revealed.>


  <Records of [Hostility] and the [Great Hostility] completed by [Vintage Clock (EX)] will be disclosed.>


  <The final words of [Vintage Clock (EX)] will be conveyed.>


  Among those, the first he saw was the one with the least amount of information disclosure.


  Firstly, details of the one who killed Vintage Clock started flowing into the mind of the clone like an illusion. Flying through the air, Vintage Clock turned around and looked at the one enveloped in golden light.


  The outsider who had infiltrated the clock tower (Vintage Clock’s workshop) used its golden radiance like outstretched tentacles to grab the white bird. It then crushed its body.


  At the same time, the golden pillar of light murmured to itself.


  ‘That’s why you should have listened to my orders.’


  ‘You shouldn’t have trusted the authority that much. Did you think you would live forever or something?’


  ‘It’s possible if you push your own self to the brinks of death. Seems you didn’t know that, did you? You foolish birdbrain.’


  ‘I’ve been waiting for you to be weakened.’


  After it disappeared,


  The fractured bird raised its body and started crawling. It fell, and fell over and over again. Powerlessly and with much difficulty, the bird headed to the ‘cuckoo’s nest’.


  Watching all that happen was the golden existence. Soon, the existence locked the clock tower from inside and broke the hour hand after leaving through the doors of the cuckoo. 


  Clone 2 panted in an attempt to soothe his surging fury. It felt as if someone was using a blender to shred his brain; as if the world was shattering like glass windows. 


  He was about to go crazy from anger. In the literal sense of the word, he could feel himself going crazy and losing his mind.


  He couldn’t collect his breath and could only feel clogs of blood dizzying his sight. Even though he didn’t know what that existence was, one thing was certain. 


  That guy killed the white bird.


  That motherfucking trash of a bastard was the one that killed the white bird.


  “Haak…”


  Clone 2 clasped his chest. His mind was already turning blank but thinking of what now had to be done added boulders of pressure to his stifled heart.


  Vintage Clock was murdered.


  How was he supposed to tell him that?


  – Diinngg—!


  After the last sound of the bell, when the cuckoo’s nest gradually returned to the clock tower.


  “U, uhuk, uhbb…”


  Unable to hold it in, Clone 2 vomited outside the nest.


  The clone knew Yu Jitae’s life had been a repetition of misery. Even though no-one in the world might know about it, that was definitely not the case for Clone 2, an existence created based on the memories of Yu Jitae.


  For a very long time he had been by himself and very lonely. The only existence that could understand him was the Vintage Clock. Vintage Clock was his sweet orange tree; the only one he could depend and rest on.


  The Joseon dynasty lasted 519 years, and Goryeo 475. The years Yu Jitae had lived was longer than the addition of those two dynasties.


  All that time was full of suffering and despair.


  Despite the countless abandonments, countless failures and unfathomably long years of pain, who was it that soothed Yu Jitae, raised him up and helped him live?


  It was none other than Vintage Clock, was it not?


  If so, then how could he, the clone, as someone who knew the entirety of the man’s history…


  How was he possibly supposed to…


  Tell him all this stuff…?


  “Uhk, uhp… Uuugkk—”


  Thus, Clone 2 had to vomit for a long time and wipe his endlessly flowing tears. His empty mind turned completely blank as the clone wiped his mouth, discarded his clothes and crawled on his knees to the centre of the nest. He then raised the dead white bird into his arms.


  He looked down at the tiny white bird resting on his arm. 


  From the very first moment of his birth, the clone had received his memories. 


  Even though every breathing moment of his life was nothing but despair, those times where he would at least give an empty smile were all those spent together with the white bird.


  Tears bursted out again and he just couldn’t stop them. The young Yu Jitae apologised to the old and wounded Yu Jitae.


  “I’m sorry… I’m, I’m sorry…”


  Because despite all that, he couldn’t stay silent.


  “Sorry……”


  He had to convey the truth.


  ***


  Standing still, Oscar gazed at the sky. The long session of questions and responses had come to an end.


  [In consideration of the responses to the raised doubts, I shall proclaim the final conclusion.]


  Within that world of wobbling ambience of light, he quietly despaired before even hearing the conclusion.


  [The defendant, Yu Jitae, has ruined six iterations due to his incompetence, and has hunted several sovereings of other dimensions in that process. Thus, he has indirectly influenced the dimensions outside Providence, invoking an uncertain element referred to as ‘Hostility’ that tainted the 7th iteration’s Providence.]


  Oscar glanced at Yu Jitae, who still had his eyes closed.


  [Even if the baby dragons caught in the disjointment of dimensions are to return home, the ‘Hostility’ will not disappear. The polluted earth will continue killing the planted seeds out of our control, and we have thus come to the conclusion that the filth must be removed.]


  Suddenly, Oscar started finding himself laughable for telling him to stay still. If he knew it was such a disgusting event with a predestined outcome, he would have taken a different route.


  [We do not wish to reside in limited, insignificant, veiled and sloven Providence. Any uncertainty must be accurately severed and therefore, I as the strict Punisher will assign the final sentence.]


  “…”


  With a myriad of emotions filling his heart, Oscar heaved a deep sigh – disappointment that he had let Yu Jitae down; frustration of having all of his preparations rendered worthless; powerlessness as an attorney and all those added under the name of despair.


  [Hereon, the ‘Temple of Providence’ will sever the 7th iteration of the defendant, Yu Jitae.]


  Due to all those negative emotions, he was glued to the ground unable to proceed. Unable to respond, he remained silent and his eyes that were unable to gaze up slowly came to a close.


  His eyes no longer had to see the nauseating world of golden light.


  [Additionally, the 8th iteration will begin in consideration of his involvement in Providence. However, the Temple of Providence will promise utmost support in the 8th iteration… The Keeper of the Clock may start your closing argument… for your… final defence…]


  Sound was being cut off within the darkness.


  Oscar thought to himself – maybe it was because he existed currently as a concept, that feeling despair was scattering his senses.


  […What are you doing.]


  But no, that was wrong. Oscar widened his eyes.


  The crimson face of the Punisher was facing them with abundant killing intent. In surprise, Oscar looked away from that glare and coincidentally glanced at Yu Jitae’s face.


  “…”


  There was no expression on his face; only his eyes were half open. The sharpness in his gaze was the same as usual and the white parts of his eye beneath the iris were also the same.


  However, Oscar had a strange feeling the moment he looked at those eyes. It felt as if he was looking into the eyes of a corpse, not a living human.


  Yu Jitae appeared dead in his eyes.


  In alignment with the bursting explosion of the Punisher’s light, Yu Jitae’s black pupils contracted. Seeing that, Oscar felt goosebumps. Something dead was moving… that was the impression he received.


  [I have asked what it is that you are doing, Keeper of the Clock.]


  Oscar finally realised that Yu Jitae was spreading something into the entirety of the Temple of Providence. The aura wasn’t being omitted intentionally, so it took time for him to notice it as a human with a volitional mind.


  Yu Jitae had seized the Temple.


  That was when his pale lips cracked open.


  “I will start my final defence.”


  A weird voice resembling that of a stiff broomstick scraping past the dry asphalt left his mouth.


  “First. You said I was incompetent, but looks like you guys are not that omnipotent either.”


  Oscar widened his eyes.


  What was he talking about? 


  At the same time, the Judges also started whispering to themselves in befuddlement.


  “This is not my seventh life. I have lived at least a thousand and six hundred lives from what I remember. Same for the number of regressions.”


  “What are you talking about, you wretched human!”


  “I thought about why all of you and this man here were considering this my seventh life like it is a matter of fact. It seems Vintage Clock’s personality had left behind a separate record. You were hostile to the personality with no mutual communication. The personality distanced itself from you; that explains why you wouldn’t know about this.”


  His dry voice continued pouring out words without any intonation, which increased the confusion of those listening.


  “Second. My defence about Hostility. I do not know. And what.”


  [Keeper of the Clock. How dare you try to play with words at this sacred temple?]


  “Third. My opinion on uncertainty is the same as yours. The 7th iteration has been damaged. It is unclear how Hostility will act even if the baby dragons are to return home.”


  […]


  Silence was hovering over the crowd. The existences inside the authority were feeling their discomfort rising up as killing intent. They were listening because of how absurd everything was, but the real reason they couldn’t punish him was because of the strange aura permeating across the Temple. It was a gloomy, sticky and unpleasant aura…


  …That somehow stimulated their inner fear.


  “But I do not agree with severing the 7th iteration.”


  [That is the conclusion drawn after the appropriate procedures of the public trial.]


  “And how is that any important, when I don’t want to.”


  Their killing intents were growing bigger and bigger as their emotions exceeded confusion into the realms of anger. The lights of the Judges were increasingly becoming brighter and the Punisher’s killing intent was enormous enough to squeeze Oscar’s heart. 


  “Kuhk…” Oscar fell with his hand gripping his chest as he then shivered like an epileptic patient.


  However, Yu Jitae was still gazing at the sky with the same hazy expression.


  “It is now time for you to defend yourselves.”


  [What do you mean?]


  “There is an existence out of the 12 Judges here, that murdered the Vintage Clock’s personality.”


  His words were met with sudden shouts, ‘What blasphemy is this!’ ‘This insolent human!’. Without listening to their words, Yu Jitae continued.


  “Since you all share the same power within the World of Providence, someone must have been jealous. That must be why the personality distanced itself and didn’t allow you to enter the workshop. That’s why you opened a different door of the clock tower to kill the white bird inside.”


  He apathetically continued his explanation.


  “My subordinate has found the corpse inside the clock tower and that has just been relayed. It’s one of you shrewd ones that stopped the hour hand of the clock and killed Vintage Clock’s personality while it was weakened by the 30 second gap. And now you’re blaming it on me.”


  Yu Jitae manipulated his authority. Seemingly due to having their own doubts, they couldn’t reply to his question – actually, they might be replying to him right now.


  “Start your defence.”


  In fact, Yu Jitae had been unable to neither see nor hear anything for a while at this point. Even though things were entering his sight, he had no idea what he was looking at, and he couldn’t interpret the sounds even though his ears were picking them up.


  “What is wrong with that! It was nothing but an attempt to remove an unnecessary existence from the Temple of Providence.”


  “Oi…!”


  “Don’t stop me! Did you ask who did it? Well. I didn’t do it, but what if I did, huh? What can you do there with all your limbs restricted? How dare you damn mortal do this in the Temple of—”


  That was the end of their chance to defend themselves.


  There was no reason to listen any further.


  “Are you really a judge? Do you dare say you have the right to inflict punishment?” Yu Jitae interjected.


  Since they were under the impression that he had only lived 7 lives, they had a wrong understanding about his power. That was why they were using such a sloppy device to restrict him.


  “I’ve always thought that only the qualified ones may assign punishment.”


  Yu Jitae reached out.


  The mana restricting him – those nails of the cross started to tear apart. 


  Rip–


  Hearing that, the Judges all turned their dumbstruck eyes to him. With another tearing noise, the ropes binding his legs started to shatter.


  “Impossible!”


  “H, how in the…”


  Their astonished voices echoed in vain.


  [Bridle]


  This device in the human world would be considered either a Level 7, or a Level 8 artifact. It was an equipment that completely restricted an existence that could forever lock them down after being applied once.


  Even the chief of a dragon tribe wouldn’t be able to move after being restricted by this device.


  Tuduk, tududuk–


  And yet here, Yu Jitae was tearing it down.


  “But if an unqualified one may also assign punishment–”


  Trepidation and astonishment spread apart like scorching embers. Everyone inside the courtroom was astonished including Oscar Brzenk.


  He said after destroying the [Bridle].


  “Then I will punish you.”


  Episode 102: White Bird (9)


  +++
[Conceptualisation (SS)]
Target: Temple of Providence
+++


  Soon after freeing himself, Yu Jitae activated his authority with the Temple of Providence as the target. The world that had been shining in his sight immediately transformed into a familiar form. 


  He was standing in a place that looked like a company office. The Judges and the Punisher were all inside the room looking like humans.


  [Shapeless Sword (SS)]


  Within the reconstructed world, Yu Jitae raised a kitchen knife. It was unclear why his authority had interpreted his killing intent into a kitchen knife but that was not important. 


  “–!”


  After a shout, one of them dashed at him with an axe in hand.


  His knife dug into the man’s neck. “Kuug…!” The guy was about to fall while twisting his body but Yu Jitae grabbed him by the collar to lift him back up before stabbing his stomach with the knife. He pierced it again and again. The insides of the existence interpreted into a human form were starting to pour out but Yu Jitae did not stop.


  Slowly, the Vintage Clock’s subordinates began to realise that [Conceptualisation] was at work.


  An authority was a higher concept compared to an existence, and it was hard for humans to even feel the activation of an authority. The existences here that had been leading an eternal life outside the boundary looked at Yu Jitae who had managed to jump over their fences.


  “—!”


  They shouted something out loud, but the blurry noises failed to reach Yu Jitae’s brain.


  His darkened vision shattered into a mess. 


  Someone ran towards him, and he was doing the same by the time he realised it.


  Madness – he had already gone crazy. Not a single thing about the current situation was in his mind.


  Stabb–


  His precious one was going further away. Resurfacing in his mind was how he had last treated it – how he cursed the Vintage Clock. 


  As he had always done; because it always accepted his resentment; he thought it was naturally okay to do it.


  Regret, remorse and loneliness which he thought he had forgotten reappeared in his mind. And so did the bird’s vestige and its constant words.


  And all those plentiful expressions–


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: (´•̥ω•̥`)…>
<The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] states it is working without taking a single rest…>


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] is depressed.>
<[Vintage Clock (EX)]: Q.Q>


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] is happy.>
<[Vintage Clock (EX)]: (∗•̀ᴗ• ́∗)ง > 


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] hates Yu Jitae.>
<[Vintage Clock (EX)]: (๑•̀□• ́๑) > 


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] alerts you that it is on a vacation.>
<[Vintage Clock (EX)]: (¦3X[ ░░░ ])


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: (╬☉д☉)>


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: (╬◣д◢)>


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: ( ́•ω•)✂╰⋃╯>


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: (๑>ꇴ<๑) Lol>


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] welcomes you.>
<The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] welcomes you.>
<The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] welcomes you.>


  .


  .


  .


  Stab–


  Stabb–


  Thrust—


  He used to curse it a lot, ‘Why did you trap me in here?’ over and over until he was too tired to continue. At one point, he was too exhausted and dropped everything: he dropped passion, he dropped greed, he dropped emotions, he dropped hatred and he dropped love.


  Like how one does not put much meaning to the revolution of the moon, his lives had become an astronomical phenomenon making it meaningless for him to curse, resent and weep.


  Vintage Clock, who had silently taken in all his curses until he reached that point, had to hear his curses even at the last moment.


  [You will. Definitely. Become happy.]


  If I knew that was the last, I would have made it good, pretty, nice, kind and friendly so that you could feel our bond. Using what you liked the most, watching your favourite movies, eating the healthy food you wanted me to eat and as ‘me’ who you had treasured the most…


  Stabb—


  I would have done so much more for you.


  Stabb—


  Would there be happiness at the end of this life? Even if there is, will I be able to find it alone in a world without you? If I kill, kill and kill, will I manage to kill everything that I couldn’t before? 


  This shrewd, cowardly, doubtful, lacking, ungifted me; tired from all the burdensome and exhausting problems of life; forgotten by people, discarded by the world, with evaporated connections – my last resort, the only one that always came to the aid of a person like me.


  Stab–


  However, I cannot take you back anymore.


  I no longer have you.


  Stabb–


  I used to be neither this nor that – too young to be called old, too crooked to be called a human, sloppy for a sinner, too exhausted to live on, too incompetent to die…


  And I had you to be called alone.


  From the rise of the sun to the scattering lights of the moon brightening up my room – each and every moment of my life had you by my side.


  Stab–


  You, are my teacher, a friend, a father and a mother, a punny wagging its tail, a friend listening to complaints over shots of whiskey, a roommate waking me up when I lay down asleep in the midst of dirty mud, a middle-aged woman praying hand-in-hand.


  Stabb–


  Even though you have left, my life will go on. You will forever be a faded picture, a scar on the back of my hand, a wound in my heart;


  A windmill with a missing wing,


  A half-eaten poisonous apple,


  An ankle chopped by a trap,


  An ashtray on a rainy day; trampled soggy moss on a summer day.


  And,


  An absence of something so precious and pitiful,


  That no language of this world could ever express.


  White bird, oh white bird.


  How can you leave me like this.


  I haven’t even conveyed all my gratitude yet…


  ***


  “Kuuk… P, please do not kill me…”


  Their predictions were off.


  Because they thought he had only regressed 7 times, and because the information had been restricted by the Vintage Clock, they did not have a clear grasp on how strong of an existence Yu Jitae was and thought [Bridle] was enough to neutralise him for the punishment.


  Yu Jitae raised his knife to the Judge’s forehead. The knife soaked in blood was already as blunt as his crumbling heart, and the edge of the blade was now more of a stump.


  He slashed the middle-aged man’s forehead with the knife. Screaming out loud, the man struggled. The blunt knife had trouble properly digging into the flesh so he had to add more power than usual.


  “Kuuuaaaakk–!”


  Next, he brought it to the man’s ears. He clenched his grip and moved it back and forth, using it like a saw. Even though it was too blunt to slice it neatly, it worked out after a diligent effort. Besides, a human had two ears for him to slice in the first place.


  “Ahhhhhhkkk! P, please– kuuk— ughh–!”


  He fed the sliced ears through the mouth. The man also had a nose. Unfortunately, there was only one this time.


  “Huup–! Huuaauk–! Kuaaauuhkk! Kahhak, kakk!”


  Stabbing the knife through the tongue, he pulled it out. He left the eyes as they were but instead, he sliced the eyelids out. The man had to open his eyes until the very moment of his death, and he would be forced to see many things because of his strong vitality. 


  After finally breaking the two legs of the Judge, he raised his body.


  Flashing in his mind was Oscar’s murmur. 


  The scribe was not recording, was it? 


  He looked at the scribe who was trembling heavily with a fedora on his head. After walking up, he grabbed his fingers.


  “U, uuhhkk…!”


  And snapped them one by one.


  Crack–


  “Kuhuuukk!”


  There was no need to keep unrecording fingers.


  Crackk–


  “Kuuuaahk! Ahak!”


  He killed the man.


  Like that, he killed twelve with the Punisher being the only one alive. The Punisher looking like an old man with a white and long beard was sitting down on the same seat.


  Step by step, Yu Jitae walked towards him.


  “Let me say–”


  He pierced the knife through the mouth, and rotated his wrist to kill him on the spot.


  Despite everything that was happening, [Vintage Clock (EX)]’s true body that was the boss of all these beings was still neglecting Yu Jitae. For a transcendent authority, its subjects were nothing but parts of a machine. All that had to be done was find new components to replace the vanished ones.


  Yu Jitae turned his feet, heading outside the Temple.


  Oscar Brzenk was absentmindedly sitting down and could not even think about following him. Opening the doors of the Temple revealed a large garden of the interpreted world.


  Covered in blood, he hurriedly carried his feet.


  It was easy to reach the clock tower. 


  In one jump, he reached the very top and broke the doors of the cuckoo with one strike.


  He walked in. Inside, he saw the clone who was still crying on his knees. Even though he had already received the memories, verifying it with his own eyes in reality gave him a different feeling. 


  Yu Jitae gazed down at the white bird resting in the clone’s arms.


  The crying child looked up at him. Kneeling down, the child slowly raised the white bird towards him with both of his hands. Yu Jitae carefully took the bird, similarly, using two hands.


  The moment it touched him, after finally fulfilling its objective, the white bird started to dissipate into conceptual fragments.


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)]’s ‘final words’ will be conveyed.>


  Soon, a message appeared in his mind.


  It just didn’t feel realistic and even Yu Jitae at this moment had no confidence in viewing the ‘final words’ of Vintage Clock. 


  What’s with these ‘final’ words.


  Their first encounter hazily came back.


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] is identifying the target…>


  <Identification Complete!>


  On a certain sleepless night,


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] greets you!>


  That was the night Yu Jitae had earned his first friend.


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]:  o(⋆’▽’⋆)/☆°’>


  When there is a beginning there is always an end. He knew a day like this would come one day, but hadn’t expected this day to be the one.


  Yu Jitae closed his eyes. Those final words – he really didn’t want to hear them but… He dropped the lingering emotions in his heart as the Vintage Clock’s authority then resonated in his mind as a voice.


  
[It’s okay.]


  
Only two words.


  Again, it was babbling some incomprehensible words.


  What in the world is okay?


  Nothing is okay…


  A dreadful sense of emptiness came flooding in.


  He stayed still not knowing how he was supposed to react. However, there were more following messages that woke him up.


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] discloses the completed records about [Hostility] and the [Great Hostility].>


  Even though white bird was dead,


  Life would continue as always…


  And thus he had to take a look at the messages.


  <Information about the [Last Night] will be revealed.>


  Doubt appeared in his mind. In spite of what was happening, he still knew how to think. 


  It was strange that information about the Last Night was being revealed first. The Third Night shouldn’t have even come yet so why would the Last Night…


  That was when he came up with a hypothesis.


  …What if the Third Night had already come?


  ***


  “I will block them,” the Witch said to Bom.


  It was after they had returned to the Association.


  “You should hurry to the basement. I won’t be able to last more than a few minutes. In the meantime, you go open the door with the card key.”


  The place Yu Jitae had been at for over a month, was quite surprisingly the underground isolation chamber. The one inside the isolation room would most probably be the black dragon. 


  ‘Myu’ was it…


  What did Yu Jitae do with her for a month?


  Fear sneaked into her heart.


  Bom had to confirm it in order to not lose Yu Jitae.


  She had found out about his recent actions from a Grade 4 assistant of Zhuge Haiyan, and took the keys after pressuring the director of isolation rooms, Thimithi.


  Other agents were in a panic trying to deal with the SS- ranked dungeon. The time it would take for the dungeon to open completely and Clone 1 to make his way through the Witch was approximately three minutes.


  3 minutes.


  Bom quickly headed to the underground isolation chambers. There were initially some people trying to stop her but due to the emergency situation and Bom’s position on top of Thimithi’s card key, she easily passed through them.


  At last after removing the agents and heading to the special isolation room by herself, she went through three layers of firm doors to finally enter the isolation chamber.


  [Memorise (S)]


  Just in case, she prepared the formula for the ballista spell which she had previously saved on her right hand. Blue lights of mana gathered into one before creating the outline of a large ballista.


  That was Bom’s strongest weapon that could destroy an adult dragon’s head in one shot with just the pull of a trigger.


  Bom pulled the door open.


  On the floor was a large and black dog.


  It was dead.


  When she turned her head from the ominous feeling hitting her heart, she found a woman sitting on the ground leaning against the wall.


  “It has been a while. We meet again.”


  Myu added with a smile.


  “Hello–”


  Episode 103: Difference in Perspective (1)


  It happened some time ago.


  Unit 301.


  A golden pair of eyes was looking at Bom who was sitting on the couch in her outstretched t-shirt that constantly slid down. 


  She was crouching down reading a book but Kaeul was persistently staring her way, so she slightly shifted her head to meet the gaze. Usually, Kaeul would have smiled ‘hehe’ and said hello but she was quite different that day.


  “…”


  “…”


  “…What’s wrong?”


  Seemingly with a question in mind, Kaeul sneaked up and sat next to her on the sofa. The same gentle fragrance of grass seeped into her nose as if she was in a forest. 


  When Kaeul sat next to her, Bom lowered the book and looked back at her. After a few seconds of odd silence, Kaeul raised a question.


  “Unni.”


  “Nn nn.”


  “Do you like ahjussi?”


  “Nn. I do.”


  “Then, do you love ahjussi?”


  Hearing that, Bom widened her eyes a little with a slightly open mouth. However, her expression returned to the normal indifferent one in just a few seconds. 


  “Nn.”


  Kaeul tilted her head with her eyes stuck on Bom.


  “How do you love him?”


  “Hnn?”


  “We, uhh, can’t fall in love and stuff right?”


  Bom replied with an awkward smile.


  “Who knows? I also wonder how.”


  Finding that response questionable, Kaeul asked back.


  “You don’t know either, unni? How you fell in love?”


  “Nn. I don’t know.”


  “Ehng?”


  Bom raised her hand and rested it on her chest.


  “I think this must be broken.”


  Kaeul blinked her eyes before asking yet again.


  “Then, in that case, is there like a reason you fell in love? Ah! I’m just asking because I’m curious…!”


  ‘Hmm…’ Nipping on the bookmark, Bom contemplated deeply before shaking her head.


  “I don’t know.”


  “Eyy. How can you not know that?”


  “No, really. I don’t know. Actually, I thought about it a lot myself but I really have no clue. Seriously…”


  ‘…How did this happen.’ Bom murmured something similar to what she had previously said. 


  With that, Kaeul resolved two out of the three questions she had, even though the replies Bom gave didn’t fully quench her curiosity.


  “And also, last question.”


  “Nn.”


  “A few days ago, me and ahjussi…”


  Kaeul talked about the things that happened while sending the baby chicken, Chirpy, back to his world, including how she cried in his arms on the way back.


  Although there was no need to bother telling her all this, Kaeul wanted to share them.


  She was quite nervous during her speech. She had no confidence to look into Bom’s eyes and her lowered gaze was facing Bom’s stretched out t-shirt by the time she came to herself.


  “…And that’s what happened.”


  After finishing her explanation, Kaeul carefully raised her head back up and found Bom gazing down at her with an expression she could not read.


  That in turn made her more nervous.


  “…”


  “…”


  “A, are you perhaps angry…?”


  “Do you like ahjussi?” Bom asked instead of replying to her question.


  “Uun? Un… Ah, ah! But! Not, not in the way you’re thinking! Because he’s a good person, and precious? That’s why I like him. Not like, the things you see in a shoujo manga…!”


  “Nn.”


  “Just… but, still, I thought unni wouldn’t like that so… I just, unn…”


  “Nn.”


  “…Are you okay?”


  “Nn. I’m fine.”


  “Uinng?”


  Bom sounded so nonchalant that it instead made Kaeul flustered. 


  “You’re okay?”


  “Nn. I’m totally okay.”


  “Why? Unni, you are, umm, very sensitive with your belongings right?”


  “Ahjussi isn’t an object though, is he.”


  “But, the… umumu… uhh, you know… Don’t you feel jea… lous or something like that…?”


  After finally realising the point Kaeul was trying to make by beating around the bush, Bom replied with a giggle.


  “I’m not jealous at all. Well, I guess it might feel weird to see that happen in front of my eyes though.”


  “…”


  “But still, it’s okay.”


  “Ehng? Even if someone other than me, like Yeorum-unni or Gyeoul, does something similar with ahjussi…?”


  “Nn. As long as you don’t cross the line.”


  “Really? That’s a bit unexpected. I actually thought unni would be super upset…”


  “No, of course not.”


  Bom caressed her hair. Her eyes were gazing outside the window into the distance.


  “It’s been around 5 years since we lived together right? I’ve always felt sorry, and thankful to you guys.”


  “Unn?”


  “Sorry because you getting involved with the dimensional disjoint might be because of how unlucky I am, and grateful because you’ve never blamed it on me and…”


  “Uun…”


  “I think I’m quite attached to you guys after spending such a long time together. Sometimes I even wonder how I can live without you after going back. It feels great to live together… When Gyeoul gets a bit bigger, I want to go to a hot spring together, go gambling with Yeorum, and buy delicious food together with you. How would I ever feel jealous?”


  “…”


  With a pause, she thought, looking at the ceiling and the ground before turning towards Kaeul. Soon, Bom concluded her words along with a faint smile.


  “You guys are so precious to me…”


  


  It seemed that the white bird had been continuing the analysis all by itself after ending the communication with him. The number of messages that floated up were therefore extremely abundant. 


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] has concluded the analysis on the manifestation of Hostility: [Last Night]. The time, location and risk level will be revealed.>


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] has completed the analysis on [Great Hostility]. The objective and cause for the Great Hostility will be revealed.>


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)]…>


  Going up the log, he viewed a message that had come up a lot earlier. He quickly looked at the information on the ‘Third Night’.


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] has concluded the analysis on the manifestation of Hostility: [Third Night].>


  Images formed by voices and letters were engraved in Yu Jitae’s brain.


  Before long,


  He was met with the shocking truth.


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] has opened the records of the [Third Night] which has deviated from the world’s timeline.>


  <Target: [Mutant Black Dragon Myu].>


  Blood raced into his mind.


  He did think about the possibility before.


  But after locking her and experimenting with her, he had dug into all parts of Myu’s body and the Hostility did not manifest in any way even till the death of Myu’s personality.


  By nature, [Hostility] tended to manifest itself even at a low level of stress. It was like a reflex system and was a common attribute that accompanied [Mental Contamination].


  That was why the logical conclusion he had drawn through multiple experiments was that Myu couldn’t be a host of Hostility. 


  It was impossible for even a black dragon to persevere through a [Mental Contamination] to deceive both the personality and Yu Jitae. It was simply impossible.


  However, that was when something suddenly appeared in Yu Jitae’s mind.


  The extraordinary thing he had found inside Myu’s Conceptual World…


  ……Don’t tell me.


  <Explanation: There has been an interference from an existence outside the world’s timeline that is displeased about your regression.>


  <Her name is [Lugiathan].>


  <She is the chief of the black dragon race which you have killed outside the Providential timeline.>


  <And is the mother of the target, [Myu].>


  He could feel blood racing in the wrong direction.


  In shock, Clone 2 crawled away from him on the spot and distanced himself from him. Veins popped up on Yu Jitae’s cheeks, as the skin around his eyes ripped open and revealed the whites of his eye.


  Yu Jitae’s expression started to crumple into that of a devil.


  <7th iteration’s Myu: [The Inaccessible Memory] had been sealing the [Third Night].>


  In the conceptual world; the [Black Wall] that had been blocking the memories of Myu’s youth. That black wall which had firmly stood its ground despite the authorities, [Memory Manipulation] and [Conceptualisation]… It was that wall that was hiding the [Hostility] inside Myu’s heart.


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] accepts the existence of the target, [Myu] into the Providence.>


  The moment he realised it, a new array of images overlapped in his mind into the form of a video. What was in the background was Myu’s [Conceptual World] which he had recently been to.


  <The doors of the [Black Wall] sealed tightly within Myu’s [Origin Fragment] have started to open.>


  From within the black wall which had been blocking the ‘childhood memories’ of Myu came out a black existence. Although that thing looked like Myu, it was not Myu nor was it Myu’s personality.


  The black existence looked at the sky and the ground before jiggling its body. It moved its feet, raised its arms, wobbled its body and unsteadily shook its head.


  Like that, it started to dance.


  Yu Jitae closed his eyes.


  One by one, he went through each of the words Myu had said to him. All her words were finally coming to one piece and the scattered pieces of the puzzle were slowly coming back to one.


  – I, I, was floating adrift in the dimensions, ever since, I came to myself.


  – What about after that?


  – I was always adrift… For a very, long time. Sometimes, I landed in several areas, and spent time, …but that was it.


  – Did you not settle in any of them?


  – I couldn’t. I wasn’t allowed to settle.


  – By who.


  – …My instincts.


  Myu had been adrift for a very long time. She had been flying to Yu Jitae all the way from the Non-Providential World for revenge.


  – Then we get some dents on the cylinder depending on the vibration and when we retrace it back with the needle, it plays the recorded sound.


  – Uwah. Is the recording function on the watch based on similar principles?


  – Sorry? Haha. No that’s not the case. That is an incomparably more developed technology because this here is almost 300 years old now.


  – 300 years old…


  Curiously looking at new things with circular eyes. Even though Myu was an adult dragon, she was way too similar to a hatchling. He did think it was because she had been roaming around for a long time, but what he didn’t know was that she had been nurtured for the ‘Third Night’ from the beginning. It was obvious she would be like a baby dragon, because she had been flying towards him immediately after her birth without even experiencing the world. 


  – …You see. I was born in order to help someone.


  – What the task was, and who it was that I was supposed to help – everything was beyond what I could remember. So floating adrift all around, my life couldn’t help but end up becoming neither one thing nor the other, wouldn’t you agree?


  – Why am I alive. That was the occasional question I had in my head.


  Myu had referred to herself as a being who had been born to help someone else. Who would that existence be? It was probably her mother, the chief of the black dragon race, [Lugiathan]. She had set foot on this land by even putting her own life on the line to help with her mother’s revenge.


  – If all your questions are cleared, how about we carry out a deal?


  – Tell me anything you want and I will listen. But in return, please do not touch my nest. 


  – I will move to a quiet and secluded area so don’t look for me either. Okay?


  Baby dragons tended to crave exceptionally for things they did not have. The reason Myu had been desperately seeking for a place to rest, by even controlling her anger unlike other black dragons for a deal with Yu Jitae:


  It was because in the process of Yu Jitae killing her mother [Lugiathan] to steal her abilities, other authorities that had ambushed the black race had destroyed her nest.


  <The one that had conveyed [Memories of the Past Iteration] to Ha Saetbyul 4 years ago was the entity, [Myu]. [Hostility] was able to gather memories about you through [Memory Manipulation] whilst you were near the Non-Providential World repeating your 77th life killing Lugiathan.>


  When all the puzzle pieces had gathered to one, Yu Jitae felt a sense of crisis soaring up his throat. He had to return to Earth as soon as possible.


  However, that wasn’t the end.


  <Through the Hostility manifestation of the target, [Myu], the [Third Night] has arrived.>


  <Explanation: Myu wants you to be locked in the circulation of regression, unable to achieve your dream. Myu had been looking for a target near you to convey [Memories of the Past Iteration] and will do so after finding a target.>


  He felt as if someone had grabbed his head and pushed it into a bucket of ice water. Would this be how it feels to have one’s heart gouged out? The sense of crisis started paralysing his heart and numbing his fingers and toes.


  Myu knew someone. She knew Bom…


  Yu Jitae instinctively raised his body and dashed towards the outside of the World of Providence like a bolt of lightning. 


  Right now,


  Everything in the 7th iteration was about to go wrong.


  However, his dreadful destiny did not let him go with ease even in a situation like this.


  <Warning! You have killed the Judges and the Punisher at the Temple of Providence.>


  <Thus the Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] sends the [Apostle of Providence] to correct the errors within the World of Providence. The Apostle will hold you back and lock your feet, securing you so that you cannot ruin Providence any further.>


  Particles of golden light fell from the sky and started to gather into one. Revealed from within the brilliant particles of light was a mechanical humanoid reaching 50 metres in height which was bigger than most buildings. 


  There were golden and blackish plates of armour all around its body. Although the upper body and the shoulders were mind-numbingly enormous, there was no lower body from waist downwards.


  <The Authority, Apostle of Providence: [Colossal Soldier] gazes down at you.>


  With its appearance it brought about an oppressive pressure that suppressed the entirety of the World of Providence. It blocked Yu Jitae’s sprint from the front.


  [Stop there. You superficial authority.]


  A groundbreaking shockwave carried a voice into his brain.


  [You cannot proceed any further. You must pay for your sins of scattering blood at the Temple of Providence. Follow me obediently.]


  However, there was nothing that could stop the current Yu Jitae.


  If he was a marionette, then the strings connected to him would have only been tightened even if others were to pull those until now, making him stay within a rational scope of movement.


  But all those strings had just been snapped.


  All the ‘subordinates’ existing inside the Temple of Providence were looking at them. Breathing with much difficulty, they were glancing at Yu Jitae and the Colossal Soldier.


  The lighthouse was right in front of him.


  One more step.


  Just one more step and his thousands of lives,


  The dream he had been aspiring for a thousand years,


  It would have at last been achieved and yet–


  “–Who are you to dare try to stop me.”


  <The Authority, [Keeper of the Clock (SSS+)] sternly warns the [Colossal Soldier].>


  In an instant, he dashed forward with his hand grasping every bits of his killing intent.


  At the same time, he roared through his chest.


  A thundering roar reverberated through the World of Providence, making every listener collapse to the ground.


  “MOVE—- ASIDE——!”


  The monster wailed out loud.


  Episode 103: Difference in Perspective (2)


  He slashed the sword at a speed that human eyes and human consciousness couldn’t follow. The knife travelled parallel to the horizon of the World of Providence and crushed the shoulder plates of the Colossal Soldier.


  Kwagwagwa—


  In the blink of an eye the heaven-defying body hurled something down from the sky – the Colossal Soldier’s arm was falling towards Yu Jitae. It was fast, oppressive and dangerous.


  Blocking would delay things. He was currently in a greater rush than he had even been in his entire life so he could not block the punch.


  After quickly twisting his body, Yu Jitae collided with the Colossal Soldier head-on. He was as small as a toothpick compared to the giant and the pressure was grinding at his Shapeless Sword.


  However, Yu Jitae still stood his ground. Even though it felt like his body was being shredded, and even though blood was wetting his eyes, he did not retreat. He crushed the whole fist of the enormous existence and continued creating a deep cut on its arm.


  .


  .


  .


  After an intense battle, Yu Jitae defeated the Colossal Soldier.


  While the entity as big as a mountain was starting to slowly fall from the sky, Yu Jitae immediately escaped the World of Providence and dashed towards the real world.


  Urgency was strangling him by the neck.


  That just then had forced him to waste his precious time.


  Until now, he had been constantly thinking that something was strange about the actions of the Hostility.


  He thought they were way too sloppy.


  Hostility had manipulated reality a few times to attack him. Out of those, there were 2 instances where it did manage to put him in an extremely bad mood but that was it. The actions were rather sloppy.


  But he could now tell why that was the case.


  The reason they touched Ha Saetbyul was to confirm his ‘guilt about the past’. Even though he wasn’t tied down by the past, it definitely did displease him and that information must have been sent to the true body of [Hostility].


  After that, it controlled Wei Yan to stand off against Yeorum and Kaeul, killed a girl resembling Kaeul in front of his eyes, and threatened Lair itself to shake his daily actions. All those things annoyed him quite a bit, which must have also been sent to Hostility.


  And lastly, it carried out a worldwide terrorist attack during the ‘Second Night’. It was probably to see Yu Jitae’s reaction when humanity had to face danger. However, Yu Jitae had already prepared for that and the enemy was easily suppressed by the Association’s military and Clone 1. It failed to sway him.


  The three targets chosen by [Hostility] were respectively ‘Yu Jitae’, ‘Baby dragons of the 7th iteration’ and the ‘World’.


  These three were the elements that could hinder the 7th iteration and after an analysis, it must have decided that the most efficient method was to touch the ‘Baby dragons of the 7th iteration’.


  And [Hostility]’s judgement was precisely correct.


  Neither his distressful past nor the terrorist attack on the world were able to shake him at the core. There was only one big threat in this iteration that could seize him by the ankle.


  It was none other than the baby dragons finding out about his past.


  “…”


  He had done evil things.


  Kidnapping kids that were living happily at the town, he locked them inside the underground labyrinth for decades.


  For the sake of experiments, he tied their limbs up, dug through their flesh with a knife and crushed their bones. The unpleasant voices crying out in pain made him thrust a knife into their mouth.


  He used violence if they refused to listen to him. A struggling child was slapped and a child who tried to escape had their legs destroyed. Like that, he crushed their hearts.


  All those he had continued for at least several decades.


  The chief of the black dragon race, ‘Lugiathan’ had encountered Yu Jitae 77 times. Failing almost all of those 77 instances, Yu Jitae endlessly lost his memory fragments.


  Out of all the races, black dragons were the only ones that could actively send memories, and dragons did not forget.


  All the countless ‘Yeorums’ that could not contain their frustration – they who injured their own bodies like a madman who were then killed by him;


  The ‘Kaeuls’ who had constantly been exposed to undisguised hostility, crushed and being forced to cry by herself before eventually committing suicide;


  All those ‘Gyeouls’ that powerlessly decayed to death on the spot without ever being able to fulfil the mission given to them;


  Innumerable ‘Boms’ that had become an experiment subject, suffering the most pain for the longest period of time;


  All those daily lives he had ruined.


  Those memories would all be conveyed directly to the baby dragons. Not a single child would be able to withstand it.


  His instincts told him that this was not a problem limited to the 7th iteration. If this iteration was to fall to pieces, he would not be able to stand back up.


  The bond that he had built up with much difficulty would all disappear and the lighthouse that was right in front of his eyes would go further away into the distance again.


  The baby dragons of the next iteration would not be able to remember him.


  Even though he would be forgotten, that was not the issue. It was just that he wouldn’t be able to forget the kids, so if they were to curse him during their last moments, those memories would have to stay inside him for the rest of his life.


  Forever.


  .


  .


  .


  It was when he led his exhausted body to return to reality.


  Was there someone wretched and hateful enough to laugh while watching his misfortune? If there was, that guy must be nearby laughing yet again.


  That must be the case. Otherwise, there was no way something this dreadful could be happening to him.


  – My sincerest apologies, my lord.


  Somewhere outside the outer dimensions.


  Clone 1 was stepping on a headless body.


  – I have lost track of Yu Bom.


  ***


  “…”


  Myu told her a mouthful.


  And Bom couldn’t understand them.


  She was standing still on the spot, so Myu asked a question.


  “Why are you so surprised?”


  “You, who are you…? What are you sayi…”


  “Is it hard to believe? Well, it probably is. Since you are kneeling on the ground in a corner, acting modest and wagging your tail in front of dog food, it might sound very strange to you.”


  “What are you trying to say!”


  “I’m also quite curious. I wonder what happened to you guys.”


  Myu had used one word to shake Bom’s mind.


  And with one mouthful of words, Myu was driving Bom’s life into the abyss.


  “Come here. Come lay your forehead above mine, and receive my memories. Then you’ll be able to tell whether my words are true or not.”


  Bom knew that a black dragon’s ability alongside [Memory Manipulation] was [Memory Transmission]. Unlike other dragon entities that could only receive memories from nearby dragons, black dragons could one-sidedly give memories.


  When Myu started walking towards her in large strides, Bom took a few steps back in surprise.


  “Don’t come here.”


  “Stop running away and come here. We do not have much time, so hurry.”


  “Don’t come. I warned you.”


  “I’m not interested in wasting time. Come before I force you to.”


  Despite her warning, Myu closed in.


  In one stride, when she was one arm’s length away from her,


  With a flinch, Bom raised the tip of the ballista and aimed it at Myu.


  “Don’t come hereeee–!!”


  There was a time when she thought living in ignorance was happiness. But after seeing Yu Jitae who continued walking towards a quagmire by himself, Bom realised that turning away and putting a blanket over the truth was not the right solution.


  “Do you want to shoot? Go ahead. It doesn’t matter. I was born to die anyway so it doesn’t matter who kills me.”


  However,


  Even though she wanted to know about him,


  These weren’t the things she wanted to know.


  “But, you still need to wake up from your dream.”


  Bom was not confident in facing the truth. If she were to receive Myu’s memories here, Bom might have to face a truth that might have been better left unknown forever.


  That supposition was frightening enough to suffocate her.


  “Face the truth.”


  At that moment,


  Black aura gathered all around Myu’s body and transformed into thorned tentacles. Filling the isolation room, they raced towards Bom while some of the tentacles blocked the doors of the room.


  One of the thorned tentacles gripped Bom by the neck and started pulling her while threatening to snap her thin neck.


  “Ugh! L, let…go! T, this…!”


  Her neck was being strangled and her body was being dragged, but Bom was still directly glaring at Myu’s face because that was her target.


  And when Myu’s face was right in front of her eyes.


  –


  –Bom pulled the trigger.


  .


  .


  .


  The world contorted and the dimensions were shaken. Blocking her mouth, Bom collapsed on the ground.


  Something was surging up her throat. It suffocated her heart the more she tried to suppress it and struck her neck. Later when the pressure was too much to withstand, Bom couldn’t help but let it out of her mouth.


  “Uhp…”


  She threw up what was inside.


  It was her first time vomiting after being born as a dragon.


  There were wounds all around her body. She was bleeding from her neck and her cheeks, but she wasn’t in the right mind to stop the blood. Beads of blood were dropping from her chin.


  Unbelievable memories were flooding into her mind, and unacceptable things were jolting her brain. The gleaming sharp blade; infuriated eyes; restricting hands; the yelling voice and the hands slapping her cheeks were all engraved into her mind. It went on endlessly for longer than she could imagine and was even longer than her entire life.


  After vomiting several times, Bom noticed blood travelling down her cheeks. Her tears were as red as blood.


  “Uhp. Uuugk…”


  She threw up again, without even knowing what was coming outside.


  What was in her mind, and where her thoughts were headed were all beyond what Bom could perceive. Only the distant and painful memories were laying her mind to waste.


  Watching herself suffering from pain was hard. Seeing herself scream from her guts from crushed bones was horrendous but what was more painful to see…


  …Was what had happened to her precious sisters.


  Things that were beyond believable,


  That shocking truth was shattering Bom’s heart to pieces.


  A tremendous sense of betrayal was filling her heart. They took place like a heavy piece of lead and crushed her heart which was like a glass marble.


  An emotion that her unforgetting memories wouldn’t forget, that would thus be remembered forever…


  “Uuhp— Uhkk–!”


  Bom threw up again, but the sense of betrayal was so heavy it did not leave her heart. It was only the dark poison-like blood and saliva that was flowing out of her mouth.


  Unable to stand up, Bom crawled.


  By the time she came to herself, she was crawling on all fours.


  A message arrived on her watch. It was from the witch that read something like, I’m gonna die, I’m running away. Since there was not enough time, Bom straightened her mind while crawling on all fours.


  Light-headedly, she cleaned her mouth and wiped her tears.


  When she next came to herself,


  She was stumbling with a limp.


  She had no idea what she was seeing, what time it was and where she was headed. Bom could only stagger forward.


  There was a place she definitely had to go to. Things that were too heavy to keep to herself were hanging in her emotions.


  While stumbling forward, her hair scraped past her eyes. Jumping over the dimensions, she started walking down a familiar corridor as an even more familiar door appeared in her sight.


  [301]


  She raised her trembling hand,


  And shivering fingers.


  She noticed that her scratched fingers were still bleeding. After pausing for a bit, she healed her body and then opened the door.


  On the shoe racks she could see the girls’ shoes.


  Stumbling in, she saw the kids sitting down in the living room. Her hazy eyes had trouble seeing the kids properly so she walked a bit closer.


  The kids were all gathered in one place, but the atmosphere wasn’t a positive one. It was hard to tell why that was the case so she went a little closer.


  Yeorum and Kaeul were worriedly looking at Gyeoul who was sitting in between them. Gyeoul was bleeding from her fingers and next to Yeorum was a spiked glove which she used as training equipment.


  “That’s why I told you not to touch it!” Yeorum was shouting.


  “…”


  “This is yellow but it’s not gold. How many times do I have to say it? It’s dangerous so why are you touching it huh? Why!”


  “Unni. Stop screaming at Gyeoul…! She already said it was a mistake…!”


  “…Sorry.”


  “No, it’s okay Gyeoul! It’s okay to make mistakes. And it’s not that serious so it should stop bleeding soon…”


  Gyeoul was close to tears with her finger in hand. She seemed to have gotten hurt while touching Yeorum’s belongings.


  “…”


  Soon, Bom took a step closer to the corridor. Seeing her, the kids greeted while Kaeul asked her to heal Gyeoul’s wound.


  It was a tiny wound; a small scratch on her fingertip. From just that, Gyeoul was about sorrowfully weep; Yeorum was angry that the child was hurting herself for no reason; and Kaeul was voicing her concerns.


  “…”


  Unlike someone else, Bom couldn’t send emotions. However, it was possible for the kids to view them.


  Gyeoul walked up to her.


  She then reached her fingers out to Bom. ‘…It hurts.’ She whined, telling her that the bleeding wound was painful.


  Bom kneeled and carefully held her hands. Using her unstable mana, she used healing magic to caress over the wound. With a whimper, Gyeoul buried her head into Bom’s chest and asked for a hug.


  When her small arms began to wrap around her body… Those arms felt so heavy that they made it hard for Bom to breathe. The hazy world in her sight became even blurrier.


  How painful must it have been?


  Because of that devil…


  “Guys. I have something to say.”


  Episode 103: Difference in Perspective (3)


  Yu Jitae walked into the Association.


  His feet were in a hurry as he forced his way in. All the doors in his path were destroyed – he had no time to wait for them to open.


  An SS- ranked fissure had cracked open outside the Association. The neutralisation of the fissure was almost finished so the inside of the Association was also returning to its former stability from the urgent confusion.


  “Ah! Season…!”


  Someone saluted him but he pushed his head away. Like a man struck by a dump truck, the man ended up rolling across the floor in one cluster with the person standing behind him.


  He crushed open the doors of the underground isolation chambers.


  When he headed downstairs, the director of the isolation rooms, Thimithi, approached him with a shivering body. It seemed that she had an idea of what was happening thanks to the surveillance cameras. She went down low and begged for his forgiveness.


  Her job was to control the isolation rooms and there was no need for a soldier who couldn’t follow orders.


  He slapped her by the cheek. Her head turned to the side as she fainted and turned silent.


  With rushed steps he headed straight to the end of the corridor. A black barrier was stopping his approach so he bashed it with his fist. Like glass fragments, the barrier shattered and dissipated.


  He looked inside the isolation room.


  A black and large dog was lying dead on the floor.


  Two Grade 0 agents were dead.


  And lastly,


  …Myu was dead,


  With a hole in her chest.


  She was undoubtedly dead this time.


  An emotional void was like a hole – with nothing inside, there was nothing more that could be pierced. There was already a big hole in his heart and he didn’t feel any dejection even when looking at Myu’s corpse.


  The equation of the coordinates had already been copied and there were no problems there. However, a severe death-inducing tension was sweeping past him. This entire room was resonating with Yu Bom’s mana.


  It was Bom who killed Myu.


  He turned his feet with bitterness in his tongue. A cold bead of sweat was travelling down his back.


  After meeting Bom, Myu must have said something. He didn’t even consider the off chance that everything was fine – things had already gone terribly wrong.


  The worst case scenario he had predicted had already been unfolded. Something was driving him into the very bottom of the abyss as the worst situations he could think of were constantly being etched into his head.


  But what was fortunate was that none of the hatchlings had killed themselves yet. That would have spread a global shockwave and he would have noticed it immediately.


  That was the only source of hope for him.


  If Bom was the only one who knew it.


  If that girl, who used to be the most stable in other timelines, was the only one that knew about it.


  Things might be okay.


  He called Unit 301 but none of the kids picked it up; not a single one did, even though he could definitely feel their presence at Unit 301. After calling several times, Yu Jitae turned off the watch. He glared at the watch with wide eyes before gripping his hand.


  The metal frame lost its structure due to his grip and was crushed. When the reinforced glass shattered to pieces, he threw the watch straight into the wall. Shot like a bullet, it dug into the metal wall with a loud thud.


  Even that was not enough to satiate his irritation and impulse.


  “Yu Bom…”


  He murmured, while trying his hardest to suppress the fury within.


  “Yu Bom…”


  His irritation grew increasingly bigger.


  That damned bitch was the problem.


  “Yu Bom…”


  Bom had somehow dragged the Witch to her side. This was hard for Yu Jitae to believe because most of the things in the world could not move the Witch.


  It meant that Bom had put something remarkable on her side of the negotiation, to make him eat shit.


  Yu Jitae knew she would cause a problem and that was why he had assigned Clone 1 for the task. However, he certainly wasn’t expecting her to drive the situation into the gutters like this.


  “What should I do with you…”


  He contemplated. With each passing second, his irritation and displeasure towards Yu Bom increased in size.


  “Yu Bom.”


  In the past iteration, Yu Bom was not like this.


  She used to stand firm no matter how abused and tormented she was. In fact, she had even acted as an emotional support for the other baby dragons.


  And yet now in the 7th iteration, she was trying to ruin everything.


  An impulse.


  Rising inside was an impulse that resembled madness.


  When did all these go wrong, he wondered. Was it when that girl suddenly and needlessly started to appear pretty? If not, then was it perhaps from the very beginning? Was his choice to live a daily life wrong in the first place?


  Maybe my plan was too much for me to handle?


  Before anything, he had to check the result.


  Moving his feet that were glued to the ground,


  Yu Jitae headed to Unit 301.


  ***


  He stood in front of the door.


  Without even opening the door, he could tell that Yeorum, Kaeul and Gyeoul were inside the house with Bom being the only exception.


  But even so, his sensitive sense of smell could accurately track Bom’s smell. Bom had definitely been to this place.


  In order to open the door, he reached out. He rested his hand on the door knob but he just couldn’t open it.


  Never had the door knob been as heavy as it was today.


  [Hostility] must have conveyed the memories of the past, and would have included only the dirtiest of them. It would have shown Bom the worst moments without showing the reason and previous events, and those memories weren’t things that the kids could handle.


  Were the kids alive?


  For now, they definitely were.


  He could have long checked by now had he opened the door and gone in without thinking about such things, but he couldn’t.


  Why can I not open the door?


  Because my sin is on the other side of it.


  It would have been better if he had firmly locked his heart before touching daily lives. Because of his half-assed mindset, he couldn’t even act like a hypocrite and the blanket covering what had to be hidden was way too light that they ended up flying away to the fluttering wings of small birds.


  Even so, he had to twist the knob and pull it.


  Yu Jitae opened the door, and went inside.


  Carefully he closed it behind him.


  The kids didn’t notice him coming in. Blue, red, yellow – the primary colours resembling traffic lights were all sitting in the living room.


  He could see their backs.


  His heart dropped an inch.


  It just happened to be their backs that entered his sight.


  “…”


  The blue one turned her head, as the blue pair of eyes looked into his.


  Their gazes met.


  And the child;


  She gave a smile.


  “…!”


  With a gaze dripping with worry, Gyeoul smiled. After that, Yeorum and Kaeul also turned their heads to look at Yu Jitae. Concern was in their expressions, with a tiny bud of relief in their eyes.


  Gyeoul carefully stood up and started sprinting towards Yu Jitae, throwing her arms wide open.


  He reached his arms out as Gyeoul wrapped her arms around his neck and placed her bum on his forearm. It was a blunder – he had no plans of hugging the child.


  “You are late, ahjussi…!”


  While he was confused by their reactions, Kaeul asked a question with a face filled with concern.


  Why didn’t you pick up, he asked. As for the tone of his voice that had asked the question, he had no idea.


  “Unni told us not to pick it up!”


  Why.


  “Bom-unni said she will leave the house for a bit because she had a fight with ahjussi…!”


  A fight with me?


  “What did you fight about? Did something happen with unni?”


  We didn’t fight.


  “Then what happened? Ahjussi, don’t tell me you… don’t like unni anymore…?”


  Yeorum scowled in response to that question and Gyeoul also widened her eyes into circles from his arms.


  He replied.


  ⬛⬛.


  After running his mouth, he had to hesitate.


  What did I say just then?


  He had no way of knowing the truth.


  “Please be honest. Okay…?”


  Despite his words, the kids had serious looks on their faces. When he shook his hand, Kaeul grabbed his left hand with both of her arms.


  “What is it? Please tell us what happened! Unni looked really strange. She looked really serious…!”


  ⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛ ⬛⬛⬛⬛. ⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛ ⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛.


  “Then why…? Why are you like this…? …Unni’s expression, voice and everything looked really terrible. And like, she also looked very hurt. Why did you fight? What happened between you two…!”


  ⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛. ⬛⬛ ⬛⬛ ⬛⬛⬛⬛ ⬛⬛ ⬛⬛⬛⬛ ⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛.


  “What? Wait. Are you seriously saying that?”


  It was then.


  Yeorum suddenly started walking towards him with a frown.


  “Like, why are you saying that?”


  Every sentence had power in them. Sometimes, they had the power to flip anything in existence.


  He realised that something important had just gone wrong. Plus, he also realised that he had to shut his mouth before things became any worse.


  “Dear. Be honest. What happened.”


  ⬛⬛⬛⬛.


  “Don’t pretend like you don’t know anything! This is the last time I’ll ask this. Don’t lie to me. What happened outside.”


  ⬛⬛⬛ ⬛⬛⬛⬛ ⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛.


  Yeorum reacted with a sudden shout.


  “Please just stop! How long are you going to be like that!? Huh?”


  …


  “How long! Are you going to see us as fucking kids that don’t know shit?!”


  What did I say?


  What is it that I’ve said, that things are going wrong even though they were kept short?


  Regardless of what they were, he had to stop speaking.


  He put Gyeoul back down. Even though the child clenched onto his sleeves after being surprised by Yeorum’s shout, it was pointless. He placed her on the ground.


  Gyeoul tried to grab onto his pants again but when she looked into his eyes, she freaked out and her tiny hands stopped in mid-air.


  Her fingers closed to a fist.


  “Where are you going! Hey! Where the fuck are you going!”


  To bring Bom, he replied.


  “You’re going? Just like this? I asked you how many times, and you’re just going without telling us what happened?”


  He didn’t reply as Yeorum’s sharp voice dug into his ears.


  “Aren’t we a family?”


  He didn’t reply and her shout continued without an end.


  “How can you ignore your family like this?”


  She did not stop shouting even after the door closed in her sight.


  “Fuck, I thought we were supposed to be a family–!!”


  ***


  He looked into his heart.


  Something dark had begun resting inside by the time he realised it. It was dirty, sticky and crawled along the abyss, sprinkling a bucket of pollution everywhere.


  Before the start of the 7th iteration, that thing had been veiled. The world was dark, and the dark thing reflected no light. He couldn’t even tell what horrendous being there was inside him, nor how he looked like himself.


  In a world like that came sunlight, budding flowers and singing birds that started spreading warmth onto the dark world. That was the start of the 7th iteration. The man who had been crouching in the darkness noticed his nakedness due to the sudden shed of light and felt shame.


  Plus, the dark and hideous objects began to show themselves from within the darkness. The rotten cages and carcasses of birds that had been deeply hidden inside the quagmire were unveiled, as well as the dark crawling thing shooting out pollution.


  Within that world that had suddenly been brightened up by light,


  The man was defenceless.


  He had been living through a long night with many things invisible in his sight. Never had he expected the day to arrive, and he therefore had felt no need to bother hiding things that were veiled by the darkness.


  However, was it reasonable to say he had no idea? Were sins committed due to necessity able to escape their nature of being a sin? Was sin committed in response to wickedness a good sin?


  No.


  At the very least, he didn’t want to be a hypocrite.


  However, the night he lived was too long to be rectified.


  Therefore, he had no choice but to hide them.


  He had to hide them at any cost. That was why he built a fence: to make sure the animals inside couldn’t leave the area and to make sure the things he wanted to hide could stay away from sight.


  And he told the animals beforehand to not leave the fence. He persuaded them and at times was strict about it.


  The animals listened nicely because the inside of the fence was quite comfortable.


  But one disobedient rabbit at last tried to jump over the fence.


  He placed a trap to stop it from doing so but now the rabbit even jumped over that.


  Until now, he had never used his hands to grab it – there was no need to because each side had been keeping their hands to themselves. He thought the rabbit would respect him, like how he respected the rabbit. Even though everything had started with him building the fence on his own accord, there was no reason for him to show any more consideration to the animals than what he was already doing.


  However, that respect of his was shattered.


  He changed his mind.


  He had to catch it.


  Even if he had to use a gun.
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  World of Providence.


  The body of the white bird after conveying all of its experimental records to Yu Jitae was slowly vanishing to nothing. It was the process of the personality disappearing.


  Clone 2 watched over it until the last feather dissipated from his sight.


  Yu Jitae had long left. What was rushing him so much that he had to leave like that? Without even watching the disappearance of such a precious existence…


  “…”


  Left alone, Clone 2 deeply pondered to himself.


  When he was created, Clone 1 had referred to themselves as ‘experimental subjects’. What was Yu Jitae trying to experiment by watching them?


  Why am ‘I’ here?


  Out of all the clone-creating abilities, authorities and spells, [Shadow of an Archduke (SS)] was the only one that could create a clone that had a personality. But even so, loyalty to their lord was still their first priority.


  This was an unchanging value that cannot be ever changed.


  Therefore, Clone 2 stopped his tears after the white bird vanished and stood back up. Whatever it was that Yu Jitae wanted from them, the clone felt the need to be aware of something.


  In the [World of Providence], Clone 2 was inside the clock tower which was also called [Vintage Clock’s Workshop]. 


  There was the [Rooftop] in [Vintage Clock’s Workshop] and in the past, Yu Jitae had wanted to view the ‘memories’ that had been locked in this place.


  But his request had been refused by the white bird.


  That was the cause of the strife between Yu Jitae and the white bird, and Yu Jitae was forcefully chased out from the Workshop by it. It was the reason why he had cursed the white bird.


  Rooftop.


  What was it that was on the top floor of the workshop? And why did Yu Jitae want to see it?


  With that in mind, Clone 2 decided to climb [Vintage Clock’s Workshop].


  A world that looked like outer space was unveiled in his sight. Going a little higher he found the [Basement] where the obelisks of emotions resided. Clone 2 peeked into the room and found 9 out of the 11 obelisks lit up. 


  They were the same obelisks which he still had no idea what they meant.


  Clone 2 continued flying.


  Countless clocks appeared and vanished in front of his eyes. Out of those, the big six clocks appeared to be representing the iterations numbered by Yu Jitae.


  The tiny clocks that looked like crumbs were on the other hand, ones that Yu Jitae did not classify into iterations.


  The white bird did not notify the temple about these tiny clocks. It arbitrarily used the Providential powers to repeat his lives, while at the same time, clouding Yu Jitae’s memories about them.


  Going higher and higher, and continuously going down, Clone 2 unknowingly reached the top floor. Welcoming him was a door that was difficult to imagine in a place like this that resembled outer space. 


  With the white bird gone, the door was not locked.


  The clone opened the door and headed inside.


  In that place was an array of bookshelves as tall as the sky. Countless books were located and ladders were going all the way towards the heavens, making this place look like a very tall library.


  [Rooftop].


  Books represented memories.


  If he were to go through them one by one, he would never be able to find what he wanted before dying of old age. Fortunately, Clone 2 knew how to make use of this place.


  Mana was the manifestation of will. It was the power to achieve what laid deeply in one’s mind.


  Clone 2 focused his thoughts as several books came down in response and stacked up in front of the clone.


  The memories and emotions that Yu Jitae had kept hidden were starting to be unveiled.


  Even though some of them he was familiar with, he could sometimes see books that were tied by a rope. These weren’t easy to open and they asked for confirmation again and again.


  There was no reason not to open these at this point.


  Clone 2 gave his permission and at last, when the memories Yu Jitae had tied up to forget stretched out across his vision…


  “…!”


  The clone’s face was coloured in shock.


  ***


  Yu Jitae could not find Bom.


  A global equation of mana was hiding Bom’s traces from the face of the Earth. Even though he travelled across the world trying to find her, he could not find a single trace. A spell like this was impossible even for Bom, so Yu Jitae immediately knew who it was that was behind all this. 


  Clone 1 who had been stuck in a dimensional trap had been trying to kill the Witch. He cut off her limbs and even the head, but that served to be the problem – the beheaded head had flown away by itself. The head disappeared after jumping over the dimensions but Yu Jitae could feel it from the Association so Yu Jitae carried his feet to the Association.


  He went to the top floor towards the emergency healing centre where Chaliovan was in a deep slumber. Looking through his past iterations told him that this was where the Witch went to to recover her body.


  However, he was blocked by superhumans the moment he headed inside.


  “S, Season! You can’t come into the emergency centre…!”


  “Move.”


  “Sir I cannot! The patients inside might be put to danger by even the smallest of mana waves…!”


  More than ten superhumans were stopping him in his path in concern.


  Yu Jitae opened his mouth.


  “Then I’ll stay here. Go bring Valentine.”


  “M, Miss Valentine is currently…”


  “Bring her.”


  They were still trying to stop him so Yu Jitae started walking forward. When he began spreading out killing intent, not a single one of them could manage to stop him. 


  Out of them, the ranker who was tasked with protecting the emergency centre still tried to move his feet to stop him, so he slapped him onto the ground.


  Turning his head, he looked 3 kilometres outside the glass window. The Association’s sniper who was on standby collapsed while clasping his heart. 


  He continued walking and found metal gates sealing what was ahead, so he kicked them down before climbing the stairs.


  On the top floor, he made all the medical team go away and went into the Witch’s room. Inside was a woman’s head with blinking eyes.


  “Where is the Soothsayer.”


  She did not try to reply.


  He could not kill the Witch for the sake of humanity, but what he could do was force her to open her mouth.


  After 5 minutes, the Witch confessed Bom’s location with cracked teeth and a bloodstained tongue.


  ***


  Yu Bom had killed Myu. She must have gotten some information in that process.


  She then went back to Unit 301 but for some reason, did not share information about him with the baby dragons. However, she used the Witch to hide her traces.


  How much did Yu Bom know, and what did she hear?


  He thought about the worst case scenario. If she heard a cluster of the dirtiest memories, then how was Bom able to withstand it?


  Yu Jitae couldn’t understand it.


  Thinking back, Yu Bom had a snake-like aspect to her. She was pretentious and lived by fabricating half of her intention with deceit.


  She had the chance to convey those memories to the kids.


  Even though she could have done so, she didn’t.


  Did having to convey those painful memories hurt her feelings or something? That must be why she left the house, trying to keep everything to herself.


  Acting like a good sister.


  Acting like she listens well.


  Pretending to help him protect daily life.


  Even at this point, she was acting herself out.


  The world wobbled. His sight had quivered after being cracked into quarters.


  In any case, Yu Bom now became an entity that might die at any stage in time. She was a big risk factor.


  The fact that it did not send memories to other entities was a sliver of fortune among all the misfortune events. Whether that stemmed from a whim or not was not important in the slightest.


  Only the fact that the memories were not conveyed was important for him.


  In the end, only the survival of the baby dragons mattered.


  Nothing else mattered.


  He had to take Bom and lock her up so that she wouldn’t create any more uncertainties for him.


  The place Bom was at was a certain ancient hotel located in the outskirts of America, where she had first whispered to him about her romantic emotions.


  With hasty steps, he entered the hotel. There was no-one stopping his march.


  He headed to the 2nd floor. For some reason, she was staying in the same room as before. There was no defence mechanism in place and in fact, even the door was left unlocked.


  Opening the door, he went inside and found Yu Bom sitting on the bed with her eyes looking at him.


  The moment he saw her face, he had to suppress his irritation that was surging all the way to the tip of his head.


  “You. Come out.”


  Without replying back, Bom apathetically gazed into his eyes.


  “Come out. We are going back.”


  He approached her but Bom stayed silent. It was when he was trying to force down the sudden rise in impulse that was urging him to grab her neck.


  “Go back where.” 


  Bom asked.


  “Underground labyrinth.”


  “To lock me again?”


  Yu Jitae looked directly into her eyes.


  “Like how you did before?”


  This time, the impulse was even bigger.


  A shout was at the tip of his tongue about to burst out, so he stopped his breath for a bit.


  “Yes. So get up.”


  “…Why aren’t you saying anything about that to me.”


  “What am I supposed to say.”


  “Don’t you have anything to tell me?”


  “No.”


  Bom deeply stared at his eyes. She then whispered, ‘Ah,’ and slowly nodded her head as if she suddenly understood something. That disgusting gesture increased his impulse yet again.


  “I’m not going then.”


  Walking up, he grabbed her wrist.


  
“I wasn’t asking about your intention.”


  Using force he tried to pull her. Even at a time like this, habit was putting a limit to his output and was making it possible for Bom to retaliate.


  “Come with me before I get angry. Yu Bom.”


  Bom did not reply and stubbornly stood her ground.


  He had no idea why she was doing this. If she was going to retaliate with such a tiny bit of strength, she should have run away instead. Thus, it meant that she had no intention of retaliating despite pretending to be fighting back.


  As for the reason?


  He had not a single clue.


  From the very beginning, he had never understood anything about the actions of this snake-like bitch. Everything from how she used her entire life in the previous iterations to focus on unenjoyable tasks she wasn’t even gifted at, to how she obediently followed him during the kidnapping, to how she started helping him after that, as well as the reason she started having romantic feelings for him.


  There was nothing there that he could understand. It was the same even though he asked dozens of times – she didn’t even know the reason herself so there was no way he would understand it either.


  That was why he had never actively tried to understand Bom, but that decision of his had ended up creating this mess.


  “Oi.”


  Bom did not reply. She still retaliated so this time, he pulled with sheer force. Her body rose up in mid-air but she stubbornly dangled onto the bed.


  “I’m not going.”


  “Get up.”


  “I said I’m not going. How about you go, mister. Because I want to rest here.”


  When he continued pulling her, Bom used her other hand in an attempt to remove his wrist.


  It was becoming harder and harder for him to control his impulse. Like water filled up to the brim of a cup, some of the water was extruding out of the top of the cup while barely staying in place, and yet Bom was constantly adding drops of water to it. One by one… the rippling surface of the water was expanding on and on. Before long, it would definitely burst out and the overflowing water would be beyond one’s control. 


  “Stop being persistent for no reason.”


  “Am I doing this for no reason?”


  “Yes. I don’t know what you saw and what you know nor am I curious. You are still alive and that’s all that matters. So follow me, before I lay my hands on you.”


  “…”


  Lay hands on her.


  She should have an idea of what that meant but Bom shook her head in response.


  “You’ve been to Unit 301, and would have met the kids. I assume you were surprised. Because I helped you hide all the things that you did. I’m just asking you to leave me here in return, so how is this being persistent for no reason?”


  “Is a deal what you want?”


  “I don’t know. I just don’t want to stay locked. Whether that be the underground labyrinth or Unit 301.”


  “What about it.”


  “Sorry?”


  “What can you even do if I take you by force.”


  Without standing back, Bom replied.


  “No. I’m not going. Do you know what first came to mind when I saw the kids’ faces?”


  “No.”


  “Yes. Of course you wouldn’t. Because you are not interested in that in the first place…”


  Bom condemned him by mentioning his irrefutable sins.


  Drip. Drip. Water droplets were falling onto the cup.


  He couldn’t let this continue. “Just come here,” he pulled with strength that did not exceed the scope of a daily life and Bom retaliated by twisting her body. 


  “L, Let go!” she shouted while pushing him with her hands and kicking his stomach.


  In response, he hurled her down. Falling off the bed she rolled on the floor with a faint groan.


  After a moment of silence, she slowly raised her head.


  “You know. I saw many things.”


  Even her voice was very slow.


  Collapsed on the ground, she gazed up with the same apathetic expression on her face.


  “It’s fortunate that I was quite obedient right. Because otherwise, I would have been punched and locked up. Because that’s how you dealt with things.”


  He did not like that apathy on her face.


  Impulse was continuing to rise inside. Glaring into his eyes, Bom spoke through her gritted teeth.


  “You devil…”


  Each and every word pierced through him like an arrow.


  Drip.


  At last when the water was too much for the cup to hold.


  In the blink of an eye, his hand was raised into the sky as Bom widened her eyes a little.


  Slapp–!


  He slapped her by the cheek.
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  Pushed back, Bom collapsed on the ground as her long hair scattered across the floor. She raised her body again. Looking back into his eyes revealed her reddened cheek and the bursted lips with budding crimson blood.


  “Didn’t I say it before?”


  His impulse was soaring inside him.


  “You have to stay in my sight.”


  “…”


  When his voice that had always been tranquil suddenly gained an intonation, slight fear appeared in Bom’s eyes.


  “I told you. You must stay at a place where my eyes and ears can reach, and do things I know.”


  “…”


  “I definitely warned you before, that this world was different from the one you were living in; that I will put up a fence around you that you cannot jump over. So why the hell did you crawl outside. Why aren’t you listening to me.”


  Again, he grabbed onto her arm and pulled it. “Let g…” Bom tried to retaliate but this time, it was pointless.


  He shouted.


  “Just do as I say—!”


  In a flash, everything made of glass inside the room shattered with a sharp noise. The fear in Bom’s face deepened even more.


  “I told you to listen. I told you I won’t harm you if you stay obedient, but you did not listen to me. How many times did I warn you, huh? To stop acting up and stay still.”


  “I had to know it.”


  “What did you have to know. How does anything change from you knowing stuff about me!”


  “It is because you became weird. I–”


  “Shut up! That’s enough. I don’t want to hear it so stop blabbering and shut your mouth. My patience is about to hit the bottom.”


  Once again, he grabbed her by the collar. In response, Bom wriggled her body as if she was in a seizure and twisted her body to push him away. When that didn’t work, she used magic to try to push him away but it was impossible. He dispelled the magic and the impact was directly transmitted to her, making Bom groan in pain from a shock to her chest.


  “…What if I don’t? Will you torture me again?”


  However, her voice just did not stop.


  “Will you lock me, hit me and bind my hands and feet? If I cry it hurts, will you shove a knife into my mouth and tell me to stop being noisy?”


  “…”


  “Without giving any food or drink, with no clothes to change into, injecting happiness like a drug, making us watch one of us go crazy next to us. Will you make us feel how it feels to slowly die without any hope in sight?”


  “…”


  “…Is that what you will do? Like what you did before?”


  Yu Jitae looked at her.


  Within the pitch black silence that continued without an end, Bom realised something.


  Soon, her chest started to bounce and twitch. He saw her stomach shooting up and sinking down, and it looked like she was trying to contain a hyperventilation.


  Her breath soon turned quiet and so did her voice.


  With a very tiny voice, Bom asked him.


  “…Do you even find me pretty?”


  Even at this point, this kid still wasn’t in the right mind.


  He didn’t feel the need to talk anymore. Besides, he couldn’t lie about anything either because he had no idea what he himself might say. 


  To slap her again, he raised his hand back up.


  Bom instinctively shrunk her body. She dropped her head and used her two arms to cover her head, as her toes curled in from tension.


  For some unknown reason, seeing those toes put a stop to his arm.


  His hand paused in mid air, without him knowing the reason himself.


  That slight hesitation was enough to stop the atmosphere from flowing in a strange direction. Looking into his eyes, Bom raised a question.


  “How… how can a person be so shameless?”


  “What?”


  “How can you deceive us like that, and pretend like you didn’t do anything?”


  Even though he was feeling a constant rise in his impulse to hit Bom, he did not reply to that question. He kept his silence just like always, because he was not confident that his tongue wouldn’t tell a lie if he were to open his mouth.


  “How could you do that to us…?”


  As if that was her opportunity, Bom continued her words.


  “How could you pretend like we were a happy family? How…? How could someone be as shameless as you…?


  “How could you act like a father to Gyeoul after neglecting her like that? And how can you be like a teacher to Yeorum who you killed with your own hands? How could you call yourself Kaeul’s guardian…?


  “What were you thinking when you called me pretty…? You dug through my heart again and again. So how come you craved my body that day, after cutting it open time after time…?


  “How, could you…”


  Bom started weeping out loud.


  “How could someone be that cruel…”


  Tears formed droplets that started to flow down due to the heaviness behind them. 


  “You know, I only received the memories… Memories of us suffering from pain… memories of me dying… I, my heart feels like it’s about to die…”


  She sobbed from her throat.


  “How can you betray us like this… Why were you so nice to us… You said I was pretty… You were nice to Gyeoul… You consulted with me everyday to stop Kaeul from shaking… You healed Yeorum’s body after training… and massaged her muscles… Was all that just you pretending to live for us…?”


  Unable to hold back her overflowing tears, Bom wept out aloud while throwing criticisms at his face.


  “And yet, now how can you come to me… and not even apologise…? Is it because it was all fake? Because you weren’t even considering us as people in the first place…?


  “How laughable must it have been when I wanted to be embraced by you…? How funny would it have been for you, when Gyeoul asked you to hug her like a father…? We were all dying in your hands for years… right?


  “You, are a really, really evil person… No devil in this world would be as hideous as you…”


  His sins were flooding him.


  Like a storm, that unstoppable might,


  Countless evil deeds that had been built up in his past;


  They became poison that started pouring down like rain.


  “I… Without even knowing that, I…”


  Bom wept with sorrowful gasps.


  But even at this point in time,


  Yu Jitae was feeling nothing but irritation.


  Even though he had been seeking condemnation, something that he had been suppressing inside his chains shattered open the moment he heard those words of condemnation from her.


  Over the past thousand years,


  Yu Jitae had never said anything similar to the hatchlings.


  Even though he had never done it–


  Now at this moment when Bom was throwing curses at him, he realised that it was time to drop all the deceit and convey his honest thoughts.


  Even though it was an emotional judgement, it wouldn’t be a problem because whatever it was, Bom wouldn’t end up dying.


  ***


  Inside Yu Jitae’s past memories, when the fundamental emotions and memories of Yu Jitae that the white bird had been laboriously trying to keep away from sight were revealed in front of his eyes…


  Clone 2 collapsed on the ground in fright. Because he had never even considered this a possibility, and because he had only been thinking that his current life was a fortunate one changing his future…


  The memories repressed from the surface were mind-numbingly shocking for the clone.




  Yu Jitae did not treasure the baby dragons.


  ***


  “I had a nemesis.”


  Bom’s eyes that had been squinted with tears ripped wide open.


  “From a very long time ago.”


  At the end of the 4th iteration, he regretted.


  Was it because Kaeul died from heartache inside the blood-soaked bathtub?


  No. He regretted his own judgement of making her become a celebrity, because he thought there would have been a more decent method elsewhere.


  And looking at the appearing dragons, he despaired.


  “I despised them so much that I would have loved to rip them to death if only I could.”


  At the end of the 5th iteration, he despaired.


  Was it because Yeorum was in pain asking for death?


  No. He regretted not cutting off her arms and legs. Because he thought there would have been a more natural method, that could force her to accept her powerlessness.


  And looking at the appearing dragons, he despaired.


  “They were disgusting and hateful. I wanted to eradicate them completely from this world and kill every one of them if only I could.”


  At the end of the 6th iteration, he despaired.


  – And you are the one that ruined everything.


  – I will not forget what happened today. Forever.


  He was filled with all sorts of emotions and wanted to come up with excuses. Was it because he regretted belatedly after hearing Bom’s words?


  No.


  He wanted to justify to himself why he couldn’t lock them better.


  Because he found himself pathetic and incompetent that he couldn’t crush their personalities any better.


  Because his inability to lock them thoroughly and completely was an insult to himself.


  Those emotions were all that of self-hatred.


  Even though the trash green hatchling was spouting some gibberish at him, that was not what he was concerned about.


  What about it?


  “Look at me. You green dragon offspring.”


  Bom’s eyes widened into circles.


  “I’ve been a convict, locked inside time. I have experienced two thousand lives and deaths and was forced to live a thousand years against my will. Do you know who it is that locked me in this detestable timeline? Do you know who it is, that made me infinitely drift along in an endless life?”


  “…”


  With a heap of hostility, he said to Bom.


  “The dimensional garbage that thinks they are the only noble ones.


  “It is you.


  “You dragons.”


  Words he had never told anyone before were flooding out now that lies were forbidden from his mouth.


  “I was involuntarily dragged into hundreds of years of war. I had to kill my loved one with my own hands and I had to face my loved one sacrificing herself in my stead with my very eyes. I had to experience everything I considered precious disappearing and forgetting about me endlessly.


  “I couldn’t die even if I wanted to. In a world with locked time and locked space, I was all alone. For a thousand years, at the centre of all my despair was you. You are the ones who locked this Yu Jitae into despair. You dragons.”


  Lowering his body, he looked into Bom’s eyes. 


  Even now, reminding himself that this young girl was a dragon immediately made him want to twist its neck to death.


  “Did you call me a devil? No. You are the ones that made me a devil. You wicked dragons are the ones that made me like this. And yet did anyone apologise to me? Did anyone guide me down the solution? No. Nothing like that. So what was I supposed to do, huh?”


  Yu Jitae was smiling.


  From an unknown point in time, from the moment he dropped his thoughts, Yu Jitae had to experience his consciousness driving away from himself. That was why the world was hazy in front of his eyes, and it was similar to how a young child referred to themselves in third person due to their inability to discern themselves.


  “Now I can finally tell you.”


  The man blabbered with his open mouth, regardless of Yu Jitae’s intention.


  “Yes. I am the one that locked you.”


  Bom blocked her mouth with her two hands. With a heavy tremble, she faced him with eyes tainted with fear.


  “So what? I slapped the infant blue dragon to drive it into the ground, tortured the ill-tempered infant red dragon and killed it. I don’t even want to mention the weak gold dragon. It was such a massive pain.


  “And what about you? At least you were obedient so that was good. Your heart was especially more resilient and fit for experiments. Four hundred times, I believe, was the number of experiments I had with your body. But the only problem with you was that you were noisy. Somehow, you just wouldn’t stop crying and sobbing that it hurts.


  “It hurts. It’s painful. Help me. It’s hot. It’s burning. I can’t breathe. My bones are broken. Please let me see. Please don’t do that. I’m sorry. Please kill me. Please kill me. Please kill me–”


  In the middle of his words, he suddenly shouted out loud.


  “WHO DOESN’T KNOW IT HURTS–!!”


  The world quivered as Bom stopped her breath.


  His heart was pulsing faster and faster but he couldn’t stop his own mouth. The impulse that he had been forcing down until it overflowed had ended up breaking the glass cup itself.


  He could no longer control his impulse.


  “You were noisy and annoying so I placed a knife into your mouth and twisted your neck. So what? What about it? Will you condemn me? Curse me for being a devil? Do it. Do as you wish. Curse me as much as you want and remember today to your heart’s content. Do that for that amazing eternity of your life. Do you think I will even give you a sliver of my attention?


  “It was dumbfounding. And yet later I started feeling guilty about my actions against you kids. I started regretting lying to you all. And like you said, you started looking pretty. Yu Bom. Do you think you were the only one that found it weird?


  “I have never wanted a day like this to come! Do you think I would have wanted to become like this? I had become a devil when I realised it. And I was destined to live with the offsprings of my enemies despite crushing them to death.


  “Do you think that I, would have wished for a day like this to come ever? Did I want to become this type of human? Me?!!


  “Answer me! You filthy offspring—!!”


  Right when he flooded out all his hidden hatred, Bom started to move.


  And then.



Because he couldn’t understand what had happened to him,


  For a split moment–


  He paused.


  

Pausing his breath and dropping his gaze, he froze stiff.


  Bom had her lips laid on top of his.


  Pushing Bom by the shoulders and grabbing her arms, he pressed her down on the ground. This time, Bom did not retaliate.


  “What are you doing, you crazy bitch.”


  “Do you know why I didn’t tell the other kids about your past…?”


  A strong ominous feeling struck him, that he shouldn’t listen to the following words.


  “Shut your mouth. Before I tear your mouth apart.”


  “It’s because I still like you.”


  “Don’t you hear me telling you to shut up! Are you still trying to be pretentious? Trying to use that tiny brain of yours to escape? There is no way out for you. You have no place to escape to!”


  “It’s okay…”


  Their words were out of joint.


  Communication was crumbling down.


  With tears falling down her cheeks, Bom continued her words.


  “Even though you harassed and abused me, I like you…”


  He could feel madness.


  “You tortured me. Even though it must have been extremely painful, I still like you…”


  Madness, in a different shape and form to his.


  “But, my heart was in too much pain… I needed time to think to myself…”


  He thought it was a mask.


  “That’s why I couldn’t say it… You wanted a daily life… And wanted happiness even through deceit… What you want is what I want… so I couldn’t break it… The kids don’t need to know… I can keep it buried in my heart forever…”


  Had it not been a mask all along?


  “……Because you are more precious to me.”


  Bom was saying that she will become an accomplice. 


  


He was falling.


  His body was falling into the quagmire covered with filth.


  Inside the world of shivering coldness,


  Something more twisted than him was embracing his body.


  Am I falling?


  Or am I advancing to reach something?


  


That overly distorted something was hugging him inside the quagmire. Even though he couldn’t comprehend it and was concurrently feeling the impulse to twist and smash it into pieces, he couldn’t bring himself to do so.


  “It’s okay even if you are a devil.”


  He couldn’t do anything.


  “It’s okay even if you kill me.”


  Bom gave a bright smile.


  “I love you.”
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  He hated dragons.


  If a dragon earned a precious baby after working desperately for 3,000 years, he would slash that baby to pieces in front of the very eyes of the adult dragon if he had the chance.


  That was how much Yu Jitae hated dragons.


  In the 6th iteration, when the blue hatchling stopped its own heart by itself; hearing the green hatchling screaming gibberish in tears inside the crumbling world,


  Yu Jitae thought to himself that life truly was very unpredictable.


  The first experience was intense for everyone but it was more so for the unforgetting dragons. They would remember the feelings and emotions of their first experiences all the way until their death.


  That was why dragons left for Amusements to experience joyous first experiences, and fulfilling those objectives would distance them from death, because no matter how misfortunate their life may be, they could think back to their first experiences and ruminate on their happiness. 


  However, Earth was not a suitable environment for baby dragons. Humans were more greedy here than in any other world; there were abnormal mental patients called demons; a communication medium for unspecified people to convey words of hatred from a long distance called the Internet was widely used, and the intentions of adult dragons that should be protecting the baby dragons were too far to reach.


  So what else could he do, other than stepping up to take the baby dragons, and making them happy himself?


  It truly was peculiar.


  It really was way beyond what he could predict…


  But with his emotions at the end of the 6th iteration, he just could not live with the baby dragons with a smile so Yu Jitae wanted to tie up a portion of his memories.


  Only then did the Vintage Clock step up to help Yu Jitae. It said it will tie up his hatred against the baby dragons, which was delightful news in his ears.


  After tying a knot to his memories, he headed to Firenze, Italy.


  On the road filled with buildings that seemed to be from the renaissance period – in that place where musicians performed beautiful music on the streets, Yu Jitae faced a girl.


  Deceiving one person was hard,


  Deceiving a crowd was even harder,


  And deceiving oneself was impossible.


  However, he had to deceive himself from then on.


  – Hi.


  And his attempt might have been a success.


  “I love you.”


  Perhaps, to an excessive extent.


  “I love you…”


  The blurry reality felt a little closer. The fast pulses of his heart settled down onto his ribs and the impulsive outburst of emotions had all vanished.


  But the words that had already been poured out were unable to be picked back up, and Bom was sobbing in front of him.


  “I love you……”


  Even though he hated the baby dragons, it was still true that he had already become fond of the kids of Unit 301. This undeniable emotion and the bond between them had become a stake piercing into a corner of his heart.


  And just like Yeorum’s blind trust in him and Kaeul’s empathy with liars, every action that was for him and treasured him were all pushing him into agony.


  “I love you… oppa…”


  In that sense,


  Bom’s love was no different from poison.


  ***


  Bom was trying to become his accomplice in crime.


  Following her suggestion might be the most reliable way to resolve this situation. That was if he went with her words and made her his accomplice…


  However, that was only if her words were true.


  He just could not comprehend why, so Bom’s ‘love’ was a considerable shock for him. But looking back, Bom was a child who shook him the most, and it was as if she clearly knew which words would allow her to control his emotions the best.


  Similar to the boy who cried the wolf, he could not trust Bom anymore.


  He had to test her.


  “Bom.”


  “Yes.”


  “You want to be with me?”


  “Yes.”


  “But I wonder why your words sound like a lie to me.”


  She did not reply back.


  According to her, Bom loved him even more than her own life. So his words should be absolute for Bom.


  If her words were true, she should be able to withstand anything no matter what he did with her.


  Thinking that, he raised his hand again and slapped her by the cheek.


  Slapp–!


  Her head turned to the side in a flash as if her neck snapped, but she could not move away due to his body pressing down on her.


  Slappp–!


  Again, he slapped her cheek. “Ugh,” she let out a faint groan but did not retaliate. This clever child might have realised already that she was standing on the testing platform.


  Slapppp–!


  Even though he slapped her again, Bom stayed still. Like a stringless puppet, she didn’t even straighten her neck and remained still after being slapped.


  “Look at me.”


  He commanded and Bom finally turned towards him.


  Her cheeks returned to being red. Her lips were torn again despite just being healed and blood was falling from around her eyes.


  She had a sorrowful frown seemingly from pain.


  But even then, he couldn’t trust Bom. She was too suspicious to be kept as an accomplice so he asked after she stopped her tears.


  “You tempted the Witch, didn’t you.”


  “Yes.”


  “What did you give in return?”


  “My life. 500 years.”


  “That is a lot. Why did you do that.”


  “To know you better…”


  “Is knowing me more valuable than 500 years of your life?”


  “Yes.”


  “Why is that?”


  “I don’t need a long life…”


  “Why.”


  “…Because it will be a life without you.”


  He closed his eyes. 


  Each and every word of Bom was dragging him further down, wrapping him with distorted tentacles and fifty thousand suckers.


  “What if you had to live by yourself without me?”


  Bom shook her head without a word.


  “What if I tell you to live like that.”


  “Then I will.”


  “Why.”


  “Because that is what you said.”


  Bom’s ‘love’ was something he couldn’t possibly dare try to comprehend.


  “…You truly are crazy.”


  Uncanny, uncannily sublime and twisted as sublime as it was. Delving deeper in, the extreme and critical distortion was trying to dig up his emotions.


  “I think so too…”


  Unpredictable.


  A human heart truly was unpredictable…


  If her words weren’t false, he would be forced to live the present while embracing the sin that managed to reach the present, which could thus no longer be disregarded as a past sin. Even though he was already standing on top of countless guilt, he was nonetheless afraid of the upcoming dark clouds.


  That was why, Bom’s words and her feelings had to be false.


  Looking over his memories, it seemed that Bom could deceive [Eyes of Equilibrium (SS)]. For some unfathomable reason, she was able to perfectly deceive even herself.


  He thus couldn’t use Eyes of Equilibrium. He needed to use a more realistic method.


  Going through his memories of the past and skimming through the four hundred experiments he had conducted with her body, he recalled the thing that agonised her the most.


  – Please kill me…


  – Please, just kill me…


  He had no idea why but there was something that frightened her more than the destruction of her heart.


  Yu Jitae opened his dimensional storage to take out a dagger. Although it wasn’t an impressive dagger, it could crush a dragon’s bone let alone reinforced steel as long as he was the one swinging it.


  Taking that to her mouth, he aimed it at her teeth.


  “Do not turn away.”


  “Ah, ah…”


  In that instant, fear surged into Bom’s eyes.


  “I will now crush your teeth with this knife.”


  “…”


  “You are especially more afraid of this, is that correct?”


  Bom slowly gave a nod.


  “Why are you scared of this?”


  “…”


  “Answer me.”


  “M, my mother…”


  Her breath turned rapid as concern and agitation intensified on her expression.


  “What about your mother.”


  “…That’s… h, how she died.”


  She gulped with a hurried breath.


  Her father left,


  Her sister died,


  And her mother was also dead on top of that.


  Bom’s life was also quite pitiful the more he heard about it.


  “Bom.”


  He called her name as if he normally would. To Bom, it would sound like the sweet voice of a loving man.


  “…Yes.”


  In the midst of her fear, Bom replied.


  “Please be honest to me from now on.”


  “…”


  “If you lie to me, I will give you every type of pain I can give until you and I part ways.”


  “…”


  “But if you are honest to me, I will tell you about me and answer all of your curiosities.”


  Trepidation filled her eyes. Yu Jitae had shoved the dagger and was pointing it at her fang as the cold and sharp blade touched her tooth.


  “Uht… uhk…”


  “Tell me it was a lie.”


  He had tested it on every tooth, and the one that instigated the most drastic reaction out of the green hatchling was the 13th tooth, the fang on the upper right hand side.


  “…”


  “Say to me, that everything you just said was a lie.”


  The crushed fang of her mother must have been around that place.


  “…”


  “And that you actually had a different plan in mind.”


  Bom closed her eyes again with tears endlessly flowing down her cheeks. Soon, a crack appeared on her tooth.


  “…”


  “Say it–!”


  Shrinking her body, she shivered like crazy. 


  Bom, who had been withstanding till the very end without dying in any of the heartless experiments of the distant past had begged for death for the first time when a knife was pointing at her fang. 


  Even though she was put in the same situation as that, she was still persisting that it wasn’t a lie.


  “…”


  She persisted.


  On and on.


  Crack–


  Until the tooth at last shattered into pieces.


  “Uhk, huhk…”


  Bom cried.


  Without weeping out loud and while holding her breath, she quietly sobbed.


  Falling deeper and deeper without the bottom in sight, frost settled down on his skin.


  Was there seriously not a single lie in any of the words she had just said?


  Once again, a sense of guilt that was indescribably difficult to bear started encroaching his heart. 


  No, this can’t be – he tried to deny everything. His body was frozen just like his heart; his knife was frozen stiff and the frost was threatening to explode his mind.


  And what Bom did next completely crushed his heart.


  With her eyes fixed on him; with tears still falling down her cheeks.


  Bom licked the blade–


  As a red liquid started to drop from the feline tongue, Bom was proving herself.


  This was her proof that she was his accomplice.


  ***


  He removed the knife.


  Raising Bom up, he helped her sit on the bed.


  Bom was carefully nibbling on the cracked pieces of the tooth inside her mouth, so he placed his hand underneath her mouth. After glancing at him, she slowly dropped the pieces onto his hand.


  She had been too nervous and had been shivering too much. Even though she was a dragon, she began having a fever after soothing her tension so he straightened up her gown before covering her body with a blanket.


  Yu Jitae sat next to Bom who was shivering as if she had the flu.


  Turning away from the chaos inside him, Yu Jitae opened his mouth with a powerless voice.


  “What is it about me that you are so curious about.”


  “…”


  “Ask me. I will tell you anything.”


  “…”


  “Don’t worry. I will be honest now.”


  She was now his accomplice with no room for doubt. There was nothing more for him to hide and Bom had the right to understand him. 


  He had an idea of what she would ask – it would probably be about his objective or the future of the baby dragons.


  However, what left her mouth were words that squeezed his dented heart even more.


  “I was scared…”


  Turning around, he looked at Bom who was crying with both of her hands covering her eyes.


  That was when he realised it.


  Thinking she was simply crazy would not be a full understanding of Bom. Until about three months ago, Bom was a child who had been living a daily life without a problem.


  So Bom wasn’t crazy.


  “…Please give me a hug.”


  Looking at it from that perspective finally cleared up some of the hazy understanding he had about Bom. 


  Because he had always been thinking that there was something strange about Bom, or perhaps because there were several absurd examples stuck in his mind – that might be why there had been a difference in their perspectives. But now, he could say with certainty. Even though it might just be a repetition of what she had already said…


  Bom was not a person creating uncertainties.


  Bom had no thoughts of going against him.


  Bom was not a strange child.


  Bom was not selfish.


  Bom was not crazy.


  Bom was normal.


  “Huhk… Nn…”


  She was such a normal and young child. The only reason she was acting this crazy despite that was because…


  “Huuk, kuhk…”


  The thing called ‘love’ was driving her crazy.


  “Hugkk…”






  And it was driving him crazy as well.
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  Reaching out, he lifted the blanket and went inside it. Aligning his body with hers, he brought his arm to the crown of Bom’s head and tapped it lightly with his wrist. Bom was engulfed in her tears and didn’t notice his approach so he went closer to her head and whispered into her ears.


  “Come here.”


  He gave her his arm to rest her head on, and wrapped his other arm around her small body.


  What am I doing right now?


  His muddied mind was still out of place and he couldn’t objectively look at his own actions. What he was doing right now was just due to a habit.


  The child was crying in front of him, and thus he was giving her a hug.


  He tapped Bom on the back until she stopped her tears. It was a method he learned from her; tapping as if caressing. Like how he sent Gyeoul off to sleep on a certain evening, he moved his hand at a rhythm.


  Tap, tap, tap…


  A dragon’s outburst of emotion tended to last long, and Bom’s was especially longer. It needed a long time for her to stop crying.


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae could not organise any of his thoughts.


  The result was okay. Bom was not dead. The Third Night, and the plans of [Hostility] had all been neutralised.


  However, everything except for the result was a mess. 


  Everything…


  Soon,


  Bom buried her head into his chest after collecting her tears. Touching him with her reddened cheeks, forehead and eyes wet with tears, she quietly rested in his hug as she regained her slow pace of breath.


  “…”


  Her gathered hands started twitching under his chest. After a while, Bom slowly raised her right hand and began nibbling on her fingernail. She continued chewing but what entered his eyes was the missing fang.


  She was a dragon.


  Even though the cracked tooth will grow back up, will that be the same with her cracked heart? 


  The scent of a bright day’s forest seeping into his nose was exotic, and continuing to smell it oddly settled his mood.


  He pulled her head closer in.


  Since Bom had wanted to become his accomplice even after knowing his most unsightly side, there was nothing he had to hide from her anymore.


  “Anything you have to say?”


  “…”


  “You said you wanted to know about me.”


  “…”


  “Ask me anything. Anything is fine.”


  Bom raised her head and looked up at his face, and silently continued gazing into his eyes.


  *


  Life was like a rainy season.


  Ever since her birth, Bom had always been under a downpour.


  The world had been raining ever since the start of her memories, and the young Bom took that in as something normal. Everyone was probably living the same way as her across all the distant places right?


  Being imprisoned like her,


  Getting hit everyday like her,


  Learning some stupid magic and etiquette,


  Going through some stupid surgeries and operations.


  This must be how every dragon lives. That was what Bom thought.


  She was wrong, and it took her a few years to find out the truth.


  But regardless, Bom decided to look at it from a positive point of view. Wouldn’t the ground get harder when the rain stops? Since she learned how to endure through hardships, wouldn’t it be easier for her to deal with the upcoming difficulties? Besides, she had already acquired the perfect technique that could let her avoid the rain.


  That perfect technique was closing her eyes and blocking her ears. And then thinking to herself that she was inside a field of reeds.


  It was a technique she earned one day while being whipped by her mother. Even though the drops of rain might be hitting her body, Bom was now able to tell herself that those weren’t rain drops and that they were instead reeds touching her body.


  It worked because she couldn’t see nor hear anything after closing both her eyes and ears.


  All the green hatchlings of other iterations in Yu Jitae’s memories might have been relying on this ‘perfect technique’ to withstand his harsh experiments. ‘Boms’ of those timelines would have closed their eyes and blocked their ears as well, and through that, they should have been able to withstand his harassment. 


  Even now, it was the same. 


  The person she loved the most in this world was a devil incomparable to anyone out there. She was slapped by him and all the time she had spent with him was denied.


  Her greatest trauma was used for a test; her fang was cracked just like how her mother looked when she died.


  Even though it was still raining heavily–


  Bom was fine.


  She closed her eyes and blocked her ears.


  Firstly, she emptied her brain and pushed aside all sources of distress. She then focused on the present. 


  Who am I and where is this place?


  I am Yu Bom, and I am inside Yu Jitae’s arms.


  Thinking that lightened up her mood a little, because there was no way something sad was happening in heaven.


  The throbbing pain in her heart was because it was scraped by a reed, not because of the cold downpour. That was what she told herself.


  Her heart was then put at ease. 


  After putting out the biggest flame, she could now spare the time to look around her surroundings, so Bom went back to all the words Yu Jitae had said to her.


  His explanation of his life was dark. It was all because of dragons.


  Although Bom had never been dissatisfied about her life as a dragon until now, she started hating the fact that she was born a dragon.


  Dragons were the problems. Dragons were the ones that drove his life to this mess. Even though he was a devil, he had no sin. Even though he had no sin, he still had to crawl along the bottom of this cold and dark world.


  All because of dragons.


  In the process of looking back at his words, Bom suddenly remembered something.


  – And yet later I started feeling guilty about my actions against you kids. 


  – I started regretting lying to you all. 


  – And like you said, you started looking pretty. 


  – Yu Bom. Do you think you were the only one that found it weird?


  Bom widened her eyes. 


  His unconscious words were a strand of solace shining through the sky filled with murky clouds.


  He was feeling guilty.


  And he was finding her pretty.


  This was something she could not spot anywhere among the memories she had received from Myu. 


  Maybe he opened his heart to us, including me, even though he still hates dragons?


  Bom expanded on that hypothesis.


  Someone might hate tigers after losing a lot of loved ones to a tiger. But if that person happened to come across baby tigers and spent enjoyable times with them, wouldn’t it be possible for that person to become fond of those baby tigers?


  It was definitely possible.


  He opened his heart to us.


  This was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity because ‘we’ were the only ones that he was fond of, despite him hating other dragons.


  If we were the ones that tormented him to the brink of death, then shouldn’t we also be the ones making him happy? If there was salvation for him, then maybe we were the only ones that could do it?


  When her thoughts reached this point, Bom started even considering this her mission.


  It had to be this iteration.


  In this iteration, 


  We had to save Yu Jitae…


  “…”


  Bom closed her eyes and ‘mentally prepared’ herself.


  A virtual session of question and answer continued inside her mind. Within those suppositions, she would ask him a question and he would reply by saying something.


  After coming up with 3,400 scenarios, Bom finally opened her eyes. Her head ached so much it felt as if it would explode but she had managed to find the one and only way to save him. 


  That was when he said to her, ‘Ask me anything. Anything is fine.’


  Licking her lips, Bom opened her mouth.


  “You will tell me everything honestly right…”


  “Yes. Whatever it is.”


  “I thought you were just a devil, and that all the sweet and good things you did for us were all fake…”


  “…”


  “But, not all of them were fake right.”


  “…”


  “Because you were feeling guilty. And you found me pretty. At least in some places, you were doing things sincerely for our sake… Am I correct…?”


  Bom was nervous.


  The single strand of solace was very weak. It was only after having a positive mindset to all her upcoming questions that she could finally gain the one way out.


  Everything would become meaningless if any of the answers to her following questions were to stray away from her predictions.


  “Yes. You are correct.”


  Fortunately, Bom’s first question was met with an expected answer.


  “My original plan was just to send you back to Askalifa. There was no reason for me to worry about what would happen after you went back but… I wonder when it began. By the time I realised it, I was excessively thinking of how I could give you better things.”


  His intervention and manipulation of the apocalypse of another world for the sake of Kaeul’s new life, and all the education he had given to Yeorum, wishing for her safety after going back were all such examples.


  “Why did you do that? Is it because you started to like us…?”


  It was her second question. Bom asked for the reason behind his kindness.


  “I won’t deny that. From some point in time, listening to your laughter became enjoyable, and I started wishing for the best of you guys even after my disappearance. Quite laughable indeed. It was an act with a mask but the stage had become my life when I came to myself…


  “So you are correct.”


  Ah…!


  Yu Jitae’s reply was once again within the scope of Bom’s positive assumptions. 


  His kindness was not fake, and the reason behind his kindness was indeed because of their bond.


  “…”


  Bom saw hope.


  The ground was the one that was slightly shifted out of place, and the foundational pillar of connection they had built with difficulty was still firmly standing there…!


  Throughout the following conversations, Bom assigned his answers into the ‘hypothesis’ she had come up with and imagined how the future might look. Mysteriously enough, she could envision Yu Jitae demonstrating his connections with the baby dragons, just as she had anticipated!


  It was just like the usual Yu Jitae…


  “…”


  However, as they continued unravelling what they had in mind, Bom started to feel mysteriously strange as she listened to his words. For some reason, she could sense relaxation from his voice.


  It was difficult to express in words, but was similar to how one would explain the plot of an old movie…


  The discomfort inside her grew bigger.


  And thus, before throwing her ‘final question’ which she had prepared beforehand, Bom could not help but ask Yu Jitae one more thing.


  It would be a very sudden question. It was a very sudden yet burdensome question, which she had been avoiding till now.


  How was she supposed to ask this…?


  She decided that the best would be a roundabout question with a smile.


  After finishing her thoughts, Bom smiled as if there was a screw loose in her mind.


  “It feels strange.”


  “What is.”


  “It’s as if, we will, part ways soon…”


  The question was bulging out from the previous questions and was different in nature. Yu Jitae turned silent for a bit and in Bom’s eyes, he appeared to be in doubt.


  Ah, was that question too abrupt?


  But, it just suddenly felt strange…


  It was when Bom was thinking along those lines, that he replied as if it was nothing important.


  “Of course we need to part ways.”


  In that instant,


  The reeds crumbled down.


  “……Sorry?”


  Her head turned blank. Words fell to pieces and her heart shattered. She needed time to comprehend his words but drops of ink began to leave his mouth without waiting for her.


  “That’s quite unexpected. I thought you would ask what I was doing in the underground isolation room first.”


  “Uhh… that’s…”


  “There, I was experimenting with the mutant black dragon’s heart. I analysed the Origin Fragment, and confirmed the dimensional coordinates of Askalifa and the required engines. It’s something I couldn’t find from you guys because of the Will of the Ancient One…”


  “…”


  “Now there are about 2-3 weeks until the last analysis of the coordinates is done. After this is over, I will be sending you guys straight back to Askalifa.”


  The ink started writing down a word.


  “There is something I need to ask you regarding that.”


  And it soon finished its last stroke.


  “What should we do in the remaining time?”




  Farewell.
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  Bom closed her eyes and blocked her ears.


  However, the reeds were already broken and the ones smashing her body were no longer the likes of wobbling reeds. It was a heavy rain that was hitting her.


  A shivering coldness was pervading in, and was freezing the tips of her fingers and toes. His waist was warm like normal human flesh but for Bom, it felt colder than anything she had ever touched in her life.


  “…”


  She thought time was the only thing she needed.


  With enough time, it should have been possible to save him. But after hearing him talk about a farewell as if it was a matter of fact, she realised that something had been uncontrollably out of hand from the get go.


  “What is wrong?”


  Bom stared at his face. Like the first day they met, his face was hazy and expressionless yet had a faint shadow cast over it.


  Until now, she had been thinking that there was a strand of solace for him to escape from the cold darkness. If that was ‘salvation’, she thought that salvation would be brought about by the hatchlings.


  Her thoughts, however, were crushed along with the reeds.


  Bom needed to find out what ‘salvation’ was for Yu Jitae; the shape and form of his redemption.


  “…Can I ask a different question first?”


  “Go for it.”


  “You see, I am a dragon…”


  “…”


  “I’m still young, immature… thoughtless… and similar to a human… but, I am a dragon…”


  “…”


  “So if you just give me one chance…”


  She paused and licked her lower lips before continuing her words.


  “If you please, just give me one chance… I would like to ask for your forgiveness.”


  “Forgiveness?”


  “Yes… With something either I, or we can offer… As a representative of the dragons… Of course I don’t know if that is what you want… It’s okay even if you don’t forgive us… but…”


  “No. It’s fine.”


  “…”


  “I have no plans of accepting an apology from the dragons.”


  “…”


  “If you wanted to improve the relationship between me and the dragons, then I’m sorry. I have no thoughts of forgiving dragons. Likewise, I won’t be apologising to you guys nor will I ask for your forgiveness.”


  Bom felt blood seeping out of her head, making her wonder if this was how it would feel to be beheaded.


  She asked with a foggy gaze.


  “Didn’t you say, we were precious…?”


  “You are.”


  “And you said, you felt… guilty as well…”


  “Yes. I do.”


  Bom could not forgive Yu Jitae, because Yu Jitae had no sin in her opinion. She did not know how to forgive in the first place. If forgiving someone required a qualification, then she wouldn’t be one of the qualified ones.


  However, if Yu Jitae was sincerely regretting his actions, then she wanted him to tell the baby dragons about it. This was not an apology for the baby dragons; it was for Yu Jitae himself.


  It was for him to be freed from all his guilt…


  “Do you feel, sorry for us…?”


  “I do. And I am regretting what I did.”


  “I’m sure it will work…”


  “What will.”


  “Yes, it might not happen in one day… But, there is still about 15 to 20 years left until the Amusement is forced to an end. So if we slowly, and slowly… talk about your past one by one… Ahjussi, you had your own circumstances, so if you ask the kids for forgiveness… then I will also try my best for you to be happy…”


  The arm wrapped around her neck moved. Using his large hand, Yu Jitae blocked her lips.


  “No. That’s not it, Bom.”


  “…”


  “You just have to keep your mouth closed, and no-one will find out about it, nor will anything become tedious. Every method apart from that will cause nothing but trouble for me.”


  “…”


  “Do you love me?”


  “Yes…”


  “Did you say it was okay for me to kill you?”


  “Yes…”


  “Then please just accept it. Be silent and bury it inside. Please just love me for the devil I am without trying to change anything about me, because nothing will change no matter how you try.”


  “…”


  “I have also considered apologising several times but this is the conclusion I have come to. You guys simply have to go back.”


  “…”


  “Just bring back the good memories and it will be all set.”


  Bom felt as if she would die.


  She thought she would be able to continue living with him after becoming his accomplice but that wasn’t the case. And now that he was wishing for a farewell, she had no choice but to ask him.


  “You know…”


  “Yeah.”


  “There is something I really want to ask… Actually, I’ve asked this a few times before as well.”


  “What is it.”


  “You always told us, that there was a direction in life right?”


  “…”


  “So what do you live for…?”


  ***


  This time, it was him who had to close his mouth.


  Even though he said he would share everything without hiding them, this alone was something he had never spoken to anyone throughout his extensive life. He hadn’t even told the Vintage Clock about it, so he couldn’t readily speak about his dream.


  He took a deep breath out.


  Dream.


  Yu Jitae had a dream – a dream that he had harboured for almost a thousand years.


  “I’ll be honest.”


  He brought his head closer towards her. Seeing that, Bom realised that his reply would involve a long description that cannot be expressed with a few simple words.


  Bom slowly raised her head and laid her forehead above his.


  Their foreheads touched as all of Yu Jitae’s memories started flooding into her head.


  “In the 1st iteration, I lived as a poor orphan.”


  Hazy times, harsh memories and a deprived life. Drinking wastewater on the streets, he covered his body with trash to save himself from the cold. Back then Yu Jitae had a dream – it was that he would escape this reality one day and become happy.


  “In the 2nd iteration, I became a soldier and met a lover.”


  In the long war, he promised a future. After this ends, let’s go out together, give birth to a child and become happy together. 


  The future of his dreams crumbled. Yu Jitae’s troops were annihilated and his lover was killed in his stead. She drew her last breath with her last words being that it was too cold.


  A wintery night.


  “In the 3rd iteration, I hunted monsters like a lunatic.”


  He had a huge mental illness back then. For dozens of years, he lived across countless battlefields looking for a place to die, killing monsters over and over and over again. And one day, he settled at a village somewhere in the distant outer dimensions. Inside the village were people that were not from Earth, who treated him with kindness. Let’s become a family together; let’s become happy… 


  Back then he didn’t know the precise reason for the regression and he thus decided to settle there. He was around 80 years old in total and his psychotic fury was starting to disappear. That was why he settled at that place, thinking he had finally found a place to rest.


  That was until humanity was attacked by large monsters; the timeline was flipped upside down as everyone forgot about him.


  “In the following timelines, I discovered the reason behind the Apocalypse.”


  It was the dragons. That was in his 3+ iterations.


  “In the 4th iteration, I met the gold hatchling. That kid was the biggest problem.”


  He tried to save it. For 20 years, he did everything he could to make it feel happy.


  It failed. The gold hatchling died inside a blood-stained bathtub, and it only took 20 seconds for his 20 years of excruciating effort to crumble down to nothing.


  “In the following timelines, I thought happiness might be unmerited for you hatchlings.”


  In the 4+ iterations, he started learning about chimeras which he had never even looked at before. Creating a chimera was deemed a taboo worldwide and was a very dangerous process. He had to learn the techniques by losing dozens of lives. He was burned to death, ripped to death, melted to death, cursed to a painful death, suffocated to death, killed himself, killed himself, killed himself, killed himself, killed himself, killed himself, killed himself, killed himself, killed himself, killed himself, killed himself, killed himself, killed himself, killed himself, killed himself, killed himself and killed himself.


  At the end of all that, he realised that the thing called [Will of the Ancient One] was impossible to breach.


  So what did he do?


  He killed himself.


  “But even so, there was a strand of light in my eyes. After analysing thousands of locations and items, I discovered the best drug. So in the 5th iteration, I kidnapped you guys and gathered all of you inside the underground labyrinth.”


  It was a failure. Despite being injected with happiness, there appeared to be an immunity system inside the dragons that he was not aware of. They all started turning insane before hitting the 20-year mark and at last, the red hatchling exploded all the power within its heart to go outside and fight before becoming a retard.


  It cried out that it was painful, and asked him to kill it.


  Why wasn’t it killing itself?


  Despite thinking that, he followed its request and killed it.


  It was a failure.


  “In the following timelines, I thought it was because of my weakness. The problem was in my incompetence despite being that desperate. All the problems were with me.”


  In the 5+ iterations, he was murdered 1,100 times to build up enough power to kill a catastrophe-ranked demon and stored all the absorbed killing intent inside him. Throughout that process, he also continued his experiments with the baby dragons from time to time, but they all ended in failure.


  All his effort resulted in failures, and he was alone all over again.


  “That was when that happened.”


  At the end of one of the 5+ iterations.


  It was when he ignored the warnings of the Vintage Clock and planned for the ‘Sovereign Hunt’ which was prohibited inside Providence. In one of the timelines of the estranged dimensions, he lost to the first sovereign he met.


  The cost of the defeat was brutal.


  When the memories of that time flowed into her head,


  “…!”


  Bom’s eyes stretched out wide open.


  Yu Jitae’s legs, arms and his tongue were all cut off. His vocal cords were ripped, his skin was all melted down, and his muscles and guts were all on full display as he was neglected inside the prison. His eyeballs were plucked out and arrows were digging into his ears. He could not see; he could not hear; he could not speak and he could not move.


  Imprisoned in that place, Yu Jitae could not do anything. His resilient body refused to die with ease and that was the problem. The only thing he could do was get up and go to sleep.


  That was how he lived for 90 years.


  “When going to sleep, I had to face my past.”


  Longing memories tended to resurface in dreams, and everything precious that had been greyed out would reappear in his mind.


  His precious friends that he could not meet again, benefactors, beloved lovers, generous people; the wage after a hard work, the things he bought with that money, warmth provided by a blanket, cold water when gasping for breath, warmth of touching skins, exciting music, a sweet fragrance, a warm burger and valuable feelings. All those moments of his daily life and all the happiness he had lost started decorating his mind for close to a century.


  However…


  “The burger touching my tongue was very delicious. But waking up from my dream, I had to be reminded of my missing tongue.


  “Everything was an illusion. I was still in hell.


  “It was all futile.”


  So at the end of the 5+ iterations,


  Yu Jitae never went back to sleep.


  For 200 years.


  “Bom.”


  Bom felt goosebumps rising all across her body.


  Because he had been living a daily life, even though she knew he was in pain, she had never truly understood the nature of all the pain he was carrying.


  But after receiving his memories, Bom could finally understand Yu Jitae. She felt endlessly embarrassed by the fact that she tried to understand him with a clumsy bond and love, thinking that she could provide him with happiness.


  There was no existence in the world that could fully understand him in the first place.


  In a world with locked time and sealed dimensions, a human had to bear those emotions for a thousand years. Who in this world could dare say they could understand him…?


  “You pretty child.”


  He looked into her vacant eyes.


  There was a time in the 7th iteration when he heard a similar question to the one she had just asked. Actually, he heard it a few times.


  – If expectation is what drives people’s lives, then what is your expectation in life, Doctor?


  Ha Saetbyul asked at the underground labyrinth.


  – Then, in that case, why do you live, ahjussi?


  Kaeul asked when it was just the two of them,


  – What is fun about your life?


  – How do you feel happy by helping us?


  Yeorum asked several times during her training sessions,


  – What do you live for, ahjussi?


  And Bom was the same. She also asked him time after time.


  For some unknown reason, they were all curious about why he was living as if there was some great meaning to it.


  He did not reply. In fact he couldn’t, because his reply would cause all the relationships he had laboriously built up to come crumbling down.


  But now, he could say it.


  “What do I live for, was it?”


  Bom was already frozen stiff.


  Even without him saying it, she could still imagine his answer. His honest thoughts that weren’t included in her 3,400 assumptions due to her lack of understanding were finally unveiled.


  What would his ‘salvation’ look like?


  Bom finally noticed it.


  “I have a dream.”


  A dream he had never spoken of; a dream which he did not even share with the white bird.


  [You will. Definitely. Become happy.]


  He suddenly recalled the last words of the white bird. What did it see when saying that to him? Was that ‘happiness’ really on the same line as what he was thinking?


  Arriving at the 7th iteration,


  Meeting the baby dragons,


  Making them happy,


  Helping them achieve their dreams,


  Caring about their future after the separation,


  And hugging Bom – the reason behind all that.


  


At the end of the lengthy imprisonment.


  At last after reaching this moment,


  



The sinner,






  Harbours one dream—


  






“I want freedom.”


  







It was an exhausting life.


  A lot of strenuous burden was on his shoulders.


  Some people said he had a strong mentality but he could not agree with them.


  He was a human; a normal human that was weak and frail; a normal person that had less talent than others…


  Seeing people die made him exceedingly envious. All the pain, loneliness, misery, sorrow, regret, remorse, guilt, melancholy, despair and every distorted thing that agonised him – all of that would end on the spot as long as he died.


  He wanted to die. He wanted to find peace through death. For a very long time, he had been praying for the end of this long life and freedom from this chain of regression. 


  If life was a voyage, he was a captain of the barren ocean, the crew, steersman, passenger and a soldier.


  He was lonely.


  And he wanted to be free from everything.


  Even if it was through death.


  “…”


  Bom started to cry again.


  Pain that was suffocating enough to kill her squeezed her heart and made her hyperventilate. Shivering all over her body, she continued sobbing.


  The reeds were broken; her eyes were opened and her ears picked up sound.


  Now, Bom could no longer persuade Yu Jitae.


  Death.


  If that was Yu Jitae’s dream,


  If that was the port he had been wishing for for the thousand years of his voyage,


  If she wished for his happiness as much as she loved him…


  “……I will help you.”


  Bom held onto his chin with both of her hands. As tears fell down her cheeks and her body trembled unendingly, she aligned her lips with his. Licking the lower lips and laying her upper lips above his, she felt his breath and received his warmth.


  She decided to remember this moment.


  Forever.


  Episode 105: Kidnapped Dragons (1)


  Yu Jitae and Bom did not come back.


  Yeorum, Kaeul and Gyeoul discussed their whereabouts and were either enraged or saddened by their ignorance. 


  When Yeorum stood up from the ground, Kaeul hurriedly followed her and stood up to block her path. “Why, where are you going!?” she asked and Yeorum irritatedly replied that she would rummage through Yu Jitae’s room so Kaeul had to stop her with all her might. 


  ‘Fuck off!’, ‘No…!’ While the two of them were arguing next to her, Gyeoul scratched her head.


  “… Won’t he… come back?”


  Her sisters turned towards her.


  “… He’s always… here, in the morning.”


  Gyeoul knew because she was always tracking Yu Jitae’s movement in and out of the house. Oftentimes, he would leave at early evening or late at night but he would always be back by morning without a doubt.


  For Gyeoul, that was like an undeniable fact.


  “Hah, for fuck’s sake.”


  And Yeorum also trusted Yu Jitae as much as Gyeoul trusted him. Turning her feet, Yeorum walked out of the dormitory. When Kaeul shouted, “Where are you going!” from behind, she replied while waving her hand.


  “To do my own business.”


  If she focused on her own work, he would be back in no time. Interrogating him could wait for now.


  That night, after finishing her personal training, Yeorum headed to the agency. Right now, Yeorum was affiliated to a superhuman agency that was directly linked to the Association. It was a necessary arrangement done by Yu Jitae to allow Yeorum to have official duels with rankers.


  After entering the company, Yeorum walked into the crowd of people wearing suits in her pair of shorts and a training top. She then started looking for her manager.


  The name of the manager…


  Uhh, the name of the manager wasss~~~…


  Anyway, he was the manager.


  But even though she came directly to the company, she had no idea how she was supposed to meet the manager. Yeorum had to call but…


  “Ah, I didn’t save his number.”


  She did not know his number, nor did she know which office the manager was in. In addition, she had also lost his business card.


  It was when Yeorum was frowning in thought.


  “Uh? Miss Yeorum…?”


  “Hoh?”


  The manager appeared from the other side of the corridor at just the right time. With his eyes wide open, he began creating a big fuss.


  “Why were you not picking up any of my calls?”


  “Kuhum, I don’t pick up calls from numbers I don’t know…”


  “And you didn’t check the messages either!? In any case, I was looking to contact you just then! You came at the perfect time!”


  “Why? What happened?”


  “We received a reply from Mr. Javier!”


  “Huh?”


  “He accepted the request!”


  Yeorum widened her eyes.


  “Really?”


  “Yes yes!”


  “For real?”


  “Absoluteelyyy!”


  Finally!


  Clenching her fists, Yeorum quietly shivered from excitement.


  Rank 8 out of all the superhumans worldwide.


  The strongest powerhouse of the South African Nations union (SAN). The Solar Sword, Javier Karma.


  He was a powerhouse who made Yeorum taste her first defeat before meeting Yu Jitae, who had felt as unreachable as the sky.


  It was her first defeat and was the most intense memory of them all. She had lost completely to a human who she had been looking down on, and had almost died.


  He had dominating strength, a smooth sword path and the movement of his feet were impossible to follow. The man was strong enough to make her momentarily forget he was a human and feel awe.


  That feeling of awe was different from the one she got from Yu Jitae who deviated completely from common sense.


  Powerlessness.


  Back then, Yeorum felt powerless from the overwhelming difference in strength. Unable to do anything, she was pulled around against her will and the fight was destined to end with her death.


  “This is not the time for this. The letter came in paper. Let’s go to the office together! Let me show you in person!”


  “Ah, yes. Let’s go. Go!”


  Following the manager to the office, Yeorum controlled her heated breath. Back then, Yu Jitae said his strength would be similar to a strong dragon that was around 100 years old. 


  In other words, beating Javier would mean that she would have a better chance at defeating her oldest unni after going back.


  5 years.


  The chance to fight him again came after 5 long years…


  Those 5 years were far different from normal 5 years. For Yeorum who had only just turned twenty, it was the densest period of 5 years in her entire life.


  Etched into her brain were all the different training sessions she had with Yu Jitae.


  Bleeding, being crushed and ripped, crying, vomiting, fainting, seeing hallucinations and collapsing with broken legs – all those times that tempted her to discard everything and give up…


  But through all that, Yeorum held onto his hand and learned how to stand on crushed legs.


  Those were the 5 years she had spent.


  “It’s this right here!”


  Finally, it was time to test her strength which she had whole-heartedly built up. Yeorum checked the letter written personally by Javier that only had the time and location of the duel written inside.


  It was exactly 15 days from today, with the location being Africa.


  “Please take care of all the preparations!”


  “Yes Miss!”


  “Ah, and did you tell anyone about this?”


  “Sorry? No, not yet!”


  “Alright!”


  Yeorum flew back to Unit 301. Her feet were light and her face was bright. All the irritating things had already vanished from her mind, and all she wanted to do was hurry up and convey this astonishing news.


  Thus, she busted the door open and walked inside.


  “Here comes the champion! You bitches!”


  Kuhahaht! She shouted while shaking the letter.


  Kaeul and Gyeoul were in the living room but their eyes weren’t on her. Usually, she was not interested in whether anyone welcomed her or not, but today of all days was different so she was about to reprimand them.


  “Are your ears clogged? I’m here…”


  But,


  Something was weird.


  The atmosphere of the room was a lot more settled and so was Yu Kaeul’s expression.


  What’s happening?


  Yeorum erased the smile from her face. Bom, who had been mumbling like a corpse yesterday, was also back at home inside the living room.


  “…”


  What the fuck is going on.


  Taking her shoes off, Yeorum headed to the living room and she could finally see one more person that was hidden behind the bookshelf.


  It was Yu Jitae.


  “Hehe. C’mon, that was a joke right?”


  With a vacant look on her face, Kaeul said to him.


  “What do you mean it’s time to go back… how can you say that as a joke. I’m disappointed! Hehe…”


  Yeorum thought she was hearing things.


  “What? What was that?”


  Her voice hurriedly left her mouth but neither Kaeul, Gyeoul, Bom nor Yu Jitae replied to her question.


  Bom had her eyes fixed on the ground looking like she was holding back her tears and Kaeul removed the foolish smile from her face. Yu Jitae was not joking.


  “I, I… I don’t want to go back…”


  “You have to go.”


  “No. I’m not going…”


  Yu Jitae hesitated as Kaeul continued with another awkward smile.


  “I’m not going. No, I can’t go.”


  “…”


  “Umm, maybe you don’t exactly know about it, ahjussi, but you know the authority that makes us go back? That takes like 20 to 30 years to activate after the start of the Amusement you know?”


  “I found the method myself.”


  “No, but listen. 20 to 30 years… 20 to 30 years… It’s been, like, less than 6 years? Since we left, so t, there is still a lot of time left…”


  “Kaeul.”


  “At least 14 years…”


  He stayed silent and Kaeul avoided his eyes. Turning her eyes, Kaeul checked Gyeoul’s expression first. The child was blinking her eyes as if she couldn’t understand anything that was going on.


  Meanwhile, Yeorum felt her head being drenched in icy cold water.


  What was this about all of a sudden?


  Go back home?


  Kaeul anxiously twirled her hair. When Yu Jitae twitched his lips, her golden eyes turned towards his mouth with even more anxiety.


  Yeorum felt increasingly more ominous. She wanted Yu Jitae to shut his mouth but he ended up opening his mouth.


  “Sorry.”


  He wasn’t trying to persuade them, nor explain the situation.


  But quite simply, he was just apologising to them.


  That in turn added more weight to his words. Feeling something crumble after a laborious effort at building it up, Yeorum was lost as to what to say.


  “Why?”


  “…”


  “Why? Why? Why?”


  “…”


  “Why are you telling us to go now? Why?”


  Kaeul’s voice on the other hand continued going up.


  “It’s time to send you guys back home. This is a foreign place that you wandered into by mistake, and it is too dangerous for you to stay here for a long…”


  “What is? What is dangerous?”


  “…Kaeul.”


  “Don’t we have ahjussi? And, like, we were never caught up in anything dangerous right? Who is putting us at risk?”


  “…”


  “Or what is it? Do you hate us? Do you just want to send us off?”


  “No.”


  “Then why? Is it because I eat too much? Is the food too expensive?”


  He shook his head.


  “Then why! If you don’t want to send us off, if it’s not dangerous and if you don’t mind the money, then why are you telling us to go back? Why? Why?! WHY–!”


  “…”


  He kept his mouth closed.


  “This, this is too sudden! How can you do this? I, I haven’t, even, prepared myself yet!”


  “I’m sorry.”


  “Sorry about what? Why are you saying sorry?”


  “…”


  “What about you unni? Bom-unni, why aren’t you saying anything? Why? This is weird! Something is very weird! Ahjussi is saying we need to part ways, so why aren’t you saying anything!”


  Kaeul shouted as Bom covered her eyes with her hands and dropped her head.


  Seeing that,


  Seeing Bom bite her lips,


  Made the farewell feel a lot more realistic.


  With trembling fingertips, Kaeul covered her mouth. Tears budded beneath her golden eyes as the child gasped for breath.


  Her face was filled with shock as her head shook faintly to the side with disbelief.


  Kaeul once again looked at Yu Jitae’s face.


  He was staring back at her.


  His hazy eyes and hazy expression were still there just as always. She had become too familiar with those, and she could not even imagine not seeing his face anymore. 


  And yet he was talking about a farewell.


  Kaeul asked with a voice shivering from tears.


  “Do we… really… have to leave…?”


  Yu Jitae did not reply.


  “…”


  In the past,


  When sending off Chirpy the baby chicken; when she was pondering on what a good farewell was, she knew a day like this would come one day.


  Every relationship had a farewell waiting at the end of it, and it was impossible even for a dragon to escape farewells. There would come a day when she would have to part ways with ahjussi. She knew that, but had never been expecting the day to come this early.


  “Really…? Do you really, want us to leave…?”


  Tears fell from her eyes and travelled down her cheeks. They then budded at her chin before eventually dropping down.


  Yu Jitae did not reply. He merely stared back at her face with his same hazy eyes.


  “Our world… is very far… If we go back, we will probably never be able to come back to this place… Do you still want us to leave like this…? Already??”


  “…”


  “Why? Why, aren’t you saying anything…?”


  “…”


  “Like, why aren’t you saying anything…”


  Kaeul crumbled down to her knees and began weeping out loud. 


  After finally taking in the situation, Gyeoul also started to cry with a frown. The same was with Bom who had her hands covering her eyes. Even though her eyes had never been dry all this time, she still could not hold back her tears.


  “Ahjussi, we can’t leave like this… please…”


  “…”


  “Just a little bit. Please let us stay a bit longer… There’s no reason for us to go now, right…”


  “I’m sorry.”


  “…”


  On her knees, Kaeul crawled towards him. Wrapping her arms around his leg, she gazed up at his face with tears endlessly flowing from her eyes.


  “Please let us stay a little longer… I will be nicer… to ahjussi… I’ll do more for you… Please…?”


  Kuhk, kuhk. Despite having trouble breathing due to tears clogging her throat, Kaeul continued her words.


  “No… I can’t go like this… How can ahjussi and I part just like this…? You, told me to prepare for a good farewell… But what is this…? Is this a good farewell? It’s not… I haven’t prepared myself yet…”


  “…”


  “Just one more year… Yes? Just one year… Ahjussi… me… we all need to try more food right…? And visit nice places… Gyeoul also graduates in one year, so…?”


  “…”


  “If one year is too long, what about half a year…? Half a year and Gyeoul should be gradu……”


  He shook his head.


  The analysis will be completed in 16 days. When that day comes, he will send the baby dragons back home without delay.


  Kaeul started to wail out loud.


  “What about three months…?”


  Standing up from the ground, she gripped his clothes around his chest and leaned her forehead. Gyeoul’s graduation that she was using as an excuse was no longer viable since Gyeoul would not be able to graduate in three months no matter what happened.


  Regardless, Kaeul continued the negotiation.


  “How about two months…? Yes…? Two months… 60 days… It’s not that much…”


  He shook his head.


  How could he be so heartless? Even though they spent so much time together… 


  Kaeul felt betrayed.


  “Then, even just one month… Please…”


  Despite that, she could not stop looking for the middle ground.


  Kaeul said with a wail.


  “I don’t want to leave…”


  Episode 105: Kidnapped Dragons (2)


  Unit 301 became an ocean of tears. 


  Crumbled on the ground, Kaeul wept out loud. Gyeoul wiped her tears with the back of her hands while gazing up at him. She was sending a signal into his eyes and despite the current situation, she was hoping he would do something to solve the problem. Gyeoul might in fact be thinking of this situation itself as a solvable problem.


  But when Yu Jitae did not do anything even after receiving her gaze, Gyeoul looked all the more shocked as she started avoiding his eyes.


  Kaeul hugged the child and continued crying.


  He wanted to escape this place but he could not do so and had to blankly stand there.


  Even though he now had the wisdom of how to console a crying child, he deliberately did not do it. Creating and cutting bonds had requirements and consoling the child here would not be a good decision.


  In the end, a farewell was inevitable in relationships and the only change here was that it was a little bit earlier than expected.


  And to be completely honest, there was no reason for him to show any more consideration for the children.


  “Hukk…”


  However, he still could not deny the fact that he had become fond of them. Kaeul’s wailing voice continued scratching his ears. It felt like a glass marble that he had cherished and polished everyday was shattering to pieces and it was not a good feeling.


  In fact, it made him feel very uncomfortable, but that was not a reason for him to console the child, nor was it a justification for prolonging the end of the relationship so he did not comfort Kaeul until the very end.


  Yeorum on the other hand was frozen like a statue.


  ***


  Leaving the house, he absentmindedly walked down the corridor. At one point, there were stairs blocking his path so he climbed up the stairs. Climbing up the stairs, he arrived at the roof so he sat on the bench of the rooftop.


  He had already talked about the future plans with Bom.


  It went like this.


  Firstly, he would spend the last remaining 16-17 days of the analysis with the baby dragons. He asked what they should do in the remaining time and Bom suggested a trip. It wasn’t a bad idea.


  A farewell trip…


  At the end of the trip, he will immediately send the baby dragons back home. He needed a large fissure, as well as the technique and energy to create that large fissure. Naturally, those had all been prepared because he hadn’t been living a thousand years for nothing.


  Going through the fissure, the baby dragons will go back to their homeland; to the world of Askalifa.


  The journey back wouldn’t just end in a quick flash. It would take them around a month as they travel through several other dimensions, with the simple reason being that they could avoid getting involved in any possible ‘dimensional disjoint’ by doing so. Advancing through the shallow seas, they would be safe from the tempest.


  Because of that, the baby dragons will be getting on a ‘ship’ that could travel through dimensions, and that had also been prepared.


  Earth would be in a fairly complicated situation by then. The [Last Night] will come straight after the baby dragons leave Earth. It might be later than scheduled by a day or two, but it would definitely happen within four days after their departure – this information was what he had found from the memories of the dying white bird.


  There would be zero problems, because he had already prepared for everything. His life had been repeated for close to two thousand times. It was impossible for him to be in danger due to a problem with his strength.


  After finally sending the baby dragons back,


  When the sun rises after the Last Night,


  Left alone on Earth, Yu Jitae will finally reach the end of his life.


  It was when he was going through the future plans in his mind. Someone with their red hair fluttering from the breeze opened the door of the rooftop.


  Yeorum hesitantly walked towards him.


  “What.”


  “…”


  “Anything you have to say?”


  “This.”


  Without meeting his eyes, she handed him the letter she received from Javier.


  “Ah, yeah. That’s good.”


  “…”


  She did not reply to his celebratory words.


  “Have you done enough for your preparation?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Right… it won’t be easy. But if you can beat Javier, that will exponentially increase the likelihood of your survival after going back.”


  “…”


  “Is there anything you want to work on? Do you want to go through it together one last time?”


  “No. It’s okay.”


  “How do you feel.”


  “Not bad.”


  Yeorum slowly shook her head. She turned her body around and started walking away from him.


  Was she in a bad mood like Kaeul?


  Even though it was possible for her to control her anger, that did not mean she forgot how to get angry. Yeorum might even be feeling betrayed by him.


  Whatever the case, the day of the duel was quite decent. Straight after the trip, on the day before the kids got onto the ship, Yeorum will be fighting against Javier.


  Yeorum after learning how to manipulate the onion core with 10 lifted seals should be more than able to fight on equal grounds with Javier. Although it was hard to be certain about the result before seeing them fight, it was doable in Yu Jitae’s opinion.


  It was then.


  In the middle of going down the stairs, Yeorum turned around and glanced at him. 


  After a little eye contact, she turned her body again.


  She looked fairly displeased.


  ***


  It took a few days for the kids to accept the farewell.


  Bom was always staying next to Kaeul and Gyeoul. She listened to Kaeul’s teary complaints, empathised with her and consoled her.


  Kaeul would relax a little whenever that happened but would soon cry buckets again after remembering something. Gyeoul on the other hand was crouching her body like a cat on top of her bed without moving a single inch.


  The kids did not eat nor drink and Yeorum was the only one sitting at the dining room, eating something by herself.


  Yu Jitae did not console the children at all in the meantime, and after crying day and night for three days, the two kids finally started to accept it.


  “Shall we go on a trip.”


  That was when Yu Jitae said that to the kids.


  He had never felt so burdened from a single sentence in his entire life. He wanted to keep the baby dragons away from him until their last moment but Bom persuaded him that there was not much time left, and that she wanted him to let them spend a better time no matter how short that might be.


  “…”


  Kaeul nodded and so did Gyeoul.


  “…There is a place I want to go to.”


  They then planned for the trip.


  Before long, Kaeul showed her interest and suggested several details as if she had become a totally different person.


  If this was in the past, he would not have been able to understand the quick changes of the dragons but now he could. Kaeul must have contemplated what a ‘good farewell’ would be, and must have realised that simply crying by herself would not make it a good one.


  “Ah. And apparently, the sky outside the fissure there is quite dark and has a great atmosphere.”


  “…How about we do fireworks?”


  “Uun? Ohh, that sounds good. Let’s like, do campfires, and watch stars.”


  “…Is the water, warm?”


  “Apparently yes.”


  Bom and Gyeoul helped her add flesh to the plan. He was a bystander just like Yeorum, but Gyeoul asked him after throwing him a glance.


  “…Is there, something, you want to do?”


  “Me?”


  “…Yes.”


  There was nothing he could think of off the top of his head.


  “Who knows.”


  “…A place, you want to go to?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “…Something, you want to eat?”


  “…”


  “…What about, a burger?”


  “Sounds good.”


  “…Sounds gud.”


  Gyeoul then started writing down several ingredients of the burger on the hologram.


  Even until then, Yeorum was sitting apathetically without saying a word. When someone spoke to her, she would shake her head and wave her hands. The most she said was, “I don’t know. Do what you want,” and she continued watching videos of Javier Karma’s fight on her watch.


  People had different ways of accepting farewells.


  It seemed that the realistic Yeorum had already accepted reality before anyone else.


  “…”


  Until the very end, she did not add a single word.


  ***


  It was on the night before the start of the trip. Someone knocked on the door of Yu Jitae’s room.


  “Come in.”


  The one that opened the door was Gyeoul.


  She was nervously standing behind the door throwing glances at him, and couldn’t readily come in despite him telling her to do so.


  “Are you going to keep standing there?”


  “…”


  An awkward smile appeared on her face as she gazed up at him.


  “What’s wrong.”


  “…It’s just, weird.”


  “What is.”


  Gyeoul shook her head.


  “…”


  Then, she entered the room and closed the door. 


  After slowly walking towards him, she stopped in front of his legs and quietly stared at his knees. He reached his arms out thinking of giving her a hug, but the child responded by holding it with her hand.


  Gyeoul did not lean her body on his, and simply held onto his hand.


  “…”


  “Do you have something to say?”


  “…Yes.”


  “What is it.”


  “…Why, were you so rushed?”


  “Huh?”


  For a moment, he thought Gyeoul was here to complain about her disappointment.


  “I’m sorry.”


  Shake, shake. Gyeoul shook her head.


  “…I want, to know the reason.”


  “The reason?”


  “…Bom-unni, said it’s dangerous for us to stay here.”


  “That’s true.”


  “…I don’t think so.”


  “Then? Do you think there is a different reason?”


  Gyeoul gave a nod.


  “There’s none.”


  “…Really?”


  “Yes. There are just too many dangerous things for you to keep staying here. I recently figured that out, and you will be safe the quicker you go back so I had no other choice myself.”


  “…”


  She dropped her gaze down to the ground.


  While thinking to herself, she scratched her head with her tiny hand. Soon, she heaved a sigh with frustration dripping from her face.


  In spite of everything she was doing, one of her hands was still hidden behind her back.


  “…I asked, what ahjussi liked.”


  “Huh?”


  “…To ahjussi’s brother.”


  “…”


  “…Ahjussi’s brother, said ahjussi, likes us.”


  “Yes. I like you.”


  “…Not that.”


  “Then what is it.”


  Gyeoul did not reply.


  She seemed to be talking about the time when they had gone to the Tranquil Sea together with Yeorum. Yu Jitae could also remember the words Clone 1 had said to him.


  Back then, Gyeoul asked what Yu Jitae liked the most, and Clone 1 should have replied by saying something, but Yu Jitae did not know what the reply was.


  That was when Gyeoul heaved a deep sigh.


  “…It’s all because, …I was scammed.”


  He couldn’t understand what she was saying and was curiously pondering what she meant when Gyeoul revealed her other hand as well as the thing she was hiding behind her back. 


  Hesitation was written all over her face, and her eyes appeared slightly sad.


  “…I did my best, to earn money, to buy this.”
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  “What?”


  On top of her hands was a neatly decorated gift box.


  “…It’s a present.”


  Only after saying that did Gyeoul look up at his face with a faint smile.
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  Yu Jitae carefully received the present from the child while feeling the heaviness of the box.


  A present…


  He had never even expected this.


  “Can I open it?”


  Gyeoul nodded.


  Unpacking the box, he found a small palm-sized crystal inside.


  It was a [Memory Crystal] – a consumable artifact used for recording and storing mana as information. At the end of the crystal was a camera lens that made it look like a recorder.


  The size of the crystal was 5Y, and was the same model as the one Gyeoul bought when she was scammed on the second-hand transaction website.


  “What is this. Why are you giving me this.”


  “…Because, I was always… on the receiving side.”


  All the time she spent trying to earn money flashed past his head. Running errands for a dollar or two, drying sweet potatoes on the veranda with the protector, buying a heap of coloured papers and dividing them into piles with her tiny fingers in the living room, selling umbrellas together on a rainy day, and making burgers for the election…


  “…I, can give something too.”


  He was at a loss for words.


  But lying in his mind was still a doubt about this specific gift. He wasn’t really fond of memory crystals and in fact, he didn’t really care about them.


  Was she going to record the things that happened here to take them back with her? He wondered but that would be strange because dragons did not forget in the first place. They already had a memory crystal embedded in their heads.


  That was when Gyeoul answered his doubts.


  “…He said you treasure, the time you spend with us.”


  “Who. That, my brother?”


  “…Yes.”


  Gyeoul reached her arms forward. Raising the child, he placed her on his lap as Gyeoul began fidgeting with the memory crystal that was in his hand.


  “…When we separate,


  “…I might remember forever.


  “…But ahjussi, will forget us, so…”


  The words that left her mouth stole words from his tongue again.


  Yesterday, Bom told him that all the baby dragons were aware of the separation, but he had never once expected Gyeoul to prepare for the separation in such a way.


  “…When we go on the trip… I will take a lot of pictures of us.”


  “…”


  “…Later when you are alone… please, look through them, once in a while.”


  After finishing her words, Gyeoul activated the memory crystal and pointed it at her face.


  She gave a bright smile.


  Then, she turned her body to have the crystal point at both Yu Jitae and herself. The hologram screen floating above the crystal started displaying both Gyeoul and Yu Jitae.


  “…Hello?”


  Gyeoul waved her hand at the screen. He also waved his hand from behind, but at the same time, had to feel some unknown feeling drenching his body. Something sticky was flowing down and locking him inside, making him feel oddly heavy inside for some reason.


  What in the world was this emotion?


  “…Tomorrow, we are going on a trip.”


  For a long time, the child chirped about the plans of the trip. After finishing her talk, she turned off the memory crystal and came down from his legs.


  She then waved her hand.


  “…See you tomorrow.”


  *


  After sending her off, he contemplated on what that lethargic feeling and what that sense of incongruity was about.


  By ruminating over her actions and words just then, he finally realised what it was.


  – …Later when you are alone


  – …Please, look through them, once in a while.


  Gyeoul was thinking, without even doubting it a single bit,


  That he would continue living on after their separation.
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  “Shall we go?”


  “Ohh!”


  “Are you all done packing?”


  “Ohhh!”


  “What is ohh,”


  “Awwhh…!”


  ‘Like, what does that mean,’ he asked and Kaeul chuckled with Gyeoul. Bom, who was by his side, curiously asked them.


  “What is it? Ohh?”


  “…Ohh!”


  This time, it was Gyeoul who repeated after her. It seemed to be a signal only the two of them knew about, as they turned to each other before chuckling out loud again, both innocently and naively, making the previous tears seem like an illusion.


  “What’s going on~. Am I being bullied?” jested Bom.


  “Uun? It really doesn’t mean anything though…? Right?”


  “…Nn nn!”


  Once again, they giggled and their joyous laughters continued on and on.


  All those moments were stored in the memory crystal.


  ***


  Grabbing the handle of the car needlessly increased the trivial thoughts going on inside his head. It was when Yu Jitae’s mind was at a different place due to his thoughts going off the track.


  “Uwah!”


  Kaeul interrupted his trail of thought as the protector, who was also a part of the trip, replied.


  “What is wrong, my lady?”


  “I just realised it’s been a very long time since we last went on a trip all together! Right?”


  “I see.”


  Yu Jitae had rented a van because Gyeoul wanted to bring the protector along.


  “This does bring my memories back to my first ever trip,” said the protector.


  “You were cleaning a lot right?”


  “That is the case. Because the second young miss suddenly called me and…”


  “Ahah! So Cleaner-ahjussi, you must be really fond of cleaning…!”


  The protector was about to refute but soon decided to change its words.


  “…That is the case. I will miss it.”


  Those were the words the protector said after a deep thought. However Gyeoul suddenly frowned and kicked the leggings of its armour so the protector blinked its eyes that became red dots.


  “We are almost there.”


  “Ohh!”


  “…Ohh!”


  “Ohh,” Bom added.


  “Why are you saying, ‘Oh’ when you don’t even know what it means.”


  “Why not? Apparently it doesn’t mean anything.”


  Bom replied with a giggle as Kaeul and Gyeoul followed suit. It seemed that Bom had joined the ‘Ohh! Group’ by the time he realised it. 


  So what in the hell is that ‘Oh’ thing.


  He found it quite peculiar himself that he was curious about such a thing in spite of the situation. 


  When the suffocatingly tense period of time was peeled off, remaining there was a small daily life that was the size of an apple core. And absurdly enough, he was fairly used to it.


  “…We are almost there now.”


  In response to his words, the kids all stared outside the window into the far distance at where the warp station was.


  Meanwhile, Yeorum was quiet. She was sitting on the passenger’s seat with a cigarette in her mouth, with earphones in her ears and her eyes still fixed on Javier’s fighting video.


  It was as if none of this was her business.


  ***


  Fissure number ‘BB-15’.


  [Island of the Sky Sea]


  It was a popular fissure and a renowned tourist attraction that only the rich could visit. Bom used all the money she had saved during her time at the Association to buy entrance tickets to the fissure. 


  This strange island was floating in the air. Gazing down, there was a semi-transparent reflection of the world beneath and resembled how it would look when looking at the sky from underwater.


  The unique part of this place was that it did not have any accommodations like a deserted island.


  Kaeul was the one that recommended this place.


  Getting off at the parking lot, they checked in at the reception of the fissure. 


  The garden inside was filled with all sorts of sweet fragrances, with fruits hanging off some of the trees. When they headed to their designated area, waiting there was a picturesque garden. Underneath the ambient light from the sky they could hear the sound of flowing water from the nearby creek.


  Why, he wondered.


  Why did the kids want to come to this place?


  It was something he was curious about throughout the time it took to reach this place. There was not a single accommodation nor a restaurant, and it seemed illogical to spend the last vacation at a place like this.


  After reaching an open field of land, Kaeul said to him.


  “From now, you have to stay here ahjussi…!”


  “What?”


  “Don’t move! And don’t come towards us! Okay?”


  “…”


  He nodded as Kaeul and Gyeoul started toddling off by themselves while the protector followed them with the memory crystal in hand. It seemed that the protector today was a cameraman and not a cleaner.


  Bom watched their backs before walking off in a different direction by herself. Her feet were headed to the mountain.


  The four of them moved naturally as if they had planned it beforehand.


  Due to that, it was only Yu Jitae and Yeorum that was left behind at the empty plot of land. Yeorum was still absorbed in Javier’s fighting video and there was no reason for him to speak to her either.


  He was therefore sitting there in silence as the thoughts that had been going off track ever since he was driving began to rise back up.


  The first doubt of them all was this.


  ‘Why are the kids like that?’


  By nature, feelings and emotions were passive. Feeling emotions did not happen through an active attempt at feeling them, and they occured by observing what naturally emitted from others.


  In the past, Bom and Kaeul called Yu Jitae a ‘kid’. They were not wrong – in the face of something so foreign and unclear as ‘emotions’, he was always puzzled.


  Even now it was the same.


  Although he thought the reason Kaeul changed was definitely because she was trying to prepare for a good farewell, it felt strange seeing the kids act so differently in just a single day with the flip of a hand.


  What is going on in Bom’s head when she’s smiling? Why was Yeorum being so indifferent, and how did Gyeoul feel about the farewell?


  These topics were no longer that important because they would soon be parting ways regardless. 


  However, because curiosity was also a passive notion, he was puzzled again.


  Why are the kids like that?


  He was aligning his insufficient understanding of daily life to the kids in his contemplation when he suddenly felt a gaze. Turning his head he found Yeorum staring at him.


  After a long and silent eye contact,


  Yeorum opened her mouth.


  “You know.”


  “Yeah.”


  “…”


  “What is it.”


  “Do you wanna bang me?”


  It was a ridiculous statement. He asked, ‘What?’ as she quietly looked back at his eyes with an indifferent gaze that contained not a sliver of sexual desire.


  “Bang. I mean, having sex.”


  “What is this about all of a sudden.”


  “Nothing much.”


  “Did you get shot in the head or something?”


  “Why? Is that something I shouldn’t say?”


  “Is that something you should?”


  “Why not? We’re quite fond of each other anyway, so why not have some fun before going back.”


  “…”


  “The only thing I’ve done during my Amusement is fighting and training. Anyone from my race will roll on the floor laughing if they heard about my Amusement you know?”


  “Why would it be funny.”


  “Think about it. Even having trucks of dicks is not enough and yet all I did was train. It’s like sending a kid off to an arcade, and finding out they did push-ups all the time. How could there be such a retarded red dragon in this world?”


  “…”


  “So how does it sound?”


  He turned his head away.


  In this situation where Kaeul, Gyeoul and Bom were already acting outside the realms of his comprehension, Yeorum was also spouting some incomprehensible words.


  “No.”


  “Why? Are you like, embarrassed and stuff?”


  “Who knows. First off, what you are saying does not sound sane in the slightest.”


  “I am sane.”


  “Anyway, no.”


  “Does it feel weird because it feels like you’re laying your hands on a kid?”


  “…”


  “I’m twenty. Or what, is it because deflowering a disciple is not what a master should do? Or is it because you like playing around like a family?”


  “…”


  “Again, you’re shutting your mouth when you are at a disadvantage. Say something. Or are you worried about Yu Bom?”


  He quietly thought about the context of the words and what laid inside it. What was her real intention?


  That silence might have made her feel like he was ignoring her. ‘Ignoring the fuck out I see,’ Yeorum said while scratching her head. ‘Hmm, but Yu Bom is a bit of a problem…’ she muttered but soon irritatedly raised her voice.


  “Aye fuck it~. Since when was I so considerate of other people? Anyway, say it right now if you feel like it. It’s your last chance to spread my legs.”


  “…”


  “Looks like it will take a long time judging from how noisy they are, and it will also take a while for Yu Bom to come back. No-one will know as long as we stay silent. Just do me a few times and pretend like you didn’t do anything.”


  He stayed silent. Everything sexual failed to ring his heart in any way. If he was to be more explicit about it, every action related to reproduction was unfathomably useless for him. Having an intercourse with someone meant nothing more than shaking his body.


  So it didn’t matter whether he did it or not.


  “I do not understand. Why are you saying this out of the blue.”


  “Because the first experience is very meaningful.”


  “…”


  “And doing it with a strong male is going to be more thrilling.”


  Their relationship had been built upon several deceits and such lies were still in place. Deceiving Bom one more time was not that big of a deal because everything would soon be over whether she was the accomplice or not.


  So sleeping with Yeorum once, if that’s what she wanted, shouldn’t be a big deal.


  “There’s no reason not to.”


  “For real?”


  “It’s not that big of a deal.”


  “Then should I go naked?”


  But even at this point, he was still thinking of reasons to turn her down.


  “But, I think it will be better not to.”


  “Do you want to undress me then, dear?”


  “That’s not what I mean. I mean it will be better not to have an intercourse in the first place.”


  “Why?”


  “It shakes one’s will a lot. Whether you want it or not, the body will be shocked and it will also cause all sorts of implications on the mana inside your body considering how big of a turning point it is to your mind. The less experienced you are, the more of a case that will be. You will be fighting once this is over, and you’ll also be fighting after going back and there is a high chance of it being a bad influence. It will ruin your condition for no reason.”


  “Ah, I guess that’s true.”


  “So it will be wiser to behave for now.”


  Yeorum nodded with consent.


  “Hmm… You’re right.”


  Why was I thinking of reasons to refuse her?


  It was when he was continuing his line of thought.


  “By the way.”


  “Yeah.”


  “Why don’t you even pretend like you’re sad?”


  “What?”


  It was suddenly on a whole different topic. He turned towards Yeorum who was glaring at him with a sullen gaze.


  “Back then, it was a little annoying watching from the side.”


  “What was.”


  “Yu Kaeul was holding your leg crying but you were doing absolutely nothing.”


  “…”


  “And even now, it’s as if this whole fucking thing means nothing to you… Don’t you feel sad?”


  “I do feel sad.”


  He wasn’t lying – it was true that his heart wasn’t feeling comfortable.


  “Then why are you so stiff?”


  “Then what. Should I beg and cry? And aren’t you acting stiff yourself,” Yu Jitae asked.


  “That’s because I’m not sad in the slightest.”


  “…”


  “You think I’m the same with those weak ass kids? What’s the big deal with a separation?”


  It was exactly what a red dragon would say.


  He didn’t feel sad or anything by her words because he had never wished to become something special to the kids. In fact, he was quite relieved that Yeorum wasn’t feeling upset or betrayed – unknowingly, his superficial and wicked self-consolation was at work.


  Whatever the reason, he did not want to dwell on this topic for too long.


  “It’s hella funny now that I think about it. You turned her down as if there was no tomorrow when Yu Kaeul was crying sooo much that she wanted to stay longer. And yet you’re worried about what happens to me when I go back?”


  “Of course you have to survive. And live well after going back.”


  “Amazing. What a great teacher~.”


  “…”


  “Fuck, this is making me mad again. How can you be so fucking selfish from the start to the end?”


  “I’m sorry.”


  “Eat shit. You dick.”


  They turned silent for a bit as Yeorum thought to herself for a while.


  “…So it is important that I survive after going back…”


  Her following mutter was both like a question and a monologue. After saying that, she laid down on the flat grass. 


  He wondered whether he was supposed to say something but she turned her body away from him so he couldn’t add any more words. In truth, he didn’t know what to tell her in the first place.


  Before long, Yeorum became absorbed in Javier’s video again.


  Her gaze was that of a soldier preparing for a battle.


  ***


  It was after three to four hours that Kaeul and Gyeoul came back. They had dirt all over their bodies but had wide smiles on their faces.


  Gyeoul suddenly clapped her hands with a frown.


  Clap clap!


  In response, the protector who had been filming some random place quickly turned the lens of the memory crystal towards Yu Jitae. At the same time, Kaeul took out a blindfold from her waist and gave it to him.


  “Here, ahjussi!”


  “What’s this.”


  “Cover your eyes with this…!”


  “Why.”


  “C’mon, just hurry up and cover your eyes without asking why! Quick…!”


  What is going on?


  For now, he obediently closed his eyes. Kaeul whispered into his ears, ‘Kill your senses as well…!’ Even though he didn’t want to, he followed her orders.


  Like that, when Yu Jitae was unable to see anything like a normal blindfolded person, Kaeul and Gyeoul each dragged him by his arm and started taking him somewhere. He did not fall because his sense of touch was still there despite him losing his sense of sight.


  Kong! Clink–


  “Huh, ahjussi why are you bumping into a tree with your eyes wide open?”


  “My apologies, my lady. I was too engulfed in filming that I…”


  “…Are you stupid?”


  “No, my lady. I am in fact quite on the clever side…”


  After walking for a while, the kids stopped their feet and so did Yu Jitae.


  “Take off your blindfold on the count of three…!”


  “Three–”


  “Two–”


  “One!” 


  As soon as they said one, Yu Jitae took the blindfold off. And after seeing what the kids had prepared, he froze on the spot.


  Episode 105: Kidnapped Dragons (4)


  There was a house.


  A house that was very similar to the one Yu Jitae had made before at the island called ‘Peace City’.


  He turned his eyes to the foundation of the house.


  The ground beneath was flat and there were long and thin pieces of timber forming the structure above. Long stems were used for the bones of the walls with clusters of mud cementing them and leaves were finely intertwined to cover the roof above.


  Even though it had a different form, a different structure and a different size, this was made using the same method as the operational camp Yu Jitae made at the Peace City, and was definitely an imitation of his work. 


  Did they really make this?


  In just those few hours?


  The bizarre emotions that had been rising inside him ever since they were planning for the trip were actively wriggling inside. That was when Gyeoul grabbed his hand.


  “…Do you want, to have a look?”


  “Huh?”


  “…We made, this house.”


  Her tiny hand pulled his index finger as he followed her lead.


  “…There is, a window.


  “…This, is the chimney I made.


  “…We also made a drain, for rainwater.


  “…And this, and that…”


  Gyeoul clamoured while showing off parts of the house like a salesperson. There was a phrase in there that he couldn’t understand, and that was, ‘I made’.


  “You mean you made this too?”


  “…Yes.”


  “Gyeoul did half of it…! With magic…!”


  Forcing aside the strange emotions, he showed the child a reaction suited for a daily life. ‘That’s amazing,’ he said with surprise, which did not stray too much from his actual feelings in the first place.


  “…Did I do a good job?”


  In response, Gyeoul opened her eyes into circles and stood in front of him as she placed both of her hands beneath her chin. Her eyes that gazed up into his eyes appeared to be expecting something. 


  “Yes.”


  He caressed her on the head. This seemed to be the right answer judging from the bright smile on her face.


  “What about me??”


  “You did good too.”


  “Hehe.”


  The broad inside of the house was also marvellous. The house was bigger than how it appeared on the outside because of the dimensional spell cast on it, and it looked exactly like a proper field operational house perhaps because of their ability to forever remember what they saw.


  So…


  What is it about this?


  Why is this making my fingers turn stiff?


  “Ahjussi. First let’s have a meal together…!”


  Kaeul pointed at the twigs she had gathered and with the click of her hand, sparks appeared above the set of sticks and created a big flame alongside a buzz. There appeared to have been oil spread over it beforehand.


  That was when Bom came back carrying a bucket filled with fruits, vegetables, leaves and mushrooms that she got from the mountain.


  “Wow. Did you make this just then?”


  “Awesome, right?”


  “It’s amazing. Even better than what I was expecting.”


  Stacks of meat and mushrooms were added to the grill as Bom sliced up fruits and placed them on a plate. Yu Jitae walked towards them to help with something but Gyeoul pushed forward her chubby little hands.


  “What is it.”


  “…Stay there.”


  “Why.”


  “…Shh.”


  What.


  When he stopped his feet, Gyeoul pointed somewhere with a rigid expression on her face. Her finger was pointing next to the protector.


  Just like that, Yu Jitae was exiled.


  “Guruk, kuruk…”


  “What’s funny?”


  “Nothing sir…”


  He had no choice but to watch the kids noisily working by themselves. Kaeul grilled the meat, Gyeoul washed the vegetables clean and Bom added marinade to them. 


  In this place, he was nothing but a bystander watching the set of procedures. As he quietly watched them work, the doubts that had been harassing him from the start of the trip slowly began to rise up with more clarity.


  All these things were things Yu Jitae had done for the children.


  Preparing food was always up to him and feeding them breakfast was his habit. Providing them with a shelter to lay in was also something that stemmed from his internal mindset of prioritising rest above anything else.


  It was always the same. He made things and the baby dragons enjoyed them.


  It was because he was an adult and they were children; 


  Because he was a guardian and they were the ward. 


  So then what was the thing in front of his eyes? He realised again how they had spent the past 5 years together. From the way they built the house to the way they sliced the meat and cooked it, all the way to how they ate… 


  All of those had begun from him and now, the kids were all copying him.


  “…”


  But that wasn’t all there was to it.


  There appeared to be a certain ‘message’ embedded into all their actions. Although he couldn’t exactly guess what that was, it was becoming more and more evident in his mind.


  “…Uuiinng!”


  That was when Gyeoul started struggling against a fish with a small fruit knife in hand. She seemed to be trying to fillet it.


  However, the fish was as big as her calves and was no easy prey. It splashed and jumped away even though Gyeoul tried to suppress it as hard as she could.


  “…Come heree!”


  Naturally, it did not come to her and the fish slipped past her fingers. She lowered her back and grabbed it’s body again but after a long test of strength, the fish’s tail ended up slapping her by the cheek. It brought with it a loud slapping noise.


  Instinctively he took a step closer to her but Gyeoul turned to him in surprise.


  “…Don’t come here.”


  Yu Jitae stopped. The child was shocked by her own words and halted on the spot before glancing at his eyes with a myriad of emotions behind her gaze.


  However, she quickly removed that expression from her face and began fighting with the fish again.


  In the end, she succeeded in suppressing the fish. She asked Bom, “…What do I do?” and received the reply that she should draw the blood out. 


  She took the fish and toddled all the way to the creek.


  There was no reason to bother following her, but by the time he came to himself, he was already sneaking after her towards the creek.


  What pushed him on was a single doubt.


  Maybe the thing that I was feeling was just an illusion? Am I perhaps assigning too much meaning just because this is the last trip even though it’s actually nothing much?


  But when he arrived at the creek while being stirred by such doubts…


  He found Gyeoul clasping her hands around the fish, 


  With her eyes sealed tight.


  “…”


  Soon, she momentarily lowered the fish to wipe her tears using the back of her hands. 


  “…”


  Feeling like he saw something that wasn’t supposed to be seen, he turned his feet away.


  And after a few minutes, 


  Gyeoul belatedly came back and proudly showed off the bloodless fish by shoving it towards Yu Jitae.


  She asked.


  “…How is it?”


  With a smile on her face.


  That was when he finally realised it.


  The reason why these kids that were afraid of the farewell suddenly turned bright; the reason they arbitrarily decided on the location; the reason they built a house using the same method as him after coming here; the reason they refused his help with an ‘unfamiliar task’ and lastly, the reason they cried behind his back.


  All of their actions were pointing at one conclusion.


  “…Now, I can… do things by myself.”


  We,


  Will be fine, after going back.


  So,


  “…Don’t worry.”


  
At the face of the upcoming farewell,


  The kids were instead worried about him.


  ***


  A savoury smell spread across. As the bonfire continued its job, the nicely grilled pieces of meat dripped with juice and fat. The dripping meat added oil to the flame as the dishes were finished one by one.


  “Try this.”


  Eyes full of expectations were staring at him. Was this how he looked when waiting for Kaeul’s reply after buying her a sweet dessert?


  He bit into the meat. It was seasoned nicely. The strong smell of freshly ground pepper immediately raced in as the juice of the brown meat instantaneously sent the fragrance of cooked meat down his nose.


  Despite his imperfect taste buds, he could still tell how this tasted.


  “It’s delicious.”


  Yes! They cheered with joy as they began shoving more food at his face.


  “Far out. Delicious my ass…”


  Even though there was a voice trying to pour cold water over them, the other two chuckled brightly while ignoring her voice. Yeorum ate a few pieces of spare ribs before tossing the bones and walking away.


  This time, he was made to eat a well-cooked mushroom which had a savoury and a clean taste to it. It was cooked as a whole and a fragrant bomb exploded the moment he bit into it.


  While he was diligently eating the meat, Bom took out a jar of kimchi from her dimensional storage. Taking out kimchi and rice which they had been frequently eating due to living as a Korean in the past, she placed them into the oil that had oozed out of the meat and started frying them as a violent smell crawled into their noses.


  Sprinkling small pieces of seaweed, she added sesame seeds and sesame oil to complete the fried rice. Bom shared it with everyone. The condensed flavour, the crunchy and the savoury taste…


  It was quite unexpected,


  But it tasted great.


  .


  .


  .


  A week went by in a similar fashion. Yu Jitae went to the places the kids prepared at the times they had chosen and enjoyed the tour of their plans.


  He went to the Sky Lake and climbed a nearby mountain.


  Before going to sleep, the kids would gather up and discuss what to do on the following day while asking Yu Jitae about his opinion all the time, just like how he had asked them about what they wanted to do.


  During that, the kids would sometimes argue with each other about something they wanted to prepare. From time to time, he chimed in and asked what it was about but the kids did nothing but return awkward smiles.


  They enjoyed a few more days together and on the 10th day of the trip, they said to him.


  “Shall we have a campfire?”


  .


  .


  .


  At the Island of Sky Sea, the sun rose from the South and set at the North. Sitting at a flat piece of land on the north of a low mountain, they watched the sun set with clinking glasses.


  Clink–


  The rustling campfire, the fizzing soft drinks and the sound of juice travelling down Gyeoul’s small throat… Those rustic noises were enveloping the campsite when Kaeul broke the silence with a question.


  “You see, we have something we really really want to ask.”


  He turned towards her as Gyeoul flickered her eyes and Yeorum, who had been indifferently looking at her watch, also raised her head. They appeared to be thinking, ‘Is it finally time for that question?’.


  Was this question the one they were preparing?


  “What do you want to ask.”


  “Uum… You know, when we go back.”


  “Yeah.”


  “What will you do by yourself ahjussi?”


  In response, Bom, who had been resting on the bare ground with her eyes closed, opened her eyes and lifted her body.


  “What?”


  “Like you know. Until now, you were making food for us everyday, sending us to school, teaching Yeorum-unni and helping with Gyeoul’s homework… You were busy everyday doing all that. And we eat a lot more than others as well right?”


  “…Yeah.”


  “So then, after we go back, you will have a lot of time for yourself, yes? I think it will be super boring, so what do you plan on doing?”


  “…”


  Yu Jitae did not reply. He wasn’t expecting such a question to fly at his face.


  “Uhh… who knows.”


  “Do you have no real plans yet?”


  “…”


  This wasn’t a comfortable topic to talk about so he was about to change the topic when Yeorum interjected.


  “Why aren’t you saying anything? I’m a little curious about this as well,” she asked even though she hadn’t shown interest in anything else during the past few days.


  “……I’ll probably just spend time, by myself.”


  “Well of course you will. What are you going to do aside from that though?”


  “…”


  “Nn? What are you going to do? Be a police again? Or like, a soldier because you’re good at fighting? Or are you going to kidnap more girls?”


  “Ehng?”


  “…Uing?”


  They reacted at the same time. Both Kaeul and Gyeoul widened their eyes from shock.


  “Again? Againn?”


  “…?”


  “Are you going to gather more people again and feed them food??”


  “…?!?”


  Their astonishment only grew larger. 


  It was when he was about to wave his hands with a denial.


  “That’s right. This guy loves women so he’s gonna gather some girls again and raise them up.”


  “Ahjussi, loves women…?”


  “Can’t you tell from how we are all female?”


  “Hukk…!”


  Yeorum started using fake news and trickery while throwing him a glance. She knew he would rather be silent, and was blabbering such nonsense to force his mouth open. 


  “No. Did I bring you because you were female? It’s because you were dragons.”


  “If you say so~”


  He explained himself but the flame had already grown bigger.


  Kaeul asked with eyes widened from dismay.


  “Is what she said true…?”


  “Of course not.”


  “No…? I’m not talking about whether you love women or not. I’m asking if you will gather people again and feed them!”


  He wanted to deny that as well but that was when Gyeoul held tightly onto his pants. She looked very shocked as if her soul had left her body.


  “Really? Are you sure? You’re not, like, going to give bread and cookies to kids you see for the first time and tell them to come with you?”


  “I won’t.”


  “And when they say their mother told them not to follow strangers, will you give them the overpowered macarons?”


  “No, like I said…”


  “You can’t do that, ahjussi! That’s a crime…!”


  “Like, seriously, I won’t.”


  Kaeul continued pushing him on by saying, ‘Do you know how clever kids are these days?’ ‘I stayed because I was kind and innocent…!’ ‘You will be arrested if you do that again!’


  She was telling him kidnapping was a crime.


  “So, you can’t take someone and give them food…”


  Gyeoul rapidly nodded her head showing her utmost agreement with the statement, and also added one more word.


  “…Andd,”


  After gathering the eyes of everyone, she mumbled with her tiny lips and said with all her heart.


  “…Please don’t be next to them… when they hatch.”


  With beads of tears hanging under her eyes.
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  Gyeoul’s words were somewhat strange. Hearing that slightly shifted the context of what Kaeul had said before her.


  Kaeul said kidnapping was a crime. It was true and he thought she was telling him not to kidnap because it was a bad thing to do, but after hearing Gyeoul’s words, he started thinking that that might not have been her intention when she said that.


  “Why.”


  He asked back. In response, Gyeoul mumbled an explanation.


  “…Can I come out… of an egg again?”


  He still could not understand what the child was saying. It was naturally impossible for her to hatch again.


  “That won’t be possible. Because hatching from an egg can only happen once.”


  Sorrow seeped into her eyes as Gyeoul gave a nod.


  “…When you see someone… for the first time… after coming out of an egg…”


  She continued mumbling as he patiently waited for her to finish.


  “…They become special… just like, how it was, to me.”


  With another murmur, Gyeoul anxiously said to him.


  “…I can’t come out of an egg again.


  “…So,


  “…I want me… to be the last for ahjussi as well.”


  He finally understood what Gyeoul was saying, as well as the real intention behind Kaeul’s words when she was talking about how kidnapping was a crime. They were feeling uncomfortable about him deceitfully taking in more kids and treating them nicely.


  In other words,


  Kaeul and Gyeoul were jealous of the ‘next kids’ that won’t even exist. The thing called a child’s perspective was still very foreign to him so Yu Jitae returned an empty smile but the kids were serious.


  “You don’t have to worry, because that will never happen.”


  He eased their minds just like how he always did.


  Gyeoul reached her arms forward like a habit and lowering his back, he let her sit on his arm.


  Before long, the kids turned silent as if they were waiting for something and soon, Kaeul pointed somewhere in the sky as Bom nodded and whispered something into her ears. Meanwhile, Yeorum was still smoking a cigarette with a sullen pout.


  This was them – he had become so comfortable and used to them.


  They however, were dragons. They were the ones he hated and loathed. He wasn’t confident in not bashing them up to death and that was why he had initially started deceiving even himself. But when did it all begin? There was no longer any need to deceive himself; their bonds deepened; he became fond of them and started feeling guilty.


  In the end, the final farewell will also be decorated with deceit, but there was nothing else that could be done…


  It wasn’t enough of a reason for him to delay the farewell, but was definitely enough of a reason to make him feel disheartened.


  And there was thus a lingering attachment inside him.


  “It’s here, it’s here…!”


  Soon, the kids stood up and created a fuss. Kaeul came to his side and slapped him on his arm, telling him to see something.


  “That’s the thing we came here for! That thing over there! That!”


  Which one?


  “Oh right! Cleaner ahjussi!”


  The protector standing off in the distance raised the memory crystal and pointed it at Yu Jitae and the kids, before once again turning it back to the sky.


  For a split second, Yu Jitae’s eyes met with Yeorum’s. She frowned after seeing him and turned around to walk away. He was wondering whether he should stop her when Kaeul shouted, “It’s hereee…!”


  In that instant, Yu Jitae widened his eyes.


  A white dot rose up on the inkstained sky. The dot began to draw a trajectory behind it as it started to fall and its tail drew a smooth yet outstanding line.


  As if that was the signal, two, three, five and ten dots began to rapidly appear after that and each drew a tail following the same direction. The stars began to descend like raindrops.


  That rather majestic scenery of stars drawing on the sky allowed him to witness beauty. It was an emotion he couldn’t feel when looking at the meteor shower some time after Gyeoul’s birth. He remembered assuming that it must be a beautiful sight by looking at the flashing eyes of the kids, but he could now tell by himself that that was beautiful.


  He had become a human by the time he realised it. After recalling the child who had been blankly staring at the sky in his arms, he lowered his gaze to Gyeoul and realised that she was instead looking at him the whole time. Their eyes met as a smile appeared on her lips. 


  All those moments were stored in the memory crystal. The protector showed its large thumb and Gyeoul replied with a thumbs-up herself. 


  Her tiny hand soon reached his face as the child looked straight at his face. They couldn’t stare at each other for too long because she soon squinted her eyes and turned her head.


  When she turned her gaze back to the sky… as the countless lines were colouring the broad sky in white.


  He saw Gyeoul retaining the same smile on her face,


  As tears started to fall down her cheeks again.


  ***


  The two weeks at the campsite rapidly neared its end. While eating, sleeping and watching nice things together, they shared good stories, laughed, cried and sometimes got upset.


  In the 7th iteration, he had carried out several interim reviews. It was for him to discern whether the kids were living nicely and whether there was something they needed or not.


  And finally,


  It was time for the last review.


  “…?”


  Early in the morning.


  Gyeoul sleepily rubbed her eyes as she held his hand and walked into the mountain. He was the one that invited her and she obediently came out with him. Climbing the mountain hand-in-hand, she soon realised that they were going further away than usual.


  “…Where, are we going?”


  There is a pretty beach on that side of the island.


  “…A pretty beach?”


  She smiled despite half dozing off to sleep, because she liked everything related to water.


  Following him from behind, she found a beach that was as beautiful as he had described. Raising her head, she could see the blue sky and clouds and could also see clouds through the sea when she lowered her gaze. “…Uwah,” she gasped in admiration as she embedded the brilliant scenery into her eyes.


  Splash. 


  She placed her feet into the quiet sea and Yu Jitae sat next to her with his calves similarly placed inside the water. The gentle ocean wave was scattering the morning sunlight as it brightened up the beach.


  The sound of ocean waves, chirping birds, fluttering wings, quiet breaths and splashing feet… Those were the only sources of sound as the two of them stayed silent.


  Gyeoul held onto his hands again. Unlike how she usually gripped onto a single finger, this time she tried to stack her whole hand above his.


  The child might have sensed already,


  That the conversation henceforth might be the last one they share with just the two of them.


  “…”


  “…”


  He couldn’t say anything because he had no idea what he was supposed to say.


  “…”


  “…”


  Perhaps that was the same with Gyeoul as she too remained silent.


  “…”


  “…”


  However, the temperature conveyed through her hand, and the occasional twitch of her tiny fingers were definitely saying something to him. They were definitely trying to convey a message.


  “…”


  After a long silence, Gyeoul clasped his hands. Her grip was quite strong.


  “…Can we, meet again?”


  That was the first question she asked after 20 minutes of silence.


  “⬛⬛⬛”


  Even at a moment like this, his words were being censored. He was lying till the very end.


  “…”


  She then continued staring at his face so this time, he threw her a question.


  “You were born on Earth.”


  “…Yes.”


  “How was it. Will you remember it as a decent world?”


  “…Yes.”


  “I heard you will be alone when you go back.”


  “…Apparently.”


  “Can you do everything well?”


  “…”


  Gyeoul replied with a powerless smile.


  “…I’ll try.”


  It was a wise answer to a silly question.


  “…Will there be, a long night?”


  That was when Gyeoul suddenly asked that question. It was rather abrupt.


  “Why.”


  “… Because… I don’t think, it has come yet.”


  He did not understand what the child was talking about. However, the [Long Night] was still coming near so he decided to be honest at least for this question.


  “It will.”


  “…That’s no good.”


  “Why.”


  “…Because it will be cold,” she replied with a weak voice.


  “You mean me?”


  Without saying anything, Gyeoul simply strengthened her grip. Her hands were very warm.


  “…I hope, you don’t speak as if… it’s a farewell.”


  “Why.”


  “…You see.”


  After a small cough to relieve the lump in her throat, Gyeoul continued.


  “…I am not going to… think of this as a farewell.”


  “Then what.”


  “…I will definitely come back… after becoming an adult.”


  He didn’t tell her it would be too far to come back.


  “When will you become an adult,” he asked instead.


  “…?”


  “How old will you be when you come back.”


  “…Ah.”


  Gyeoul kicked the water a little.


  “…Twenty.”


  “Twenty is still a kid.”


  “…Why? …Twenty, is an adult.”


  “Does Yeorum look like an adult to you? She is also twenty years old.”


  “…She’s, an exception.”


  “Why.”


  “…Because, she wasn’t, born on Earth.”


  Her words were like a hammer striking him on the back of his head.


  She calmly added on.


  “…For me, …this, is my homeland.”


  “…”


  “…And our house, …will be my homehome(?).”


  “…”


  “…By the way… Is homehome an actual word?”


  “No.”


  “… Anyway… you know what I mean.”


  He remembered how her lips used to twitch without being able to voice out actual words and yet now, she was able to speak very coherently and logically.


  When did she grow up so much… he was wondering when she added more words.


  “…Here, twenty is an adult.”


  “Yes.”


  “…When I turn twenty… and become an adult… I will come back …to my homeland.”


  “…”


  “…Ahjussi, will be waiting for me… and I… will bring more presents… from Askalifa.”


  I will not exist in that timeline.


  Even though he was certain of it, he could not possibly say those words.


  “…When that day comes.”


  Stopping her words, Gyeoul gazed up at his eyes.


  Some time in the future, when we meet again…


  When that day comes…


  *


  There was a word she had always kept inside her heart.


  It was a word that was very obvious for her, but she had never actually called him using that word. There was such a word buried inside Gyeoul’s heart.


  What kind of person was Yu Jitae to me?


  He was the one she looked for every morning after opening her eyes. He was the one who always provided her with tasty food. The one that generously helps when she’s fatigued; the one that always wishes for her wellbeing, her happiness, her safety, who despite all that investment and help doesn’t ask for anything in return except for her health.


  That was who Yu Jitae was.


  How could that be expressed with any other word?


  “…When I come back… and meet ahjussi… T, then… when that day comes.”


  The one and only person who will always be waiting for me when I one day return to the place I belong to.


  

“……‘Daddy’.”


  

‘…Can I call, …you that?’ Her voice crawled near the end. 


  Gyeoul could not look at his eyes anymore. Even though she told him that she wouldn’t think of this as a farewell, how could she bear not seeing him for 15 years? Wasn’t it too long of a separation? Tears welled up in her eyes again. When she closed her eyes, Yu Jitae gave her a hug.


  “Yes. I will be waiting.”


  Since this will not be an eternal farewell, Gyeoul decided to not cry anymore.


  “…Promise.”


  She simply locked her pinky with his.


  *


  After returning to the camp, Gyeoul gave Yu Jitae the memory crystal as a present. The storage device had been taken off and reattached to a necklace. Like the time she wrapped her own scales around his neck, she earnestly told him not to lose it.


  Soon, when he left the house,


  Left alone, she kneeled down and gathered her hands.


  “…”


  Gyeoul prayed in her heart that he may not feel cold in this lonely and long night.


  “…”


  I have done everything I could,


  So please protect him.
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  “Ahjussi, do you remember what you said to me before?”


  “Un un. You know, I asked what it would be like if there was a world without farewells…”


  “And you said the time spent together won’t feel special anymore.”


  “It’s because there are farewells, that we must do our best for each other in the time leading up to the farewell, was what you told me. As well as how we had to create a good farewell…”


  “Uum… in that sense, I thought I was trying quite hard. Making good memories with ahjussi, and eating a lot of delicious food together.”


  “But, uum… When I look back at it now.”


  “It feels like,”


  “It feels like ahjussi…”


  “Ahjussi was the only one, that was trying hard…”


  “There are way more things I got from ahjussi than what I did. And that, like, makes me sad and stuff.”


  “I feel like I actually didn’t do anything.”


  “Like, right? When you are in trouble, I don’t even know why, and I can’t help because I don’t know why, and all I can do is worry because I can’t help with anything…”


  “But then again, it feels like Bom-unni knows about all your worries. But it’s not like because you are dating? Or anything like that…”


  “So, that means Bom-unni, was trying harder than me… Uun. She was more interested in ahjussi, and wanted to chat more with ahjussi. That must be why ahjussi could trust Bom-unni and tell her everything.”


  “If you think about it like that, then it would mean I was unable to try my best in the time leading up to the farewell.”


  “…”


  “…”


  “I should have…”


  “I should have talked to you more…”


  “I should have done more…”


  “Why am I only thinking of this now when we are so close to the farewell…”


  “It, kind of makes me… regret it… a bit…”


  “…”


  “I was too immature right…?”


  “Uum, but still. Now, I understood that we have to separate, and accepted it, quite a bit. If I regret it here, I think all the good memories will be remembered as bad memories so I will stop regretting it now.”


  “Ah…! Actually, when it was just me and Bom-unni yesterday, I asked her if it would be possible for us to come back here later.”


  “Bom-unni said it would be difficult. And I actually think the same because the dimensions are just too far apart. Uum, what did she exactly say again? It’s too far, and the coordinates change when they intersect or something? Anyway, it’s impossible to find them as a normal dragon.”


  “That was a bit of a shame.”


  “It would be great if we could meet again…”


  “…”


  “…”


  “…”


  “…”


  “…What should I do, if I want to come back?”


  “…I think, I will miss everything.”


  “I will miss all the friends I made here.”


  “I will miss our Unit 301.”


  “The world with Chirpy… Ah, I actually went there a few days ago because of that.”


  “And I will miss Cleaner ahjussi doing some strange yoga every morning. Because a gold dragon can’t go to a green dragon’s lair…”


  “And? I will also miss all the plushies I have in my room.”


  “And, I will miss Lair.”


  “And chicken, pizza, burgers.”


  “Macarons, the red velvet cake, egg tart, chocolate muffins, ice cream cakes. I will miss all of them. Even if I copy it at home, they won’t taste like the ones here.”


  “Uum… And…”


  “…”


  “And…”


  “…”


  “Ah, there must be something wrong with me. It’s time to go and yet here, I’m being miserable by myself.”


  “It’s okay. I’m not like really sad or anything. We are dragons you know. We just have to reminisce on all the good memories we made together!”


  “Ahjussi might not know how it works, but that thing is very vivid. It’s a lot more realistic than playing a video and like, we can also feel how it felt back then.”


  “I still do that sometimes. Remember how I cried when I first ate chicken? Hehe. Back then, it was like, how should I say this, shocking? Like, shaking all my ideologies and stuff?! That was how it tasted… same for the macaron.”


  “Anyway, what I want to say,”


  “Is that I’m not regretting anything.”


  “Then, that should be a good farewell right?”


  “…”


  “By the way, ahjussi, did you know?”


  “Back when I like saved Chirpy – it was meant to be a very happy thing right? But I suddenly couldn’t stop my tears.”


  “So I asked Bom-unni. Why do we cry when we are feeling happy? And Bom-unni said it’s because we remember the [Hard times that went by].”


  “Interesting right? But there’s one more.”


  “Apparently, people can also smile when they’re sad.”


  “You see, that’s because…”


  
It was then.


  Knock knock! 


  Someone knocked on the door.


  “Mommy…!” Kaeul, who had been sitting alone at the corner of the camp grumbling to herself, flinched after sensing Yu Jitae’s presence.


  Did he hear everything? That shouldn’t be the case because she had blocked the sound from going outside. 


  How is my face and my voice? Thinking that, she coughed, ‘Kuhum…!’ to relax her throat and checked her expression through the mirror and organised herself before opening the door.


  “Yess.”


  “Shall we talk for a bit?”


  “Right now? Okay…!”


  She carried her feet after him. He said there was a beautiful garden of flowers at the peak of the mountain. 


  On the way there, Yu Jitae glanced at her face before asking her a question.


  “What is it.”


  “Sorry?”


  “Did something nice happen?”


  “Why?”


  “You’ve been smiling the whole time.”


  Kaeul widened her eyes.


  She didn’t even realise she was smiling. Soon, she lowered her gaze and slowly shook her head.


  “Then why are you smiling by yourself.”


  Why do people cry when they’re happy?
It’s because they remember the hard times that went by.


  If so, then why do people smile when they’re sad?


  Bom’s answer regarding that question was this:


  [Because they remember the happy times that went by.]


  ***


  His conversation with Kaeul was very short. 


  With a smile, she gave him a hug and then simply told him about a few of the good things that happened while expressing her discontentment with the farewell. She said she will miss him a lot.


  He returned the hug and caressed her hair. After watching the flowers for a bit, they came down.


  She was a child that would be adored and loved anywhere and because she also belonged to a happy family, the child would live nicely after returning to her world.


  On the other hand, there was one person that worried him the most.


  It was Yeorum.


  During the past two weeks of the trip, the kids had each accepted the farewell. It was fortunate that they did so. Parting ways without any heart-ache was a really difficult thing and that was something he slowly started to realise by seeing them.


  Yeorum must have accepted the farewell a lot earlier than the other kids. That should be why she suddenly joked about having a relationship with him.


  But after that, Yeorum started to avoid him during their next several encounters. He didn’t care too much about it but the face he saw under the falling rain of stars was still very vivid.


  That was clearly an expression of displeasure.


  – How can you be so fucking selfish from the start to the end?


  Her last words echoed around his mind.


  There was nothing wrong with what Yeorum said, and there was more than enough reason for her to get angry.


  Looking at it from the perspective of the baby dragons, the start of their relationship was when Yu Jitae abruptly visited them, and the end of the relationship was with his one-sided announcement. After suddenly entering their lives and shaking it from the core, he was now ending it on his own accord.


  A piece was added to the mountainous stack of guilt.


  But since he thought it was best to make the farewell as clean as possible, he looked for Yeorum who was smoking by herself under a tree.


  “What.”


  “Shall we have a little chat.”


  “No.”


  And as expected,


  Yeorum faced him with discontentment so he tried to persuade her.


  “You said you will send us back at the end of the trip right? Yeah. I’m sure that’s what you’ll do, since you do everything the way you want to.


  “At least in the past, it was for us but now that’s not even the case.


  “So what is there for us to talk about?”


  She vented her anger with a powerless voice.


  “I whole-heartedly trusted you and was betrayed. Right now, I feel like a girlfriend who suddenly received a message about breaking up. I was dumped.


  “No. Maybe it’s more like a sex partner than a girlfriend. Because if you did have feelings for us, then you wouldn’t have just dropped it on us like that. You only did that because you were playing with us.


  “‘I’m done playing so get lost.’ Am I wrong?”


  There was undisguised displeasure filling her eyes as she criticised him for hiding the reason behind the farewell.


  “So it has to be this. You found a new sex partner; someone that’s more important than us. And you don’t even reply when we ask who that is. Or what, did you find yourself an actual girlfriend this time?”


  After saying that, she got up and dusted her bum before walking away from him with rushed steps. She halted and muttered to herself with a sigh.


  “And here I was thinking we were quite close…”


  A powerless and lethargic voice left her mouth.


  “I thought we trusted each other more than a normal pair of lovers.


  “But I guess that was wrong. Judging from how easy it was for you to dump us, it must have been my delusion.


  “You know.”


  Yeorum turned towards him. Her ruby-coloured eyes were dripping with sorrow at being betrayed.


  “I don’t like you anymore either…”


  He tried to grab her a few more times for a chat but was rejected every time. Yeorum started avoiding him a lot.


  “What. What about it.


  “I had no idea you were this disgusting. Sending us back on your own accord and still pretending to be nice until the very end. Do you know how disgusting that is?


  “Send me off first when I’m done fighting Javier. I don’t care about others but I don’t even want to spend one more second with you.”


  Yeorum endlessly condemned him. She cursed and loathed him.


  However, he was instead puzzled by her words because she neither ‘liked’ nor ‘disliked’ him according to the Eyes of Equilibrium. Even though it was an ambiguous emotion, it was still not that negative so he couldn’t understand that extremely negative attitude of hers.


  “You know what? The other kids are just so nice they do everything you say. They’re retards that still trust you after getting dumped like this.


  “And you are the one dumping them. Just because that’s what you want to do. Don’t you think that’s really shameless and trash?


  “If you were going to dump us like this from the start, then why were you so nice to us in the first place? You shouldn’t have done that. You shouldn’t have given us a hug for comfort and you shouldn’t have given us nice food every time. You shouldn’t have consoled us when we were crying, nor smiled together when we were happy. But you did that. You made us trust you.


  “And yet now you shattered all that trust.


  “I know this is the last but I still have nothing to say. All I want to do is hurry up and separate myself from a traitor like you.


  “So don’t talk to me now. Please…”


  .


  .


  .


  But even on the way back home after the trip,


  Her favourability towards him was still sitting at neutral.


  .


  .


  .


  After returning to Unit 301, he left the house to check the ‘ship’. It was D-2; there were two days left until their departure and it was time to activate the device. 


  Today he would check the ship, and tomorrow would be Yeorum’s fight against Javier and the day after that he would send the kids off.


  As the very last moment was nearing them,


  “Let’s go.”


  “Yes.”


  Bom followed him from behind.
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  “Are you done preparing?”


  “Yes. I said bye to everyone I know already.”


  “How are the kids like.”


  “Hmm… I think Kaeul and Gyeoul both accepted it completely by now.”


  “What about Yeorum.”


  “Totally being hated. Everyday she says she wants to hurry up and leave.”


  “Oh no.”


  “You reap what you sow, I guess.”


  “I guess so.”


  “Who told her to give her heart to a devil.”


  The context of the proverb she used shifted into an odd direction.


  “What?”


  “You don’t need to be sorry. It’s her fault for doing that.”


  “…”


  Yu Jitae and Bom were together heading to the ‘ship’. They were outside a certain nameless fissure and were walking on top of a misty lake. Bom couldn’t see far ahead even with the eyes of a dragon and had to watch Yu Jitae’s steps from behind, and thus had to be very close to him.


  “There’s really only two days left now,” she said.


  “Good work on pretending like you didn’t know anything until now.”


  “It was really hard, you know…”


  It was rare of her to grumble like that.


  “I was like a bridge.”


  “A bridge?”


  “Whenever the kids had something to ask oppa, they asked me first. Similar to how you just asked me about them. I would always tell them sincerely about what I knew. That was how I built trust and…”


  Was it a complaint that she had ended up betraying that trust? 


  He was thinking that when she continued her words.


  “…Thanks to that, it was easy to trick them.”


  Instead, he received a distorted reply.


  “…”


  That was when a black structure began to reveal itself from within the layer of mist. It was a long rectangular block that reached 6 metres in height, 6 metres in width and 12 metres in length. This box that looked like a large container was a [Dimensional Cruise] and was the ship which the baby dragons would be riding on the way back.


  “Let’s go in.”


  “Yes.”


  He approached the box as a part of the metal body of the ship started scattering into tiny blocks. They soon became stairs and a door leading Yu Jitae and Bom inside.


  “This cruise has the coordinates and the petrol all loaded. You don’t have to do anything and this will by itself travel through the dimensions to reach Askalifa. Your mana has also been registered to the ship and all you have to do is get on.”


  Bom gasped in awe after inspecting the magic formulae.


  “You made them very detailed.”


  “Of course I had to. Considering what this is.”


  “By the way, did you register Earth’s coordinates here as well?”


  “I didn’t. Why would I do that.”


  “Ah.”


  Bom nodded her head. Yu Jitae hated the dragons and naturally, there was no way he would expose the coordinates of Earth to them. 


  Because of that, this will be a complete farewell. After going back, they will never be able to come back.


  “You will spend a month or two inside, and this will stay temporarily at several dimensions to gather their coordinates. If there happens to be a disjoint in the dimensions, it will teleport away and will then automatically begin moving again when it ends. You don’t have to worry about anything.”


  “Will the fuel run out if we are constantly exposed to several disjoints?”


  “It will. After meeting around 3,000 of them.”


  She looked quite surprised. That was understandable because carrying out a dimensional teleportation 3,000 times would require an absurd amount of fuel. Normally, it would be impossible unless one was at the level of a transcendent authority.


  It was only possible because Yu Jitae had been preparing it for a long time.


  “I will show you around.”


  He took Bom and explained the facilities inside. There were all sorts of entertainment devices set in place so that they would not feel bored during their month of voyage.


  Besides, he had also expanded their rooms with dimensional spells.


  There was also a kitchen with all sorts of cooking utensils, and the large refrigerator was full of food. Since it was difficult to personally use dimensional spells inside the cruise ship, all of these would come in very handy.


  One by one,


  They talked about the structure of the ship as well as plans for the voyage as Bom diligently nodded her head.


  “Did you understand everything?” he asked.


  “Yes. We have to obediently play right? Like plants.”


  Do plants play?


  Although skeptical, he returned a nod.


  “And what’s in that room?” Bom asked while pointing at a door. 


  It was a small door that could barely fit one person and Bom found something abnormal after opening the door.


  “Is this a hot spring?”


  He nodded back.


  Around the steaming hot spring was a small forest, and the temperature outside was below 0 degrees. It was cold enough for every breath to come out as a white mist.


  This place which was a harmonious mix of man-made and natural objects was one he had made for the baby dragons. Nature, heat, water and chilly air. Filling the area were enormous amounts of elemental mana.


  An astronomical amount of money had gone into this place to maintain the abundant elemental mana inside.


  “…?”


  Bom turned to him in surprise after quietly glancing around the room.


  “Do you like it?”


  “…What is all this?”


  “Do you like it or not.”


  “Like, how much did it cost to make all this, oppa.”


  A few months ago, a transnational munition corporation, TTA, had been bought by the Defence Ministry of USA and had shocked the world. It was because this corporation that had the Association as its trading partner had a higher GDP than most developing nations.


  “I’ll be empty-handed when I leave anyway.”


  “…”


  Travelling through dimensions would lead to a significant amount of fatigue. During the long journey back, the baby dragons would visit this place whenever they were exhausted and recover themselves.


  Even though this cruise would be lost after going back, this hot spring would still remain at Askalifa, and would serve to be a gathering spot for the baby dragons in the future.


  “Seriously, until the very end…”


  Bom said with a sigh.


  “Oppa, you know you are a bit of a psycho.”


  “Me? Why me.”


  “Who in the world does this much for a separation.”


  Even though the start might have been wrong,


  If it comes to a good end, maybe that could still be considered an atonement?


  His kindness was for him to drop his sense of guilt, and was a selfish one.


  “…”


  Looking back, he had yet to do the last review for Bom.


  Was her Amusement enjoyable, he wondered.


  ***


  In truth, I was pretty much out of my mind ever since I came into this place. Neither the facilities nor the devices entered my eyes properly, and my ears also had trouble picking up his words.


  It didn’t really matter, because the brain would automatically remember them anyway.


  Clinging onto my blank mind, I talked with Yu Jitae.


  I observed his explaining lips,


  His hands,


  And his back as he walked before me.


  That amazing hot spring and whatever, in fact didn’t ring my heart in any way. How meaningful could it be even if it really was that magnificent?


  In a world without him…


  That was when something from the facilities entered my sight. Despite creating such a fancy and expensive area, what Yu Jitae had placed outside the hot spring, was funnily enough, a water purifying artifact that poured out boiling water for instant noodles.


  My mind went back to the time we had instant noodles after playing with water. I suddenly felt my distancing mind come back with a flash.


  “Shall we have a small chat before going back.”


  Yu Jitae seemed to be suggesting the living room as the place for conversation. I grabbed him by his hand and instead guided him to my room.


  An alcohol display case which I had missed before entered my sight. Ever since the onion core incident, I often enjoyed alcohol by myself in my room and that must be why Yu Jitae placed that inside.


  “…Do you want a drink?”


  And by the time I came to myself, I was sharing glasses of alcohol with him. The detoxification system was disabled because I wanted to be drunk.


  The Amusement must have been long. I, who did not know how to drink any alcohol, had long become an addict who could live off of alcohol.


  Clink–


  He opened his mouth. Through his hazy lips, I could see his teeth and behind them was the tongue.


  He was saying something. 


  Since I was zealously saying something back, it was definite that we were talking about something. What were we talking about, I wonder…


  ‘Do you want to look?’ That was what I suddenly said without me even realising it.


  Saying that, I smiled and he must have seen the empty spot at where the cracked fang was. Even though I could recreate it anytime, I had yet to do so.


  ‘I look like an idiot right?’ 


  I could not hold back a smile.


  Suddenly, it became hot.


  And so, I took off my jumper.


  I turned to the mirror. The missing fang was immediately visible with a smile and made me look quite foolish.


  This was eating away at my own values according to my idea of “Beauty equaling strength” and “Smiles being the cheapest yet a very powerful reward to move people” since someone was bound to look down on me when I smiled like this.


  Therefore, it could be said that he had ruined my weapon. However, I will live on with this chipped weapon because this was what he gave me.


  ‘See this?’ I pushed my tongue into the gap.


  ‘Looks like raw tuna right hehe,’ I said and he shook his head with a squint.


  After having several more bottles, and drinking strong alcohol,


  My body became hotter and hotter.


  It was too hot to wear a jumper.


  And so, I took off my jumper.


  He frowned.


  Why is he frowning? I could not understand it.


  Clink–


  Bringing the glasses together, I suddenly had this thought.


  In the end, it is impossible to avoid fate.


  Some time in the past, father told me that every existence with the blood of a green dragon flowing inside them must obey destiny, and that nothing will change no matter how you withstand, struggle and attempt to change it.


  Back then I hated those words so much…


  But in the end, I was defeated by fate.


  Maybe that was why?


  The guards I had set up against the black-haired woman started fuzzing away.


  This must be how it goes.


  After sleeping with me, he grabs a random woman and sleeps with her before dying by himself.


  Even though it sounded ridiculous, wasn’t he still just another male? It seemed that the thing called a reproductive urge or whatever soared up when it was time to die.


  Of course, I didn’t bother looking up whether that was true or not because there was no need to know something so useless.


  What next floated up in my head was Ha Saetbyul of the previous iteration. That woman was also black-haired so it might be her.


  Sleeping with his ex-girlfriend before death.


  Wow. How romantic…


  …Should I put some poison on his ‘Dick Jitae’?


  Continuing that line of thought, 


  I started feeling deathly melancholic.


  “Should we stop drinking. I think you are very drunk.”


  “No…”


  Raising the bottle of alcohol, I tipped it upside down over my mouth, while contemplating how merciless destiny was.


  That was when the bottle no longer gave alcohol,


  So I glared at the bottle.


  “Bom. Stop.”


  “…”


  “That’s our tenth bottle. You should stop drinking or detoxify it.”


  “…”


  “I’m starting to feel tipsy as well.”


  What is he saying.


  Ah.


  Why–


  Why is it not coming out…


  I shook the bottle of alcohol and could feel something splashing inside. 


  But when I brought it to my mouth, there was still nothing coming out of it.


  What is this.


  I can definitely smell alcohol though…


  I tried licking the bottle to at least drink the bits of alcohol that was on it.


  Ah.


  This is so annoying.


  Why the hell is it so hot.


  I felt like I was sweating so I first decided to take my jumper off. Him frowning in front was none of my business because he always frowned whenever he wanted to.


  “Jitae.”


  There was only one thing that mattered.


  “Give me more.”


  *


  Yu Jitae felt perplexed.


  Bom was constantly fanning her face and looked very feverish, so he could understand her taking her jumper off and the cardigan inside, but now she was even taking off her singlet.


  Now, there was only one layer of underwear covering her bare skin and he had nowhere to rest his eyes on, so he fixed his gaze on her face and saw the gloomy look on it.


  “There’s no more alcohol…”


  Lifting the bottle of alcohol and raising her head, she closed one of her eyes and glared inside of the bottle. And when a single drop landed inside her eye, she foolishly shook her head after a flinch.


  “Nn? There is alcohol. So why is it not…?”


  “Oi oi.”


  He snatched the bottle from her.


  “I told you to stop drinking.”


  “Whyyy?”


  “You are drunk.”


  “I ain’t drunkk…”


  “Can’t you tell from how you’re speaking?”


  “What did I sayy…”


  She was all over the place. 


  “Today is our last day…” she muttered.


  “Yes. This is our last.”


  “And I’ve always been a good kid…”


  “…”


  “Let me do what I want for just one day…”


  He heaved a sigh.


  “Alright.”


  While swinging her arms, she picked up another bottle of alcohol and pushed it towards him. She was no longer even using a glass. Clinking his bottle of spirit with hers, he chugged the whole bottle as Bom similarly lifted her head and gulped it. Her throat moved up and down and she lowered the bottle to the table only after emptying half of it.


  “It’s too hot…”


  She then suddenly began complaining that it was hot. 


  It was obvious because she had poured in so much alcohol.


  “I have to take off my jumper…”


  Wait, wait. What are you…
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  The hands that were scratching the stomach looking for clothes and then moved around everywhere trying to grab any piece of clothing they could find.


  When one of those hands at last reached her underwear, he seized it.


  “??”


  She looked at him with a strange light in her eyes.


  “It’s hot though…”


  With her left hand still in his grip, she used her right hand to fan her face.


  “You should stop drinking.”


  “Nn…?”


  “Give that to me.”


  He took the bottle of alcohol that was near her and placed it down next to him. Flailing her arms around, she retaliated and later bent her back to reach forward so he held onto her shoulders and stopped her.


  “Why did you take that…?”


  “Let’s just go, Bom. And put some clothes on.”


  “But it’s too hot… I’m sweating too much…”


  Words weren’t going through. 


  In fact, she indeed was sweating quite profusely. Considering how dragons did not usually sweat, that in turn displayed exactly how drunk she was.


  “Do you want to wear it yourself, or should I put it on for you.”


  “Do I have to choose one…?”


  “Yes.”


  “Put it on for me…”


  She leaned her unstable body on the chair. Even though Bom had gotten drunk several times, she had never been this drunk because she usually regulated her own consumption.


  That was why this was very disconcerting for him.


  Going closer to her, he raised the singlet back up. He knew how to put clothes on someone else thanks to his experience with Gyeoul.


  “Raise your arms up. ‘Hurray’.”


  “Hurray…”


  “Don’t just do it with your mouth.”


  “…”


  In response, while he was right in front of her with the singlet in hand, Bom lifted her gaze and looked at him with a hazy pair of eyes.


  Perplexity.


  Ever since a very long time ago, he had been feeling perplexed when seeing Bom. It always showed itself when they were at a close proximity like this.


  And this thing called perplexity was something he just couldn’t get used to.


  “Then, what should I do it with, instead of my mouth…?”


  When words that weren’t suitable for the situation started drawing a picture in his mind, he felt even more perplexed. On the other hand, Bom started chuckling, ‘Kyahaha–’. She continued giggling as if she had a screw loose so he gave the child a flick to the forehead. 


  Thud!


  “Aukk…”


  Bom flinched and looked into his eyes with a drop of tear under her eyes.


  “Put it on.”


  Saying that, he threw the singlet over her legs. Touching her reddened forehead, Bom continued staring at him with the same hazy gaze that deepened over time in consideration.


  “Why…?”


  “What do you mean why.”


  “You said I was pretty…”


  “What about it.”


  “Don’t you, want to keep looking at something pretty…?”


  “Stop blabbering nonsense and put your clothes on, Bom.”


  “I haven’t shown it to anyone else before…”


  “Whatever, just put them on. What is with this shameful conduct when we are at the very end. I’ve never heard of a dragon disgracing themselves after getting drunk.”


  Bom was throwing him the question, ‘Don’t you want to know more about me?’ It was obviously a provocation and her words were intentionally trying to incite his perplexity. She wasn’t doing this just because she was drunk; this was what she always did.+


  “…”


  “If you don’t wear them, I’ll just wrap your body with a blanket and take you back by force.”


  However, he fervently turned her down.


  “But, it’s so pretty…”


  Bom turned to the large mirror that was inside the room. She fidgeted with her own cheeks, touched her fringes and then raised her hands to collect her hair behind her head before lifting them into the air. Looking at the mirror, she tilted her head. All of her actions were slow; they emphasised her white arms, her thin fingers and wrists, her skin drenched in sweat, the belly button, faint shadows cast under her ribs and the picturesque waist line. Those explicit areas all entered his sight.


  Trying to deny himself, he turned his eyes away. But the disgusting truth was that he really was feeling a different urge.


  “Is it not pretty…?”


  Since when was it that he had begun feeling this urge for no-one else but Bom? This feeling did not stop at just considering her pretty and an explicit name for it would be ‘greed’. This dirty instinct that his mind did not like in the slightest would often soar up inside him.


  It was a fact that he discovered belatedly and before realising its identity, he had simply labelled all those moments under the name of ‘perplexity’.


  How could he hold anything similar to greed against her – thinking that, he tried to deny himself.


  “Hmm… I think it is pretty…”


  Murmuring that, she used her arms to support the round bulks and intersected her arms, and then used her two hands to either stretch her belly or pound it. After flexing her muscles, she observed the faint outline of her abs and appeared fascinated by her own body.


  Soon, when the room was engulfed in silence, he turned his eyes away while Bom turned her indifferent gaze back to him. The shadow cast on the round things being supported by one of her arms accidentally entered his sight so he quickly shifted his gaze. But his eyes instead had to look at the strings of the underwear, the white skin behind those strings and her twitching red lips. Those were more daunting than her body itself.


  He felt increasingly more perplexed. In other words, he was feeling a rise in urge so he decided to close his eyes.


  It was very strange. He had already lost all interest and excitement in women. There wasn’t a specific reason or anything and by the time he realised it, he was already indifferent to everything sexual.


  But strangely enough, after entering the 7th iteration, he was again feeling that thing which he thought had vanished into thin air.


  Is it because she was always clinging to him and teasing him? Or is it because she always nonchalantly whispered into his ears? Or because she excessively stuck to him?


  No.


  That shouldn’t be it.


  The thing that happened with Yeorum a few days ago was also strange.


  Even though it was true that he was finding Bom pretty, that did not mean he treasured Bom more than Yeorum or anything.


  In other words, if he was going to have a relationship with Bom, there would have been no reason for him not to have a relationship with Yeorum. That was because he had a similar level of bond with both Bom and Yeorum, and he himself did not see a physical relationship as anything that significant.


  However, he had still rejected the physical intercourse with Yeorum even though it was a doable act that she wanted herself. He had never once considered Yeorum as a target for a sexual relationship nor did he want to.


  Why?


  Because it was linked to the ‘daily life’ that he had barely managed to recover by living the 7th iteration.


  And according to that logic, finding Bom pretty and craving her body could also be interpreted as something that originated from the ‘daily life’.


  “Look at me.”


  But at the same time, that ‘daily life’ was commanding him to suppress his urge.


  “Do you see me…?”


  He knew all too well how hideous and laughable it would be for him to shake his waist after reaching this point. 


  “It’s all yours…”


  And yet that mindset was about to crumble today.


  He didn’t know why, just like how he did not know what the ‘start’ of his perplexity was; just like how he did not remember the ‘first time she started looking pretty’.


  “Just put your clothes on. Hurry up.”


  “…”


  The urge was continuing to rise up and he was feeling perplexed by it.


  “Wear it. Before I get mad. Unless you want to be in trouble.”


  “…”


  But Bom did not listen to him.


  It was when he was thinking of forcing out the intoxication before anything.


  Leaning her body towards him while standing on her toes, she wrapped her arms around his neck. Her small head closed in as he then felt something touch his lips. The thing touching his lips was twitching, wet and was steaming hot.


  He pushed Bom away. An urge that was equally hot was surging out from his heart into his throat. It was so extreme that it couldn’t even be compared to the one he had when killing demon smallfries, nor the impulse he felt when telling Bom about his secrets.


  Her bare shoulders under his palms and her gleaming collarbones were setting fire to his urge. Thus, he had to let go of her body.


  Have I seriously gone insane?


  She was an existence whom he had pushed into the pit of misfortune. 


  Finding her pretty was different to this. Treating her well and playing along might have been an act since that was what she had wanted.


  However, the urge he was feeling right now, was craving for the body which he had personally experimented with. How could someone in their right mind ever do such a thing?


  He could not deny his sins – from the perspective of daily lives, this was a vulgar, disgusting and disgraceful conduct.


  “…”


  After escaping from his grip, Bom collected her breath. A little bit of temperament was added to her previously indifferent gaze.


  Yu Jitae pushed one of his palms out. Then, he pressed on his temples and heaved a deep sigh while shaking his head.


  She muttered.


  “Why’re you pushing me…?”


  Should I strike her on the nape and make her faint, he thought but soon decided against it. The rising urge was linked to all sorts of his violent desires. He had to refrain from being agitated or stimulated, as that would instigate his sharpened impulse. 


  “Why are you still holding back…”


  Running away from this situation was the best solution he came up with.


  On the other hand, he felt irritated. He wasn’t expecting the last day for open conversations to turn out like this. This was why alcohol was too dangerous for young kids.


  “You wanted my body. I remember it clearly…”


  It happened right as he was about to turn his body: Bom synchronised her mana with the Dimensional Cruise as if she had been preparing for it. Her ability to manipulate mana was still as mysteriously remarkable as it had always been.


  And just like that, she gained control over the Ignition Key, the device that would move the ship.


  “Bom. This is not funny.”


  He said with a straight face. 


  She was crossing the line.


  “I’m not doing this because it’s funny.”


  Her mana wriggled and shook the ship. This was clearly a threat, and went right against his intention head-on for it to be simply disregarded as a small mistake.


  Irritation soared inside, and increased the impulse even more.


  “Let that go.”


  He pointed at the cluster of mana in her hand.


  “Can you kiss me on my lips…?”


  Bom was still heavily drunk and blabbered without noticing the look on his face. Twitching her lips, she poked her tongue out and diligently licked her lower lips. “Hurry.” That obscene movement of her tongue entered his eyes and his impulse was now overflowing so much that it gave him chills.


  “I will do that as much as you want if you sober up.”
He tried to strike a deal,


  “No. Do it now.”
But it was negated.


  Once again, the ship quivered. Bom was trying to use the [Ignition Key] to move the ship.


  “Just kiss me first…”
She urged him on.


  “You are crossing the line right now. You are making me irritated.”
He tried sounding upset,


  “So what.”
But it didn’t work.


  ‘Perplexity’.


  That wasn’t some positive emotion or anything. In truth, he was feeling uncontrollably displeased by his turbulent psychological state to the point that he wished to scrape his heart out.


  Even now it was the same. Embracing Bom and craving her body was nothing difficult. In fact, considering the impulse in his mind, it would probably be enjoyable. His current situation was like a person holding himself back from scratching a deathly itchy mosquito bite. How immensely pleasant would it be to scratch it without any restraints?


  However, the ‘daily life’ he had retrieved with difficulty was not wishing for that because the body in front of his eyes was the experiment subject that he had tortured.


  So whenever he was feeling such a disgusting desire, it was extremely distressing in a different sense. He could feel his sharp conscience piercing through his ribs…


  That was the nature of his ‘perplexity’.


  “Alright. Will you let that go if I give you a kiss?”


  “Nn.”


  The authenticity hanging on the Eyes of Equilibrium was ‘true’. 


  Let’s do a short kiss and snatch the device from her hands. After that, let’s smack her on the back of her head regardless of the impulse.


  Thinking that, he approached her.


  He approached the expressionless Bom and grabbed her face.


  Should I snap her neck.


  There was a sudden flash of an impulse but Bom was still holding onto the [Ignition Key]. Controlling the urge that was threatening to explode, he tried his best to hold back any violent action.


  However,


  The moment his lips met with hers,


  He immediately realised that something was going terribly wrong.
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  Her lips were sweet.


  The usual gentle fragrance of grass was replaced by the subtle scent of flowers. Although it simply smelled sweet on the outside, it was somewhat sticky and constantly tried to weave him in. 


  That fragrance was slowly getting more intense.


  Using every bit of patience, he suppressed his impulse but Bom did not give him enough time. Her small shoulders nervously came forward. Her two hands sneaked into his chest and held him by the chin as their faces once again came closer. This time, the kiss lasted longer. Their salivas were interchanged, lips were placed on top of lips, they were entangled and intertwined. A heated breath scraped past his lower lips and he had to exhibit his last bit of patience.


  However, when Bom suddenly started to smile; when her little hands caressed over his body; when those eyes that seemed liberated unlike the past gazed at him deeply, looking like she was drunk in love and there was nothing more precious than him in the world… And when her head reached his chest, and as he gazed down at the grass-coloured head lending a close ear to his heartbeat…


  His patience,


  It snapped with a click.


  He wrapped his hands around her waist, lifted her up and threw her down on the bed. His gestures were dynamic and his mind had nothing but impulse with the previous caution being nowhere to be seen. As if his nails had reached the outskirts of the itchy skin, his body was being led forward by an electrifying impulse that no-one could withstand. 


  Bom started smiling again.


  Is this funny? He was trying to ask that but her mouth cracked open and her tongue came slithering out. His mind turned blank again and everything that had been kept suppressed flooded out. Like rushing torrents, they engulfed him from above and encroached his feelings. 


  His hand reached the last piece of cloth that was barely holding its place. Undoing it was no longer even an option. He ripped it and removed the last barrier between the two of them. 


  “Nn…♥”


  A faint coquettish moan enticed him. He did not know what she wanted, nor did he know why she was desperately wanting it now despite rejecting it in the past. He knew nothing from the start to the end; from the reason she was whispering words of love into his ears to the reason he was finding her pretty. The only things he could see was Bom who loved him like a mental patient and a killing machine that started finding an existence pretty for the first time after a thousand years. At the end of this disjointed relationship, the girl with a mental illness was indulged in him, and was wishing for him to also be indulged in her.


  “Aren’t you hot…? You should, take off your jumper…”


  While still blabbering some nonsense, Bom pulled his business shirt without even touching the buttons. It might be because she was wearing a jumper herself.


  Again, their lips collided as a tidal wave struck him. She continued her restless and delicate gasps as he followed his impulse. From top to bottom – there was no more consideration in his movement and everything stopping him was ripped apart.


  Is this normal?


  Is this really what you wanted?


  But for him to blame everything on her, he too was feeling a burst in pleasure.


  “Come…”


  Was she still that drunk? Even though the Ignition Key had already been snatched from her hands, Bom was still trying to control him. Aside from the explosive impulse he was feeling, he was still feeling immensely irritated by the uncertainty Bom had thrown into his plan. 


  He pinched her on her cheeks. ‘Ughhhh,’ she groaned as he held onto her chin and made her look back into his eyes. Bom blinked her hazy eyes from the sudden pain as she gazed at him from below.


  “Say that again.”


  She seemed quite sober now.


  The emotion being revealed on her face created a curve. Her lips curled up and Bom said with a bright smile.


  “Please…”


  What came next was a huge tempest.


  .


  .


  .


  The hand leaning on the table was gradually pushed back. Her middle finger reached the bottle of alcohol and after a tap, it pushed the bottle away. Tap. Once again, mana alone was unable to support her and her body was thus being constantly thrusted back with each tap. At one point, the glass bottle reached the corner of the table and quivered. When her body stiffened as if it was electrified, the glass bottle was pushed even further and at last fell on the ground. Creating a loud and disturbing noise it shattered, thus hiding a different noise in the background. 


  Flowing down, the liquids merged. What rose up was the scent of alcohol, and a fragrance of flowers pervading deeper in.


  Moans were added into the mix.


  She grabbed onto his collars and pushed it as hard as she could. He, who should be immovable, was pushed back.


  Their lips came together.


  Since she had always been the one looking at him from underneath, there were times when her neck was in pain. But now, she didn’t have to look up. As she continued her rushed exhales, keeping a firm grip on her consciousness, Bom looked down at him.


  With the thorny fate striking her like a whip, facing the cold season in ripped clothes, and freezing from the chilly wind with her roots unable to go deeper into the side of the cliff – that was what her life was like. The scenery from the tip of the sword was beautiful and everything about him was marvellous.


  The fall was bound to last longer the higher she was, and as such, everything hot made her feel colder and colder. Therefore, she cried. She cried, moaned and cried again. Even if she were to beg on her knees, he would not listen. None of her actions could change his long history. Because letting him go was the only way to accept him, Bom could do nothing but weep and swallow her sorrows.


  “Do you know, why I was refusing you…?”


  She could not even voice out her words properly due to her uneven gasps. Even though she felt like she would go unconscious the moment she released her tension for a split second, Bom desperately opened her mouth.


  “It’s because I was scared. And I didn’t want to lose you…


  “That’s what I thought, but I was wrong…


  “I was selfish.


  “As you said, I was selfish, and because I was supposed to be first… That’s why I refused you…”


  Everything he had considered precious were gone, and finally he was about to send off the kids including herself that were the only remaining treasures in his mind.


  Therefore, he would be unhappy even if he survived.


  That would be even more so, because of the memories they had created together.


  “When we leave, you can die…


  “Don’t live too long by yourself, and please die at any cost…


  “It’s okay to embrace someone before that…


  “If that makes you happy, then please be happy through death…”


  That was when a large shock crossed the line and smashed her body. Frozen stiff, Bom frowned and collected her breath. The feelings that had been flooding in as if trying to kill her; those extreme stimulations were bursting like a bomb at her lower stomach and were vigourous enough to split her body in half. That was why she cried; because she knew she would not have a day like today again.


  Her toes twirled in. Her back curved on its own accord and her blurry eyes could not see his expression.


  “But please smile when you are dying… Cherish all the good memories we have… and please think of me once…”


  Bom still moved.


  “You told me to continue living…


  “I will…


  “Even if I want to die, I will force myself to live…”


  A sudden burst in power flipped her body upside down as she let out a scream. Pinned underneath, Bom could not gaze up at his face and the tainted world was shaking busily in her sight.


  Bom recalled the phrase she had written one day in her novel.


  [Bodily love tends to occur from sensation. The eyes spot a beauty. The nose smells sweetness. Being protected to rest at a nearby pond and the feeling of elongating my existence is brought forth from a bodily relationship. But that stops once filled. It dries rapidly and something sweeter can always replace it and ache the heart.


  But psychological love permeates through the stomach and levitates the entire body. It occurs not from sensation but from the time spent together. It pervades and is not filled and thus cannot be replaced with anything else. It forever establishes its position in between the soul and warmly embraces my body and mind.


  This is fundamentally different from the short throbbing or aching of the heart. Thinking about it, the warmth spreading from the lower stomach to all over the body through the veins, is like ‘that’ filling the empty outer space called ‘me’, and brightening it with warm light.]


  Although it was an elegant set of sentences, those were more like imaginations of a dreaming girl – delusions she was having through several ‘mental preparations’.


  But when the outer space was almost entirely filled up, Bom was finally certain that her Amusement was one that had been loved by him.


  “I will never be able to forget today…”


  Wrapping her arms around his thick neck, and sobbing with a lump in her throat…


  Bom whispered into his ears.



“Forever…”


  

***


  They shared love – several times.


  After being unleashed once, his greed flared up like a beast’s. The emotions that had been puzzling him that were thus making him doubt himself were automatically dissolved. 


  She would be leaving anyway, and everything would be over so why should he bother doubting things? Thinking that, he gave Bom everything she wanted and she received everything he gave her. He followed his impulse and she constantly wished for more. Even now, his daily life was at the core moving him and he respected her requests.


  While crying and saying some gibberish, Bom fainted a few times before suddenly laughing as if she had gone crazy. He didn’t like those laughing noises so he bullied her even more and she suddenly tried to escape in tears. He couldn’t let her go and thus brought her back as her nails scratched the blanket in vain. After being brought back a few times, she was all the more desperate at trying to escape from him so they ended up changing the location from the bed to the doorfront and their disordered conversation ended up resonating all the way to the corridor and the hot spring.


  In the middle, her breath turned rushed and the shivering became intense as if she would die any time soon. Because of that, he stopped and Bom zealously tried to recover her body during the short break. While tightly hugging him so that he wouldn’t go further away and after getting rid of the sweaty fringes from her forehead, she raised her legs again and entangled them into his legs.


  “What.”


  “…”


  They had a short eye contact and Bom closed her eyes. Seemingly embarrassed to show her face, she buried her head into his chest. However, her body unknowingly rubbing itself against his and the quickening gasps reaching his skin were suggesting something instead.


  Bom was requesting something.


  This however was a bad habit. Bom had the tendency of trying to move everything the way she wanted without even saying them out loud. It made her look like a schemer and a condescending one at that, and it was an attitude that all the dragons had in common.


  But he wasn’t a soldier. He wasn’t Yu Bom’s toy like what Yeorum had saved his number as on her watch. He was a person, and if there was something she wanted from him, Bom had to voice it out loud.


  And in fact, that wasn’t very difficult. Instead, it was quite easy.


  One word was enough.


  ‘More,’


  Her mind that wanted to delay the end as much as possible echoed as a melancholic voice melting at his ears.


  ‘Give me more.’


  Bom cried.


  ‘…More.’
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  Yu Jitae was sitting on the bed while Bom was sitting on top of him.


  “Will it be impossible…”


  Leaning in his embrace, Bom opened her mouth. Her white naked body revealed above the blanket was covered in sweat that gleamed transparently below the moonlight.


  “To be honest, with the kids…”


  It was when the two of them had stopped moving for a while. Even though it had already been turned down by Yu Jitae, she still couldn’t hold back the question. 


  Bom was hoping that none of these relationships would stay fake but until the very end, Yu Jitae was deceiving the kids and she was the only one that knew about it. She was the one at the lead deceiving them, and was the one that was making the farewell seem as natural as possible. She was a complete accomplice by now.


  And yet,


  “They will all understand it… and support you…”


  That accomplice was once again hoping Yu Jitae would be honest. It might sound simple but was definitely not a simple request. The sun was starting to rise and it was about time to go back home. This was the last request Bom could give in his embrace with just the two of them.


  There was no need to tell them the truth if this were to be the end of everything. In other words, Bom was pretty much saying in a roundabout way that she did not want to leave, since it would take more time for them to completely understand each other.


  She had just requested him to die for sure and yet now, she was suggesting they live together. Bom herself did not know why she was saying this.


  It might be that she had seen a small sliver of hope from the memories of the 7th iteration that she had received directly from Yu Jitae and the daily comfort he felt. The peace Yu Jitae had felt was as intense as his wish for death.


  However, Yu Jitae did not move his mouth.


  “It’s okay to take it very slow. If we do it aga–”


  He started to move and her persuading lips came to a close.


  A tempest struck the lower stomach, carrying around flashing lightning bolts and a harsh wind.


  This was him telling her to be quiet. 


  Yu Jitae wanted deceit until the very end.


  “…”


  As the harsh wind penetrated deeper inside, Bom unknowingly raised her fingernails to scratch his back and clenched her lips until they were torn. She unconsciously did that while trying to hold back her tears.


  It was to endure the harsh pain she was feeling;


  “…”


  The immense heartache.





  


  “…”


  Placing down the magic whetstone, she leaned the sword diagonally, and started rubbing it.


  Sheek. Sheek. 


  A simple and soft sound continued. The blunt edge of the sword was raised back up as molecules of mana carrying the formula for [Amputation], [Elasticity] and [Bleed] seeped into the blade.


  Slowly she sharpened the edge with care. 


  Five years ago, when she first sharpened a sword, Yeorum thought this was one that required a lot of patience. It was because she had to sit in one place and be careful with the angle, and repeat the process for a whole hour while constantly pouring essence on it.


  It was a boring and tedious task. However, one absent-minded mistake with the blade could render all her effort meaningless and instead harm the sword so she had to focus on sharpening the sword no matter how boring it was.


  But after doing it for so long, she recently started to understand how to effectively spend this boring time – it was reminiscing on the past, with the focus being on enjoyable memories. 


  For Yeorum who always lived the ‘present’ while thinking of the ‘future’, it was quite foreign to her.


  Regardless, that was what she was doing right now.


  Sheek, sheek.


  She remembered something enjoyable. The fully recreated memories drew a picture in her mind.


  Sheek, sheek.


  Once again, she reflected on something enjoyable. All those fun, exciting and happy moments and the emotions she felt back then vividly came back to her.


  Sheek–


  At one point, Yeorum stopped her hands.


  The whetstone was tainted with blood.


  


Dawn.


  The dawn of a winter’s day was quite mysterious. The surroundings would turn bright even without the rising sun in sight. Christmas was just around the corner and the scenery outside the window was already forecasting the upcoming Christmas.


  Yeorum left for her usual morning training routine.


  Today was the day she would fight against Javier Karma.


  It would be at 7 pm, and there were around 12 hours left now.


  She must have been subconsciously nervous. The training today was a lot fiercer than usual and her training boots were ripped when she came to herself. ‘Fuck this,’ grumbled Yeorum on the way back to Unit 301.


  “You’re back.”


  Yu Jitae greeted her when she returned from training.


  “Yeah… Why?” She asked when she saw Yu Jitae still staring at her.


  “We need to do the last check up for today’s fight.”


  “It’s fine.”


  Ignoring him, Yeorum was about to go into her room but he blocked her path. There was now a large wall in between.


  “What do you mean it’s fine. I heard you refused the Association’s support as well. Why did you do that.”


  “Well, why not.”


  “It’s still not late. Let’s go out together. I will help you dope properly.”


  “No.”


  Yeorum refused him again.


  “I’m fine.”


  She turned her body and walked into her room after opening the door.


  “You should still do it.”


  However, Yu Jitae’s voice stopped her on her tracks. He sounded slightly less energetic than usual.


  “You know how important this is. All the training you’ve endured until now was all for today.”


  “I know.”


  “It’s better to do everything including a mental preparation with someone else. People either get agitated or shrink before a big fight and neither of them are good signs.”


  “Right. I know that too.”


  After saying that much, Yeorum closed the door behind her. The living room on the other side of the closed door stayed silent but after a while, he also turned his feet.


  Using [Cleanse], she got rid of the sweat and cleaned her body. She closed the curtains and laid down on the bed.


  Suddenly, she remembered the day she first dropped her pride to Yu Jitae – the day she did the [Pulsation] training with him; the day she shared her inner concerns while gasping for breath with her heart restricted by chains.


  That was already more than 4 years ago.


  Has it already been that long? Even though each passing day felt excruciatingly tiresome, looking back, she realised how fast everything had gone by.


  Although the farewell was right before her nose, she didn’t particularly feel anything. She was puzzled by him suddenly announcing the farewell despite living happily together, and slightly thought of him as a traitor, but that was it.


  There wasn’t anything she wanted to say either.


  A farewell with him was simply a farewell.


  The other kids seemed to have accepted it in their own ways. Kaeul who had been crying buckets out and the stupid Gyeoul who had been dumbfounded from the abrupt turn of events all seemed to have accepted it. They didn’t cry anymore, and they stopped talking about the farewell towards the end of the trip. As if it was nothing outside the realms of daily lives, they simply waited for their return.


  Yeorum was the same.


  She too had accepted it.


  Every Amusement had an end and this one was just a little bit faster.


  She did feel betrayed by the sudden farewell, but he must have had some circumstances himself as well. 


  If not, then oh well.


  All she had to do was go back and kill her oldest unni at the Selection Ceremony, and convey those words that had yet to be conveyed.


  And then,


  The Amusement would be left behind in a corner of her memories as a success, and she would live a new life,


  In a world without him.


  That should be enough.


  …


  It is.


  …


  “…Is it?”


  Is that enough?


  …Is that, really enough?


  Maybe I…


  Her thoughts gradually turned messier and it was becoming more and more confusing. She should be wholeheartedly focusing on the upcoming fight and something like this was definitely not what she was supposed to be doing.


  Walking out of her room, she wetted her face with cold water and placed a cigarette between her lips. Then, she carried her feet towards the entrance, heading for the roof.


  But on the way, she found the boots, which she had randomly hurled behind, neatly put back together. Upon closer inspection, she noticed that the part ripped from the training had been sealed with magic. It was done very awkwardly.


  At a single glance, she immediately realised who it was done by.


  “…”


  Yeorum was frozen stiff.


  And she stayed still for a long time.


  The doubts that had been harassing her mind reared their heads again. Someone was asking inside her head. 


  Is that really enough…?


  Those stray thoughts were once again throwing her mind into an unpleasant confusion so she chucked the boots into the rubbish bin.


  That feels better, Yeorum thought to herself.


  What in the hell even is a farewell?


  I don’t know what that is.


  ***


  Time did not wait for anyone.


  By the time she came to herself, she was stepping on a warp station in North Africa. Yeorum was here for the fight against Javier, and was being followed by the related agents of the Association in addition to Yu Jitae and Unit 301.


  “Uwah. There’s so many people…”


  “Come closer. Stay next to me.”


  “Ah, okayy.”


  The security officers of the Association were guarding Yeorum who was wearing a hoodie and a pair of shorts that weren’t suited for a fight.


  The warp station was bustling with people. News had already been spread through rumours and a fair bit of rankers, reporters and fans of the two superhumans had flown in to watch it live.


  That was just how rare it was to see a fight between two one-digit rankers. It was even more rare because one of the parties included Javier, also referred to as the guardian deity, who stayed in seclusion in North Africa.


  “Yu Yeorum…!”


  “Ah, she’s here! Camera!!”


  However, Yu Yeorum was seen as a candidate for the future sovereign and was even more attention-grabbing than Javier.


  She was 20 years old this year. Looking completely like a human, no-one in the world knew she was a dragon and her courses of actions were therefore extremely shocking.


  The speed of her improvement made her gain the title of a ‘genius’.


  “Maybe she really will beat Javier as well?”


  “There’s no way… Even though she’s a genius, that’s still…”


  Genius.


  It was a word that was used too frequently these days, but the world didn’t have that many true geniuses.


  “I heard that same thing four times by now.”


  “Well… No-one knew she would beat Simon that easily either.”


  “That really was very absurd.”


  The ones looking from a distance might just marvel at their talents but the closer ones that were walking down the same path tended to despair when seeing true geniuses. At times, they would even feel fear and awe.


  And all the soldiers here were ones that were walking the same path as Yeorum.


  Tension was thus in the eyes of the onlookers.


  Soon, the crowd was guided into the prepared arena and was met with the insignia of a desert serpent which represented the North African Nations united (NAN). The insignia was printed onto a curtain.


  “Yu Yeorum.”


  He tried calling her but she did not reply. Without even showing him any gestures, she silently walked onto the arena as the manager from the Association followed from behind.


  It was obvious that the kids had also sensed that peculiar sense of distance. They were looking at him with eyes full of concern so he shook his head.


  “It’s alright. She should be fine by herself.”


  “Yes…”


  “Let’s just cheer for her.”


  In that building that resembled the colosseum, Yeorum climbed onto the arena. The large arena had a diameter of 500 metres, and that sheer size made it bigger than most sports fields. Yu Jitae and the kids gazed down at the arena while sitting at one of the corners.


  Booooooo–!


  Before long came the solemn sound of a warhorn, followed by the war cries of North African soldiers. Their cries trembled the surrounding air.


  Kugugugung…


  Yeorum was raising her vigour at the face of the important battle and so was the opponent.


  The curtain was lifted up as a small boy poked his head out.


  “Huh? Who’s that?”


  It was when someone voiced out their confusion.


  The curtain quivered greatly in the hands of the boy and from within appeared a large body with a tall height – a man that looked as if he was born for a battle walked out from behind.


  However, there was something strange about him.


  There was something blocking his eyes. He was blindfolded by a red cloth.


  “Huh? Why did he cover his eyes?”


  “That’s weird… Is he doing that to make it more fair? He wasn’t like that right?”


  “Yeah. The last time he was seen in the media was five and a half years ago, and he didn’t have that back then.”


  “Did he become blind in those few years…?”


  He could hear the dumbstruck voices of the crowd.


  In fact, the answer was within one of them.


  Five years ago, Javier did not heal the wound that was created by Yu Jitae on the day he took in Yeorum. It was to always remember the powerlessness of his defeat.


  “He’s almost like a different person… I think he’s stronger than most of the transcendents at the Association.”


  Bom said and she was right.


  Ever since his loss against Yu Jitae, he had been crazily immersed in training with his sword for the past 5 years. As a result, he was slightly stronger than his former selves of the previous iterations.


  Javier and Yeorum both recognised each other. While the one-digit ranker of the Association that had come as the umpire was announcing the specific rules of the fight, Kaeul asked him a question.


  “Do you think unni can win…?”


  She sounded very concerned.


  “It won’t be easy.”


  Because a will had an endogenous nature, it was impossible to clearly tell how strong it was before being released and thus, Yu Jitae also had no choice but to watch.


  Soon, Yeorum took out her Level 3 sword artifact that had the onion core embedded inside and activated it as red and round bits or aura started exuding out of the sword. On the other hand, Javier Karma also took out his Level 4 artifact, [Sword of Ra], and activated it. A golden light of aura raged outward.


  The two swords vented their energies. The world was divided into two at where the swords’ energies were colliding as they each claimed their territory. That intense vigour created a hail that made the onlookers weak at their knees.


  As the arena was being enveloped with more and more tension,


  Ding—


  The ringing bell marked the start of the fight.
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  Holding the sword with a firm grip, she lowered her stance and collected her breath. 


  The blood circulating around her body turned scorching hot and her concentration broke through the limits and slowed down the surrounding world. 


  In a sluggish world where she could see the wind currents and hear segmented shouts of the crowd,


  Yeorum took a step forward.


  Instantaneously, her body flew forward. She wasn’t using a fast movement technique nor was she bending the dimension. There was a fundamental difference to what she was doing right now.


  The energy pushing her forward was from the explosion beneath her feet. It was impossible to control a movement skill like this, if one didn’t have a strong enough body to endure it or couldn’t precisely calculate the location of the explosion as well as the magnitude.


  [Ember]


  But Yeorum successfully crossed a hundred metres in one step. Like a jet she flew, and the end of her path was met with a sword.


  Although her sword had been aiming for the neck, it instead collided with another sword.


  —!


  Then flared out an aftershock as blazing embers flickered into all sides. In the next moment, Javier moved and his sword was right in front of Yeorum’s face in the blink of an eye.


  The grand golden sword aura reaching 4 metres in length fell towards her like a guillotine.


  —!


  She blocked it but her bones were still shaken. It felt like she was being suppressed by a large press machine – the ground beneath her feet quivered and shattered.


  Unable to stay in place, she instead chose to be flung away. After retreating dozens of metres, Yeorum finally regained her stance.


  Or rather, she tried to. She didn’t have enough time due to Javier flying after her with the sword in hand.


  Kwaangg–!


  Twisting her body in mid-air, she somehow blocked it. The aura of the sun fell straight from the sky and drove in as if trying to kill her.


  But Yeorum still managed to block his attack.


  Surprised?


  I’m a lot stronger now yeah, you fucking bastard?


  Using all of her strength, she barely flicked the sword away. He fell back and she chased after him while bombarding him with her sword. 


  Once again, a pillar of brilliant light came striking down at Yeorum from the sky. At the same time, Javier used several supportive spells: restriction, neutralisation, fragmentation and motion seal.


  In return, Yeorum split her mouth wide open since she could now also use draconic mana in human form. 


  The condensed cluster of mana was fired from her mouth.


  Tung–


  However, the breath was blocked and negated by his longsword. It created large sparks like that of a welding machine except a lot bigger.


  Even though he stumbled from the impact and half of his armours were either dented or shattered, he still swung his sword at Yeorum.


  Their swords collided ten times. Each and every strike created a tear in the dimensions and crushed the ground.


  Screams of the crowd reached her ears as the mages zealously used their mana to block the aftershock from reaching the audience.


  Thirty times.


  Fifty times.


  And a hundred times. The two of them endlessly swung their swords. Each swing came at a lethal angle aiming at their vital points and the inability to block one attack would immediately cause a fatal wound so Yeorum’s senses were more sensitive than ever before.


  “Kuut!”


  Before long, Javier distanced himself with a groan. Yeorum should have ran in but was also fatigued and was slightly late to do so.


  An incomparably immense aura of fire seeped into his sword. 


  She knew what it was from the dozens of videos she had seen.


  A blinding light gathered at the risen longsword. What came next was the authority that allowed one to reign over a small territory!


  [Solar Sword]


  The sheer amount of presence stifled her breath.


  His sword came rushing through the dimension. The area under the reign of the Solar Sword would make everyone else feel like they were underwater and interfere with their movement. On the other hand, he would be like a shark underwater.


  Yeorum also raised her mana and prepared for the strongest skill she could use. The essence of the Karl-Gullakwa Stand-up Martial Art – the last skill ‘he’ taught her when she came back to the land.


  Answering her call, the onion core added strength to her attack.


  Flames started gushing out of Yeorum’s longsword. The secret move of the barbarian warriors that used to rip the ancient dragons to pieces – that astonishing flow of explosion soared from the ground all the way to the sky.


  [Volcano]


  Their swords intersected.


  —-!!


  The world quaked from the ridiculous impact.


  She felt one of the bones dislocate around her ribs and her mind turned dizzy for a bit. What let her come back to her senses was the pain caused from the dislocated rib bone pointing at her innards. However, she couldn’t spare any effort for recovery.


  Enduring the pain she stood her ground.


  “Uguguk…”


  The core trembled like it was having a fit.


  Her body also wobbled. Even though she was withstanding it with her tough body, the moment she added more strength to push the sword away, more ribs followed suit and cracked from the unbearable pressure. 


  Drip–. Blood started flowing from her nose and it spreaded out to both her mouth and her chin.


  She pushed down.


  She blocked his march with all her might.


  Using her two arms and her body, she pressed down and clenched her teeth to the point they would break to endure the pain.


  When he desperately retaliated, the ground started to crumble and scatter while leaving behind long crevices. It felt as if a mountain range was focusing all of its weight on her. While being oppressed by that sheer pressure, Yeorum looked at the eyes of the blind man.


  Even though he couldn’t see with his eyes, he was still staring at her. The reason he was so serious despite this officially being a spar, was because he had also recognised his opponent.


  And embedded in his eyes was a scorching fighting spirit.


  He blatantly started disregarding his safety, and was now looking for any ways out even if they were to come at the cost of sacrificing his bones. 


  It would be over if she was pushed away once. This was a bout and a test of vigour that she could not lose.


  She had to push him away and fortunately, she knew how to do it – she had learned it already.


  Yeorum calmed down the pulsations of her heart.


  Regaining her breath, her body was at last able to stand up and walk forward.


  By walking forward she would be able to run, and at the end of her sprint, she would be able to stand straight again.


  ‘Stand straight up and gaze ahead.’


  ‘His’ voice grazed past her ears.


  Yeorum widely opened her eyes and from within the pouring embers of flame, 


  She looked at her enemy.


  ***


  “Uwaahhk!”


  “Huuk! This is insane!”


  The rising flames covered the sky as the astonished screams and shouts of the audience echoed in the background.


  They were appalled.


  Javier’s secret move that had killed a large monster of 20 metres in body length in the blink of an eye during the Great War was blocked. It was blocked by a young 20-year-old superhuman…!


  “Huh?”


  “Nn?”


  But the situation rapidly turned on its head again.


  Yeorum, who should have been in the lead, did not attack.


  Or rather, it looked like she couldn’t attack judging from the apparent stiffness of her body.


  “What! What’s going on?!”


  “She was doing so well until now…! Why didn’t she push the lead!?”


  The onlookers could not guess the reason and lamented with concern.


  “…Did she push herself too much?”


  “Yeah. I guess it is hard to hold off against an attack like that.”


  When the fight returned to having little to no progress, the crowd began to think that Yeorum was exhausted to her limits. Even the Association’s manager appeared to be thinking that from how flustered he was.


  “Ahjussi. What’s wrong with unni? Is she really out of energy?”


  In response to Kaeul’s question, Yu Jitae gave a frown.


  She shouldn’t be exhausted already.


  “Dunno.”


  ‘That is strange…’ he muttered.


  ***


  Yeorum gasped for breath.


  It was too much.


  The output of the core had exceeded the boundary of her control. When the second heart embedded on the sword pulsed irregularly, its own ego was conveyed directly to her heart and shook her mind.


  It was as if someone was screaming into her ears: Kill them. Go kill them. Kill all of them, and die.


  The voice of a devil was inciting her impulse.


  However, it was still controllable.


  In that extreme situation, Yeorum forced down the crazy rise in fury and that was when opportunity came knocking on the door. The Sword of Ra wobbled and the lead was transferred down to her as Yeorum found a small gap between Javier’s thick protective walls.


  This was the first time she had an opportunity.


  Because of that, she tried to end the fight with one stab.


  But that was when something strange happened.


  Her arm refused to move.


  ‘Huh?’


  Her sensitive senses commanded her again. There is still a gap so stab it.


  ‘What’s happening.’


  However, her arm just did not move and the gap wasn’t big enough for her to hesitate three times.


  Kaang–!


  Regaining his protection, Javier flung her away.


  She heard the surrounding crowd shout, ‘Aigo!’ and ‘Wow, he managed to survive from that!’ but Yeorum disagreed. 


  No, she thought to herself. Javier did not manage to survive and it was she who failed to stab forward.


  After confronting his attacks several times, Yeorum realised that she would not lose this fight. Although Javier was strong, she was a little bit stronger.


  So over the next several bouts, Yeorum had a few more chances to land a fatal strike on Javier but whenever there was a chance, her body refused to move. It literally froze on the spot.


  Yeorum could not understand what was happening.


  Just once.


  Just one stab and she would come out as the victor of the fight.


  It would let her prove to herself that she had grown through all the hardships of the past, and that she had gotten stronger after grinding in all her effort. That celebratory moment was right in front of her grasp.


  So why?


  Why can I not stab forward?


  It was a fight where every second mattered. Their strength level was too similar and losing one opportunity would make it hard for her to be assured about the result of the fight. In a fight like that, after losing three to four opportunities, Yeorum also couldn’t avoid showing a gap herself.


  His blade scraped past her arm as the golden mana continued like an ocean wave.


  This ability was called the [Light of Circulation]. The sunlight turned into tens of thousands of small and sharp needles. They grazed all across her body and created countless wounds behind their path.


  Even though she was using a high level artifact to protect her body, and even though her skin was one crafted with the mana of a dragon, Javier’s attack made her body seem like a normal person’s that had sandpaper rubbing at their bare skin.


  Her cheeks, her neck, wrists, hands, arms and thighs. Although all of her limbs were being pulverised outside of her control and were starting to ooze out blood, Yeorum did not care nor did she try to dodge it.


  By sacrificing her flesh, she waited for the last opportunity.


  ‘It’s coming. It’s coming…!’


  Patiently, like a tiger waiting to pound on one’s neck, she waited and was finally met with a chance. It was inevitable for an ocean wave to go crashing down at least once and a hail would not last forever. 


  Yeorum waited for the split moment for the destructive ability, [Circulation of Light] to cease for a moment. Even though Javier distanced himself in that very moment, that was within her expectations.


  [Ember]


  Shot like a cannonball, Yeorum flew forward at a low stance. She then stabbed the longsword as hard as she could.


  Or rather, she tried to.


  Once again, her body turned slow.


  ‘Like, what the fuck. What is going on.’


  Her fingers and her toes were turning stiff. Reaching her arm forward once would decide the battle and yet she could not do so.


  ‘Why is this happening? Why?’


  In fact,


  She might have known the reason already.


  ‘What is wrong. Why, why. For fuck’s sake, why?!’


  She thought the body would follow the heart, and thought her heart was the only thing that she needed to deceive.


  But even though she had deceived her sisters with falsehood, and also managed to deceive him, her heart was one that did not fall to her lies.


  ‘Why is this happening…’


  When her honest thoughts that had been suppressed in her heart raised its head like a budding flower, Yeorum realised that she would never be able to beat Javier.


  Because if she were to beat Javier here,


  That would mark the end of her Amusement.


  The end she did not believe even when everyone else was crying and weeping their hearts out, would be brought by her own hands.


  ‘…’


  The trigger was placed in front of her eyes,


  But Yeorum could not make herself pull it.


  .


  .


  .


  “Unnniiiiii!!”


  Kaeul let out a sharp scream.


  The cost of missing her last opportunity was brutal. Javier’s sword grazed past Yeorum’s neck as red drops of blood tainted the white wall.
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  The Circulation of Light minced her body as her mind slowly faded away.


  When she next came to herself, she was at one of the corners of the arena leaning on the wall without even the power to lift her head. It was obvious that the fight had ended with her loss.


  Even though the first-aid team that was waiting nearby came rushing in, Yeorum refused their help and made them go away. They told her she had to be healed but she revealed her fangs and threatened them instead.


  Yeorum staggered as she left the arena, leaving behind the stiffened first-aid crew. She shrugged them off and aimlessly walked forward as if trying to escape from something.


  It was an impulsive yet unavoidable action, because she had no idea herself what unsightly thing she would do if she were to stay there. 


  There was only one pair of legs following Yeorum from behind.


  Her body was full of wounds and the natural recovery was taking a very long time due to the infectious Circulation of Light. Therefore, Yeorum had to bleed while walking and her footsteps were followed by drips of blood.


  Walking down an alleyway of the city, she no longer had the strength to proceed and at last halted her feet. The one following her from behind also stopped with her.


  Yeorum opened her mouth with a faint murmur.


  “You know… Maybe I’m still too weak…”


  Watching kids younger than herself calmly accepting the farewell, Yeorum thought she had naturally accepted it as well, because she was more of an adult than them.


  “You saw that right? I got shit on…”


  Because the one-sided announcement of the farewell seemed like an act of betrayal, she thought he had discarded her.


  Since he always did whatever he wanted to.


  “If I go back now… It will be difficult, right…?”


  But on the last trip, he had definitely said to her, that she must live after going back. So if she was still too weak, perhaps it might be possible to postpone it.


  “I might die…”


  She was not confident in conveying her honest thoughts, so she had to spout words of deceit no matter how pathetic they were.


  However, it was fine. None of that mattered. If doing this could allow her to cling onto him,


  “…I could end up dying.”


  If this could delay the end of the Amusement…


  ***


  Yu Jitae closed his eyes.


  After saying something with a sorrowful voice, Yeorum was silently waiting for his reply. The alleyway was bright but the hair covering her face was casting a shadow over her eyes.


  The gibberish she was speaking, in fact, did not enter his ears that well.


  Frankly speaking, Yu Jitae was feeling an emotion that was close to irritation.


  It was because of her attitude when facing the fight. Doing that for any other fight might have been passable but Javier’s fight alone was something she had to be serious with. She had to be fully immersed in it.


  Even if she did not like the farewell, and even if she wanted to protest against him, that fight was one that shouldn’t have been degraded.


  This fight was the proof of her growth, and the result of all the time Yu Jitae and Yeorum had poured in during the Amusement.


  And yet Yeorum ruined it due to her personal emotions.


  Although she had been constantly exposed to harsh drills that could cost her life at any time, him clutching onto her and treating her generously might have created a greenhouse over the child’s heart.


  If she were to return with a mild heart like this, would she be able to survive? Would Yeorum be able to have a proper fight at the ‘Selection Ceremony’ in Askalifa? Even though she has already ruined such an important fight just because of an impending farewell?


  Finishing his line of thought, Yu Jitae opened his eyes. Depending on the course of the conversation, he might even have to scold her.


  He was a person who planned all the time. Even when planning for the farewell, he had set up Plans B and C.


  Among those, Plan B was how he would deal with the situation if the kids were to refuse the farewell until the very end.


  He gazed down at her face.


  Looking at it from the perspective of daily lives, his next words could end up hurting her feelings a little bit. However, he needed to be stern at times even if someone was to get hurt from it.


  “No.”


  “What…?”


  “It’s alright. You won’t die.”


  Her eyes that were unusually powerless slowly blinked. One of her eyes was squinted, which was probably because of the wound near her eyes.


  “I don’t think you lost against Javier.”


  “What do you mean? You, saw me… lose.”


  “It’s strange. It was a fight you cannot lose. Fight him under the same condition a hundred times and you should have won ninety of them, not because of the difference in strength but because of the way you fight.”


  “…”


  “There is a limit in the size of the territory Javier can control. All of his skills exist to maintain that distance. Stick too close and his sword flicks you away, and go too far and his sandpapers of light will endlessly gnaw at you. But you, on the other hand, have great mobility that allows you to move freely regardless of his territory. You have a better chance to win from the get go.”


  “…So? What about it. In the end, that doesn’t change the fact that I lost.”


  “Yes. And now your job is to explain that to me. Why did you lose.”


  “…What?”


  “Why did you lose. When you could have won it.”


  Yeorum’s eyes twitched again. The wounds inflicted by the [Circulation of Light] were yet to close.


  “It’s just… just that my body was a bit stiff.”


  “Stiff?”


  “Maybe, I was a little nervous or something…”


  “Why were you nervous.”


  “Why not? A dragon, can get nervous as well for fuck’s sake…”


  “Yes. Dragons can get nervous, but not you.”


  “Huh?”


  “Yu Yeorum. You shouldn’t have been nervous.”


  In response to his words, Yeorum, who had been staring at the ground, lifted her head and looked at him.


  “…What? Are you saying it’s my fault? Do you mean it was my fault that my body was more tense than usual?”


  He knew Yeorum hated finding the reason for a bad event from herself. Rather than denying it, she simply detested it.


  Whenever there was something she did not like, she would lament and complain, ‘Why is it only me?’


  Until now, he had never openly touched her pride, but today he had to.


  “Do you want me to be more honest? It’s okay to be nervous, but you shouldn’t have let that nervousness impact the result of the fight. Your duel just then was, to be honest, a mess.”


  “What the fuck… It’s just a small mistake. What the hell is with all this…”


  “Yu Yeorum.”


  “…?”


  “You are seriously spouting some pathetic nonsense. Do you still not feel any sense of caution even at this point in time?”


  His words were increasingly turning sharper. Yeorum repeated opening and closing her mouth as if she was swallowing her excuses.


  “…You don’t have to, say it like that.”


  “Javier left. It will be nigh impossible to plan another fight with that guy. And you have to return home soon, and in the end, you have to bring back an experience of not being able to achieve your objective.”


  “…So? And what?”


  “I told you in the morning that I’ll help. You were the one that refused it.”


  “That’s…”


  “Shut up.”


  Her faintly opened eyes slowly became wider. She instinctively realised that something was different from usual, because Yu Jitae had never forcefully cut her words off like this.


  His expression that she was now so accustomed to, appeared frightening.


  “It was strange even before the start of the fight. Your doping state was awful and your mana was unstable. The key point here is that you were egotistically saying you’d do everything by yourself only to have this as the result.”


  “…”


  “Why were you so full of yourself? Why did you have an attitude like that before an important fight?”


  “…”


  “Say something.”


  “…”


  “Or what. Is that what you learned from me?”


  *


  There were several excuses she could give.


  Doping? She wanted to do that properly and the same was for mana – she wanted to maintain her peace and control it, but it just didn’t work out properly.


  That was the truth. Even before the start of the fight, Yeorum knew something would go wrong. Her body turning stiff was just the tip of an iceberg and now, she could observe the rest of the iceberg, and that she had been wanting to run away from the fight thousands of times until it began.


  “I’ve told you countless times. Do not think about something useless when you have a sword in hand. It looked like you were doing that properly during the training but I guess not.


  “You will have your Selection Ceremony after going back. That will make you more nervous than now and you’ll make a mistake because of your nervousness, won’t you. Your head will be ripped and wedged into the ground. Will you say the same thing then? A dragon can get nervous too? Just a small mistake?


  “What kind of stupid excuse is that.”


  No. Even though that wasn’t it, Yeorum stayed silent under the unbearable pressure he was giving off. His eyes that were right in front of her face were burdensome so she ended up shouting, “It’s all over, so why the hell do you even care?” Unknowingly, she drew a line between him and herself but he raised his voice in return.


  “If you were going to fight like that, then what was all that blood for!”


  He was pretty much shouting by now. Something shattered in her head as Yeorum glared daggers back at his eyes.


  “The sweat and blood you shed would fill up a swimming pool. The distance you’ve run will be several laps around Earth, and all of your pain and agony will cover a library if you put them into words. Where did all that time go – how can you dare! Treat a fight like that!”


  She felt like she was being falsely accused. Her fingertips turned numb and his shout was making her so sad that she had to hold back her tears.


  “Why are you being so mean? I might have been feeling slightly unwell! Do you think I was fooling around by myself because I’m a retard? I had my own circumstances as well!”


  “Are you really saying that to me?”


  “…!”


  “Tell me. What kind of circumstance is it, that it can justify a stupid act at the face of a life and death fight that you’ve been preparing for over 5 years?”


  “You’re the one that fucking shot my life down on your own accord! Who can ever stay in their right mind in a situation like that? Do you think we are all mental patients like you?”


  “What are you talking about.”


  “Are you just pretending like you don’t know anything? Or are you really that mental? Or what, do you want to watch me being pathetic again?”


  “Answer me. I asked you. What are you talking about.”


  “For fuck’s sake! You…!”


  In that instant, her words came to a stop. 


  Seeing Kaeul cry while grasping onto his pants, she thought she was pathetic. 


  Seeing Gyeoul constantly ask him if he was being serious about the farewell or not, made her think she was doing something useless.


  “You…”


  Yeorum could not continue her words.


  Because it was pathetic.


  Because it would be useless.


  Raising her hands, she covered her face. Ever since the day they first met, through all the time they had spent together to the day of their separation – he did everything the way he wanted to and that was something she already knew about.


  Even when she was in too much pain and thinking of giving up, he persuaded her and in the end, things turned out the way he wanted.


  Have I ever, turned his heart even once…?


  Thinking back, a memory that had stayed down until now for some reason, floated back up to the surface.


  There was one time. When she begged him to revive BM’s son, ‘Jung Taebaek’, that was when she had first managed to change his stubborn mind. 


  A single strand of solace was shining upon her despair.


  Yes. It was possible to change his mind.


  “Everything you said is correct.”


  Even though she had been thinking of them as useless and pathetic words, Yeorum decided to pluck up her courage.


  “So… I think learning for around, 1 more year? would be enough.”


  I will stop negotiating after this, and will obediently accept the farewell.


  But let’s just spend one more year together.


  “Nn? As you said, my mind is a bit weak… How about you fix that for me. There are still things for you to teach me right?


  “Those training methods that were all strange but helpful to me… Can you teach me those for just 1 more year?


  “You won’t let me die right?


  “……Right?”
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  A black hand flung out and grabbed him by the neck. It felt like his head was then being driven into a bucket of icy water. 


  Before, he could not understand what Yeorum was saying but now he could. 


  Perhaps she was trying to postpone the farewell. It was just that she was expressing it in a roundabout way with her crude words.


  Seeing it from that angle, he could also understand why Yeorum was acting so strange during the fight.


  “Yeorum.”


  “…Yeah.”


  “I will never let you die.”


  “…Nn. Right?”


  However, the farewell was unavoidable nor should it be avoided. Yu Jitae had to turn her request down no matter how.


  “But, there is no reason to teach you anything else.”


  “Hu, huh?”


  She seemed confused by his sudden words.


  “Apart from the psychological element, you were well above Javier. You will be able to survive after going back. I planned it, and you followed it well. There is no uncertainty there.”


  “…”


  “What you lack can be replaced by something else. In fact, I had something prepared a few years ago all for this moment.”


  “…”


  Yu Jitae took out a sword glowing with primary colours from his dimensional storage and gave it to her. The moment it showed itself, the surrounding scenery lost its colours and started being tainted into gray.


  It was the longsword which was at the pinnacle of Level 4 artifacts, and was the weapon that had been used by the catastrophe-ranked demon, Noah.


  [Dream Eater]


  He handed her the sword which he had been planning to give at the farewell.


  “Here. This is my last present.”


  Just like that, his stubborn yet non-excessive refusal forced the clinging child to release her grip.


  “…”


  Yeorum did not reply nor were her eyes on the dream-eating sword. Her red eyes were instead facing the ashen eyes of the man, and they remained there for a long time.


  Her eyes slanted down, before relaxing and eventually coming to a close.


  Lowering her gaze to the ground, her mind continued an endless trail of thought as memories brought upon memories. Before long, incomprehension floated into her eyes and she tried to distance herself as much as possible from Yu Jitae. Her eyes turned to the empty plot of land.


  Hesitantly opening her mouth several times, she closed them time after time and couldn’t find the right words to say. She uneasily licked her lips and bit onto the tip of her tongue.


  Finally, after taking in the fact that it will be unavoidable, her eyes slanted down as her doubt left her mouth as a small mutter.


  “…Why, does it have to be now?”


  With that, she sealed her mouth. As if that was all she had to ask, she closed her mouth while earnestly wishing for his honest response. 


  Why, out of everything, is it now that they have to separate? That was her question…


  Kaeul and Gyeoul had asked the same thing. ‘Why do we have to leave so quickly in such a hurry?’ In response, he gave all sorts of excuses to persuade both the kids and himself.


  “I’ll be honest…”


  There definitely was a reason why he had to make them leave soon, which he did not want to believe in himself.


  “There is a music box in my room and I occasionally turn the tape. It plays a nameless song which sounds like a European countryside folk song. It didn’t make me feel anything but from an unknown point in time, it started to sound melancholic.”


  At times, feelings were very complicated.


  “I have never felt greed in front of food. I can survive without eating and I felt no joy from flavour. But one day when someone gave me a piece of a biscuit, it tasted very sweet.”


  There were some phrases that could not be fully expressed even if one was to stay honest.


  “When I saw you crumble during the fight against Javier, I was seriously annoyed, thinking what this stupid thing you were doing was. In the past, I never got annoyed no matter what you did, but now that is not the case. I started holding expectations of you.”


  And lastly, disgustingly enough, he was feeling a deep romantic emotion for Bom.


  These human emotions stemming from daily lives were drawing an extremely exponential graph. They were curling upward at a fearsome speed, and the more he treasured them, the bigger his sense of guilt became. Hug them tighter and the blade would pierce deeper into his heart.


  Like that, right now,


  His emotions were dashing towards ruin.


  “That is why I’m sending you back. While I can.”


  In other words, if he didn’t send them back now, he would not be able to send the kids back home.


  Forever.


  .


  .


  .


  Yeorum chucked his present. Unable to hold herself back, she yelled but he could not remember what exactly she said. He suggested they go back to Unit 301 but Yeorum did not go.


  Sitting on the ground, she continued smoking cigarettes throughout the night. There was a whole pile of cigarette buds next to where she was sitting.


  Time did not wait for her.


  By the time she came to herself, it was time to go back.


  Taking the kids, Yu Jitae headed to the [Dimensional Cruise] as Yeorum followed the kids onto the ship. While Yu Jitae was briefly explaining the facilities, the kids etched his explanation into their eyes and ears while nodding their heads, but Yeorum could not do so.


  Even when they were sharing their last meal, Yeorum did not say anything.


  “You’re doomed ahjussi. Do you know we are actually very worried about you?”


  “Why would you worry about me.”


  “Because you’re an old man living alone…!”


  The kids chuckled and the protector followed suit with its growls. Yu Jitae also gave an empty smile in return.


  Their laughter ended with a snap. When Gyeoul stopped giggling, Bom and Kaeul also stopped immediately after her. Meanwhile, the protector who had been chuckling until the end without being able to read the mood, belatedly stopped its laughter.


  They suddenly turned quiet.


  “…What do you mean, old man.”


  “Why. It’s true. You are an old man.”


  “No.”


  “It’s doomed. It’s over. How are you going to live without us ahjussi. You have no friends either. It’ll be boring.”


  “Yeah. It will be quite boring.”


  While they were quietly sharing a conversation, Bom took a small plastic bag from her pocket.


  “Ahjussi. Give me the pocket watch.”


  “Huh? Alright.”


  The pocket watch Bom gave him as a present was always in his pocket. When he handed that over, Bom opened it and placed photos inside.


  “These are the pictures we took during our last trip.”


  “I see…”


  Sliding it open, he looked at the photos. There were now more than two pictures of them.


  “…”


  When things turned silent again, Gyeoul walked up to him with outstretched arms. He tried to raise the child and let her sit on his lap but instead of sitting down, she stood on his knees and brought her head towards his head.


  It was a familiar situation.


  The child’s forehead was aligned to his forehead.


  Her deep-blue eyes were the same as before and so was her pouty gaze. However, after blinking her eyes at the distance of touching foreheads, she did not smile brightly like before.


  Gyeoul squinted her eyes.


  “…”


  She pulled her head away from him so he placed the child back on the ground.


  “Ahh, instead of doing this…! Let’s have desserts, desserts!”


  To shift the awkward atmosphere, Kaeul opened the paper bag she had prepared. Inside were all sorts of sweets including fruits, cookies, macarons and a cake.


  He shared them with the kids. 


  Just like what he had confessed to Yeorum just then, he now understood what it felt to taste something sweet. However, he still did not know how it could brighten up his mood like what he heard before…


  While the kids were poking their heads and inspecting the external design of the Dimensional Cruise,


  When it was just the two of them, Bom leaned her head on his shoulder.


  She then held onto his hand.


  Her small hand was quite warm, so he returned the grip.


  “Ahjussi.”


  Bom released her grip when Kaeul called him while turning back with a flick.


  “You have to live well, okay? Please stay healthy.”


  “Yeah. You too. Be happy.”


  After her was Gyeoul who opened her mouth with a sigh while fidgeting with her fingers.


  “…When you miss me,


  “…Please look, …at the memory crystal.”


  Bending his legs and his back, he met his eyes with the child’s. Caressing her blue hair that had a cap placed on top, he gave a nod.


  “Alright. I’ll watch it.”


  Until the end, Yeorum did not say anything. Instead, she was the first to carry her feet to head to the cruise ship as Kaeul and Gyeoul followed their unni into the cruise.


  Lastly, Bom walked up to him and even though the kids were still watching them, she kissed him on his cheek.


  Her grass-coloured eyes were full of sorrow as she gazed at him.


  Although there were a lot of words embedded into her gaze, 


  Bom turned her body without leaving any words behind.


  Like that, the kids were finishing off their last greetings but Yeorum stayed silent the whole time.


  “Unni, are you not going to say bye?”


  Kaeul couldn’t help but ask her.


  “Me? I’m, well…”


  Yeorum mumbled.


  “I…”


  Is that really enough.


  “…”


  In that moment, when the thought that this would be the last moment flashed past her head, Yeorum felt an emotion soaring from the depths of her heart.


  Looking at her two younger sisters, Yeorum thought they were turning themselves away from the farewell because they were young and foolish.


  But she was wrong. She herself might have been the one that had been turning away from the farewell until the very end.


  Yeorum felt stifled.


  The kids were all inside the cruise shaking their hands at him. None of them were crying – every one of them was smiling.


  “Thank you for everything!”


  Kaeul shouted and he waved back. Bom and Gyeoul also waved their hands while swallowing their tears.


  Soon, the cruise was activated and the door slowly closed in front of her.


  This was the end.


  This was their last moment.


  When the fact that this was their ‘farewell’ finally reached her heart,


  In that instant, Yeorum–


  She felt the past memories flooding in like a tidal wave.


  “…”


  When she was crying at her first defeat – his words offering her to become his disciple.


  When she was afraid of the uncontrollable shivering of her heart – his face as he stayed next to her under the moonlight.


  When she stumbled like a newborn deer, unable to walk by herself – his hands that held onto her as they walked together.


  ‘Yes. You did very well.’ His words that verified her life for the very first time.


  The voice consoling her when she was anxious from her competitive mindset; the time she learned gambling from him; those joyous times; all those gestures when awkwardly dancing together; the sweet fragrance of alcohol; the blood he shed to create the same wounds as her when she was crying from the unfathomable pain, and all the hardships she overcame holding onto his hand.


  All of them resurfaced in her mind.


  When the one who had contemplated through all those moments for her survival – as the one who gave him all the good things of the world, who together with her had suffered, grieved and yet supported her like an adult and cheered for her– 


  When her partner that she would never ever find a replacement for in her entire life,


  When he was slowly being covered by the closing door,


  Unknowingly, Yeorum squeezed through the gap and jumped outside.


  “Yeorum!”


  In surprise, Bom stopped the ship. Kaeul and Gyeoul also widened their eyes into circles as they gazed at Yeorum.


  She couldn’t leave like this.


  Even though she had always been on the receiving side, she had never once expressed her gratitude properly. Raising her ego, she had been turning away from it the whole time.


  But when she was met with a farewell; when she realised that she would never be able to say anything to him after this.


  Yeorum suppressed her emotions and the bursting tears to call him from a distance with a ripped throat.


  “Master–!!”


  She failed at suppressing them. With tears falling down her cheeks, Yeorum kneeled and crouched down. She then drove her head into the ground. It was a kowtow.


  “Thank you, thank you so much for everything–!!”


  The teary shout was carrying all the honest thoughts that Yeorum could not convey before. She continued yelling with a lump in her throat.


  “Thank you for taking in a retard like me as a disciple–”


  While the watching kids were also bursting into uncontrollable tears behind her, Yeorum continued her outburst, so that the words she couldn’t convey would not end up as a regret.


  “And thank you for raising me—!!”


  Lifting her head again, Yeorum forced a bright smile onto her face that was crumbling from tears.


  “I will survive. No matter what!”


  Yu Jitae smiled back, and gave a nod.


  That was their last moment.


  .


  .


  .


  The kids left.
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  Important Announcement


  * Hello dear readers, I am Yuzu. 


  The story is nearing the end. There have been many people asking when it would end and the plan is to continue uploading for the next month. 


  The reason I am posting an announcement before the chapter is because there is something I would like to request, and that is to refrain from posting the upcoming plot to readers that have yet to catch up to the recent chapters on both comment sections and community forums.


  My wish is for the ending that I have earnestly prepared to not be indiscreetly shared without the narration that comes before it. 


  Although I know a request like this is generally not followed, appealing like this is the only thing I can do…


  I hope the following story will only be consumed by us ^-^…


  Please abstain from giving spoilers. Thank you.


  Thank you. I will write sincerely until the end.


  From Yuzu.


  ++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++


  Episode 106: Road to Happiness (1)


  I am Yu Jitae.


  This is the story of my imprisonment.


  


  The door of the Dimensional Cruise slowly came to a close.


  They were restraining themselves quite well but they ended up crying again with Yeorum’s kowtow. Things were delayed a little because of that.


  Each passing second added more to my agony.


  But what else could I do. All I could do was stand still.


  At last, the Dimensional Cruise left through a fissure after sealing its door and flew for an interdimensional travel. Left alone, I gazed deeper into the fissure at the trail left behind by the ship.


  That seaway will not close until their journey comes to an end. In other words, the fissure would be completely closed when their journey ends and will never open again.


  And that would mean a complete farewell.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] gazes at you.>


  Feeling the gaze of the voyeuristic transcendent authority, I turned my feet.


  The first thing entering my sight were the cigarette buds and the pack of cigarettes discarded by Yeorum before she entered the ship. 


  She had been smoking a lot. There was only one cigarette left inside the pack. Bending my back, I picked up the pack and all the cigarette buds and then carried my feet.


  It was time to go home.


  On the way back, I was alone.


  I slowly walked on. The surroundings were very quiet.


  Basking in a complete silence which was very rare, I felt slightly strange from realising the fact that there was no need to walk with haste.


  My feet were always rushed, including the past and the 7th iteration.


  However, there was no longer a need to be in a rush.


  Mindlessly walking on, I reached the warp station after half a day. As I normally would, I teleported and headed to the floating island, ‘Haytling’.


  Leaving the station, I walked outside and headed to the large academy city located in the middle of the island.


  Academy City of Lair.


  Going into Lair, I showed the ID card and headed to the residential district.


  Dormitory Building 107 was located quite further inside the residential area. Walking longer than others, I reached the innermost building. 


  I climbed the stairs to Unit 301. Displayed outside the window was the small mountain behind Building 107.


  This dormitory was like an apartment with corridors. When the corridor that I have always walked through appeared in front of my eyes, it finally gave me the feeling that I was back home.


  And when I opened the door of Unit 301 and walked inside,


  Welcoming me was a house that was now quiet with no signs of people.


  I was taking off my boots when I found Kaeul’s shoes placed all around the entrance in a very disorganised state. By now, Kaeul must be lying down in her room with her shoes hurled everywhere.


  After taking off my shoes, I walked into the house.


  The house was a little small for six people including the protector to live in, and I occasionally considered whether we should move out or not.


  But today, Unit 301 looked a lot bigger than before.


  I headed to the living room. Next to the curtained glass door heading to the terrace was a large hologram TV, in front of which was a sofa. It was the sofa that the kids and I used to rest on as if it was the best place in the house.


  Sitting there, I leaned on the backrest. The kids that used to come up and sit near me like cats were no longer here.


  I raised my head and blankly stared at the ceiling.


  Filling my head were several lines of thought. 


  Was it the fluffy memories of the past?


  No.


  Floating in my head was a sense of crisis.


  I sent the kids back home. Such a day had finally arrived.


  The day that I had been wishing for with all my heart was finally here and I thought a sense of accomplishment would be the one filling my head, and yet here I wasn’t feeling anything special. ‘So it’s today.’ That was how lacklustre my thoughts regarding it was.


  However, I wasn’t saddened by it either.


  Maybe I have been living for far too long to feel something like a dramatic sense of accomplishment. I have become too dull to stimulation due to my old age.


  I took out the cigarette left behind by Yeorum, placed it between my lips and lit it on fire.


  Some time in the past, I asked BM in detail how a ‘farewell’ would feel for a normal human, as well as how to overcome it if the separation was too painful.


  In response, BM said that removing Taebaek’s belongings after losing the fake Jung Taebaek had successfully allowed him to erase the existence of his former son.


  That same thing was what I was planning to do.


  To be completely honest, I did have a lingering attachment. Even though everything was going according to plan, and even though I was now at the end of everything, my heart was still not at ease.


  Those lingering emotions came to me as a sense of crisis all throughout the way back home, and was increasing even more in size after I returned to Unit 301. It wasn’t even funny how those kids were suddenly weighing on my heart now that I was finally going to kill myself.


  Daily life had ended up making me act on a whim. And this was more whimsical than anything I had done before.


  Even now, the necklace Gyeoul gave me was still flickering under the sunlight on my chest. However, my plan was to not look at the [Memory Crystal] exactly because of that sense of crisis.


  I wondered if I should take it off, but decided not to.


  There was still some time until the destined coming of the [Long Night]. Until then, I would not be able to die even if I wanted to.


  Now, there was no need to stay at Lair and it should be fine to start cleaning the rooms up,


  But before that was the cigarette.


  Soon, the cigarette lost its flame after having everything scorched all the way to the filter tip. The refrigerator sounded especially noisier today and the lights looked all the more brighter.


  Thus, I shut down the breaker.


  The house was met with total darkness and a total silence. It was a lot better.


  For now, I decided to rest for today but because I couldn’t go to sleep, I passed the night with open eyes.


  Under the sofa and the scattering moonlight,


  My night was very quiet.


  .


  .


  .


  Morning arrived.


  I delivered commands regarding the Long Night to the two clones.


  My role was to make the world self-sustain without me. For that, I had removed 40 percent of the anti-humanity superhumans, and applied a fierce restraint on the demons.


  A month ago, the Association had already been cautioned by the Soothsayer. Their storages were opened – 1,200 types of anti-monster artifacts were supplied and each troop readied themselves for the battle.


  Their movements were reported to other countries. The ones allied with the Association armed themselves to stand in line with them, and the neutral nations that did not trust the Association armed themselves for protection. Whatever the reason, they were in a better state to deal with monsters.


  – Your will.


  – I will be going off then sir!


  After sending them off, I stood up from the sofa.


  It was now time to empty the kids out of me,


  So that they would not happen to become an obstacle.


  I walked into Gyeoul’s room.


  It happened on a certain night when Gyeoul came up asking for her own room. I didn’t like the fact that it had to be made at where the storeroom was, but Gyeoul was satisfied with her room regardless.


  Opening the door, I walked inside. The first thing grabbing my attention was the huge fish tank. The fish tank had cost almost the same amount as a highrise building. Inside it were various tropical fish, seaweeds and crustaceans that Gyeoul picked up from all sorts of oceans.


  [Shallows of the Abyss (S)]


  The dark alternate dimension cracked open. I was going to use this as the rubbish bin for everything. However, there was no need to be helped by the white hands – it was my job to remove these.


  Firstly, I drained the fish tank and sent everything down the sink. The water was very high quality for it to be discarded down the drain. It would clean up the sewage water for a while.


  Next, I removed everything that was living inside it. They were all thrown into the Shallows of the Abyss and afterward, I chucked the fish tank as well.


  I then cleaned the room. Gyeoul’s wardrobe, textbooks, laptop, the red yet blue-haired (coloured with a permanent marker) piggy-bank that was dissected recently and the diary of allowances were all chucked one by one.


  That was when my eyes caught sight of a neatly tied synthetic fibre under the bed. Untying the knot, I realised it was an umbrella cover.


  Ah, I remember this.


  On a rainy day, I remembered going out together with Gyeoul and selling umbrellas so that she would not have to sit in debt. All the money that she had been diligently saving up was all for the memory crystal hanging on my neck…


  The sound of the rain back then was quite good, was it not.


  In any case, that was all in the past. I chucked the umbrella cover.


  There were also several gummy jars. Those were the ones I had bought for her behind Bom’s back before she shed her skin.


  It was strange. Even though all the other trash was discarded in time, these empty gummy jars were gathered at a corner of the drawer.


  What was it about this that the kid liked so much?


  Suddenly, I remembered doing shiritori with the child who was in severe pain from shedding her skin. Anaconda. Anaconda. Asteroid. Doonga Doonga. Antelope…


  And gummies.


  However, these were snacks for kids. She had already shed her skin, and would do so one more time to become a full-fledged adult.


  At that point, she would no longer look for gummies.


  …When she gets older…


  That made me a little curious.


  How would Gyeoul look when she gets older?


  She would be as tall as Bom and Yeorum, and would by then be an adult that can speak properly. She would gain a hobby that I do not know, and will meet someone I do not know to enjoy her new life.


  At that point, I would be forgotten and she would enjoy her life.


  I decided not to indulge in that thought too much.


  Because now, we were strangers.


  Apart from the gummy jars, the presents were nowhere in sight. She appeared to have taken them with her, including the cap which she wears quite often and the bracelet I gave…


  After returning to my room, I found the music box that Gyeoul had given me as a present before. 


  It sounded quite nice.


  Picking it up, I threw it into the rubbish bin.


  It took half a day to completely clean up Gyeoul’s room.


  Like that, I slowly emptied myself of Gyeoul.


  .


  .


  .


  Kaeul’s room was messy.


  Plushies, chocolate packs, packets of snacks and clothes were all everywhere. 


  Kaeul out of the hatchlings was the one that was the most similar to human girls of her age. She bought clothes, wallets, rings and various shoes. For shoes alone, she already had more than ten of them.


  In fact, at the start of the 7th iteration, I had a little bit of an obsessive compulsive disorder. I used to feel irritated by anything tangling my feet and thus had a habit of cleaning them up.


  So back when it was early into our life together, I planned for a big cleaning day. What did Kaeul say back then?


  Who goes into a girl’s room like that, was it?


  Her room used to be a messy pigsty.


  But now it was different. She had a new wallpaper, a pretty lamp and the full-length mirror at the side was both big and fancy. 


  It was now a beautiful pigsty.


  I opened the wardrobe. Inside were the pyjamas she loved, a fluffy and flabby one-piece dress, a boxy top and a sweater, a coat, a turtleneck, a short skirt she never wore after buying and a similar dress and…


  Beneath all that was an unfamiliar piece of clothing. What is this – thinking that, I raised it up and inspected it to realise something.


  It was round and chubby, and was clearly for Chirpy the baby chicken.


  That woolly piece of clothing that was neatly folded up was too small. Kaeul must have been quite flustered, after buying it and then realising that the chicken was growing rapidly in size. 


  The funny thing was that there were four pieces of clothes that were assumed to be for the baby chicken, with one for each season.


  However, I had never seen the baby chicken wear clothes before.


  In other words, it must have gone like this. ‘Let’s make Chirpy wear this in Spring’ – thinking that, she bought clothes but the chicken was too big to wear it that Spring, and the same process seemed to have repeated itself three more times.


  It was just what Yu Kaeul would do, and made me float an empty smile.


  The organism under protection always grew up very fast. The kid who used to follow from a single macaron, had gone through a military life and became a guardian deity. Looking back, all those harsh times and her improvement through them had happened at the blink of an eye.


  Wait, what’s this.


  From a different drawer, I found a rectangular packet. It was too crude for it to stay with other cosmetics and looked exactly like a pack of cigarettes…


  There was also something like a plastic bag sticking out from the top of the pack. 


  I had seen something similar a long time ago.


  It was a very very long time ago.


  Don’t tell me…
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  In the previous iterations, BY enjoyed drugs.


  Fortunately, this was different. Inside the packet was a dry black petal of flower. The Wyvernip petal that dried even after being placed inside a conservation device was neatly folded inside.


  Of course, there was no way it would be a drug.


  This was the 7th iteration after all.


  …Such needless thoughts kept popping up and my mind was constantly heading towards our connection. I had to change my line of thought.


  It was not important whether she grew up normally or not. The important part was that she had now left Earth, and that I had now earned freedom.


  I threw the petal into the dimensional rubbish bin.


  Aside from that, there weren’t many valuables, which was obvious because she would have taken them all.


  It took a few hours to clean up Kaeul’s room.


  Like that, I slowly emptied myself of Kaeul.


  .


  .


  .


  There was actually a room that I was reluctant to go into.


  It was Yeorum’s room.


  The reason for that being that I didn’t really want to know about her secret private life. This too was a portion of the emotions that I earned from living a daily life.


  Back when I first met her, I wasn’t interested in whatever debaucherous thing Yeorum did behind my back. 


  Wasn’t everything fine as long as she did not die, and as long as she was given a chance to fight? That was what I had been thinking and to be frank, it was not much different from how one could consider the environment for an animal being kept at a zoo.


  After starting to think of Yeorum as a person, I began respecting her privacy. Because of that, I decided to turn away from those various? things¿ that would be inside her room. 


  It’s not like I could burn the whole room down…


  Anyway, I walked into the room. Her room was unexpectedly clean. In fact, it was closer to being empty.


  There was nothing like a pencil case, an exercise book or a pen on the tabletop. The only things scattered around were comic books and they were either related to sports or action. It was nothing strange because the kids all enjoyed watching movies, dramas and animations.


  Picking them up one by one, I threw them into the bin.


  There weren’t that many clothes inside the wardrobe either. A training top, several t-shirts, shorts and a few training outfits were the only clothes inside and Yeorum did not even have a single skirt.


  Something that weighed on my mind was that 30% of her clothes were in tatters. Clothes that were ripped during her training appeared to have been thrown into this wardrobe after cursorily cleansing them with magic.


  When I opened a different drawer,


  My body halted for a bit.


  It was because toys that I really didn’t want to know about, were inside the drawer. There were handcuffs and whips and the ones beneath them were even more obscene.


  She’s gathered quite a lot of them…


  Closing the drawer, I tossed the whole thing into the bin. 


  The other wardrobe on the other side of the room had no clothes and was instead filled with weapons. From bows to guns, there were all sorts of weapons including six types of swords.


  She had the Dream Eater and an onion core with 10 lifted seals, so that should be enough for her weapons after going back.


  In truth, it didn’t really matter at this point whether she died or not. Even if she did die, it had nothing to do with me.


  Thinking like that pushed down the sense of crisis that had been soaring all the way to my chin. My heart was put at ease just like what happened when I started considering Gyeoul and Kaeul as strangers.


  Suddenly, the time I entered Tranquil Sea with Yeorum floated back up in my mind. That training where she said ‘Fishy Yeorum~’ and whatnot.


  After passing the last phase – it was when we were crouching down smoking together.


  At the depths of the ocean, she said she saw an illusion of her youngest unni tempting her to give up on everything. While confessing that, she asked,


  – What did… you see?


  The illusion there made an existence powerless by showing an illusion that went completely against one’s intention. 


  Back then, Yu Jitae saw the baby dragons.


  – Us? Was I there as well?


  – Yeah. You were.


  – How was she?


  – She had long hair.


  – What? I hate long hair. ‘Cuz it’s annoying.


  – It went all the way down to the waist.


  – Tch tch. They should stop acting at this point. Their script’s trash and their research is trash. Not the right way to approach acting.


  – Is that so.


  – And what did I say? Did I like, swing around a sword saying I’ll leave home?


  I didn’t reply back then.


  Inside the illusion, Yeorum was on her knees grabbing my legs. Crying her eyes out, she was begging.


  ‘I don’t want you to die…’


  ‘Let’s live together, okay…?’


  ‘Please…’


  I got rid of all the weapons.


  Her room was cleaned up in an instant.


  It would be great if memories could be discarded as easily as this.


  Since that was impossible, there was no choice but to slowly remove them.


  .


  .


  .


  Lastly, I went into Bom’s room.


  Bom’s room was especially dark because the curtains were exceptional at screening the sunlight. I flicked the switch but the light didn’t turn on because the breaker was still down.


  Therefore, I used my sloppy magic to float a marble of light which brightened up her room like a lightbulb. Even though there was no need to brighten up the room, it was a daily habit.


  A room spoke about the person’s personality.


  Bom’s room was clean and tidy as if everything was aligned with a ruler. Even the books on the bookshelves were in an ascending order.


  Opening the wardrobe, I found all sorts of clothes from dresses to one pieces, fleece jackets, suits and the off-shoulder dress she liked wearing… All the clothes were in a descending order following their colours and seasons.


  But the one that was more eye-catching than those various pieces of clothing was the old t-shirt that had an extremely outstretched neck. It was the one Bom wore at home all the time.


  Looking back, Bom was a really unique type of person.


  She was calm yet emotional, easygoing yet harsh, and her gazes were usually warm but at times were uncannily cold. 


  The room was like a representation of her personality. It was calm and tidy but seeing it made you wonder whether this really was a room with a living person or not. It felt as if it was a room for a machine.


  It was interesting. Even though she was the one I shared the most experiences with, she was still the most incomprehensible hatchling.


  Anyway,


  I threw the flowerpot into the bin, and took the books out of the bookshelves. The cosmetics, accessories, her favourite laptop, the stationery that were neatly arranged inside the drawers as well as chocolates – I tossed everything.


  Then, I opened a different drawer and was met with a weird scenery.


  There was a large mirror at the front after opening the doors, and both of the doors had a mirror, each showing a reflection of my left and my right at the same time.


  It was like a room of mirrors.


  Well, a human had one focal point but a dragon could focus on three places at once, so it was nothing strange in that sense.


  I pulled the mirrors out.


  Vacantly emptying the room, I smelled her subtle fragrance being emitted from the clothes. It was a soothing scent like that of the forest.


  It was different from how the other baby dragons did not really give off any body odour, and was also strange because it was a smell I did not sense in the previous iterations.


  Continuing that line of thought, I needlessly remembered the thing that happened with Bom the other night.


  Seriously, it was strange.


  Why did I feel something like a romantic feeling towards her,


  And what made me feel a burning passion urging me to crave her body…?


  While discarding them one by one, my hands were forced to a stop.


  In one of the drawers towards the bottom was one that was sealed shut. It didn’t open even when I tried to pull it out, and didn’t have a lock either. It simply refused to open.


  Focusing on it, I discovered an exquisitely crafted structure of mana sealing the drawer. It was remarkable even in my eyes.


  Bom appeared to have made it.


  What was lying inside that she sealed it with so much care?


  For a moment, I hesitated.


  Should I respect her privacy or should I just open it.


  In the end, I decided to open the drawer.


  We had an intercourse already anyway, and that lowered my resistance against opening it.


  When I ripped the drawer out, the magic formula buzzed as it tried to burn the thing that was inside it. I flicked my hand and removed the spark.


  The thing inside looked like a thick diary.


  [♥]


  There was a single heart drawn on the outside. It seemed to have been written with an erasable pen and there were faint traces of several pen lines that were removed time after time. Looking closely, it read ‘Ahjussi Observation Diary’, and there were some geometrical figures next to it.


  Wondering what she wrote inside, I opened it.


  …


  So she was writing something like this…


  I skimmed through them without reading in detail because this too was one that incited the sense of crisis. After skimming through all the pages to the back page, I found something strange.


  “What’s–”


  There were long lines of black pens. They were written irregularly and were crossing the lines of the paper. At a glance, they looked like letters but also looked like shapes. 


  However, they weren’t recognised as letters and my [Fallen Babel (S)] that had reached max proficiency couldn’t interpret them either.


  This must be when Bom found out the secrets about me.


  Her mind would have been shaken a lot.


  In any case, that was the last piece of trash.


  I decided to empty myself of Bom.


  .


  .


  .


  After cleaning the house, I rested for a bit by leaning on the sofa and continuing a trail of random thoughts.


  Then I lifted my body.


  Wasting any more time will only make me continue thinking more and more about the kids.


  Now, it was about time.


  .


  .


  .


  There was one thing I lied about to Bom.


  I wanted true freedom. This was something that could not be achieved by simply ending my life.


  Cancelling the blessings on my body and killing myself was a sloppy way of doing things because that would not let me escape the line of Providence. An existence cannot go against death in general, but that wasn’t really the case after reaching the level of a transcendent authority. Occasionally, it was possible to go against death and wretchedly enough, that meant there was always a possibility of me being brought back to life.


  In other words, I had to be ‘completely’ deviated from the line of Providence and deviating from Providence meant a complete annihilation as an existence.


  A complete death was only made complete by being erased from everyone’s memories.


  Thus, I will now disappear, 


  And there will be nothing left behind that can remember me.


  That was the true freedom I had in my mind.


  It’s something I should feel sorry about to the baby dragons, but what else can I do?


  I have already done enough.


  They were gone. They will now live happily in their own world. They were now complete strangers to me, and were simply one of the millions of existences that had passed by.


  Although my feelings reflected back to my connection with the kids, my rationality was different. They were still the kids of garbage, and were the last shackles that were restricting me even at this point. And I hated all types of shackles.


  There was freedom.


  At last it was in front of my eyes.


  The freedom I had desired so desperately was finally in front of me.


  The device that will drive me to freedom was already prepared. In fact, all the preparations had been finished a long time ago.


  [Shallows of the Abyss (S)]


  This unique alternate dimension was similar to an ocean. I have been tossing trash inside the whole time but it didn’t matter because this place was so wide that I would never see them again anyway.


  However, going down the depths in a certain direction would allow me to face the [Lords of the Abyss] – the fundamental concepts of evil forming the world.


  On the other hand, it was also possible to go above the shallows and poke one’s head out of the surface of the ocean. In that place was my device for suicide that I had earned after killing the ‘Monarch of the Highest Heavens’, [Gaum].


  It was the tool I used to kill one of the sovereigns, the ‘Immortal’, [Shin], and was also the weapon I used to threaten the chairman of the Association, Chaliovan Greenrain, around 2 years ago.


  I walked into the Shallows of the Abyss as the white hands carried me and headed above. Going higher and higher, I was met with a place that resembled the meeting place of water and air.


  Waiting for me there was one of the Level 6 artifacts that only sovereigns could lay their hands on.


  Above the tall heavens was a mechanical device going hundreds of metres in height. Black pillars were densely packed around it. And at the very top was a golden sword aura that was crafted with an astonishingly large amount of mana.


  It had been activated beforehand.


  The golden sword aura was suppressing the world. A mere object was giving off a vicious aura trying to oppress me.


  This object was the device invented by the sovereign, Gaum, to kill existences that were otherwise unkillable.


  [Guillotine of the Highest Heavens]


  At the same time, it was the tool that would guide me to freedom.


  
    
      [image: ]
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  I reached out to the guillotine above. 


  The guillotine recognised my mana. Although I wasn’t a great user of mana, I was able to learn a unique formula from being killed by the Monarch of the Highest Heavens.


  [Overload]


  I ignited the guillotine a second time.


  The pillars quivered. Forcing down the fixed mana capacity, I poured more mana and compressed those down again. The unstable clusters of mana were compressed to a dot and were pressed down again as the golden sword aura in charge of the guillotine’s blade explosively wriggled and increased in size.


  <The Artifact, [Guillotine of the Highest Heavens] has entered the abnormal state, [Overload].>


  <Current Level of Overload… 137.1%>


  With the overload in place, the guillotine will be destroyed after being used once, but that compressed outburst of power will definitely be able to kill me. When I disable my authorities, it will crush through my bodies and pierce deeper to erase my existence that has been intertwined into Providence.


  Definitely.


  Was this good enough?


  <Current Level of Overload… 213.2%>


  No.


  Let’s put a time limit as well – 30 days.


  It was the time it would take for the cruise ship to reach Askalifa after travelling through the dimensions. In about 15 days, the cruise will start merging into the ‘outer dimension’, and the true body of Vintage Clock will perceive the disappearance of the hazard and undo the curse of regression from my body.


  The reason I placed a time limit was in case this sense of crisis that was right beneath my chin made me hesitate and postpone the death. I had to push myself to the corner.


  In other words, it was like this…


  <Current Level of Overload… 349.5%>


  I will definitely die in 30 days.


  .


  .


  .


  <Current Level of Overload… 538.8%>


  <Current Level of Overload… 819.0%>


  <Current Level of Overload… 1324.7%>


  .


  .


  .


  A snowy season.


  Night came fast to Neryungri (Нерюнгри́) at this time of the year and the sun did not last for long.


  That day was one of such days.


  The sun disappeared over the horizon as darkness slowly started covering the sky like a drop of ink in a bucket of water. Under the darkening sky, the nearby city sparkled brightly and peacefully like a starry night.


  However, the hills and the mountains near Neryungri were in a different state. The camouflaged soldiers were holding their breaths adapting their eyes to the darkness. They could become targets of the flying monsters the moment they used any sources of light so they embraced the darkness while gazing at the sky.


  Someone looked down at their watch.


  The clock was showing 5 o’clock. At last, the day of prophecy was here.


  The allied superhuman forces including the Association were all gathered at Neryungri, Russia. Carrying her unwell body, Valentine the Witch rested near Olyokma River and used her spells as sublime and earth-quivering mana gathered at the fingertips of the one who had once been living as a sovereign.


  Kugugugung–


  Her gestures were followed by trembling clouds, making one wonder if this would be how it looks for an earthquake to happen in the sky. And as for the sound, it sounded as if clouds of thunder were roaring in the distant night sky.


  Even though the thundering roars were resonating at a distant place, they were loud and fierce enough to shake one’s heart.


  While feeling the goosebumps on their arms, the soldiers gulped in nervousness.


  Something was coming…


  However, they started finding it odd as more and more time passed by.


  The night deepened with nothing coming to them. In truth, even the observation devices that they brought in dumps were unable to find any signals. As they waited in tension with a strand of doubt appearing in their minds, the clock continued ticking and it became dawn, and later became morning.


  Sitting at the world that was still dark, they suddenly felt odd as the soldiers raised their awareness once again.


  It was currently 9 am. Things were even stranger.


  The night at Neryungri was not coming to an end.


  Something gigantic was already occupying the sky.


  *


  Waiting for something to pop out from the sky, while tension was slowly rising to the surface,


  The start of everything happened at a very different place.


  There was a Grade 2 agent of the strategy council. She passed the night without any sleep at the temporary command centre and up to there was fine, because superhumans could survive without sleeping for a few days. However, her stomach slowly starting to ache from tension at the face of her first ever battle was a different issue altogether.


  Even though she desperately tried holding it in for a few hours, she was already at her limits. Her stomach that had been turning heavier was now uncontrollably insisting on something.


  Receiving the glares of the commander, the agent dashed to the bathroom. After dealing with the urgent matter, she cleaned everything up and was trying to wash her hands when something strange entered her eyes.


  Beneath the dark lamp, there were dark dots at the tip of her fingers and after pointing at it with a light source, she realised they were purple.


  She frowned. Were they bruises? They did not wash off no matter how much she rubbed them with both water and soap.


  It was strange. They weren’t bruises but they weren’t coming off either.


  “Nn? Uhh?”


  Suddenly in an instant, the purple dots increased in size. Riding up the fingers to the back of the hand, it went up to the wrist. “Uhh?” the agent widened her eyes in shock.


  Her next action was done solely on reflex. After immediately judging that there was some type of monster inside her body, she hurriedly tied a firm knot around her arm with her magic.


  However, it was futile. The dark thing travelling up her arm started permeating around her body.


  “Kuhuk, uahhk! What is…!”


  She drove her head into the wall and collapsed to the ground. The dots were now covering her entire body. Travelling up the chin, they went past the lips, over the nose and at last reached the eyes and—


  “…”


  The agent stopped as if she was frozen. 


  When she next opened her eyes, the whites of her eyes were covered with purple dots that made her look hideous.


  She stood up with a stagger and walked out of the bathroom.


  Her eyes looked for someone. She was hungry.


  There was another agent coming to the bathroom just in time. In a flash, she dashed towards her like a lightning bolt and pounced at the opponent.


  “Ahk! W, what are you doing, Joanna!”


  She inserted her fangs that were now doubled in both size and length into the neck of the opponent.


  “N, no…! K, kuhaaaakk!”


  Blood splattered.


  The struggling body stopped its retaliation. The neck of the bitten agent turned purple and before long, the whites of the agent also turned purple as her fangs started protruding out.


  Soon, the two monsters lifted their bodies. They then turned their heads at the same time looking at the next intruder.


  Yu Jitae was on the other side of their gaze.


  *


  The incident suddenly started occurring simultaneously all over the allied forces. The Long Night began from the inside.


  Even though the allies hastily dealt with the situation, subjugating them was not easy. Humans turned into monsters and attacked other humans. In the middle of a close combat, new monsters would suddenly be born. 


  After several encounters, Zhuge Haiyan fully analysed the state and sent her message to everyone’s ears.


  – Their characters are similar to ‘zombies’!


  – They use magic germs to infect an organism, and they get transmitted through mana contact. It takes control over the brain and the nerves and paralyses people’s consciousness!


  – Plus, they instigate the instinctive impulses of the host!


  Their intelligence was lower than an animal’s. They could not turn a tap to drink water and did not know how to open a container of food, but they continued moving from the endless hunger and thirst.


  However, there was no need for them to open a food container, because there was food all around them – humans. It was simple because all they had to do was go up and bite.


  Despite the simplicity of the phenomenon, it was difficult to resolve it.


  – The infection of the germs cannot be stopped.


  It was difficult because of their strong infectiousness,


  – It is impossible to stop them with normal immunity. Also, the germs can use almost 95% of the host’s abilities.


  And their potential.


  – Their numbers will rise exponentially the longer we fight them!


  This was one of the supernatural abilities held by an adult black dragon, and was one of the abilities black dragons used to destroy worlds.


  Yu Jitae knew what these were called. 


  He put an end to his silence and interjected into Zhuge Haiyan’s report.


  – These will now be referred to as [Apocalypse Bringers]


  – As of this moment, immediately kill anyone no matter who they are, the moment you see purple dots on them.


  – There is no cure for it.


  Ending his words, Yu Jitae crushed the head of one of the Bringers that was running in at him.


  *


  The germs of the Bringers of Apocalypse started spreading like embers on a dry mountain. Because the soldiers were hiding in a small piece of land, the inability to deal with the situation promptly before the full analysis costed many lives.


  The allies were in chaos.


  “N, no! Wake up Balone! It’s me! I’m your mate!”


  “Oi. You are the one that’s supposed to wake up! Does that guy still look like Balone to you?! Hurry up and run!”


  “What do you mean! He is my colleague Balone! I can’t leave him behind and… kuhukk…!”


  Screams and gasps of the ones that had been turned into purple-dotted monsters, the clashing sound of steel, the explosions of spells, gunfire and bombs – all those noises mixed into one. It was like a pandemonium on earth.


  “We lost contact with the B-13 squad! Make an investigation squad right now! Quick!”


  While the commander of a nearby troop was shouting out commands, Yu Jitae swung his Shapeless Sword and sliced the head of an infected soldier.


  A whole troop had already been turned into Bringers of Apocalypse. He went there to kill them before the thirty of them could spread out to the surroundings.


  Every superhuman learned movement skills alongside body-strengthening spells – they were both strong and fast. Those 30 infected soldiers simultaneously rushed in towards Yu Jitae with revealed fangs the moment they discovered him.


  Yu Jitae similarly sprinted towards them. Swinging his sword he crushed their heads. Even though they lost their intelligence, some of them instinctively defended their bodies so he sliced off their arms along with their heads.


  Like a lunatic, he attacked them. He destroyed, stabbed, smashed and bisected them. His feet moved the same way ever since he started attacking them as he continued massacring those former-soldiers like a machine.


  The last entity instinctively tried to escape but did not have the chance to do so. Gathering his killing intent, Yu Jitae elongated it into the shape of a javelin and tossed it as the spear of killing intent travelled in a straight line and popped the head of the remaining one.


  Until now, killing and destroying the enemy was a boring task but it was now different. Yu Jitae wanted to move faster and kill as many enemies as possible.


  He was feeling a bizarre sense of pleasure. Like building up experience points in a game, he was getting the feeling that he was going closer towards his objective with each kill.


  After building up experience points, one would level up as a reward. It was the same for him – at the end of this Long Night, he too would receive a reward.


  As his mind continued that line of thought, he found a path appearing in his head.


  That path was the road to happiness.




  O Vintage Clock.


  Did you say I will definitely become happy?




  Happiness – freedom was at the end of this path. Looking at it like that, he became too anxious to stay still.


  Yu Jitae started to run;


  Towards happiness that was bound to be further down this path.
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  Yu Jitae did not give commands.


  There were many excellent commanders in the allied forces. These soldiers who had dedicated themselves to the military ever since a young age to fight against monsters at the frontlines showed superb skills at utilising the military based on their various experiences. Thus, it was more helpful for Yu Jitae to fight at the frontlines instead of giving out commands.


  He was already like a legion by himself. 


  There had been hundreds of encounters over the last few hours. In each battle, he killed tens of Apocalypse Bringers and that summed up to more than a thousand in total. 


  With a thud, he drove the head of the approaching Bringer of Apocalypse into the ground as its head splattered into pieces.


  Again, he was feeling a faint sense of pleasure.


  He was reaching the end of the path.


  The smell of blood tickled his nose as he turned his gaze to the sky. 


  This was not the time to mindlessly continue fighting – although the appearance of the Apocalypse Bringers made things a bit tedious, this just seemed like a prelude to a much bigger event in his opinion. It wasn’t something meagre like a zombie outbreak.


  However, he couldn’t exactly tell what was coming.


  Basing his mind on his experiences of hunting down black dragons, he came up with tens of possible scenarios.


  Apocalypse Bringers were one of the subjects belonging to black dragons but they had a lot more threatening ones under their belt.


  Why did they release the ‘Bringers of Apocalypse’ out of all their subordinates?


  Why?


  – In times like this, a simple perception could be the correct answer.


  – Perhaps they are trying to disguise the opening moment of the fissure?


  Zhuge Haiyan shared her idea.


  A complicated entanglement could be resolved surprisingly easily by looking at it from a simple perspective. Although that was true, was that really how it was for this instance?


  Were the ‘Bringers of Apocalypse’ that should be quite significant, nothing but the red carpet being laid before the appearance of the [Great Hostility]?


  He crushed the neck of the Apocalypse Bringer – who had been a precious soldier of the Association until just then – and killed it.


  Firstly, he had to identify the next opponent and kill it. Apocalypse Bringers might not be a threat to him, but were big enough of a threat to others.


  One of the Bringers ran in at Yu Jitae as he senselessly slashed, stabbed and ripped every one of them to death. He grabbed onto the head of one of the assailants and smashed it into the ground.


  In the end, they were colleagues and families of the soldier.


  At times, there were ones that wept out loud at the death of their comrades. He ignored them.


  At times, there were soldiers that attacked Yu Jitae out of their uncontrollable shock and fury. Those guys he killed.


  It was when he was continuing his massacre.


  Suddenly, his body froze on the spot as he then closed his eyes. His senses were sensitive to their limits and could even feel diluted mana that was dozens of kilometres away from him. 


  Those senses of his discovered a stalk of foreign mana falling down from the sky.


  Thus, he flew up and approached it to examine the aura in more detail.


  It was the mana of nature.


  Nature – one that was abnormally large, which meant…


  …An elf?


  A heaviness that could not be disguised reached his senses. This was definitely the mana of the sublime and lofty race – the existences that were the most mysterious and rare across all the dimensions.


  A fragment labelled as ‘Elf’ flew into the mix of scattered puzzle pieces.


  Bringers of Apocalypse, and elves?


  Elves. Elves…


  It was then.


  An enormous fissure started cracking open from the sky near the distant horizon as all the soldiers widened their eyes in shock. How big is it for it to appear so huge despite being off in the distance? 


  Before long, the fissure turned bigger like cracks going down a piece of glass as it drew near them.


  The night sky started to tear open.


  If a normal fissure was a mouth, then the one above them looked like the uneven and broken oral structure of an ogre. An unfathomably immense clump of mana poured down and suppressed the allied forces.


  – On my mark!


  The commanders shouted.


  Mages glared at the sky, with each squad aiming at their designated target. If they were either too fast or too slow, it would decrease the impact of their initial response. There were 3.5 million superhumans gathered here – an error in 1% would result in tens of thousands of lives.


  That was why they had to wait for the perfect timing.


  – …


  The other side of the radio was silent and that in turn amplified the white noise in the background.


  As beads of sweat travelled down the cheeks of the soldiers that were hovering their fingers over the triggers of their artifact,


  Ones with red eyes that gleamed in blue slowly started to appear from the darkness of the open fissure. Enemies with hostility were approaching while glistening the darkness with their tainted colours.


  The first monster popped its head out of the fissure.


  And then,


  Monsters flooded out—


  Millions of monsters that were in all sorts of shapes originating from beyond the horizon of Providence that people had never seen before were falling like raindrops. There were so many of them that the soldiers could not believe what their eyes were seeing. It was a scene of catastrophe.


  Now!


  The commander shouted.


  – Firee!!!


  For an instant, it became as bright as the day.


  Bombardments brightened up the dark sky.


  ***


  Tens and hundreds of thousands of offensive spells and magic explosions all gathered to one place. Their flames were huge enough to brighten up the entire area. Because of that, most of the monsters that first left the fissure, if not all of them, were either dead or critically wounded.


  Even then, the monsters did not stop hoarding out as more and more monsters followed suit.


  The ones watching from a distance were shocked. As if the god was shaking a large container of black pepper upside down, millions of monsters were falling from the sky as black dots.


  Each and every one of them looked bizarre. There was a squid fluttering in the sky and a horrendous spider looking like it was made from humans, as well as a cluster of reddened tentacles that looked as if they would burst at any given moment.


  The soldiers had never seen any monster like this before.


  It was like a part of pandemonium that was being unveiled in front of their eyes.


  – Maintain your ranks! Do something and don’t let them break your guards!


  A full-scale war.


  – This is K315! We require backup! Our troops have been half-destroyed!


  Rushed voices were echoing across the radio.


  – Rr09, Rr09! The giant is in motion! It is heading North! Our mages have been neutralised! We will be wiped at this rate!


  Their shouts and the thundering bombardments merged into a chaotic set of noises.


  – Damn it! Stop themmm!!


  This was war.


  .


  .


  .


  Thanks to the hasty response, the ‘Apocalypse Bringers’ were pretty much completely subjugated.


  Humans and monsters were chaotically fighting in a cluster. Many preparations had been set up for this day – the mages summoned huge balls of fire and ice mountains from the air to either scorch or halt the monsters.


  The ground diverged and swallowed hordes of monsters. Having several human casualties in that process was unavoidable.


  – Stop them! Stop them! Do not get pushed back!!


  If their formation surrounding the fissure was to be pushed back, millions of monsters including those flying would end up spreading worldwide. In addition to the increase in human casualties, facilities would be broken and nature would be destroyed to an irrecoverable state like how several African and Oceanian countries were lost during the Great War!


  – We must protect the barrier!


  That was when Yu Jitae personally stepped in and killed large monsters above the SS+ rank. After disappearing with a flash, he would reappear several kilometres away to smash the head of a monster that was as big as an apartment before vanishing again.


  Those watching him were befuddled. The ‘Prophet’ looked like a toothpick crushing the head of a bear and a tiger.


  “The Prophet is with us! We can do it!”


  “We got thisss!”


  The ones that lost their comrades frantically shouted to keep their minds from crumbling down.


  Despite the positive wave of encouragement going through the soldiers, Yu Jitae did not have a good look on his face. He had already been flying from place to place for several hours, efficiently killing the monsters that he had to take care of first.


  There were so many monsters pouring out from the fissure that they made people want to vomit.


  It seemed to be 50% more than the number of monsters that were in the East Asian Great War and yet each and every monster was also a lot stronger than normal monsters.


  This was supposed to come to an end soon,


  So why was the one that should have come, not coming?


  That was when the command centre’s radio echoed with noise.


  – Strategy Team! Is the boss not here yet!?


  – Scouts! What are the scouts doing!? Are there seriously still no signs of the boss?


  – The Western front is being pushed back! It’s a matter of time until they push through! Hurry up!!


  The commanders shouted in angst. 


  – Not yet! Hold on a bit more! The fissure is radically interrupting with any type of fluctuation and we have already sent additional scouts!


  – Damn it. It will take at least 20 more minutes for the Downfall to activate and reach this place. Didn’t you say there were three bosses?! We can’t halt three SSS+ bosses for 20 minutes!


  Yu Jitae frowned hearing the jumbled up voices through the radio.


  There were nigh 10 million monsters pouring out from the fissure and the number of allied casualties had already reached hundreds of thousands.


  There were too many monsters – there were so many of those atrocities that even Yu Jitae could  not exactly identify their numbers with his senses.


  The hundreds of thousands of monsters they initially killed at the start of the battle with their concentrated bombardment did not even sum up to a fingernail compared to the rest of the monsters.


  It was truly a ridiculous amount. If all of these monsters had spread worldwide, humanity would have suffered an irrecoverable loss no matter how desperate Yu Jitae was. So the Witch twisting the dimensional coordinates and the Association’s preparation for the battle could be called a success.


  Yu Jitae’s plan was correct.


  While swinging his sword and indiscriminately shooting out killing intent, he felt a strong doubt rising up on the inside.


  Was this really the [Hostility]?


  Did the black dragons that died to him, really send such an absurd army of monsters for their revenge?


  Number alone was just too violent already. An astronomical number of monsters were raging at him. Even he was being forced to gasp for breath simply due to their numbers.


  And that was something he could not understand.


  There were way too many monsters for them to have been prepared for just revenge.


  Even if it was the entire black dragon race doing it, preparing so many monsters would have taken them at least hundreds of years. 


  His mind branched off. Maybe the black dragons had been preparing an army for something else?


  However, out of the tens of black dragons that he had met, none of them had owned such a large amount of monsters. This was nonsensical and impossible. 


  He frowned while swinging his sword. For now, he couldn’t do anything else but swing his sword.


  That was while feeling an occasional surge in pleasure.


  .


  .


  .


  Five days went by with the war still in place. After hearing the news, the allied nations worldwide sent additional soldiers in as reinforcements, and 2 million superhumans alongside 6.5 million human soldiers were added to the battle.


  Although there were less monsters falling down from the sky, those that had already fallen down were colouring the ground in black.


  Humanity was slowly being tinged by despair.


  Blood splattered. Their comrades died and their broken fingers were unable to grab the weapons again and yet the sun had yet to rise for more than 10 days.


  Yu Jitae saw a superhuman killing himself and frowned.


  The problem was that the end of the night was still nowhere in sight.


  That was when a superhuman scout standing far above in the sky gulped. He was a superhuman belonging to the Blue Wing Private Superhuman Military Corporation. 


  – Hurry up! We must find some before they request for additional back up!


  One of their leaders shouted. They didn’t have much time on their hands.


  Even though this battle was one that questioned the continuance of humanity, there were still ones that moved for their private profit.


  They always assumed they would come out victorious because everything would be over anyway if they lost. Because of that, they had to find ‘ancient species’ while everyone else was engrossed in the battle to gain profit from the byproduct.


  “Sorry sir. I need more time to identify one.”


  – Do you fucking know how big of an opportunity this is! Hurry up and find one!


  The scout in the sky gulped. Inside the world covered by a dense fog of darkness, something flickered at the infinitely distant place.


  Millions of superhumans were fighting against ten million monsters but that had nothing to do with him. The scout headed higher towards the sky until he was right in front of the fissure. “–Oi! Where are you going!” A nearby commander shouted but the scout continued on while ignoring him.


  At last, he stood before the fissure.


  “I, I found it!”


  – Where!?


  “It, it’s, in the sky– kuhuk!”


  A tentacle flew in and the blade at the tip of the tentacle pierced his heart as the superhuman scout gazed at the sky with disbelief. Following that, countless tentacles fell from the fissure aiming for thousands of soldiers. It was like a bombardment of tentacles.


  The tentacle did not stop after stabbing through the man’s heart. Feeling blood seeping out of his pierced heart, the superhuman scout widened his eyes in shock.


  From within the darkness,


  He spotted an even denser darkness shifting its body.
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  – What! What’s happening!


  Soon, the thing that appeared in the sky opened its eyes and gazed down at the man with its black, vertically-slit pupils. It was the one who was known to have landed a destructive impact on Australia.


  “B, black dra…”


  The scout’s body started falling from the sky.


  His nose was no longer breathing.


  Hordes of monsters fell from the sky and landed on his dead body. Tens, hundreds, thousands… Tens of thousands of monsters mercilessly stepped on the scout’s corpse while tangling up to a small mountain, squashing the monsters beneath. Before long, the wriggling mountain dissipated as the monsters scattered like cockroaches.


  The fissure continued retching out monsters and at one point, the fissure itself started to tremble. It looked as if it was trying to vomit the thing that laid at the very bottom after vomiting out everything.


  – It, it’s coming!!


  One of the soldiers shrieked a report.


  – Downfall! Firee!!


  While hundreds of thousands of monsters were pouring out of the fissure, large existences revealed themselves from behind.


  Their overwhelming dignity suppressed the world, as three adult black dragons left the fissure.


  – Black dragons!!!


  The black eyes were out of focus. These guys did not have rationality either.


  KURURAARARARA—!!!


  One of the dragons let out a loud roar that quaked and echoed the ground. The predator’s shout frightened everyone as long as they were human.


  Oscar Brzenk was not here due to his unwell body. If he was here, he would have been able to fight against a dragon on equal grounds but because of his absence, humanity had to fight against the monster without their sword. They would have to sacrifice one of their limbs in the process. 


  Yu Jitae thought to himself.


  If the three dragons were to move in different directions, he could not do anything whether he was the Regressor or not. It was physically impossible.


  There were three adult dragons in total.


  Out of those, he would mark one dragon, while Clone 1 fighting elsewhere would come and mark another one.


  Up to that point it was fine.


  Yu Jitae raised his gaze and stared at the sky. Although he couldn’t see it, he could sense a transparent barrier blocking the sides. 170 grand mages including Valentine, Myung Yongha and Jeanie Inssirem had created a large-scale barrier reaching 300 km in diameter.


  Lastly, humanity’s last squad was in charge of another dragon but this side was uncertain. Although they would definitely come out on top if they were to have a frontal fight, if the dragon was to focus on killing the soldiers and breaking the barrier, the remaining monsters would end up spreading like a hail.


  But was he nervous because of that?


  No.


  From a point in time, he was starting to feel uncontrollably excited. His heart was beating so loud that the sound of his heartbeat was reaching his ears.


  It was a crisis, yet at the same time, it wasn’t because killing those would let him pass the biggest crisis of the Long Night. 


  A faint sense of pleasure had been filling his heart even when he was killing small-fries. It was the pleasure that he was heading to freedom but this one was on a whole different league.


  He clenched his chin.


  Like a beast in heat he became antsy. The long-awaited end of his life was just around the corner and at the face of that sweet pleasure, he kicked the ground and flew towards the dragon.


  Towards freedom.


  *


  They were full adults unlike Myu and were at the level of ancient dragons. 


  Ripping the dragon’s neck, he cut off its arteries and crushed its body that was trying to recover endlessly. Pulling the dragon that was trying to escape back into the battlefield, he tore its wings and amputated its arms and legs. It still tried to fly with magic so he smacked it into the ground and destroyed its heart.


  He was frustrated.


  It felt like he was running down a desert in the middle of summer – as if there was a cold oasis as refreshing as icy water in sight which was somehow still out of reach.


  It took almost 17 hours for him to completely slaughter one of the dragons. 


  When he then successfully killed two of them, happiness was poured out from the depths of his brain as pleasure that was on equal grounds with a climax flooded into his heart. 


  The biggest crisis of the Long Night had definitely been snapped just then.


  Standing by himself on the bare ground, Yu Jitae was refreshed. Violence, sex, drugs – no human entertainment in the world could lead him to such an immense pleasure.


  “Season killed another dragon—-!!”


  The commander who had been keeping a close eye on his fight yelled into the radio to console the soldiers that were becoming exhausted from the endless war despite the positive flow of the battle. 


  He turned his feet. 


  The remaining dragon was also dying under the cooperation of the soldiers. He could see BM, Jeanie, Minamoto, Myung Yongha, Christopher and others holding onto the back of the large monster, sticking toothpicks into its body. 


  It was now up to them.


  Those were the ones that he bothered keeping alive – this scene before his eyes was the reason he did something as tedious as being involved in the Association, strengthening them despite his irritation and letting them live even though it would have been easier to kill them off.


  It was their job to stop what they could with their own strength.


  He looked at the sky.


  A strange aura was still flowing out of the greedy mouth of the huge fissure.


  Immediately after the [Apocalypse Bringers] showed themselves, he had to face a question due to the murky mana of nature flowing out of the fissure.


  That question expressed in one line went something like this.


  Apocalypse Bringer + Elf = ?


  Bringers of Apocalypse led to serial attacks and were destructive. ‘Weak dimensions’ that failed to deal with them early on would definitely be ruined by them, and that was one of the ways black dragons used to destroy dimensions.


  However, the Apocalypse Bringers weren’t deemed very dangerous inter-dimensionally. Strong dimensions could massacre them early on, whereas the Apocalypse Bringers in weak dimensions would wipe the races off of that world without holding back, and end up destroying themselves by devouring each other due to lack of food.


  And the black dragon would come down to the world full of corpses to lay its nest.


  In that sense, the current situation was somewhat strange…


  It was strange even for him, who was a master of hunting black dragons.


  Lifting his gaze, he looked at the sky.


  Elves… What kind of existences were they? They were a race that almost lived eternally.


  Occurring from nature, they lived solely to protect and guard mother nature. They were the only ‘existences’ that managed to escape the discipline of mortals and live without any metabolism. 


  They did not have a desire to eat, because they could live by absorbing the mana of mother nature. 


  They did not have any desires for reproduction nor did they have the ability to reproduce. Nature was the one that was in charge of maintaining their numbers.


  They did not have any desire to improve, and lived in satisfaction at what they were given.


  Up to that point, they seemed unrelated to Bringers of Apocalypse.


  …What else was there?


  The fact their bodies were unable to be injured because of the remarkable recovery of mother nature?


  Or the fact that they built up mana inside their body endlessly, only to return to the dirt and end their lives according to their own judgement when their individual power was deemed dangerous to nature?


  Wait.


  A red light flashed in his head.


  Returning to nature on their own judgement when the mana that built up inside their body might be dangerous to nature, was it?


  Wait, that means……


  Kicking off the ground, he flew to the sky. There were still a few monsters falling down from above but that did not matter. He made his sword aura as long as possible and indiscreetly swung the 200-metre-blade to destroy anything that approached him. Pieces of flesh and bones began raining down from the sky.


  After reaching high above, he gazed into the world behind the fissure. The place where he could feel the strongest density of an elf’s mana was emanating ambiently with blue light.


  It’s there.


  Going closer towards it, he started feeling a fluctuation of mana that perfectly matched with his hypothesis. 


  Those bastards – the black dragons were planning something outrageous! In a hurry, he shouted into the radio.


  “Jeanie Inssirem! Make the largest barrier you can make!


  “Soldiers, scatter! Distance yourselves as much as you can!”


  After saying that, he turned his gaze.


  Now, even he was starting to feel anxious. 


  The rarest species out of all the dimensions was the elf. The fore-mentioned attributes of an elf were extremely different to the characteristics of an Apocalypse Bringer’s germ.


  He created a hypothesis.


  What happens when a germ of an Apocalypse Bringer infiltrates into the land of elves?


  It’s not an easy world to go into, so even if millions of germs were thrown into it, only one or two elves would be infected.


  Let’s say a germ flies diligently and finds an elf that is walking by itself. Going in, it infects the elf – covering its body with purple dots, it takes control over its body.


  But that would be when the germ realises something. Even though it makes the elf act on its instinct, the elf would not bite other elves because their entire race had no individual desire.


  The germ would not spread because the elf remains there in place and would stagnate. So, the elven Apocalypse Bringer would probably do nothing but stay still. 


  However, the problem was that they would build up power within their body endlessly, by simply circulating mana without even eating food. Standing still, they breathe and yet turn more and more powerful.


  In the end, they would build up mana inside their body for hundreds, thousands or even tens of thousands of years unless anything changed next to them, because they could live eternally by endlessly circulating mana inside them.


  Because they lose their intellectual abilities from that process, the elf naturally forgets the fact that it should return to nature.


  Even after becoming a danger to nature, they would stay there in place and continue building up power.


  And that will create a monster that accumulated mana while going against Providence.


  The elven Apocalypse Bringer would only move when something changes in their environment. If someone were to destroy the forest, the elven Apocalypse Bringer that became a monster over tens of thousands of years would move on its instinct.


  To crush the ‘enemy of nature’ to death.


  “Damn it–”


  He lamented upon finally realising what the last weapon that the black dragons had prepared for the Long Night was.


  Suddenly, dirt, trees and a forest started to fall from the large crevice going down the sky. It came down like a landslide happening from thin air and the abundance of nature made it look as if someone was pouring a whole island. 


  In the midst of the falling dirt and fragments of nature flickered a bluish black light that began resonating with the sky of the Long Night. 


  A large number of huge roots resembling those of the world tree came pouring out from the sky, and fell like devouring ocean waves as they intertwined in the air.


  And soon, the roots cracked open revealing someone inside.


  – W, what in the…!


  A commander unknowingly gasped in shock into the radio.


  Standing in the air was one that was the size of a human who however gave off a vastly superior presence compared to the adult dragons. 


  He thought the hypothesis in his mind had been absurd, and had never thought such a thing actually existed.


  [Elven Bringer of Apocalypse]


  Opening its purple eyes, it observed the world in its darkness.


  Then, the elf raised its hand. Bluish black aura gathered to one spot and soared up like a large tree as mana that must have been saved for an epoch, with each unit being at least hundreds of thousands of years, gathered to its immense weapon. 


  As the unfathomable amount of aura that had been hidden inside its body exuded out and allowed them to see just how immense it was, the soldiers questioned their eyes.


  Am I dreaming?


  Is something as absurd as that even possible?


  Seriously?


  Tuungg———


  That was when the guy shot its mana.


  Out of the rankers that ignorantly jumped in to stop it, thirteen were annihilated in the literal meaning of the word. They literally disintegrated in the air and vanished.


  The aura of [Eradication] that was discharged from the weapon followed the trajectory and destroyed the nearby superhumans, monsters and landscape. There was no sound accompanying that strike, and that made it even more frightening. 


  Soon, as shrieks, yells of commanders and voices filled with shock disturbed his ears through the radio.


  – Act with caution!


  Yu Jitae soared into the sky with a shout.
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  But was he nervous because of that?


  No.


  A smile left his mouth as his mind was put at ease. It was because he was certain that he would be able to kill it.


  Although he had never consciously dwelled on it in his life, there was a pride lying deep inside his heart.


  In the 1st iteration, he learned how to use a sword. In the 2nd iteration, he learned how to fight better and hunted a ridiculous number of monsters in the 3rd iteration. After the 4th iteration, he grew through his death and learned hundreds of different skills and after going beyond the 5th iteration, he sharpened his own weapon and achieved a unique authority that rendered the hundreds of skills he learned useless.


  Even so, his greed was still there. He had to become stronger because that had been his way to freedom.


  In the 6th iteration, he killed the existences that protected worlds and stood at the extreme limits in terms of physical prowess. Since the period of time he spent crazily seeking power was very long, this thought of his was his pride, yet at the same time was the single notion inside and the tool he could always believe in.


  I am strong.


  Everything within the scope of ‘existences’ is all in my control. 


  He was certain of it.


  In the end, neither the Long Night nor that dirty Hostility could ever affect him. Because that had been his mindset from the start, there was no reason for him to be nervous in the slightest.


  No matter who the enemy was, and no matter how they interfered with him, it was impossible for there to be anything in this world that he couldn’t physically destroy. 


  What could possibly dare defeat him?


  Even though it was an arrogant and egoistic mindset, what about it?


  That was the fundamental ideology in his mind, and because of that, he was relaxed throughout the fight against his foe. In his head, there was only pleasure that was so strong that it threatened to melt his brain.


  The Elven Apocalypse Bringer fiercely retaliated. The ground was turned upside down as soldiers disappeared into the distance as if they were struck by a tidal wave. Each and every attack of the elf was in a cone shape, and destroyed more things as it got further away. Sometimes, thousands of humans were exterminated.


  Each of those strikes were so ferocious that it befuddled even Yu Jitae. The elf was stronger than most sovereigns, and was also overwhelmingly stronger than the Demon Archduke.  


  Some of the successful attacks left a big mark on his body. His military uniform that had not a single drop of blood till now was ripped and the shirt inside was torn apart. As the fight lasted longer, more wounds were carved on his body.


  The aura of eradication did not even let Yu Jitae recover properly. His skin was ripped out. Blood splattered from the wound going down all the way from his eye to his chin, and a punch to his chest tore through his muscles and crushed his bones.


  But in the end, he still managed to grip onto the elf’s chin, and he then threw its body onto the vast wasteland beneath.


  Gathering the immensely huge killing intent of his Shapeless Sword into one dot, he stabbed it into the guy’s head.


  Branches stemmed out from the head of the elf. They covered the wound and pushed his Shapeless Sword out as mana that was as expansive as that of one whole dimension tried to regenerate its body in real time.


  It was okay.


  All he had to do was create more wounds the more it regenerated.


  All he had to do was destroy faster than the recovery speed.


  At one point, he was smashing the guy’s head with all his strength. The ground was jolting by dozens of metres with every thud.


  No matter how tough, it still crumbled under his fist. And the tougher it was, the more it contributed to solidifying his position in his mind.


  Arrogance reared its head just like when he had been killing sovereigns in the past. Life was like a desert – everything he met down the dry and dusty path of sand was his enemy.


  He killed them. His enemies killed him if he couldn’t kill them, but life repeated itself until he could kill them in his next encounter.


  That was his life.


  Hostility? Black dragon Lugiathan?


  It wasn’t even funny.


  Do you think a mere dragon like you holding Hostility against me, would even be a threat as big as a rat’s tail?


  It must have used its head in its own way, judging from how it tried to agitate the baby dragons using Bom.


  That definitely was a staggering experience, but they were astonishingly stupid and blind, and Bom’s inorganic state must have been unexpected.


  They were too sloppy.


  In the end, this was what they had sent trying to stop him, but unfortunately for them, the elf’s head was crumbling down at the tip of his sword.


  He felt amused. This toothless beast was desperately trying to fight back by biting his ankle, not knowing that there was a metal plate above it. And now, it was time to crush that insolent chin of the beast.


  Breaking was his forte;


  Saving someone, on the other hand, was not. He had never even considered learning that before because he had never wished to live in the first place. When the white bird died, he was inwardly quite bitter that he couldn’t save it but looking back, not being able to save it wasn’t that bad either.


  If you can’t come back to me,
How about I follow after you?


  What is that place like?
Are you happy in that world of freedom?


  He asked, while shivering his body from curiosity. Naturally, he didn’t receive any reply and all he received in response was the gaze of the black cat who had lost itself in voyeurism.


  It’s fine.


  Everything is now fine.
Kwang–! Kwang–! Kwang–!


  Because I am on my way to you.
Kwang–! Kwang–! Kwang–!


  When we meet again, can you whisper your blessing into my ears?


  Can you call my name, and tell me you were waiting for me?


  Let’s be together in a world with no shackles.


  Let’s live together forever.


  In that instant, the surrounding mana started to flash and flicker – it was the prelude of an explosion. A power that had the potential to eradicate this entire place started to flicker at an irregular speed.


  It was fine. Yu Jitae was already driving the elf underground into the depths. He simply had to go a few more kilometres and bury it there.


  Following his plan, Yu Jitae thrusted the guy deep into the ground as the unprecedented amount of mana gathered into one single place. The ground beneath was still being cracked like soft cream.


  Going deeper and deeper, he buried it deeper inside. The flickering light started to grow explosively, threatening to scorch the deep underground.


  Even then, he did not stop shoving his enemy down.


  And in the next instant,


  ——!!


  Light enveloped his world.


  .


  .


  .


  The war came to an end.


  And he was not dead.


  When the lengthy darkness retreated from the sky, the fissure hanging in the heaven began to close.


  At last, the sun finally started to rise.


  ““Wahhhhh!””


  ““Wahhhhhhhhh!””


  ““We wonnnnnn—_!!!””


  A shout that exploded out of someone’s mouth started spreading out like an infection as others followed suit with thunderous roars.


  “We won. We wonn!!”


  “Ahh, oh god!”


  “It’s over! Finally! It’s fucking over!”


  The soldiers each prayed to their gods. 


  Some thought about their families that would be waiting for their return at home. Some were crying with the corpses of their comrades in their arms, and others were crawling out from the mountains of dead monsters. Regardless of what was going inside their head, they all felt liberated. 


  Yu Jitae was the same. He thought everything was over.


  However, the black cat suddenly started walking up to him, and the needless notification of the cat immediately made his mind do a 180-degree-turn. 


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] alerts you that the [Last Fragment] of the Long Night has not come to this place.>


  It was something he did not want to know about.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] alerts you that the trajectory of the [Last Fragment] is heading to the [Dimensional Cruise].>


  His head that had been excited and fluffy from the sense of liberation felt like it was being bombarded.


  “You. Do you realise what you are saying?”


  Bending his back, he grabbed onto the nape of the black cat. The cat stayed still while simply blinking its golden eyes.


  He released the grip as the cat settled back down on the ground.


  A situation that was completely outside his expectation made him freeze.


  The Last Fragment was heading to the Dimensional Cruise? How in the world was that possible?


  Sending the baby dragons back home was conceptually different from simply making them board a ship and going back with it. It was planned and perfected by making use of the power of [Origin Fragment] that originated from a dragon’s transcendent authority. 


  So how was it that [Hostility] could still aim for the Dimensional Cruise?


  Is there still something I’m missing?


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] does not lie.>


  Confusion budded inside after feeling the cat’s gaze. Key was telling him that it was a very dangerous situation, and that he had to hurry!


  His mind turned distant.


  He couldn’t understand how his life was still being entangled by uncertainties even at this point. What kind of wretched power was it that was at work, that it could obsessively continue spouting out things that were beyond his expectation?


  The path that was supposed to be nearing the end started distancing away again for no reason. 


  Even though the baby dragons were now a lot stronger than they were when they left for the Amusement, Hostility was beyond their capability. 


  It wasn’t certain whether Hostility could fully reach the baby dragons though. Key’s opinion was the same – it was saying the Last Fragment was heading towards the cruise ship. 


  It didn’t ‘reach’ the ship yet, and that in turn meant that it was also possible for Hostility to miss the ship.


  Key did not refute his line of thought.


  But what if the kids were to be exposed to [Hostility] by any chance?


  They…


  “…”


  No.


  That’s not it.


  Let’s think.


  The Long Night had been going on for 20 days and by now, the baby dragons should have fully left the Earth’s dimension. 


  They should have entered the outer dimensions already.


  The ‘outer dimension’ was a unique place. It was similar to an open sea, and it was impossible for anyone to avoid being lost without the specific coordinates. That should be the same even for Hostility.


  The uncertainty that had been constantly harassing him started persuading his mind this time. The fact that they could be exposed to Hostility, also meant that they might not be exposed to Hostility.


  They were currently in the outer dimension so wouldn’t it be highly likely for them to avoid coming into contact with Hostility? His feelings that he had regained from daily life were very sly. It made him come up with a positive hypothesis, and convinced him to believe it.


  In fact, it didn’t matter even if they were to be exposed to Hostility. Whatever the case, the baby dragons were now considered as having escaped the Providence of Earth. And this meant…


  It was when he was continuing his trail of thought.


  Growl!


  The black cat growled in protest while revealing its fangs, asking him why he wasn’t doing anything.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] states there is a relatively high chance that the [Dimensional Cruise] would be at risk.>


  By mentioning the likelihood, the cat added weight to its claim that the baby dragons were in danger. 


  Since when did the cat even care about that?


  The baby dragons;


  They were now outside Earth’s Providence.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] states there is a relatively high chance that the [Dimensional Cruise] would be at risk!>


  After pondering about what he should say in response to that statement, he summarised the thoughts that should be going inside his mind into one sentence.


  “So what.”
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  The sense of urgency that had been suddenly soaring inside him quickly settled back down.


  Drawing the boundaries with those words helped him organise his mind.


  The baby dragons are in danger?


  So? What about it? It had nothing to do with him anymore.


  He knew himself that cleaning the house of their belongings was nothing but an act of formality. Now, it was time to really throw the kids out.


  There was affection and a deepened bond. That was an undeniable fact.


  However, that too was just a shackle stopping him from reaching freedom. 


  Was everything an accessory if there was a flower imprinted on it? Was the thing entangling one’s hand a bracelet as long as it was made of gold? No. Whatever it was, anything that restricted the hands and feet from moving freely was a shackle.


  That was why the baby dragons were a different type of shackle to him.


  It was none of his business.


  
Let’s not involve myself in their matters. Let’s live for myself. In any case, they were now beyond the dimensional boundaries of Earth and whatever happened there had nothing to do with Earth.


  Earth that had been constantly swayed around from uncertainties for a thousand years at last gained its freedom.


  Why would I ruin this valuable opportunity with my own hands?


  Would I bother running away from the freedom that had finally come near me, and lock myself in time again?


  No.


  That would not happen.


  I am not that stupid.


  
<The Authority, [Key (EX)] states there is a relatively high chance that the [Dimensional Cruise] would be at risk.>


  “Stop growling. Before I crush your damn mouth.”


  After forcing the cat to shut up, he turned his feet back home.


  The Elven Bringer of Apocalypse was a lot stronger than most sovereigns, and he had never pushed himself to such limits before while fighting someone in the 7th iteration.


  There were still traces of [Eradication] left behind all over his body which he had to heal.


  His feet were in a hurry as he returned to Unit 301.


  Why was it here out of every possible location?


  He didn’t know why himself, and could only guess that it must be something like a homing instinct. 


  Reaching out, he grabbed onto the knob but he turned it excessively and the knob ended up falling apart.


  Stopping his feet, he slowly closed his eyes. After closing his eyes, he controlled his hasty emotions.


  What a fiesta.


  What kind of childish thing was this?


  He had been living far too long without bothering to control his emotions, and controlling his emotions that began threatening to jump out was therefore not an easy feat.


  What he hoped for was a complete death from Providence. Although striking his neck with a guillotine might seem simple, it was in fact a very delicate task. He had to get rid of the remaining slivers of [Eradication] from his wounds to make sure unnecessary attributes of mana won’t be added to the guillotine.


  Going into the house, he flicked the switch but the light wasn’t turned on. It was because he turned the breaker down on the day he cleaned up the rooms of the children.


  Yu Jitae heaved a deep sigh. He thought his internal turmoil was somewhat controllable now, but a strange feeling struck him the moment he thought that. 


  His eyes were on the refrigerator. 


  To be exact, his eyes were on the yellow post-it note stuck on the fridge…


  [Must open ♥]


  The world turned hazy.


  Was that note always there?


  He couldn’t remember it that well, and he therefore hesitated. Soon, he decided to open the fridge and was met with an unpleasantly lukewarm gush of wind.


  At the same time, his nose picked up an odour that used to be very hard to smell at Unit 301. It was the smell that something had gone wrong, as if something was rotting away…


  That musty smell made him frown.


  Yu Jitae closed his eyes with the scowl still on his face. He thought cleaning up the rooms of the baby dragons would be enough. That was why he had cleaned up every single thing and yet there was a leftover trace at an extremely unexpected location.


  He nonetheless continued opening the door.


  Inside were containers of side dishes that appeared to have been made by Bom. One of the containers had a note attached on top.


  [Made personally by Kaeul! ♥]


  [The chicken soup ahjussi made before!!!]


  That was the ‘Offering of Eternal Peace’.


  The world started to wobble.


  Since there was no way the world would wobble, it must have been his eyes that were quivering.


  Slowly, he took out several containers including Kaeul’s soup. 


  3 weeks was a long time. He opened the lids and most of them had already gone off. The ‘Offering of Eternal Peace’ was in an especially worse state and had blue moulds all around.


  He turned the note and looked at the back page.


  [Thank you for giving us delicious food all the time.]


  [Don’t forget to eat. I love you ♥♥]


  He dipped his finger into the mouldy soup and brought it to his mouth. The soft and subtle scent of the soup was no longer there. From within the lukewarm and sticky texture of the liquid, he could feel the smell of soap which should not exist in a food.


  Once again, he dipped his finger for another taste. 


  Both the taste and the smell were disgusting, and the sticky texture of the soup was even more disturbing.


  “…”


  Something was falling down from his head. Although he couldn’t see it with his eyes, it wetted his heart and continued flowing down. It made him lethargic and he became too powerless to think about anything.


  A liquid that was darker and murkier than the quagmire in his head seeped into his body.


  That was when the black cat appeared in front of his eyes again.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] states there is a relatively high chance that the [Dimensional Cruise] would be at risk.>


  He ignored it.


  Rather, he decided to ignore it.


  It was fine. There were still no problems.


  The black cat stopped him in his tracks. Even though he wanted to kick it, it disappeared right before he could and reappeared one step further away.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] states there is a relatively high chance that the [Dimensional Cruise] would be at risk.>


  This damn wretched bastard of a bitch.


  “…”


  He closed his eyes. The road was in sight and the finish line was just around the corner. All he had to do was take one or two more steps.


  Setting a clear objective allowed him to find the correct path amidst the confusion.


  Where am I headed,


  Where is it, that I am trying to go?


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] states there is a relatively high chance that the [Dimensional Cruise] would be at risk!>


  “WHAT ABOUT IT—–!!”


  He threw the soup container at the table. With a shatter, the plastic container bounced like a cannonball, broke through the large mirror and crashed into the wall.


  “What! What do you want me to do? What has it got to do with me, whether those damn dragons get hurt or die!”


  He roared at the black cat, but the transcendent authority refused to back down.


  Moving in a flash, he gripped onto the cat’s neck and lifted it from the ground. Then, he pushed forward his finger that was dipped in soup in front of its eyes.


  “Look. What does this look like to you.


  “This is the true nature of dragons. They eat away at the world for selfish reasons. Using nonsense as their reason, they make a fine dimension rot inside out. They are the dimensional trash; they are germs! Do you think hatchlings are any different?


  “Environmental variables could slow down the growth, but for how long do you think Yu Kaeul would continue acting nice? She is a dragon. She doesn’t forget. The threshold of every stimulation she feels throughout her life will continue going up and in the end, she will move seeking for a bigger stimulus to escape that numbness. Just like her mother and her father!


  “A personal bond does not change the fact that they are dragons! They were expelled from the Earth, and I have achieved my objective! So do not say that same thing to me ever again!


  “Do you understand—!!”


  After escaping from his grip, the cat slowly started to dissipate, all the while glaring at him with its golden eyes.


  Yu Jitae ran his trembling hand through his hair.


  Hostility would be nearing the baby dragons even at this point in time, but he could still control his feelings.


  I can achieve anything I want.


  That had to be the case.


  .


  .


  .


  He pulled the curtains as if trying to rip them apart. It was snowing outside beneath the night sky. 


  Walking out onto the veranda, he looked out at the ground. He stared at the layer of snow to soothe his mind.


  In general, humans felt peace by looking at nature because there was no objective in a natural circulation.


  People tended to be more exhausted the more they desired something. However, nature did not wish for anything and they simply flowed by.


  Before, he wanted to become an adult like that. In the past, he had no desire for improvement, and buying a burger set on his way back to his house after work used to make him feel happy. 


  He didn’t have a grandiose life plan or anything either. Living like others, having an average ability, meeting an average partner, giving birth to average children and living without harming other people. All he wished for was to rest peacefully without any disease.


  Why was it that he had to live such a hurried life…


  The usual scenery at Lair was filled with colours that couldn’t be found from nature. Orange roofs, blue ornaments, the brown clock tower and black cars. But with a snowfall, all those things were covered in white.


  That scene and his life looked very much alike.


  Over time, it would eventually end up melting away and a closer inspection would allow anyone to see the inner colours properly and yet the snow was desperately trying to cover and hide them. In that sense, it was similar to him.


  “Uwah, it’s snowing so muchh!”


  Kaeul said.


  Turning towards her, he found Kaeul resting on the fence and blinking her eyes while looking outside.


  “It wasn’t snowing this much last year…”


  “Yeah. I guess the department was holding it back.”


  “Whatt? No, that’s not it.”


  “Then what.”


  “I wasn’t at Lair back then. Hehe.”


  “Is that so?”


  His mind was hazy.


  That might have been the case, but that might not have been the case either.


  “Uum… that looks thick enough.”


  Kaeul murmured while looking at the layer of snow that was deep enough to hide one’s ankles.


  “Why. What’s wrong.”


  “Oh right. Ahjussi, do you want to build a snowman together?”


  “A snowman?”


  “Un un! When it started snowing during the day, me and Gyeoul decided to go make one together.”


  Finishing her words, Kaeul turned around with a flick as her golden hair fluttered behind her head. Inside the living room, Gyeoul was jamming her head into the screen door leading to the veranda. Her nose, lips, cheeks and her forehead were all rounded after being pushed into the glass door.


  “Uhahah, what’s that. Gyeoul, you look so ugly…!”


  Kyahaha, Gyeoul also chuckled from the other side of the door.


  He walked outside with the two of them as a white world welcomed them the moment he left the building.


  The snow had built up even more by then, and was reaching all the way to the shin. For Gyeoul who had short legs, it even touched her knees.


  Gathering the snow into a ball, they started rolling it across. Kaeul rolled one herself while Gyeoul also started making her own. The fluffy ball of snow increased its size in an instant and quickly turned into a round shape.


  “…Uh?”


  That was when Gyeoul started gazing at him.


  Wondering what it was about, he turned towards her as she gave him an awkward smile. The snow she had been rolling ended up looking like a tyre because she had only been pushing it forward.


  “What’s wrong.”


  “…It looks, strange.”


  “Yeah.”


  “…Should I, break it?”


  “No. Just keep rolling.”


  Nodding her head, Gyeoul started chuckling out loud as she continued rolling the strange cluster of snow until it was as tall as herself.


  Now, it looked like a slice of a cylinder.


  “Gyeoul. How are you going to make a snowman with that?”


  “…Mhmm, …I don’t know.”


  She smiled, ‘Hehe’, with her eyes on him.


  “Should we roll it a bit more.”


  “…More?”


  “Yeah.”


  Soon, the sliced cylinder tilted to the side after becoming too thick. Using that round plate as the stage, Yu Jitae placed two balls of snow on top of that to make a snowman.


  “Ohhh!”


  “…Ohh.”


  They seemed to like it. He added the arms, the nose and the eyes with twigs. It looked slightly lacking, but that was when Gyeoul floated up and placed some pointy things on the snowman’s head. They looked like cat ears.


  That was the end. The kids started taking photos while chuckling. Their lips and cheeks that were flushed from the wintery cold were embedded into the photos alongside a bright smile.


  Suddenly, Kaeul’s watch began to ring.


  “Un un! Uh?”


  Kaeul gazed up at Unit 301 as Gyeoul and Yu Jitae similarly raised their eyes. Bom was standing on the veranda waving her hand with a wide smile. It must have been Bom calling her.


  “Ohh…! Unni said she cooked some instant noodles!”


  While talking about some trivial things, smiling to each other and blowing on their cold hands, they returned to Unit 301. Yeorum, who was lying down on the sofa playing a fighting game while munching through mandarins, also came to the kitchen.


  Bom lifted the lid of a large pot. A salty and savoury bomb of aroma floated straight up as the warm soup revealed itself.


  They ate noodles together.


  The slurping noises,


  Quietly,


  Echoed across.


  Feeling unusually peaceful, he felt like saying something different.


  “Feels very comfortable and nice.”


  Suddenly, the kids all turned towards him, and they then looked at each other.


  Did he say something strange? While he was tilting his head, Kaeul opened her small mouth.


  “Of course, right?”


  Of course?


  Kaeul continued with a bright smile.


  “Because it’s a dream.”


  Episode 106: Road to Happiness (8)


  What?


  A dream?


  In that instant, the world flipped on its head and brought him to a different location.


  Where was this place?


  It wasn’t Unit 301 – he was in the corridor of the cruise ship.


  Lifting his head, he found Kaeul. Drenched in blood with an amputated arm, Kaeul was blinking her only remaining eye while looking into his eyes.


  “…”


  That eye slowly started to close. After firmly shutting her eyes, Kaeul stopped breathing.


  He couldn’t move.


  Turning his head, he found Bom and Yeorum lying dead. Bom had her neck snapped and twisted in a weird angle whereas Yeorum had a hole in her chest.


  Where was Gyeoul?


  He soon found Gyeoul covered in blood stuck at the corner of the room. She was still breathing. 


  Unconsciously, he rapidly ran up to her and raised the child.


  “…?”


  Seemingly from pain, her eyes were in a frown as she looked at his face.


  He couldn’t say anything. Words weren’t coming out of his mouth.


  Because of that, he hoped Gyeoul would say something. He wanted the subsiding rate of her breath, the weakening pulse of her heart and the extinguishing light of her life to bloom back up. 


  However, Gyeoul did not say anything.


  “…”


  While simply gazing up into his eyes, she moved her lips that were contorted from the pain to slowly surface a smile.


  Soon, when her eyes lost their focus.


  The child,


  She stopped breathing.


  .


  .


  .


  Filling his vision was a familiar ceiling.


  Unable to comprehend what just happened, he had to look around the surroundings.


  He was on a bed, lying down with the pillow under his head.


  Currently, he was in his room.


  Was that a dream?


  Was everything just then really just a dream?


  That was my first dream in 200 years?


  When did I fall asleep;


  And why did I go to sleep?


  It took time for him to perceive the odd turn of events. Heaving a dense sigh, he covered his face with his two hands. As his head finally started to acknowledge that as a fact, he felt a scorching heat rushing out from inside his body.


  “This bloody—!!”


  Yu Jitae went out to the living room. Everything entering his sight seemed unbearably disgusting. He flipped the table upside down and lifted the damned refrigerator and threw it at the wall. The fridge was crushed alongside the walls of the living room, revealing Yeorum’s room on the other side. That wasn’t enough to satiate his fury and he continued breaking everything around him.


  If he didn’t relieve his temperament like this, he didn’t know what he would do after leaving the house. He stopped moving only after breaking down everything inside his once precious house.


  He had to regain his rationality. He had to gather his mind back together and avoid being pulled around by his emotions. A situation had to be rationally analysed as a situation.


  At this point, he couldn’t help but admit it. The agony that had been soaring higher and higher ever since the baby dragons left was becoming thicker as he got closer to death.


  Right now, even his rationality was being shaken and he was feeling less and less confident about his death. He couldn’t even control his thoughts and his emotions.


  At the same time, the sense of crisis that popped out of his body was now suffocating him by the throat like a hunting snake.


  This was the current situation at hand. If so, what did he have to do?


  He left Unit 301 in a hurry. Even though he was a planning person that drew hundreds of plans in his mind, he hadn’t prepared for a situation where his mind was too shaken to die.


  It was like how coaches wouldn’t devise a plan against a nuclear attack during a soccer match, because that should obviously never happen!


  Regardless, that was what was happening. In order to achieve his objective and die, he had to empty his mind.


  Yu Jitae quickly flew to Mexico.


  At San José del Cabo was the headquarters of the world’s biggest illicit drug traders. He walked down the back alleyways while anxiously throwing his gaze everywhere. His aura wasn’t even being hidden and those at the end of his gaze were all frightened. Some of them even wetted their pants and fainted.


  He walked forward in an exceedingly urgent set of steps.


  “Oi. Y, you over—”


  Thud–


  The man who tried to stop him was flung off until it crashed into the wall. He did not chat with anyone stopping his march – there was no time to spare.


  In possession of the boss of this place, ‘A.D.A.’ was the world’s strongest drug in existence. It was the treasure that came over from the alternate dimension of ‘Lamdiaran’.


  The strongest drug across all dimensions made to comfort the tears of the Queen who was left alone after her two beloved sons killed each other out of their blind thirst for power:


  “Hand over [Defrost].”


  Yu Jitae said after rushing into A.D.A.’s office. The guards protecting the office were either unconscious or dead.


  “…”


  A.D.A., the boss of Cartel, was a woman with an appealing dot under one of her eyes. Black hair was flowing down her back and a cigarette was in her hands.


  Even though it was a sudden turn of events, the woman who became realistically clever throughout her life at the battlefield quietly opened the drawer and threw him a small bottle.


  [Defrost] was the heirloom passed down her household, and no-one was supposed to know about it outside of her knowledge.


  She curiously asked him.


  “Do you even know what that does?”


  “I do.”


  Yu Jitae shook the container as more than a hundred pills clinked inside.


  “Do you really know what it is? You are being very reckless with it though.”


  “I know, so shut your mouth.”


  Defrost. This drug was such a ridiculous item that the amount of pills inside the container could theoretically immerse the entire global population of 3.2 billion into a 10-year illusion. Plus, the lethal dose amount for a normal superhuman was merely 0.07 ng.


  Usually, it would be used by grinding a sliver of it into a bathtub of water but he had no time for that. Due to the sense of urgency grasping him from the tip of his toes to the top of his head, Yu Jitae opened the lid and tilted the container to pour several pills into his mouth. 


  A few of the pills ended up dropping on the floor due to his shivering hands while A.D.A. watched him a twitch in her eyes.


  After pouring pills into his mouth, he crushed them with his teeth.


  Crunch–


  ‘Kuhk’ a groan left his mouth as his body immediately came to a stop. Twisting his neck in an odd direction, he deeply breathed out. His body started shivering like crazy because all of his blessings related to abnormal state resistances were disabled.


  Although his mana that reached the limits of an existence instinctively tried to protect him, the effect of [Defrost] was just too powerful.


  A black flower bloomed inside his muddled mind, and they soon increased in number. From one to ten; from ten to a hundred; and from a hundred, it became a garden of flowers.


  The land drenched in blood was slowly being covered by those flowers. 


  A dry groan left with his breath. No pleasure in this world would ever be as great as this. The pleasure was even larger due to his blunt senses recently having become clearer by living through a daily life. 


  While slowly breathing out, he gave a satisfied smile.


  “Crazy…” A.D.A. who had been quietly watching him pour pills into his mouth gasped in admiration.


  “Very stunning. But, oh well,” she added.


  “…”


  “What is your name? And where are you from. That is what I want to know about.”


  Running her fingers down her black hair, she walked up and stood next to him.


  “You suddenly came here and took my belongings away from me. I’ll forget what happened, but instead, how about we have a little chat?”


  There was greed flowing out of her eyes. She appeared to be thinking of this as an opportunity. When Yu Jitae turned his body, she blocked him from the front so he slapped her unconscious. 


  “Haa… haa…”


  A rushed exhale left his mouth.


  Meanwhile, the black cat was sitting on the windowsill staring at him.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] states there is a relatively high chance that the [Dimensional Cruise] would be at risk.>


  Constantly, it tried to push him away from death. 


  Thus, he had to die immediately.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] states there is a relatively high chance that the [Dimensional Cruise] would be at risk!>


  If it was now, he could.


  Before waking up from the intoxication.


  .


  .


  .


  .


  .


  .


  [Shallows of the Abyss (S)]


  I sunk into the inner dimension. When I reopened my eyes, I was in a deep darkness. 


  Gazing up, I headed to the top. No matter how deep an ocean was, the water was bound to end and there was bound to be land above it.


  This place was the same and soon, the scaffold appeared before my eyes.


  <Current Level of Overload… 9999.9%>


  The Overload that had been cast three weeks ago had already reached its limit and was unable to go any higher.


  It looked like the guillotine was having trouble suppressing its explosive amount of power. There were cracks on the pillars while the world was twitching next to it. 


  Underneath the huge guillotine that was 200 metres wide, that could thus even snap the neck of the Dragon Lord, I threw my arms out wide and laid myself on the ground.


  Soon, the white hands of the abyss approached me. Even though I had been using them like my subordinates to help move things in and out of the dimension, this was their original job – grabbing the existence for them to be executed properly.


  Dozens of white hands held onto my body. They grabbed onto my limbs and raised their nails to pierce through my neck. Like that, they wholeheartedly fixated my physical body from movement.


  I tried moving my body. It didn’t work.


  It was done. I was fully fixed on the ground.


  I commanded the ignition of the guillotine.


  Then, the blade of the device that had been scattering the excess mana into the surroundings started gathering the aura back together.


  At last, my end was here.


  Beneath the amplifying blade of mana and the golden blade of the guillotine, the black cat appeared like a shadow and stared at me. A message appeared in my head. It was trying to stop me, telling me to not die and go save the baby dragons.


  I scoffed.


  The drug that made my head into a mess was still at work and because of that, I was able to ignore it. The pleasure of a climax was melting my body and when I came to myself, I was letting out a hearty laughter. I could not stop myself from laughing.


  It was my wish ever since I was young.


  I hope the sun will not rise tomorrow when I open my eyes. I hope the curse of regression will be dissolved tomorrow when I open my eyes. No – in fact, it would be great if I didn’t open my eyes. If I still opened my eyes tomorrow – if I ended up opening my eyes, then tomorrow—


  An unwanted life was the same as death. I was dying everyday. The monster called life had its disgusting mouth wide open as it stubbornly held onto my ankle. In the morning, I felt like a lamb being brought to the slaughterhouse and at night, it felt like I was being decapitated. That repeated itself, because life did not come to an end and I was restricted from death.


  If only I was not selected by the Vintage Clock. If only I died with my parents at the hands of the monsters. Or, if only I was not born in the first place… That was my desperate wish over the countless iterations of the past.


  At this moment, I was falling. Falling meant I was being led somewhere. Even though I was always brought to the original place and constantly shoved into the pit of despair, today was different. I was now heading to freedom.


  The deeper it was, and the darker everything became around me, I couldn’t help but rejoice at the fact that I was reaching the conclusion. Because living was the same as death, it was instead only at the face of death that I was finally feeling alive.


  Black cat, go away. If you understand me, then get away from my sight forever. Which narration in existence would possibly change my mind? What feeling in existence could push me into the ditch of hell?


  O white bird.


  Have you earned your freedom?


  I too am going to your side.


  I wish to be happy with you through death, so the happiness you mentioned must be freedom. Is that correct?


  Your last words are finally going to be achieved.


  [You will. Definitely. Become happy.]


  That was what you said. You were correct. Through endless trials and tests, I am finally standing at this place.


  I will become happy through this, right?


  Because I am finally laying my hands on freedom!


   








—–!










The blade of the guillotine departed.


  That blade shone brightly like the sun. It started to brighten up the darkness of the abyss around me.


  It slowly became bigger. The blade turned unfathomably enormous.


  I laughed.


  I was so uncontrollably excited.


  At last, I achieved it.


  I have accomplished it with my own hands.


  I laughed even louder.


















I’m free—-!!


  














But at one point, the necklace was crushed from the unbearable pressure of the falling blade of mana. That was the last present Gyeoul had given him. Not only had he reduced his resistance against mana to the bare minimum, he had also made his internal blessings take in all the surrounding mana without fail for death.


  When the memory crystal shattered,


  Everything the baby dragons had filmed with him as the protagonist during the last trip dug deeper into his head.


  No narration in existence could possibly change his heart – that was what he thought. Someone crying their eyes out, someone pleading that they would die upon going back, someone whispering words of love into his ears, as well as someone’s pinky finger promising for a re-encounter. None of them were able to change his mind.


  He wasn’t wrong there.


  Gentle and soothing memories seeped into his brain – his crooked smile vanished from his face.


  Bright and chuckling voices reached his ears – his heart thumped all the way to the ribs.


  Their encounter with the falling stars appeared in his mind – his fingertips turned numb.


  The dying kids in his dream resurfaced in his head – his closed mouth opened a little.


  The tiny hands, smiling lips, their eyes looking at him, and the confession of a girl who had stayed with him the whole time ever since their first meeting,


  When they vividly reappeared in his mind,


  He felt stifled.


  As death was falling from the highest heavens,


  As it neared him while brightening up the world,


  All the emotions that he had avoided and disregarded started rapidly removing the maddened thoughts in his heart.


  A detailed narration wasn’t what was needed to shake him.


  A small daily life was enough.


  That time which should be more trivial than anything else was yet smashing his conviction to pieces.












“…”


  















Yu Jitae wanted to live.


  Episode 107: Let us Love (1)


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] has confirmed the met requirements of an emotion.>


  <Filled Emotion: Fear>


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] states that the [Obelisk of Fear] located at the [Basement of Vintage Clock] has been cast with light.>


  <With this, 10 out of the 11 obelisks have been cast with light.>


  He was scared.


  Even when he was at the mouth of a large monster,


  Even when his body was shredded by the spears of monsters in the depths and had to release Yeorum’s hand,


  And even when Bom found out about his past,


  Never had he felt so frightened.


  For him, life was a continuance of time for the purpose of death. He lived to die.


  Because of that, the desire to live was the same as denying all his life into nothing. Therefore, he was scared of the fact that he wanted to live, even more so than how others would fear death.


  With eyes filled with fear, he looked above. Through the extreme tension, with time seemingly stopping at every instant, the blade of the guillotine drew near. 


  The output was as high as it could possibly be and the bright light emanating out of the blade was so intense that it could fill the world with its brilliance. A blink of an eye and his life would come to an end. Therefore, this was his last chance to question himself.


  [I want to live.]


  He now had to prove this unbelievably hideous emotion.


  1. Life was nothing but pain.


  Wasn’t it now so evident that life was just a repetition of pain? How was Ha Saetbyul’s death, and how were all of his innumerable suicides? How was the death of everyone in the village that cherished and looked after him?


  Losing to the first sovereign and being locked in a world with a distorted timeline; limbs chopped off, vocal cords torn apart and muscles and guts in full display. What about those 90 years that he was forced to live as an undying piece of flesh in the corner of a prison cell? Was that not painful?


  And what about the death of the only source of joy across all moments, the white bird?


  Logically speaking, he was an existence that should not live.


  2. Do I have the right to live?


  He killed people. Inciting other people, he made them kill each other. He robbed with the excuse that there were monsters to be killed and scammed others when he was short of money. 


  Because it was necessary, he anatomised the dragons alive for over hundreds of times. Even so, he was not confident in confessing his sins and deceived the children until the very end.


  He knew the tower of sin was as tall as the sky.


  If living required a qualification, he definitely did not have one.


  3. Can I change my mind later?


  No. It was impossible. Guam, the Monarch of the Highest Heavens, had died to him outside the Providential dimension. He would not come back to life even with his regression. The blade of the guillotine he got from the monarch was already falling, and it would not be able to be used again after this.


  Therefore, he would have no chance to change his mind.


  Despite all that, do I still want to live?


  “…!”


  He stretched his eyes wide open.


  He wanted to live.


  In spite of realising how selfish and despicable it was,


  Yu Jitae wanted to live.


  Even though there was no logical or emotional reason to live,


  He still wanted to live.


  Although living was as frightening as how death felt to others,


  Even so, he still wanted to live.


  “—-!”


  He moved his arms. Breaking himself free from the white hands of the abyss, he squirmed his arms and legs to stand up. The nails stuck all around his body, and the hands holding his limbs back started being flung off one by one.


  He wanted to live.
He wanted to stay alive and hear Gyeoul calling him daddy.


  He wanted to live.
He wanted to stay alive and see Kaeul becoming the guardian of someone else.


  He wanted to live.
He wanted to stay alive and watch Yeorum achieve her revenge against her oldest unni and convey the words that had yet to be conveyed.


  He wanted to live.
Living on, he wanted to continue the rest of his life with Bom.


  Until the very end, he was full of deceit and had never been honest with the kids. That was something he shouldn’t have done. If there was something to atone for, he should have done it. He at least should have tried to even if the kids did not forgive him.


  If I was still allowed to live, no matter how horrendous and disgusting it may be, I want to live without running away, without turning or looking away from condemnations, without blaming my sins on pain and by undoing all the entangled knots.


  That was how he wanted to live.


  





I,


  Want to live,


  And watch the lives of the baby dragons a bit more.







“Kuhkk—-!”


  After escaping from the white hands, Yu Jitae grabbed onto as much killing intent as he could and blocked the incoming blade of the guillotine. 


  Kakakakakangg—-!


  The collision against the descending blade resulted in a tremendous aftershock that shook the abyss. His bones were going out of joint and the world was turning half-blurry and red due to the burst in one of his eyes. Even then, he withstood it until he shattered the blade. The golden sword aura scattered and brightened up the darkness all the way to the horizon.


  His body was shaking and his mana was trembling as if it would explode with one mistake. On top of that, his legs were also shivering but he started moving without any further delay. Flying into the sky, he ripped through the dimension and returned to the real world.


  Belatedly, his heart was starting to be filled with regret. The time he had wasted was relatively long and his head turned cold.


  “Key—!!”


  He roared from his chest. The black cat flew in from somewhere and landed on his shoulder. He asked whether the baby dragons were still safe or not.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] states that it is impossible to tell even with the status of a [Transcendent Authority] due to the [Dimensional Cruise] being in the [Outer Dimension].>


  It was already too far.


  Thus, he became even more rushed.


  Speeding over the vast ocean at a speed faster than missiles, he flew forward while creating a deep crevice in the water behind his path alongside waves reaching several metres in height.


  Now, he would no longer be shaken.


  His emotions had been in a turmoil because his longtime conviction had been shaken towards the very end. After setting his heart once and hardening it, he no longer felt confused.


  One issue was that the interdimensional drug, [Defrost] was still pulverising his mind into smithereens. 


  Something floated above in his mind. It was the black piece of trash that reared its head when he was hurting Yeorum with his own hands in the past.


  In fact, it might have been staying inside him from way back in time.


  The name was Guilt.


  Its mouth ripped open, revealing lines of teeth. They looked like that of a shark but there was an abnormally large amount of them.


  Alongside an unsightly smile, it asked him.


  〚Don’t you think it’s too late?〛


  No. It won’t be late.


  He was certain from the depth of his heart.


  〚You are the one who wasted all that time.〛


  Forcing out the remaining effects of [Defrost], he ignored the words of the black filth but it continued blabbering its mouth.


  〚You’ve always been arrogant, egoistic, and selfish.〛


  〚Sending the baby dragons back home on your own accord, and bringing them back on your own accord again?〛


  〚Do you think the world will keep moving the way you want?〛


  〚You have to know.〛


  〚How much of a powerless loser you are.〛


  All the time that went by became a sticky quagmire of poison that tried to grab onto his ankles. He thought he could achieve anything but had failed on repeat – that was what his life was like.


  However, it was now different and he could be as arrogant as he wanted.


  He was standing here after a long regression.


  There was nothing he couldn’t achieve.


  .


  .


  .


  Askalifa’s coordinates were etched into his mind.


  Heading to the outer dimension, he followed the path of the Dimensional Cruise. The dimensional path that continued like a rainbow led him forward in a world with no direction, no form and no sense of distance.


  The reason dimensions were expressed through the visible spectrum in the eyes of a human was because dimensions could hold everything. Because they held everything that jumbled inside without merging with one another, dimensions could be seen by human eyes like a rainbow.


  However, a dimension that could not be comprehended by a human would seem empty. Spaces that were incomprehensible to a human eye were located in between those rainbows and that was what the ‘outer dimension’ was. 


  He, however, could understand them through [Conceptualisation (SS)]. Using his authority, he spotted traces of the Dimensional Cruise that had crashed across the gaps of the dimensions.


  He flew after the trace.


  Before long, the first dimension they stopped at appeared in front of his eyes. It was a small nameless world.


  “…”


  The moment he arrived there through the dimensional gap, Yu Jitae gave a frown. The dimension was like a small island and was about as big as Jeju Island. At the centre of the island around 20 km in the sky was the cruise’s totem.


  It was the device installed here for the cruise to be teleported safely in case there was a dimensional disjoint happening nearby.


  But,


  There was something strange about this place…


  He raised his gaze and looked around.


  The island was covered with a green forest. Innumerable stalks of grass were intertwined and the forest giving off a dense fragrance of nature was nothing unusual, but it was just too much. What he was feeling was unusually excessive, and the amount of nature-attributed mana here should have been less than half of what existed.


  Maybe this dimension was one that had more natural essence than others. He decided to leave it at that and threw his body towards the dimensional gap again.


  .


  .


  .


  For a fairly long period of time, he flew across the dimension like a missile as the second place they had stopped at appeared before him. 


  This too was a dimension he did not know of. It seemed to be one inhabited by people with a low level of scientific civilisation. Large blocks of wood were travelling across the sky by following down a steel path while puffing out steam.


  It felt even stranger for Yu Jitae.


  The mana of nature was even stronger in this place, with there being especially more behind the path of the cruise ship.


  Mana of nature.


  Dimensional Cruise.


  And a very dense cluster of mana…


  It was increasingly more suspicious. At this point, it was obvious who the owner of that mana was.


  Yu Jitae threw his body into the dimensional gap again while wearing a frown.


  Out of the countless things that he had been turning away from because of him believing in his death, there might have been one that he shouldn’t have looked away from.


  Now that he decided not to turn away from life again,


  He recalled the ones that had been the most shocking to him in the 7th iteration.


  Finding Gyeoul precious was a shock.


  Feeling like wanting to protect Kaeul was shocking.


  Wishing for Yeorum to live after going back was another shocking emotion.


  However, there was one that couldn’t be compared to any of the above. If there was one shocking event that existed within the scope of daily lives, while at the same time being the most harmful to a daily life,


  …


  There was one such thing…


  For now, he decided to deny it.


  Because it was just way too absurd.


  .


  .


  .


  It took a lot of time to reach the third dimension they stopped at, even though he was currently using all of his power to dash through dimensions. Right now, he was even sacrificing a portion of his authorities through [Conceptualisation (SS)].


  Those were abilities that became useless when his strength stopped advancing at the limit of an existence. Even though it was okay to discard them any time, they were the only remaining evidence of his past that had always been aiming for death, so he had been keeping them till now as trophies.


  But now, he threw all of them away. He did not need them.


  And when he at last reached the third dimension, his face crumpled into a deep scowl.


  The name of this dimension was [Arunril], and was the world Yu Jitae had visited when going to the Demon World in the past. It was a world with a severe lack of water compared to the size of the dimension. This place was therefore always under the threat of a drought because the trees with horrendously strong vitalities devoured nature excessively. Those dry trees reached all the way to the sky and stopped the land beneath from receiving any sunlight.


  Looking at this place in the past, he thought ‘What a world of firewood’. 


  But,


  Now,


  Before his eyes,


  Arunril was being scorched into ashes.


  This was a very small dimension. It was even a little bit smaller than Haytling but there was no reason why this land would turn into a sea of flames.


  And besides, this fire…


  “…”


  It was the flame of a red dragon.


  He was dumbfoundedly gazing across the world when suddenly a dot in the distant sky entered his sight. Going closer, he checked what it was and realised it was a fragment of the Dimensional Cruise.


  His heart turned heavy as if a piece of lead had sunk down. 


  The Dimensional Cruise was invincible against external attacks. It was because any attack aiming for the cruise ship would be from the outside.


  He created it so that it would protect the outside as much as possible. It would take more than a few days even if a whole group of dragons were to attack it as a group, because the ship was the best device he had personally made in the 6th iteration.


  If so, then what was this?


  He looked at the fragment of the broken cruise.


  “…”


  Why was this here…


  .


  .


  .


  He denied it.


  He thought that could never be the case.


  It indeed was strange. It was so strange that he couldn’t understand it and had questioned himself from time to time.


  Why am I feeling a romantic emotion,


  To whom is it that I’m feeling such a burning desire?


  How meaningful could it be to share affection through bodily intercourse and shaking the male genital?


  Why was he interested in her body,


  And why did he want to whisper love into her ears?


  Why was every moment so hard and unbearably perplexing, and also painful?


  Even though she wasn’t any more special than others…


  If he had to feel a romantic emotion just because they were special, he should have felt the same way for the other baby dragons. 


  And since he did not feel a sliver of a romantic emotion to other baby dragons, it was strange that he was feeling that way for someone else.


  Without lingering on the topic, he had cast a cover over it.


  Because he thought that was just impossible.


  However, after flying through the dimensions, when he at last found the Dimensional Cruise that he had sent off,


  Seeing the half-broken state of the ship,


  His heart dropped by an inch.


  After sensing him, the cruise ship opened its barrier as he walked inside while killing his breath.


  “…”


  There were bloodstains in the corridor.


  He felt like his breath was coming to a stop.


  It was similar to the scene he saw in his dream.


  There was a terribly intense trace of nature’s mana,


  And bits and pieces of the ship were turned into ashes.


  He couldn’t believe his eyes.


  That was when he felt a presence from a distance.


  When he opened the door of the hot spring,


  At that moment, Yu Jitae found it hard to believe his eyes.


  Entangled by black tentacles, Yeorum, Kaeul and Gyeoul were floating on the water. They were still alive, but they were floating unconsciously.


  Crouching behind them was a girl. Even though he wasn’t used to her black hair, she was definitely the child he knew better than anyone else.


  The black-haired girl was carrying a palm-sized ballista in her right hand, and was pointing it at the neutralised children.


  Out of all the possible colours, black. 


  Black dragons could manipulate memories and emotions and convey them… Because he knew that the best, when the far-off sense of reality suddenly reached his heart.


  All the countless doubts that he had been feeling all the way from the past gathered precisely like puzzle pieces.


  “Hello.”


  Bom said with a smile.


  Episode 107: Let us Love (2)


  In the past,


  After Yu Jitae cancelled the Will of the Ancient One from Myu’s Conceptual World. 


  There was a small incident at the Association’s underground isolation chambers.


  Listening to the commotion outside, the black-haired black dragon, Myu, was blankly sitting there gazing at the wall as if waiting for someone.


  ‘It’s about time…’ while she was thinking that, someone opened the door and came inside.


  Myu saw the green-haired baby dragon that she detested and was put in a bad mood…


  …But that was only for a split moment.


  When the [Black Wall] inside her heart fully cracked open, Myu realised everything. She realised who the one in front of her was, as well as the content of her given mission – ‘who’ it was that she was supposed to help.


  “It’s been a while. We meet again.”


  That was why Myu greeted her with a welcome heart and a bright smile on her face.


  “Hello–”


  Back then Bom did not understand Myu’s next words.


  “–My dear sister.”





  


  
His mind heavily sank to the bottom.


  He scrutinised the opponent. It was definitely Bom.


  There was something like a fingerprint in mana and surprisingly, the existence in front of him had one that was 100% the same as Yu Bom’s.


  He calculated the distance. 


  11 metres.


  Being a superhuman among superhumans, he could go 15 laps around that distance in the blink of an eye, but he did not move rashly.


  He observed the surroundings.


  This place was completely encroached by Bom’s mana. It was filled with the most intricate formula out of every mana attribute, [Alteration], that distorted one’s sense of distance and diverged one’s sight from looking straight.


  He knew Bom was unbelievably gifted when it came to magic, but he hadn’t expected her to use [Alteration] to such an extent which only the Witch would probably be capable of.


  Of course, 0.2 seconds was enough for Yu Jitae to crush through this, but in a situation like this, 0.2 seconds was just too long.


  He looked at the children and confirmed their states.


  All three of them were still breathing. Even though their limbs were locked by tentacles, there weren’t any irrecoverable wounds.


  He checked their injuries. Kaeul had fainted from a strike to the back of her head, while Gyeoul appeared to have fainted from suffocation. Yeorum on the other hand seemed to have fainted due to an injury to her heart, but fortunately, it wasn’t too serious.


  The blood splattered all over the ship must have been Yeorum’s, left behind during her retaliation.


  Her retaliation had probably started after reaching the world of Arunril. The dry firewood covering the world must have been scorched down because of her breath.


  At the same time, that was probably when the cruise ship lost a part of its structure.


  Next, he discerned the power of the opponent. 


  The [Magic Ballista] in Bom’s hand was strong enough to rip through a dragon’s flesh. It must have taken a lot of time to make, and judging from its appearance, that must have been the one Bom used when killing Myu at the isolation chamber.


  Meanwhile, the tentacles spread across the room were the ones black dragons used all the time that had poison inside. Normal poison would not be very effective against the hatchlings, but it was a different story if the user of those tentacles was a mage that could manipulate [Alteration].


  After finishing all those calculations in one breath,


  He tried shifting his body a little bit, and the very moment he did, the dimensions distorted again as Bom pointed the ballista at the back of Gyeoul’s head.


  “Don’t move.”


  The ballista was just there for a show. Yu Jitae sensed the venom moving inside the tentacle as it tightened its grip on Gyeoul’s neck, which made her stiffen even more despite her unconsciousness.


  “Yu Bom.”


  “Stay there.”


  Even then, Yu Jitae moved a little bit and in response, the [Magic Arrow] installed at the tip of Bom’s ballista scraped a wound on Gyeoul’s neck. It slowly drew a line and was thus very clear in his eyes. The child’s skin as white as tofu was sliced open as a drop of blood travelled down.


  He frowned.


  Right now, Gyeoul was bleeding in front of his eyes.


  “…Calm down. I won’t move anymore.”


  Bom replied, ‘Good,’ with a powerless smile that looked very forced. Inside the opened lips, he could see the broken fang that she still hadn’t recovered yet.


  “Honestly, it is a bit of a shock.”


  “What. The fact that I’m doing this?”


  “Yeah. I never imagined it.”


  With a powerless gaze, a powerless movement and with one of her arms wrapping around her legs as she sat crouching down next to the hot spring,


  Bom slowly lowered the ballista.


  “Of course. With all the effort that went into this plan.”


  Her eyes that used to be green were now shining in faint purple.


  Life was very mysterious.


  He was hoping to live just before, but now, the one who he had shared love with, was pointing a weapon at his most precious kids. His heart sank like wet cotton and it felt like several bullets had been shot at the back of his head. A deep sense of despair was filling his heart.


  This thing called life really was very mysterious.


  “Seeing how you haven’t killed them or done anything serious yet, there seems to be something you are planning.”


  “Yes. Because my objective is you.”


  “What do you want to do. Kill me?”


  Bom slowly shook her head.


  “This is not as simple as that,” she replied.


  Yu Jitae opened his mouth after pondering for a bit.


  “There seems to be someone behind your back.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “The black race can edit memories, manipulate and send them. They are the only ones from the dragon race that can do it. I know that much.”


  “…”


  “So there must be a black dragon that made Myu send memories over to you. Someone from the other side of the Horizon of Providence that hates me.”


  “And who is that.”


  “What?”


  “Who do you think that person is.”


  “So there really is someone behind you.”


  Even though he tried to induce a reply from her, Bom shook her head.


  “There’s no-one. I was just curious who you were thinking of.”


  “How can there be no-one?”


  “Why does there have to be someone?”


  “Aren’t you Yu Bom? You are a green dragon.”


  “Look at me. Do you still think so?”


  Bom said while touching her black hair.


  “No. Something must have gone wrong.”


  “How?”


  “Don’t you know it yourself? This is not the first time I’m seeing you. I opened your heart several times and spent a fair bit of time with you. You were never acting this strange throughout all those lives and all that time.”


  While twirling her hair, Bom added.


  “Go on.”


  “So you must be being mentally controlled by someone. And Myu – that mutant black dragon was probably the deliverer.”


  “…”


  “The objective must be killing me. Because I was one of the reasons that the Providence of Time kept going back – and because it hates me.”


  Yu Jitae suddenly questioned himself in the midst of his talk.


  What was he even talking about?


  It wasn’t something he could be certain about, because there were several missing parts that were difficult to explain according to that hypothesis. Despite that, the reason he was saying this was probably because that was what he wished for himself.


  Bom had no sin, and was just shouldering the sin of the black race… By forcing himself to think like that.


  Disgustingly enough,


  Even at this point in time,


  He found Bom precious, and pretty.


  “So what you are saying is this. Someone sent something bad through Myu to colour my hair into black and control my mind, right?”


  However, that hypothesis of his was disproved by the intense hatred hanging in Bom’s eyes.


  “You’re wrong.”


  Her favourability was reaching the level of extreme hatred that could not get any worse, and the authenticity was also being displayed as an undisguisable truth.


  “Those eyes were the biggest problem…” she muttered.


  “…!”


  Yu Jitae frowned.


  Was she able to tell the activation of [Eyes of Equilibrium]?


  While observing and staring at his face, Bom went on.


  “To be precise, I’m not a green dragon. From the beginning I have always been half-black, half-green.


  “I’m not a hatchling either, because I’m about 700 years old.


  “My name is also not Yu Bom. I have a different name.”


  When the cracked fang revealed itself from the slight gap of her lips, Yu Jitae’s mind came back with a shatter.


  Cold beads of sweat travelled down his spine like sin.


  “Do you want to hear my story?


  “You need to know them anyway…”


  .


  .


  .


  Bom started her story with a soft voice.


  “In the distant past, around hundreds of thousands of years ago in Earth’s time.”


  The ups and downs of her voice made it sound as if she was reading Gyeoul a fairy tale.


  “Us, black dragons, were expelled from Askalifa. The total amount of mana inside the world increased and so did our longevity, and as a result, dragons that used to live for around 3,000 years started to triple their age. That was the problem.


  “The number of hatchlings being born was being controlled by the authority of the first dragon, but their deaths weren’t being regulated. There was not enough place for dragons to live in at Askalifa and because of the restriction of our authorities, we could not move to a different place.


  “Askalifa is a very broad world. In that world, green dragons judge the future by seeing Providence and mediate between dragons. The red race defends the Southern battlefront through combat. Gold dragons communicate with the other races, blue dragons protect the Northern battlefront, and black dragons inherit the records of the distant past. That was the role given to each race.”


  Yu Jitae listened with a frown.


  “But… things changed when they started living for more than 10,000 years. The role of black dragons started to become less important over time.


  “There was always a strife between all the races, and at one point when they were deemed useless, the black dragons were expelled from Askalifa after being attacked by all the other races.”


  Tilting her head, Bom looked at the baby dragons.


  “These are the kids of those dragons.”


  Yu Jitae was using Eyes of Equilibrium throughout her speech. There was not a single deceit in her words.


  “So, is that why you wanted revenge?”


  Bom shook her head in response.


  “No… You told me before, right? That there are things in the world that are just unfortunate. It’s exactly as you said. To be frank, no-one was in the wrong in that situation. We just fell behind in the cycle of natural selection.”


  She constantly ran her fingers through her black hair. Under her white forehead, her exhausted gaze was staring off into a distance.


  “Like that, we were discarded into the outer dimension.


  “Part of the leaders of the race considered this a natural process like me,


  “But most of the black dragons couldn’t accept it. They were stupid. They constantly breathed out fury and hatred, which was endlessly conveyed to each other to later create a resonance. Their anger and hatred were multiplied until it changed the characteristic itself of the entire race.


  “The black dragons scattered to all parts of the outer dimension and like what you said, they were treated like dimensional trash. Looking for shelters to stay in, and rivers to rest by, they viciously travelled everywhere.


  “I’m not asking you for an understanding. I also think they’re pathetic.


  “I’m just telling you, that’s how it was.”


  As if she was dreaming, Bom continued while blankly gazing at the thin air.


  “Back then, my mother thought this. If we truly want to reestablish ourselves, then we must go back to Askalifa. We must kick the other dragons out and find our home again…”


  Her idea was different from a normal revenge. It was a competition within natural selection.


  “She always said the same thing.


  “Let’s become great dragons.


  “Let’s become a great race.


  “One of the dragons that misinterpreted her intention headed to the Northern front and had a big fight with the blue dragons.


  “Maybe that was when this child lost her parents?”


  Bom caressed Gyeoul who still had a tentacle coiling around her body.


  “All of our attempts were useless,


  “And we were slowly dying.


  “There were many restrictions that kept us from returning to Askalifa. Those dragons always kept to themselves and they didn’t consider us as the same race.


  “That was why my mother came up with a big plan.”


  In that instant, Yu Jitae remembered the words Bom had said in the past.


  Bom had grown for a certain objective ever since her youth. And her mother used to tell her, that there was a [Grand Schema] in plan for her…


  “Did you figure it out?”


  She gave a powerless smile. Then, the lethargic voice of a dragon began to leave her mouth as an adult Dragon’s Voice.


  〚Since we inherit the memories of the past, let us gather all the treasures leading up from the past into one.〛


  〚Let us accept the countless seeds of other races to select the best dragon.〛


  〚And at last, when the best seed is born among us,〛


  〚Let’s make that child into the Dragon Lord.〛


  〚So that that child may follow up on me to take responsibility of our race.〛


  His eyes widened with a flash.


  He knew who the chief of the black dragon race was. In fact, it was none other than the original owner of his [Conceptualisation (SS)].


  As he slowly started to perceive where the start of all that hatred was from.


  The baby dragon that was born from the ‘best seed’ opened its mouth.


  “When you heard the name, Myu, did your authority not try to ‘interpret’ it?”


  Bom tightened her arms around her legs as an even gloomier voice left her mouth.


  “My mother Lugiathan gave birth to 31 children over thousands of years, and assigned a number according to their order of birth. The first would be Alpha, the second Beta, and the third Gamma… that would be the interpretation in Earth. So the ‘12th entity’ that you met must have been interpreted to Myu (M, μ).


  “And I was the eighth daughter of my mother Lugiathan. She got the seed by bewitching a male green dragon. If you interpret my name using the same method, my name would be Theta (Θ, θ).


  “Not Bom…”


  However, this was only the start of her story. 


  At last, the root of all her hatred started leaving her mouth.


  “…It was when that child just turned ten.”
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  She remembered the illusion.


  At a place that was dark all around, with white tiles covering the floor.


  When she was crouching on the ground wearing Yu Jitae’s large business shirt above her naked body,


  The chain looking like a dog leash had been reaching all the way into the darkness.


  Someone pulled the other end of the chain and she collapsed on the ground. Taking hold of her startled heart, she glared into the distance. At last when someone started to appear from the deep darkness, her eyes widened into circles.


  A black haired female adult, drenched in blood with countless stab wounds around her mouth.


  Back then, she did not know who that woman was.


  But now, she knew,


  “…”


  That it was her mother, Lugiathan.
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Myriads of thoughts flashed past his head.


  Several presumptions popped up in his mind before disappearing again. Because he wanted to keep considering the girl in front of him as Yu Bom, he had to force those thoughts away.


  However, there definitely were numerous skeptical points he felt while living a daily life with the kids. He could finally understand those seemingly trivial things that he had missed back then.


  – If your race enjoys creating things, how about becoming a novelist or a painter.


  – …I don’t know.


  Even though she was a green dragon, she had no talent at drawing or sculpting and did not feel any interest in it.


  And as for novels? A certain professional novelist in the 6th iteration evaluated her text as this.


  – She appears to be completely untalented.


  – The characters are dead. The narration is weird and the main theme of the story is gloomy and without any message.


  – Writers with a slightly strange mentality tend to write like this.


  Looking back at how every individual entity showed the same characteristic depending on their heritage, that indeed was very abnormal. According to his knowledge, there was no green dragon that had no talent in performing arts.


  That wasn’t the end.


  – You know how I like travelling.


  – In fact, the reason I continued travelling was because of that. I didn’t know what else to do.


  Bom had been travelling ever since she left for her Amusement. Rather than how green dragons liked staying in their house, this was closer to black dragons who wandered across dimensions.


  – Every female dragon is pretty and males are handsome. We change it like that because we know that appearance is a very strong authority in human society. 


  – If you give compliments for everything, what meaning would it have? The common ones become less expensive right? No-one wants things that anyone could have.


  Her mentality was very distorted. It was warm yet sometimes it was shivering cold. She tried to analyse things by going into mysterious lengths for things which others would usually ignore.


  Thinking back, he could come up with even more things.


  The fact that only the protector of the green dragon was the one that survived the dimensional distortion,


  The fact that her novel was about a ‘ghost carrying out revenge against a murderer’,


  The fact that the fruit she got from the Spirit Tree was a rotten and moulding one,


  And the unknown scribble at the end of her diary was another example.


  What was shocking was that that was not even close to the end of it. As the shocking truth one by one came back up to the surface, the frown on Yu Jitae’s face turned increasingly more serious.


  His instinct might have been warning him the whole time about the things that he had ignored due to looking from the perspective of a daily life,


  That Yu Bom was the [Hostility].


  An immense shock shuddered his mind.


  The effect of [Defrost] that still had yet to be fully removed from Yu Jitae’s body rose back up and messed with his emotions. Meanwhile, Bom observed him as if she was savouring the sight before her eyes.


  “You seem surprised. Did you remember something?”


  No. Was she even Bom at this point? 


  Yu Jitae could no longer think of her as Bom.


  “Let me finish what I was saying.”


  While he was starting to be engulfed by the rising sense of fear, she continued talking about her past.


  “The 8th entity was very lucky. She was very talented. She could manipulate mana the way she wanted to, to the point that it shocked her mother, who was the chief of the entire race, and unlike most half-bloods that lost the abilities of one side, the child could use the abilities of both the green and the black race. That was already amazing but there was more. You see, that entity,


  “She was the only one that could travel in and out of the [Horizon of Providence].


  “This was very significant, because it meant the existence of the child could be completely hidden from the eyes of the other dragons of Askalifa. The mother of all those children started treating the talent of the 8th entity as that of the [Ancient One]. Because only the Ancient One out of all the history of dragonkind was able to deviate from the Providence of Time.


  “The Ancient One is classified as a [Mutant] by the other dragons.


  “…So that makes me a mutant too.


  “This must be what the mother was thinking.


  “‘Ah, finally, the baby dragon that can become the Dragon Lord has been born from us… Our race will be able to have a house again like the past…’.”


  Lowering her head, she buried her face in between her knees.


  “She was very loved.


  “Because the destiny of the black race was on her shoulders.


  “The lessons were very hard. For years, the child… she really… had to try to the brink of death.”


  She began massaging her tiny white hands that twitched unstably.


  “Her small hands were shattered time after time; her body crumbled a few times and so did her heart… She even managed to survive through a surgery that could have killed her. Every day must have felt like hell to her. The child cried her eyes out and bled profusely but it still didn’t stop, because that was the burden on her shoulders.


  “…But even then, you see?”


  Lifting her head, she looked at Yu Jitae.


  “The child was able to withstand it.


  “After every lesson, her mother always came to her and gave her compliments…


  “And when the child cried from pain, her mother was in even more pain…


  “The child knew because of the mental connection, that her mother was treasuring her more than anyone else in the world. Despite that, the mother had to firmly raise her up.


  “Even when her husband left after having too much of it.


  “Even when the child cursed at her.


  “As the chief of an entire race, that was better for her than the extinction of black dragons…


  “But the child was too young. Because of her immature mind, she didn’t realise the feelings of her mother.


  “It’s pathetic, but she really didn’t like that back then.


  “She was too immature…”


  An extremely melancholic look appeared on her face.


  “I regretted it a lot afterwards.


  “So I really wanted to ask you this as soon as I could.”


  Hearing that far, Yu Jitae knew what her next words would be. By the time she belatedly realised that that had been love, her mother had probably left her already.


  Her mother was forced to leave.


  “Why did you do that?”


  The girl asked with her gaze on Yu Jitae. The faint smile on her lips and her fang that remained crushed behind those lips started vividly bringing back a memory he had forgotten over the long prison of time.


  “……Why, did you kill her?”


  He was lost as to what to say. Vacantly, he stood there with his mouth closed, unable to say anything in return.


  Yu Jitae killed Lugiathan in order to copy and steal her authorities. That was how he had earned [Conceptualisation (SS)]. He had never considered that process wrong before and that was still his standpoint even now, but his mind was nonetheless shaken.


  Impossible.


  He thought something was strange. Something had to be strange.


  “Nonsense.”


  Yu Jitae uttered with a clenched chin.


  “I can only think of that as pure nonsense. Nothing makes sense from the start to the end. There are logical blanks in your story.”


  “Like?”


  “A hatchling’s Amusement–”


  Unknowingly he raised his voice.


  “It can only begin when permitted by the present Dragon Lord with the [Origin Fragment] attached in your heart. Do you mean you somehow mixed yourself into the kids and came out on an Amusement with your black hair?”


  “…”


  “I know Askalifa has been in chaos recently because of the war. Is that what you are going to use as an excuse?”


  She indifferently shook her head. The apathetic expression that he had once considered a cute pout was now evidently holding a deep sense of hatred which was more than what a scowl or a frown would contain.


  “Did I not tell you? I’m a mixed-blood, and a mutant. I can fully disguise my colour.”


  “Even against a Dragon Lord you mean?”


  “I’m special exactly because I can do that. That is why my mother chose me.”


  “Shut your nonsense!”


  His voice turned louder as he hurriedly looked for words.


  Bom shook her head in response.


  “Weren’t you also deceived yourself?”


  “No! No! Damn it. That can’t be how it is! The fundamental premise is wrong in the first place!”


  Blood vessels protruded out near his eyes.


  “It doesn’t even make sense that you’re a mixed blood! Black dragons were expelled and were ignored by the other races! You were discarded from Providence! How could your mother have received the seed of a green race!”


  “You said my body looked pretty.”


  “What?”


  “Who do you think I took after…?”


  It was a suggestive reply. Yu Jitae scowled and showed a ferocious look on his face, but she softly continued.


  “Did you forget what I said? It took my mother 3,000 years to give birth to 31 entities. It probably wasn’t easy but it’s nothing impossible when the fate of the whole race is on her. As long as you don’t care about the method, it is definitely possible.


  “It’s not just the green race. My mother took in the seeds of every race, and it’s just that the lucky child happened to be from the green race.”


  Calmly, she refuted his logic but he still could not comprehend her words. 


  How could such a thing be possible? How could reality be so horrendous and garbage!


  “Anything else?”


  Her words sounded like she was both arrogant and bored. It felt like he would receive appropriate rebuttals whatever he asked and made him feel extremely shit, because that was in turn telling him that all of this was true.


  However, he still had to refute it somehow.


  “Timeline. How are you going to explain this stupid timeline.”


  “What?”


  “You were with the baby dragons from the start in every iteration. Why did I kill your mother? It was because of you, dragons! You have never done something like this to me in those previous iterations!”


  “Probably.”


  “If you were outside the Horizon of Providence, you wouldn’t know what happened on the other side, and if you were inside, you would have been involved in the regression of Time Providence! The world returns to its original point in time the moment I die – this is a part of Providence that no-one can avoid!”


  “…”


  She closed her mouth as her expression turned notably dark from its initial look of indifference. Yu Jitae growled even louder.


  “Memories go back to the past and the dead are raised back to life. Most of the stolen items go back and all the painful memories get washed off. That is the unchanging fact! It has never been broken before—!!


  “Has your mother died? She must be alive again. Go back and have a look! Without playing with the lives of the kids here!


  “Or–


  “Or do you want me to go with you? I know the coordinates of the outer dimension Lugiathan was residing in. You are being deceived right now, so please calm down. Let’s go face the truth together. Okay?”


  Her expression turned darker the longer he continued speaking.


  Was it because her logic was broken?


  Yes… That had to be the case…


  The wicked trickery of black dragons must have bewitched Yu Bom the green dragon. Although he had never heard of such a thing being possible, he wasn’t omniscient. There were countless variables he did not know of and learning one more thing was nothing significant.


  That must have been what happened.


  It had to be the case – it fucking had to be how it is!


  However, her words in response dug through his ears like a bullet.


  “If only that really was the case…”


  He felt blood seeping out of his brain. Her expression that had been turning increasingly darker over time, was now holding signs of tears.


  “The black dragon race makes it their life’s purpose to convey memories of the past to the future. My mother placed me inside the Non-Providential World, [Primal Time], to completely fool the eyes of other dragons. That world travels parallel to Providence and…


  “Like I said before, I’m a mutant. I can exist in the Non-Providential World and at the same time gaze at the Providence of Time. Using the same [Conceptualisation] as my mother.


  “There is one thing you misunderstood – my Amusement has nothing to do with my revenge. This was just the first step of my destined journey of becoming the Dragon Lord. The reason I was pretending to be a hatchling was also because you have to be a child of the green race to leave for the Amusement. Besides I was young, and it was true that I learned nothing apart from magic.


  “If you didn’t kill my mother in the 6th iteration, this would have never happened.”


  Raising her squinted eyes, she looked into his eyes.


  “But, now that is no longer the case…”


  The silence continued for a long time between the two of them as the air heavily sank to the ground.


  He felt his vision shake tremendously without a stop – it was probably not only because of the [Alteration] formula surrounding the area.


  While being made to face his sin in a world dizzying his sight,


  She opened her mouth.
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  “170 times.”


  The exact number he had forgotten came out of her mouth.


  “That’s the number of times you attacked my mother and the leaders of our race in front of my eyes.”


  To be exact, it was a number he didn’t even remember. From one point, death became nothing but an act of repetition which he didn’t bother remembering.


  “169 times… That’s the number of times you died. Out of those you killed yourself 36 times.”


  But among the iterations that he had thoughtlessly skimmed through was a victim who had clearly observed the process of his regression.


  “37 – the number of times my mother almost died.”


  Embedding an explosive amount of hatred and hostility into her eyes, she glared at Yu Jitae.


  “I’m a dragon. I don’t forget but that’s different for you.


  “You don’t remember anything, do you…?”


  She started gasping for breath. Sealing her mouth shut, she clenched her small hands into fists and closed her eyes to withstand the dense fog of hatred.


  Huk, huk, kuhk…


  After somehow collecting her breath, she opened her eyes again.


  “…That’s always how it is for the assailant.”


  Would this be how it feels for his brain to melt away? Yu Jitae was feeling that something had already gone irreversibly wrong.


  He still didn’t think his actions were wrong even at this point. He had done it out of necessity but that did not change the fact that the child of the dragon he had killed was cursing in front of him. 


  While he was clenching his teeth and stopping his breath at the face of the unbelievable reality,


  She continued speaking.


  “It was very strange.


  “Back then, we were already in a very vulnerable state because of the strife with other sovereigns and there were fights happening between us. My mother moved the entire world into a visible place with Conceptualisation, and shaped it into a human palace. It was to avoid their eyes.”


  The girl still remembered ‘that day’.


  After several short gasps, her eyes turned blurry as they gazed into the distant past.


  “That day was the same as every other day–


  “After a strict education and training, I was complaining to my mum. ‘It’s too stressful. It’s too painful,’ because my ribs were all shattered and dangling. I cursed her, ‘Why did you give birth to me if you were going to do this’…


  “But she suddenly got up in a hurry. I became more mad because I thought she was trying to hit me, but no. My mum led me and my sister somewhere hand in hand and I was surprised. It was my first time seeing her look so frightened…


  “That was when something exploded outside the palace. Back then, we were preparing for a war against other sovereigns and there were about 20 black dragons protecting the palace.”


  Her gaze turned blurry. All those unforgettable moments came back to her as complete memories.


  “I heard screams outside.


  “The palace was shaking from loud explosions. My mum shouted and sent someone off.


  “My sister started to cry so I hugged her.


  “Someone died outside.


  “To something extremely dangerous.”


  Yu Jitae knew who that ‘something’ was without even needing to hear it from her. Even though memories of those moments were hazy, he could still remember what he himself had done.


  “My mum pushed me and my sister to the [Non-Providential World] behind the throne. There was an alternate dimension opened beforehand. Because my sister belonged to the Providential World, she was tied to the timeline but I wasn’t.


  “Mum said to me.”


  Memory transferration unique to the black race flooded unedited memories into his head.


  – Stay here. Do not ever come out.


  Lugiathan’s expression tainted with fear,


  – Mum will be alright. So never come out. Okay?


  And her endlessly quivering voice was vividly conveyed to him.


  “My mum then covered the dimension with a veil. She didn’t know how great her daughter was. She didn’t expect me to rip that veil.”


  She continued while gazing into Yu Jitae’s eyes.


  “…A man carrying a sword came into the palace.”


  Seemingly with a lump in her throat, she started off slow. Through the tear in the veil, the light purple eyes of the small girl saw something she shouldn’t have.


  “Mum was attacked by that man.


  “All my uncles and aunties were being killed by the man but my mum retaliated fiercely. She was still the head of a dragon race. So in the end, the conceptualised palace crumbled and the man was bisected.


  “It was quite shocking to me. Because all of my precious uncles and aunties had been killed.


  “But, that wasn’t the end.”


  The moment the man died, the world regressed to its original point in time.


  “Soon, the world flipped upside down.


  “My aunties and uncles came back to life.


  “The shattered building rebuilt itself.


  “…And the man came back carrying a sword.”


  Unfortunately, the time she entered the Non-Providential World was too close to the man’s assault. That specific point in time when the girl entered the Non-Providential World – [Primal Time] – became the starting point of her perception of the regression, and she was forced to watch the man constantly break through the palace.


  “Next, mum lost her legs.


  “After that, she struggled in pain from a stab to her stomach.


  “And later, the fight ended with her arms amputated.


  “…Time flew back and my mum repeatedly returned to the mum I knew.


  “But without even skipping a single time,”


  She bit her lips.


  “That man came to kill my mum.”


  One time, she had to crawl with her legs cut off.


  One time, she bled from her dug-out eyes as she cried in pain.


  And one time, her heart was gouged out as she was stuck in a corner, being stabbed on repeat for a few hours.


  As time repeated 170 times,


  There was one baby dragon who had to watch all that happen without ever turning away from it.


  “Mum didn’t die when she was decapitated, and didn’t die even when her heart was stabbed. It was because the source of her life was in fact embedded in a different part of her body.


  “Can you guess where that was…?”


  She gave a wide smile despite the melancholic look on her face. When the crushed fang was revealed by the smile, Yu Jitae was frozen stiff.


  “Mum died… and the man left…


  “But I stayed there crying…


  “After a few years, I came out of the shelter and woke up my sister who was still unconscious.


  “The moment I left the Non-Providential World, my world was included inside the destined Providence. In other words, my mother’s death was decided the very moment I returned to the palace. It couldn’t be helped. I couldn’t stay in that tiny and suffocating prison all my life.


  “So mum was forever dead.


  “My sister lost her mind because of the sudden reality that she had to face and tried to stop her heart to die. I had to make sure she wouldn’t die.


  “I was young, but back then, I was quite calm.


  “Crouching there together with my sister, we thought about what to do while looking at mother’s corpse.


  “How should we take revenge? We asked each other…”


  She erased the smile from her mouth.


  “Before coming up with a detailed plan.


  “I recalled all of your 170 deaths to collect your information.


  “You were very arrogant back then. You didn’t even try to hide your emotions or memories. Maybe that was because you were going to keep on regressing anyway?


  “Thanks to that, I got the information I needed, but it was difficult…”


  She giggled.


  “Our plan for revenge was difficult from the get-go.


  “The first obstacle was that you were too strong.


  “You were too strong, and too great. I saw from your memory fragments that you had killed sovereigns several times… Even though I learned a lot of amazing spells, I had no idea how I was supposed to kill you. I realised I would not be able to create any risk to your life in the first place, because no matter how strong I became, it would be impossible for me to overwhelm you to death.


  “That wasn’t the only problem. The second obstacle, was that funnily enough, you were wishing for death.


  “Later I realised that too was because of dragons, but so what? That didn’t matter in the slightest. What was important was that you, who I wanted to kill, wanted to die.


  “Even if I do fully kill you, that is nothing but achieving your objective in your stead. Is listening to the opponent’s request a revenge? I didn’t think so at least.


  “So killing you was meaningless.”


  Lifting her hands, she showed off her palms.


  “Then what should I do to take revenge against you?


  “It’s hard even when you think about it right?


  “But, when I calmly pondered about it, I did find a method.”


  With a gaze surging with sin and a set of movements filled with hatred, she continued with an assured voice.


  “Because you wanted to die, I had to make you want to live.


  “And because I couldn’t kill you even when you wanted to live, I simply had to take what you considered precious.


  “Fortunately, I was like my mother and could drag out a strong emotion from others. That is including love.”


  She used one of her hands to caress her own cheeks, while using her other hand to grab and knead her breasts.


  “For that, I had to give my body,


  “To my nemesis who killed my mother…”


  Biting her lips, she continued.


  “Although that was distressing, I was still willing to do it…


  “My mum was everything to me. She was the world. Using my body to take revenge on the one who destroyed my world was nothing.


  “But, that wasn’t the end either. Somehow, you could look at the depths of someone’s feelings and I realised that was because of those fickle eyes of yours. Everything would be over the moment you realised I was Lugiathan’s daughter, right?


  “In order to deceive you, I had to deceive myself first.


  “You know a black dragon’s ability is to manipulate and convey memories, yes? So I killed my personality and sealed it and likewise, I also locked my sister’s personality and the memories of her childhood.


  “I said to her.


  “I will go bewitch my nemesis first.


  “You come when it’s time, and hand me the key.”


  She sneered before raising the tip of the ballista and pointing it at Gyeoul’s head again.


  Making a person who desired death want to live, and in the end taking everything precious from him. That was the revenge plan of the young baby dragon.


  “It wasn’t easy.”


  Yu Jitae didn’t reply. He felt like he was going insane, and he therefore had no idea what he was supposed to say, nor what expression he was supposed to wear.


  If there was hell, this would be it. At the very end of his long drop, he at last realised that his soul was dumped and completely crushed at the bottom of the abyss.


  He was powerless.


  He couldn’t say anything.


  Meanwhile, she tilted her head and observed his expression like a scientist watching the change of a test subject.


  “…So, how do you feel?”


  A slightly brighter expression appeared on her face as she glanced through him. She whispered with a soft voice.


  “Do you want to live now?”


  Episode 107: Let us Love (5)


  Her childhood memories came back to her.


  When the seemingly unending hell finally came to an end, and after the murderer, who was standing still in pleasure in front of her mother’s corpse as if he was ejaculating, turned and left the palace,


  The baby dragon stood in front of her mother.


  Her fangs as well as her mouth were pulverised and her entire body was sliced into pieces.


  Blankly, the child walked up and touched her mum. Shaking the still body of her mother, lifting and dropping her heavy hand that used to move on its own, and gazing at the powerless hand that dropped back down to the ground;


  While leaning her head to the cold heart that would no longer pulse with life,


  The child had to accept the unbelievable truth.


  Her younger sister was unconscious.


  Soon, after gaining her consciousness, her sister tried to stop her heart from the unbearable shock so the child had to squeeze her body and stop her.


  Despite being young, the two of them knew what kind of race the black dragons were. They did not have any place to call home, and they were the trash of Askalifa that couldn’t be acknowledged by any other race. They were the dimensional garbage.


  Because those kids only had their family to rely on,


  Their mother used to be the world to them.


  And yet now, their mother was dead.


  After a long and violent fight, the older sister suppressed her younger sister from above and shouted at her.


  – Why would you kill yourself.


  – Is everything over if we die?


  – Even if we do die, we have to take our revenge before that.


  Because she was still crude with words and sloppy with expressions, she couldn’t properly convey her deathly despair, but there was another method. Their minds became one as thoughts were connected.


  The young dragon conveyed her thoughts to her younger sister.


  – If you can’t do it with your own hands, then help me achieve our revenge.


  – Make a vow. On mum’s corpse.


  – That we will definitely avenge her death!


  Hearing the shout of her older sister who always used to speak softly, the younger dragon widened her eyes and held back her tears.


  – Do it!


  Like that, the hatchlings made a pledge.


  .


  .


  .


  The dimension where their residential palace was located was very close to [Primal Time]. Time and space became more and more distorted the closer one was to the Non-Providential World, and after entering the world of Primal Time, it would deviate into a parallel timeline that travels differently from the [Time Providence].


  The older sister calculated in her head. It would create a difference of roughly 500 years for her to leave this place and arrive at Earth. Even though the murderer had jumped through the restrictions of time using the power of a certain transcendent authority, the baby dragons did not have such a power.


  From inside the treasure of the black race, the older sister observed the undistorted timeline. There, ‘another version of herself’ was about to depart on a journey to become the Dragon Lord. 


  By pretending to be a green dragon, she was at Askalifa greeting some hatchlings she was seeing for the first time under the permission of the Dragon Lord.


  It was a very opportune timing.


  However, she herself couldn’t go to that place.


  She was a mutant, and was an existence that could gaze at Providence from outside Providence. If she were to jump into the [Providential Time] here, it would create two versions of herself.


  If that happened, then the guy called [Vintage Clock] who looked after Providence would perceive her existence and come to erase her by sending a sovereign or something.


  Fortunately there was a method, because a black dragon’s ability was editing and transferring memories. However, it was also impossible to directly send her current memories to her ‘other self’ that was in such a distant place. There was too much of a deficiency in output and all she could do here was light up a small ember on the fuse.


  Therefore, the older sister decided to convey those memories through her sister. Looking at her younger sister who was crouching on the ground, she opened her mouth.


  – From now on, you have to fly by yourself for 500 years.


  – I will seal your memories, so you don’t die from that loneliness.


  – Flying there will be very tiring and it will be very lonely. But you still must go.


  – Help me…


  While sealing her memories, the older sister applied a simple brainwash on top. [Help] – the younger sister’s purpose in life would be to help someone.


  This was the power that would allow her to traverse through other dimensions for 500 years all by herself, making sure that she would arrive at her ‘other self’ that was waiting very far ahead without deviating from the path.


  But right as she was about to use her sealing spell, the younger sister asked a question.


  – Unni.


  – Nn?


  – When my job is over, and when all the memories get transferred back to you…


  – Nn.


  – …After that, ……Can I die first?


  The older sister just could not turn her down, because that was the only way to postpone her sister’s death as much as possible.


  – …Wait for me there.


  Using the power of the green race, the baby dragon aligned herself to Providence.


  For her ‘other self’ to unhurriedly leave on the Amusement 500 years later in the Providential World, she had to completely seal her own memories. Like that, she had to become oblivious to everything in order to avoid the eyes of [Vintage Clock]’s supervision over the Providence of Time.


  Before erasing her memories, it was possible to mess around with her body and she could also apply a little brainwash on herself. Even [Vintage Clock] would not be able to notice that.


  Therefore, the baby dragon brainwashed herself on three points.


  〚One. Fall in crazy love with my Nemesis for no reason and endlessly crave for his love.〛


  For her first brainwash, she touched her [Origin Fragment]. After 500 years, she would probably leave on an Amusement while pretending to be a hatchling all over again, and she was going to make preparations for that beforehand. Fortunately, there was a tool among the treasures of the black race that allowed her to manipulate the Origin Fragment.


  〚Two. Intrude deeply into my Nemesis, shake his heart and make him hold romantic feelings for myself.〛


  She set up a few devices for her second brainwash. The opponent was fundamentally a human, and a male. The young dragon prepared various things that could allow her to shake a male’s heart.


  Firstly, she edited the basic settings of her [Polymorph]. Her face that was already pretty among dragons thanks to her taking after her mother became even more attractive. The lines going down her white neck to her collarbones; the beautiful form of breasts and the slender waist, as well as the appealing hipline were all modified to be even prettier. Her white and tiny hands and feet were carved into more beautiful shapes. She then formed ample muscles, glossy hair and soft skin.


  After that, she learned how to speak with a wonderful and refreshing voice, and made her body emanate a fragrance that could shake an existence’s heart. Since she could use the abilities of both races at her free will, she disguised that fragrance under the scent of nature and made it natural.


  Also, she tried to hold a warm heart that could soothe others. She had to be aggressive and on the move to shake the blunt heart of a dull human, and had to hold enough possessive desire to threaten him and ensure his romantic feelings wouldn’t stray towards a different person after being woken up. According to what she had learned from her mother, an existence that was not dangerous seemed to be ignored in a human society.


  But while changing everything one by one, her sighs turned bigger over time. These parts were still probably imperfect and sloppy.


  From the start, she had always been an uninteresting existence and had never even contemplated how to appeal to a male before…


  Regardless, she did everything she could.


  〚Three. Help him do everything he wants to achieve.〛


  After finishing all the way up to her third brainwash,


  The baby dragon thought to herself. It was unclear when all this would actually come into play because her Nemesis had the ability to flip time upside down. It was unclear when that mental patient with a worn out personality would treat her other self nicely.


  However, by constantly sharing the same space with him and increasing her conversation with him, and when they finally had a bond between each other,


  Her brainwashes would definitely come into play.


  Finishing her line of thought, the baby dragon sealed her memories,


  And entered a deep slumber.


  ***


  In the warm season, there were kids watering the ground. Although it was a dry and parched piece of land, there was definitely life on it before, and even until now, there seemed to have been a small seed left behind on the crevices of the seemingly infertile land.


  Judging from the small leaf leaving the ground, that was.


  That small leaf was his heart. Like how it had been called a ‘kid’ by the innocently young Kaeul, the tiny leaf was very immature and shaky with each breeze of dust being too sharp for comfort.


  Even then, it was okay.


  – I, trust you…


  Someone gave water when it was time.


  – It might hurt more for the one who lied right…


  While another blocked the harsh wind from the side.


  The small leaf gradually became bigger and the roots went deeper down, holding more water hostage. Life slowly returned to the parched piece of land.


  There were a lot of hazards throughout the process and there were also solutions. Facing anything uncomfortable with disregard, and using habit for what was familiar, he used various solutions to avoid the risks that threatened him.


  However, what he couldn’t expect was the watering child to suddenly tear him to pieces.


  “…So, how do you feel?”


  The hands that used to be softer and warmer than anything else in the world were shredding the leaf to tatters. He did not know how to deal with such a thing.


  “Do you want to live now?’


  Her voice was apathetic and her gaze was so cold it gave him chills. Yu Jitae placed his hand on his chest feeling the shattered fragments of a glass marble wreaking havoc in his heart.


  His heart was being crushed.


  It was painful. Like he was dying.


  “…”


  Lifting his head, he looked at her. However, he had no idea how he was supposed to reply to her question.


  If he said he wanted to live, her revenge would be made complete and Gyeoul would die.


  If he said he wanted to die, then he wouldn’t be able to explain why he came here.


  Suddenly, he saw Yeorum and Gyeoul looking at him with their eyes open. They were urging him to reply but in that scene, Yeorum was covered in more wounds while Gyeoul looked more like an adult.


  His heart dropped an inch.


  But when he reopened his eyes after a blink, he realised the kids were still unconsciously closing their eyes.


  His mental shock appeared to have crossed the line.


  What he saw just then, was his sin.


  “Nn?”


  She asked him again.


  Do you want to live?


  “…”


  He remained silent. His heart was thumping in concern that she might pull the trigger but she didn’t. She continued gazing at his face with a pouty look on her face.


  “You look quite shocked. Didn’t know you could show an expression like that.”


  “…”


  “If you don’t want to reply to that, how about I ask something else. How do you feel right now?”


  “…What?”


  “I wanted to ask if a day like this ever came. You probably want to live now because of us, so these kids dying must feel like your world is crumbling down right? How would you feel in a time like this? Would you feel half as much despair as what I have felt?”


  Yu Jitae stared at the ground with unfocused eyes.


  “If your plan included making me want to die, Bom, then it was a complete success…”


  The steaming hot spring he prepared for the kids to warm up their bodies on the way back home was icy cold and so was his heart. A chilly blizzard was freezing the flesh inside his cracked skin.


  “…Because I feel like dying.”


  However,


  As always.


  No matter how vicious of a thing happened to him,


  Even if his heart was to be crushed,


  And even if he was to die,


  His life always continued on its own so he had to face reality. Suppressing his emotions that could burst out and kill him anytime, Yu Jitae closed his eyes and contemplated.


  “That means you want to live, right?”


  After hearing the question a third time,


  Reopening his eyes, he slowly opened his mouth.


  “Yes. I want to live.”


  An intense pressure was trampling down on his physical body as blood oozed out from within. A drop of blood budded under one of his eyes, which soon travelled down his cheek.


  “I want to live, with all of you…”
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  His fingers didn’t move. Looking once again at the drop of blood on Gyeoul’s neck, he controlled the explosive tension thumping in his heart before turning towards her.


  For some reason, she did not shoot Gyeoul.


  She simply continued expressionlessly staring at him, and although it was painful for Yu Jitae to meet her gaze, he had to.


  “So calm down for the time being.”


  And even though his heart had already been shattered, he needed to maintain his rationality. Although a tremendous sense of betrayal was strangling him by the neck and he was feeling like dying right now…


  He still wanted to live, and still wanted all the baby dragons to survive.


  It was funny how even at this point, he was finding Bom pretty.


  “Please lower the ballista for now. Let us have a conversation.”


  “Why should I?”


  “There were a lot of times where you and I, and the kids each hoped for something else. In times like that, you taught me how to talk it out. I learned how to converse from you, and that’s what we need.”


  “No. There is nothing you can change with just a few words.”


  Buzz—. When the mana residing in the ballista increased even more in size, he felt his heart skip a beat.


  However, she still did not shoot.


  She had a story that was too stubborn to change with his superficial logic but he had to persuade her.


  “Listen to me a bit more. You won’t be suffering any loss. Wasn’t your intention to make me suffer as much as possible? Weren’t you hoping for my bigger despair? So give me a chance. You can watch me struggle for a way out a little more.”


  “What do you think you can do? What can you even do by adding a few more words.”


  “I will now persuade you so that you don’t kill the kids, and ask for your forgiveness. If I haven’t persuaded you by the end and if you still can’t forgive me, then you can do whatever you want. I will regret more the longer I’ve been talking for and you will achieve a greater revenge, will you not?”


  She still had an indifferent look on her face.


  The one holding the gun was her. If she didn’t even allow him to do this, then everything was over.


  “Okay.”


  Saying that, she lowered the ballista but that was nothing but an act of formality because the blade of the tentacle could still tear through the baby dragons at any moment.


  However, Yu Jitae felt like he had found a strand of solace from the pit of despair.


  “But in return, I will ask you three questions before you persuade me.”


  “Three questions?”


  “Yes. They are things I’ve been wanting to ask you.”


  Until the very end, the meticulous avenger did not let him control the pace of the conversation.


  “…Alright.”


  “You are used to lying. I’m the same, and your life was also full of deceit but you better be honest for these questions.”


  “Alright. I get it…”


  He nodded with a desperate heart. 


  Leisurely, she raised her body and walked on the surface of the cold water of the hot spring to slowly approach him.


  “First question.”


  Crossing her arms, she asked.


  “Do you ever feel guilty?”


  Once, there was a time in the past when he thought this guy called god of fate was standing before his eyes choking his neck, asking him: Are you still not going to give up? Do you still wish to be happy?


  Even though he was still feeling the same thing, this time, the guy was saying something slightly different in his head.


  This was what the god of fate was saying.


  ‘Did you think you could turn away from it forever?’


  Putting it that way, he started to consider everything surrounding him in a different light.


  He killed people.
Brutally, and repeatedly.


  Abduction and imprisonment was his habit. 
Let alone the baby dragons, he had also abducted other people whenever necessary to imprison them near his eyes.


  That wasn’t the end. He instigated people with deceit, acted for profit, impulsively destroyed things when he got angry and pushed others to the brink of despair because of revenge. 


  Due to his lengthened life, he had more sins than others. Existing in his memories was a thousand-year’s worth of sin.


  “Do you ever feel guilty?”


  There was a triangle in his heart – its name was conscience. Looking back, the tips of the triangle were probably sharper than that of other people. 


  Back when the tips were still there, he had to argue for his actions whenever the triangle rolled around prickling his heart. He gave excuses for his actions.


  This is unfair. It couldn’t be helped. I’m not wrong. Who’s the one that drove me into this pit? Do you think I wanted this myself? 


  By constantly reminding himself of his position, he escaped from responsibility. It was a fairly decent method. Blaming other people allowed him to stay reasonable.


  However, when the tips weathered away, he gave up on coming up with excuses. If he was a wiser and a more virtuous person, things might have been different. He would have gained a lot of things without stealing from others and would have become stronger without killing people. In the end, it was because he, the subject of the regression, was such a miserable and lacking person that he had to rely on such a method.


  After admitting that fact, there was no longer a need to be conscious of it. Sin later became a convenient tool for him.


  Lastly, when the points were completely worn out into a round circle, he gave up on thinking about it. He turned away from it.


  He set up the thought that [In the end, I’ll die as well.] and that made it easier for him to look away from his sins.


  Am I not afraid of punishment? Kill me then.


  How can a person kill another person? What about it. I’ll be dying as well anyway.


  The thing he considered a tool became his hand by the time he came to himself. Steal if I want something. Kill if they retaliate. 


  It was a simple principle.


  Going back to the question of ‘Do you ever feel guilty.’


  “I used to,” he replied.


  The purple pair of eyes frowned in response.


  “Did you feel any guilt when you were killing my mum?”


  “…No. To be honest, I didn’t.”


  “Why?”


  “For me back then, life was nothing but a struggle for improvement. I was buried in the real world to accomplish my dream; I became insensitive to the repeated misdeeds, and I had no leisure to feel any sense of guilt.”


  “…”


  In the middle of his response, she, after crossing the hot spring, walked all the way up to him. She raised her hand and rested it in the air like how one would ask for the paws of a puppy, and he replied by reaching his hand out. Her tiny hand grabbed onto the tip of his middle finger as his emotions and memories started being completely analysed by her.


  “Was it not for revenge?”


  “There was probably a bit of that too. Because I hated dragons.”


  “And yet you still want to let the kids live?”


  That paradox was what led to this situation. The baby dragons taught him how to love even the offspring of his enemies.


  “…Yes.”


  She silently stared into his eyes for a while. Her purple gaze did not quiver but the muscles underneath her eyes twitched.


  “Second question. With what mindset can you possibly ask me for my forgiveness?”


  “…”


  “It’s very strange. I know you very well. Why don’t you do what you always do? Stop doing nonsense and get angry – get mad at me and break everything apart. A murderer that can explode at any time despite pretending to suppress your urge – isn’t that who you are?”


  That indeed was Yu Jitae, and was only possible because his final destination had always been death.


  But after retrieving the lost daily life, and as the premise of his death started to crumble, he began feeling guilty over the past moments.


  Daily life had pushed seemingly insignificant things at his face, and the things he was feeling guilty for also originated from those tiny things. Even at this point, he was only regretting the portion of his sin that was related to what he had done to the baby dragons.


  “No…”


  For him, sin was but a tool – a tool that let him gain things outside of his ability.


  “I’m just a person that can do anything to achieve what I want…”


  “Even if that means killing someone?”


  “Because I wanted to be happy.”


  “How selfish.”


  “I decided to become a selfish person to lay my lands on the unreachable happiness. But now, that is not the case.”


  “…”


  Rediscovering daily life and becoming a human was completely unexpected and thus, he also wasn’t expecting to retrieve the wickedness and selfishness of a human during that process. Laughably enough, he had even learned how to turn away from the small sin of lying to the baby dragons – he wasn’t honest and continued telling lies until the end.


  “I will do anything if I can atone for what I did.”


  However, her expression turned ferocious.


  In the blink of an eye,


  The mana gathered at the ballista. She pulled the trigger as the arrow flew towards his leg.


  Along with a roaring thud, his thigh was destroyed. Seeing him still standing despite the flood of pain, she collected mana again before shooting it at his other leg. 


  Even though both of his thighs were almost fully crushed, he did not fall down. Without even avoiding or blocking her attack, he accepted her wrath.


  She appeared a little shaken. ‘It’s too late…’ she muttered while breathing coarsely through her nose as her eyes twitched even more.


  “Last question.”


  Her voice was louder than before alongside her heated breath.


  “You created innumerable hatred all because of your petty hope. You are the one that made me. Does someone like you have the right to praise life? Do you have any justification?”


  And her question was also very emotional.


  She was throwing at his face, everything, which he had been escaping and turning away from over the vastly long period of time. 


  She was Bom, and was the daughter of the black dragon that had been repeatedly killed by his hands. At the same time, she was the portion of sin that increased its size while he was disregarding it throughout his life.


  While he was turning away from all of his sinful times by just labelling them as ‘unfortunate events’, the sin that had been gradually growing in size was now facing him like a colossal wave. 


  “Do you even have the right to live!!”


  It struck him like a tornado. Standing on top of a tiny boat, he was gazing up at the indescribably immense sin.


  Does a sinner have the right to live? Do they have the qualification to seek happiness?


  In response to the question being thrown by the unfathomably enormous hostility, the sinner replied.


  “What else can I do.”


  “What?”


  “When I still want to live on…”


  An even greater sense of displeasure floated upon her face and her eyes quivered. What was the reply she was hoping for: did she want him to plead on his knees? Or be controlled by his fury and wreak havoc?


  “W, what insane thing are you talking about…”


  “No. I’m serious. I don’t have the right nor the justification. But I still need to survive.”


  “You are a cluster of sin that will continue creating more sins throughout your life. There will be more people shedding tears of blood like me. And yet are you saying you still need to live on? You still have to survive?”


  “So what. How does that matter when I want to live. I want to live on now…”


  “Crazy. I thought you became a little more human, but you were still out of your mind!”


  Saying that, she reprimanded him as he listened with widened eyes.


  There was nothing wrong with her words.


  If a sinner did not have the right to live, he should die.
However, he will live on.


  If a sinner shouldn’t become happy, then he should be left miserable,
But he will become happy.


  For him, sin had always been a tool; a power that made the impossible possible. It was the paddle letting him proceed towards his dream, and was the whip moving him within the hopeless pit of despair.


  His sin was connected to his struggle in life.


  Now, he was just going to change the tool he was using a little bit.


  Thinking about it like that suddenly reminded him of the last words of his precious friend.


  “…I had a friend.”


  “What?”


  Her face crumpled unpleasantly. Taking a big step forward, Yu Jitae walked deeper into the room as she instinctively took a step back. 


  The air shifted – his heart that had been trembling in despair gained a strand of blooming courage.


  “There was a friend who constantly told me about the future like you.”


  “What are you doing? Don’t come any closer!”


  Ignoring her cry, Yu Jitae approached her.


  From the three questions, he realised that logically persuading her was impossible. Regardless, he was still going to live and was still going to save the baby dragons.


  [You will. Definitely. Become happy.]


  Even though it was a plan that will definitely fail from one flick of her fingers, he sincerely believed in that small possibility.


  “My friend told me, that I’ll definitely become happy. I was hoping to die when I heard those words, so I thought those last words would be completed through my death.”


  “I warned you. Don’t come here!”


  She, who had been constantly stepping back, jumped across the dimension before reappearing behind Gyeoul. It was to threaten him a bit more.


  The tentacles twitched and tensed up.


  “However, I was not able to die and now I no longer view death as happiness. Then what does this mean? It means that the prediction is still valid!”


  Walking forward with his two crumbling legs, Yu Jitae bore hope.


  “What does that mean. Doesn’t that mean I will live on and definitely become happy in the end?”


  Light bursted out from the dark hail covering him.


  “So Bom. I will become happy through life!”


  She shrieked with a piercing voice.


  “Shut your nonsense—!”


  Her hands, however, were trembling.


  “No! Drop the ballista! Bom. You can’t shoot the baby dragons!”


  “You think I can’t?”


  “You should not!! You must become happy with me!”


  “Do you still not understand after hearing everything I said? It was all fake. Your heart moving towards me, and me pretending to love you – they all began from my brainwashing of myself! Can you still not tell everything was fake?!”


  “And what about that–!!”


  He roared like a beast.


  “So what if it was a fake relationship that began with an objective in mind! So what if it was a brainwashed love to make me want to live! Were all the meals we shared fake? Or the conversations we whispered? If all the countless concerns we shared while hoping for happiness were all fake, then we would have crumbled already at the face of all those problems! Tell me, which of those was fake!”


  “…!”


  “That changed who I am, and made me want to live and breathe! Your deceit led me to truth! You are the one that made me want to live–!!”


  I was like that, so would you be any different?


  That was what he wanted to believe in, at the very least.


  Her eyes widened into circles as Yu Jitae shouted at her.


  “I will keep my word. I will now give you anything you wish for to atone for what I did. If you need to become the Dragon Lord of Askalifa for the betterment of your race, then I will help you! If you can’t trust me, I will live forever in doubt! That is fine!”


  He shouted to become happy. It was fine no matter what method he used. He had to persuade her, using the same method that persuaded him and turned him away from death.


  “After you complete all those desires, and if I’ve managed to atone for my sins, if there is even a sliver of a possibility that you forgive me, then Bom! Let us live together. When that time comes…!”


  There was a word at the tip of his tongue. 


  It was one he had never conveyed to her before, but was one that he had sincerely hoped for. Even though those moments of the past were before she recalled her actual memories, those shouldn’t have been fake – they must have been her true feelings.


  If his existence was in a corner of her heart and if he could change her mind like how she did with his through all the time they spent together,


  Then it didn’t matter even if this wasn’t the greatest time to do so. Yu Jitae ruthlessly used the word that was in his mind.


  When that day comes–


  “Please marry me.”


  Episode 107: Let us Love (7)


  After saying his words, he felt time coming to a freeze.


  Her face turned stiff and so did her entire body.


  Her eyes tainted with fluster was quivering and she had trouble putting words together.


  “What—”


  She cut her words off, before screaming with a sharp voice.


  “What utter nonsense are you talking abouttttt—!!”


  The magic arrow in her hand turned larger as the enveloping light turned brighter. The light touching Gyeoul’s blue hair started snapping the hairs of the dragon despite simply coming into contact. The water-coloured strands of hair were one by one falling to the floor, but he continued shouting.


  “Give me a little bit of time! And give me the opportunity to atone for my sins! When that day comes, promise me our future! Let’s have children together! And let’s change this relationship which began from our deceit into the truth! Isn’t that what you told me yourself!?!”


  He took a large stride forward, as she stepped back on reflex.


  His words appeared to have rang her heart in some way or another, and she looked a little frightened.


  It was evident from how the killing intent oozing out of her body was now so immense that it was suppressing the entire dimension, in spite of the tentacles still not being able to attack the baby dragons.


  He took another step forward.


  “Ahh–!”


  She yelled while grabbing her head. Then, she flew up with Gyeoul in her grip.


  Breaking through the ceiling of the cruise ship, she headed outside. In her dragonite form, she spread her large jet-black wings far apart.


  “Yu Bom–!”


  He followed suit with a shout. Even though his crushed and dislocated legs were trying to force him down onto his knees, he chased after her.


  She flew off to the other side of the outer dimension. Although he could catch up to her if he sped up, he still didn’t dare do so because the ballista was in her right hand, while Gyeoul was still hanging under her left hand.


  The magic arrow shone brightly within the darkness of the outer dimension.


  And at last, when he saw the stern look on her face as if she had made up her mind,


  The hope he had been blabbering about till now, rapidly started to be extinguished.


  Thus, he screamed.


  “Let us live—.”


  Even though it might be a life filled with series of hardships, hatred and resentment,


  They would have to be alive to quench those problems, won’t they…


  “Live together with me. Bom—!!”


  Her hand moved.
Time lengthened like cheese.


  The arrowhead at the tip of the ballista turned brighter.
Her face turned fierce like that of a devil.


  Yu Jitae screamed. Stop. He wailed.
Her finger approached the trigger.


  And when she slowly began to pull the trigger,
He dashed forward like a bolt of lightning.


  She raised the ballista and pointed it at the head.


  His eyes ripped open from the unbelievable scenery in front of his eyes – it was because she had released Gyeoul’s neck.


  The devilish look was not there anymore.


  She looked down at him with a hazy look on her face.


  The head the ballista was pointing at…


  Was her own…


  “Bom. Yu Bom—-!”


  .


  .


  .


  She looked back on her 5 years of Amusement.


  The plan was a relative success.


  – Hi.


  – Hello.


  She first met her Nemesis.


  – You said you’ll never harm me if I listen well. Can you promise that?


  – I promise.


  As planned, she unconditionally followed him and did everything for him.


  – It was fun. What about you ahjussi?


  – It was good like last time.


  She slowly opened his heart.


  – What if she wakes up.


  – You didn’t know? Gyeoul doesn’t wake up easily after falling asleep.


  And helped him protect his daily life.


  – That’s a bad habit. Do you laugh while seeing others in pain or something?


  – Because ahjussi never refuses it, I keep giving you more.


  Since he was a very defensive person,


  – Look.


  – …


  – You go further away, when I get closer.


  She had to be audacious with her approach,


  – Bom. Are you okay.


  – Ah, ah, ah… Yes.


  As he was slowly regaining his personality,


  – I’m sorry if that surprised you. I was trying to make it feel like something big was about to happen, but it must have been over the top.


  – N, no… I’m really fine.


  She endlessly threw him new situations and new emotions.


  – Do you find me burdensome, ahjussi?


  – No.


  – Or do you see me as a woman?


  – No.


  – But the outside shell is a female human. So are you embarrassed?


  At last at the distance of touching breaths,


  She succeeded in blooming a small flower in his heart.


  – You are the one that wanted to be closer.


  – But this is too close.


  That had to be the end, Bom thought to herself.


  She definitely should have stopped there.


  – So, do you want to separate?


  .


  .


  .


  It was a fake plan.


  Falling greatly in love for the Nemesis and endlessly craving his attention.


  At last after being loved by the Nemesis, and after blindly helping him retrieve the long-lost daily life, 


  She made her Nemesis turn from death and wish to live.


  And by keeping hostage of the lives of the hatchlings that weren’t related to her, which was the reason her Nemesis was hoping to live,


  After reproaching him, loathing him, and pressing him,


  And after he feels a strong sense of guilt,


  Shoot Gyeoul on her head.


  That should have been what happened.


  She should have done all that but…


  Until the end, she could not pull the trigger at Gyeoul’s head.


  

…Perhaps, she might have sensed already beforehand that things would turn out like this.





  In fact, the plan had gone wrong from the beginning.


  According to plan, she should have shown him the corpses of Yeorum and Kaeul the moment he arrived at the cruise ship, to emphasise what came next.


  After talking to him and letting him know about her revenge plan and the reason, while he was despairing before her eyes, she was going to kill Gyeoul in front of him to fully etch it into his memories. Because that way, he would forever suffer from the unforgettable memory.


  Lastly, being either killed or tortured by his hands was the end of her plan.


  However, she could not do it.


  Before he came – after neutralising the kids, she sat by herself in deep contemplation.


  She had to kill them now.


  She had to kill them now but…


  Bom just could not make herself shoot Yeorum or Kaeul, and that hesitation was still there. Bom could not shoot Gyeoul.


  A deep sigh left her mouth.


  She felt a strong sense of self-hatred. It was truly, truly stupid.


  All of this long plan had been formed to shake his heart.


  However,


  Perhaps,


  The long period of time they spent together, and all the moments they shared without any deceit,


  They might have ended up twisting things out of hand…


  – Do you believe in fate?


  – No.


  – …Me neither.


  Bom. Even so, you should have done better.


  – That’s it for the hug of reconciliation.


  – One more minute…


  Even if it was warm in his embrace, you should have stayed skeptical. You should have known it was dangerous no matter how pretty he found you.


  – How, do I look?


  – You look pretty.


  Or at least, you should have made these emotions disappear alongside the brainwash.


  – Please embrace me, until I break…


  – Alright. I’ll love only you.


  You should have just pretended to love him…


  Why did you really fall in love…


  – Let us live—


  – Live together with me. Bom—!!


  Bom gave an empty smile. She found her current state hilarious.


  – Please marry me.


  Even though it was a crude marriage proposal without even a ring.


  For a moment, it made her heart quiver from insane happiness…


  .


  .


  .


  Mum. I’m sorry.


  I made a vow but…


  .


  .


  .


  Bom released Gyeoul from her grip.


  He flinched before flying in to receive Gyeoul after which he checked her body to see if there was anything wrong with her. There should be no threats to her life, because Bom didn’t do anything to her.


  After confirming the state of the child, Yu Jitae stretched his eyes wide open and looked at her.


  Bom looked back at his eyes for a while before raising her head and staring off into a distance. She gazed into the faint darkness at the outskirts of the outer dimension as the brilliant source of light hanging in her right hand gleamed brighter in comparison.


  Once again, she gazed down at him with an indifferent pair of eyes.


  At one point, she was pretty much dead, and her life was just a continuation that had been going on until this moment. However, half of her revenge had failed – she just couldn’t kill the baby dragons that he cherished above everything else.


  But living with him was also impossible. 


  Her dead mother and sister would be endlessly revived in her unforgetting memories, and Bom would curse him every time that happened.


  Because she was still feeling the same despair she had felt at the front of her mother’s corpse,


  There was only one option left for her.


  Thinking of this as the last moment gave rise to a myriad of thoughts in her mind. Her unforgetting, and thus vivid memories made her forever remember his voice and his love that filled her up to the brim, but the stabbing sword, her mother groaning in pain, her dead sister and all the wounds she had personally inflicted on him on top of that were also unable to be forgotten.


  When reflecting on all of that,


  Her body relaxed like a marionette that lost its strings.


  She resolved herself.


  With a lowered head and unfocused eyes,


  Bom thought to herself.


  If only it wasn’t a relationship like this…


  Even so, she liked it nonetheless; the delicious food, the warm shelter…


  She was nonetheless happy; for receiving his attention and love…


  There were many grateful memories. He called her ‘Spring’, a name that was so warm for a dirty kid like her…


  Hugging Gyeoul, he asked. What are you trying to do.


  “But, we just can’t, right…?”


  Bom asked herself in a whisper.


  “We’ve done too many bad things to each other already…”


  Perhaps realising something from her words,


  He screamed and yelled her name. Yu Jitae roared with a voice trembling the outer dimension, that a conclusion like this was not the happiness predicted by that guy.


  However, Bom collected her heart while staring into the distance. 


  Because she felt like looking into his eyes would sway her determination, because it could crush the vow she made in front of her mother’s corpse,


  And because, it might make her want to live…


  She wasn’t confident in being as mature as him no matter how many thousands of years she was to live. Unlike him, she wasn’t sure she could live while accepting all those sins and hatred.


  Even so, he was trying to stop her, was accepting her mistakes, and even asked for a marriage. Thinking about that filled her heart with an indescribable sense of guilt.


  How would it feel, to marry him?


  What would his child look like…? Would they be as cute as him…?


  Drawing the image of a harmonious family in her mind made her want to continue that immoral line of thought. Therefore, she forcibly emptied her brain – it was time to say goodbye.


  While he was sorrowfully shouting and as his thunderous voice was shaking the world, she ended up letting out tears. The magic arrowhead of the ballista, however, was still turning brighter.


  “If only one of us can live…”


  She opened her mouth at the man approaching her with a scream as her broken fang showed up from behind her lips.


  Bom whispered.


  “I want you to be happy…”


  This was the outer dimension, and his curse of regression had been undone.


  Now, there won’t be a next life for him either.


  “But if… if we do, meet again, in our next life…”


  Then, in a world without scars…


  “Then, just one more time, let us…”


  










Episode 107: Let us Love (END)


  
















<The Authority, [Key (EX)] has confirmed the met requirements of an emotion.>


  <Filled Emotion: Sorrow>


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] states that the [Obelisk of Sorrow] located at the [Basement of Vintage Clock] has been cast with light.>


  <With this, all the 11 obelisks have been cast with light. A strange light permeating out of the [Basement of Vintage Clock] fills the [Vintage Clock’s Workshop].>


  

<You have been granted a restrictive [Transcendent Authority].>



  


  Epilogue # Yu Jitae: Constellation (1)


  Bom pulled the trigger.


  When the ballista enveloped in light left her hand with a violent twitch of the overflowing mana,


  Because he had been carrying in his heart  the words of his dead friend who said he would definitely become happy; because he wasn’t expecting something like this to happen in the slightest;


  And because that was his belief,


  He was immensely shocked as if he was shot in his head.


  The arrowhead flew forward as time lengthened like cheese.


  The tears falling down her cheeks scattered from the oppressive mana and her lips that were still forming a smile quivered faintly. After a little bit of time, he saw the source of that mana coming into contact with a regular pulse.


  He supported Bom’s body from crumbling down – her body hung loose.


  Her black gaze lost its light.


  And his world stopped moving.


  *


  Ever since he became concerned about the fact that his past might be discovered, and when his emotions began falling without the bottom in sight, Yu Jitae often came across a dark sticky monster crawling at the bottom of his heart.


  Whenever he was back in his right mind, he was unable to find that thing and he didn’t even know how he saw that in the first place.


  But when he embraced Bom’s unmoving corpse, he saw something like an illusion of his inner world once again.


  That ‘guy’ was there – there was a monster that was black and gooey, who had a disgusting and poisonous odour. Its liquid body ripped open at the centre as the entangled teeth of a human showed itself.


  That was its mouth.


  〚Did you think it would be that easy to become happy?〛


  It said to him.


  〚You were lying until the very end. And you never repented for the sins you have committed.〛


  He started crumbling from sorrow. Never had he wished for a conclusion like this.


  〚Were you thinking it would disappear if no-one knew about it? That’s why all you had to do was act. Act like nothing happened, as if it was your first time meeting them.〛


  He couldn’t even find any words to say in response while the black thing continued stabbing his heart with its sharp tongue.


  〚Am I wrong?〛


  〚Acting like a father, like a guardian, like a teacher and like a lover. Wearing several masks like that, you pretended like you were treasuring the baby dragons and as if you were wishing for the best of them. Do that and they will be relatively happy on their way back without dying – that was what you were thinking, right? That’s amazing. Because you did succeed.〛


  〚But you should have ended it there then.〛


  The unclean voice of the guy disgustingly echoed with noise. Its squirming body gradually became bigger as another crack appeared at a different part of the now bigger body. A new mouth opened itself.


  〚If you wanted to die, then you should have.〛


  Another mouth appeared next to that same mouth and spoke to him.


  〚How could you dare want to live? How can you hope for a bond with those oblivious children? Even though you are still deceiving them?〛


  The body explosively amplified its size alongside a similar increase in the blabbering mouths.


  〚Or are you saying it’s fine because they don’t know it?〛


  〚So you imprisoning countless ‘Yeorums’ disappears into the horizon right?〛


  〚You experimenting with an unborn child becomes nonexistent, yes?〛


  From two to dozens.


  〚Then piercing your sword into a screaming throat because it was noisy and breaking the vocal cords would also disappear right?〛


  〚And how you used a saw to slice apart the skin for a heart experiment?〛


  〚What about all the time you struck the unbreaking bone with a hammer and a chisel?〛


  Again, from dozens to hundreds.


  It now felt as big as a wide room as it covered the entire area from one end to the other end of his vision. That entire room was filled with those disgusting mouths.


  〚They all become non-existent. Right? Nothing like that happened in the first place.〛


  〚Because no-one knows about it! All the children that might remember it were all gone because of your regression!〛


  〚And you have something to say if someone reprimands you, don’t you? No-one in the world knows about it so what? Yeah? No-one can say anything to me as long as I keep my mouth shut!〛


  〚The last one who had been keeping that a secret died just then! So you’ll be able to become happy now, won’t you?〛


  〚It’s a perfect crime right?〛


  〚Rightt? Nnnn?〛


  〚Of course that’s right!〛


  Thousands of words violently raged at him like a storm. Like an erupting volcano, it poured out hatred that tried to bury him like a flood. The world that was filled with rebukes and noises of condemnation suddenly turned quiet as all the mouths stopped moving.


  〚Oh noo. How unfortunate though.〛


  The first mouth softly whispered.


  〚I know what you did.〛


  *


  It suddenly felt like he was buried in a quagmire. His world was soon covered with something murky that was filled up to the brim like the ocean, swaying him with each wave.


  He was floating adrift on a cruise ship.


  The waves of the quagmire were so tall, the ship rocked up and down immensely as if it would sink anytime soon.


  That was when the sea cracked open and revealed a long mouth.


  〚Do you get it now?〛


  He used to think its name was ‘Guilt’. The monster whom he had built up over a long period of time, that he disregarded because no-one knew about it.


  The goodness that used to exist in his heart in the distant past – back when he didn’t steal even when he was starving to death; back when he wanted to live a dignified life despite not having anything – had become a monster like this during all that time. That was what he was thinking.


  〚We have no right to be fully happy.〛


  It was buried in the dirty quagmire and he couldn’t see exactly what it was when he was turning away from it, but now he could see it clearly.


  Underneath the dark veil inside the ripped mouth was the figure of a person. A ‘young Yu Jitae’ was staring at him.


  〚So, why don’t we put everything down now.〛


  ‘Guilt’ started persuading him.


  〚You’ve worked hard enough already. This is far more than enough.〛


  〚You were always thinking what the best method was right? This is the best we have now. Just make a compromise and focus on what we have.〛


  The persuasion was very calm, as if it was consoling a sickly and exhausted patient suffering from leprosy–


  〚All you have to do is discard Yu Bom.〛


  It was telling him to carve out the rotten skin.


  He lowered his head to the deck of the ship. As the dark waves of the quagmire rose up like a tidal wave, a boy walked out from within and laid his hands on top of the head of his despairing self.


  〚Let’s just get rid of one.〛


  〚Get rid of Yu Bom, and live happily with the three kids.〛


  〚Just a small compromise and you can become happy. And you can look at your favourite kids all you want.〛


  〚If you need to, you can just deceive them. The three of them have no idea anyway right? How easy and convenient would that be?〛


  Yu Jitae was completely crushed. He could not bear the flood of sorrow.


  The complete form of happiness that he had been dreaming of needed to have Bom inside. However, Bom cursed yet loved him and killed herself, leaving him with not even a sliver of hope.


  Yu Jitae’s dream,


  Had now completely failed.


  〚So, let’s stop here. We’ve done enough.〛


  Let’s stop. Stop…


  Its voice echoed across. The dark sea of quagmire that had been storming until just then was now tranquil.


  The subtle silence was pressing him for his choice.


  It was a life that had been wrongly entangled from the start.


  Unfortunate memories resurfaced in his mind – a life where everything he had wished for were broken time after time.


  No matter what he did and who he met, everything returned to nothing and he had to spend a long time with nothing left behind in his grasp.


  After standing at the tip of that point several times, and crumbling several times, his life had continued all the way here.


  “…”


  

It appeared that the play of despair and hardships was now coming to an end. There was no curtain call – the stage was blacked out with everyone hoping for my despair, and as the only one under the spotlight I was on my knees again.


  Would you watch this and say it is a complete story? Would you be standing up from your seats clapping at my despair?


  

Amidst the silence, Yu Jitae lifted his head and looked at the boy tearing up while staring at him with a melancholic gaze.


  〚It’s over.〛


  And lowered his head again.


  He was stuck in a quagmire.


  Sorrow encroached his heart as lethargy suppressed his entire body.


  It was finally over with this….


  






[You will. Definitely. Become happy.]


  








“No.”


  He raised his head.


  〚…Huh?〛


  Immediately after that,


  He lifted his arm, grabbed the boy by his neck and raised his other arm. His muscles twitched as his steel fist went flying in.


  Slamm—!


  The boy’s head was shattered as pieces of flesh and blood scattered to the surroundings. Before long, those fragments gathered back together in the air to reappear in front of him. 


  There was a frown on the boy’s face.


  Yu Jitae noticed what the thing in front of his eyes was. This was not [Guilt].


  “Who are you to judge my life.”


  He muttered with a powerless voice.


  The guy was once again coaxing him into a deceitful life. The deceit that had been pushing him to destruction was once again inciting him using ‘compromise’ as the excuse.


  A monster who endlessly tried to put a limit to his capability, that wished to fill his heart with hypocrisy.


  How could something like that be Guilt?


  The guy sneered.


  〚Unlucky.〛


  The boy was none other than ‘Sin’ itself.


  “I get it now…”


  Yu Jitae realised what the one and only way out of this situation was.


  Running into the boy, he grabbed onto the boy’s body and immediately smashed him into the deck. ‘Kuhuk!’ Suddenly the sky started roaring with thunder as the tranquil ocean began violently raging again, trying to capsize the ship. The sky which had been bright for a little bit was tainted by darkness again as black rain of poison poured down at him.


  〚Kuhuk! L, let go!〛


  It thundered as filth drenched his body but Yu Jitae did not let go of his grip.


  He found one way out.


  When he was wailing with Bom’s corpse in hand, all the obelisks of emotion had been lit up. After gathering his mind back to one piece from the corrosion of sin, he at last discovered information about that from the darkness. 


  <You may use [Restrictive Transcendent Authority].>


  <The Restrictive Transcendent Authority will answer your will. For a single time, you can raise the level of an authority to a transcendent level and use it.>


  <In addition, you will be granted the [Right] to edit current Providence from the core.>


  The right to modify Providence.


  Mana was the manifestation of will – Yu Jitae’s wish to reject reality had been answered.


  Yu Jitae pressed onto the guy’s neck, and at the same time, floated the name of the authority he wanted to use in his head. That was when Sin, after realising what Yu Jitae was trying to do, shrieked at him.


  〚Stop! You stupid fool! That will kill you for sure!〛


  〚Why can you not make a compromise! Why are you standing up for that sinful child who tried to deceive you!〛


  He thought to himself.


  Sin’s words were not wrong.


  Maybe coming to a compromise could be the best option. Give up, and let go: he simply had to make a compromise like what it said. Treating Bom as a traitor and protesting that I too was a victim – how easy would that be? Even though the result would be a limited happiness, he could choose to continue the relationship by camouflaging it with falsehood.


  But that was wrong.


  It was because he had been turning away from the truth like that until now, that he was regretting it at this point. The broken past was not the most important thing. Atoning for his sin must begin from his own choice and he had to be one saving himself.


  That is why I will not give up – the moment he gave up, this aspiration of his would also become fake.


  I will not let go. I will not make a compromise – the moment he came to a compromise, his feelings would be rendered fake.


  Bom told him that everything had begun from deceit, but he knew that their bond was composed of truth despite having started from falsehood.


  Him wanting to live together with the baby dragons was the truth, and Bom giving up on revenge was another fact. There was no falsehood or deceit left behind there.


  〚You will regret it!〛


  Although his thousand-year-long dream of ‘death’ had crumbled and he at last began dreaming of ‘life’, his aspiration for life was one that stemmed from his daily life with the baby dragons. Within that daily life had to be Gyeoul, Kaeul and Yeorum,


  And there definitely had to be Bom as well.


  〚You will definitely die–!!〛


  No. I still believe it.


  [You will. Definitely. Become happy.]


  I will become happy.


  Yu Jitae clenched his grip even more and pressed even harder onto Sin to kill it while shouting at the damned audience in his heart.


  This play is not over yet.


  Because I, wish for happiness.


  .


  .


  .


  In that instant, the obelisks of emotion responded to his call.


  The authority activated itself.


  [Conceptualisation (EX)]


  – Target: [Sin]


  The boy under Yu Jitae’s grip turned once again to something dark. Then, it was analysed in full detail by his authority.


  Yu Jitae’s world turned upside down.


  


  Epilogue # Yu Jitae: Constellation (2)


  He sank into his inner world. Things incomprehensible by a human brain flooded in like a wave forming an image in his mind.


  For him, it was no different from a ‘sealed box’.


  [Conceptualisation (EX)]


  The activated transcendent authority analysed all of them as the foreign data was turned into things that could be understood by a human.


  Something resembling a belt appeared in front of his eyes. It was long and thick, and was stretching out into the distance.


  He instinctively understood that this was [Providence of Time] itself.


  The strange part was that the belt had dozens of smaller strips reaching out of it with a few of them being snapped. The innumerable small strips going along the large one all represented parallel world lines.


  Three out of those strips were coloured in ash. Everything ashen that was interpreted by [Conceptualisation], meant it was linked to Yu Jitae.


  One of the ends of the first strip was linked to 5 years ago and was the point of Yu Jitae’s regression. This was the turning point decided by [Vintage Clock].


  The second strip was connected to 500 years ago, at the Non-Providential World of [Primal Time]. This was the turning point created by an existence that was born with unprecedented talent who could observe the Time Providence, having come out of the Non-Providential World into the Providential World.


  In other words, it was the moment Bom returned to the Providential World to stand in front of her mother’s corpse.


  The last strip was connected all the way to the future. One of the ends of the strip was buried by the white background and he couldn’t exactly tell how far this was in the future.


  The other end of that strip was connected to the time that was a little ahead of the first strip.


  Even though he didn’t know what exactly it was, that was not important for Yu Jitae.


  His plan was to head towards the Non-Providential World of [Primal Time]. There, he would stop the sin he had committed with his own hands.


  .


  .


  .


  A world without a reigning sovereign did not have a name.


  This was one of the many ‘nameless worlds’.


  Right now it was daytime but there was no atmosphere and the sky was therefore dark. In the distance was a source of light similar to the sun so the surroundings were quite bright but the sky remained black which was quite different from Earth.


  The ground was covered in gravel. There were tall walls on all sides but they were transparent and were made from mana, so at a glance, it looked like it was nothing but gravel all the way to the horizon.


  This was not an actual world. Like how he interpreted Myu’s [Origin Fragment] and the transcendent authority, [Vintage Clock], it was a world substituted into a concept for a better comprehension.


  In that place, Yu Jitae appeared similar to a human – a human that was a fair amount stronger than others.


  
Here, even the dragons would also look like humans because [Conceptualisation] tended to lower the overall power balance. 


  When he turned his eyes to one corner of the vast wasteland, he found a building that did not fit into the background. It had ash-coloured walls, ash-coloured pillars and was overall a palace of achromatic colours.


  The uniquely formed palace reflected the ambient light coming from the light source as it gleamed within the dry and gray desert.


  That place was [Lugiathan’s Palace]. The place where Bom, Bom’s mother and the black dragons lived – a dragon’s nest interpreted by [Conceptualisation].


  Yu Jitae now had to head to that place.


  He was standing still when someone appeared from the other side of the desert at just the right timing, with the clinking sound of metal.


  It was a protector; one of the dragon’s pawns.


  While observing its appearance with care, Yu Jitae twitched his eyes.


  This guy looked familiar. It was the same guy that lived at Unit 301 with him.


  “Seems like you are the next private tutor.”


  It spoke to him. 


  Four days went by ever since he was led by the restrictive transcendent authority, [Turning Point Regression (EX)] to this place. Thanks to the arrangement of the Vintage Clock, he was able to enter the palace.


  Entering the palace was simple.


  Around this point in time, the black dragons had been taking in various mages from the outer dimension to have them become tutors for Bom. That was one of the pedagogies set in place for the accomplishment of the Grand Schema. 


  In the past four days, Yu Jitae looked for that original mage and sent him back to where he came from to replace his position. This was what he had been waiting for.


  “Do you have proof of your identification?”


  “It’s here.”


  That was something he had created as an imitation during the past four days. After checking the mana embedded inside the small jewellery of the necklace Yu Jitae showed him, the Protector gave a nod.


  “Let’s go.”


  He followed him into the palace; to the location where the event that shook his life from the core would occur at.


  “Hmm, hmm. I’m sure you would have heard from the other protectors already, but you better stay quiet about everything that you see inside as well as the princess.”


  Silently Yu Jitae returned a nod while the red lights flickered brightly behind the metal helmet.


  “In addition, you need to realise how big of an honour this is. The one you will be teaching henceforth is an unprecedented genius throughout history.”


  “…”


  “Do you know how great her talents are? She has had 35 tutors over the past 10 years. Was it because they were incompetent? Or were they bad teachers? That’s not it. Two months and there was no longer anything to learn for our Young Miss. You teach her one thing and she realises twelve.”


  Krrrk. Kerrrk. It laughed with the sound of screeching metal.


  “So, should I give you some advice on that?”


  “…”


  “Don’t try to needlessly get too friendly because Young Miss will find it uncomfortable. She gets fatigued from relationships.”


  “…”


  “Since you must have been a worldly mage in your own world, you would be interested in such an unprecedented genius. But keep that to yourself. Although she would be a genius you’ll never see again in your lifetime, for her, you are just one of the many passing tutors.”


  “…”


  “But if you teach with all your heart, then you don’t have to worry a single thing about the reward we have promis–”


  “Very talkative as always.”


  The red eyes of the Protector blinked as tiny dots.


  “What?”


  Yu Jitae shook his head.


  “No… nothing.”


  “Hmm.”


  “Rather than that, I want to hear a little bit more about that Young Miss.”


  “Ahh, back when I first saw Young Miss at the primeval forest–”


  At least the stories were bearable to listen to.


  Before long, the two of them arrived at the enormous [Palace]. The building looked extremely unique close-up. There were no pillars anywhere on the ground and yet the thing that was at the rooftop looked very heavy.


  After arriving at the entrance of the palace, Yu Jitae halted for a bit to tidy up his clothes and organised his hair.


  The Protector waited for him to finish.


  Closing his eyes, Yu Jitae heaved a deep breath.


  The black-haired girl who died in front of his eyes,


  Was inside this place, living and breathing.


  .


  .


  .


  He walked into [Lugiathan’s Palace].


  The palace interpreted by his authority looked exactly the same as a human palace. There was a high ceiling, and everything was very wide. Tall pillars were supporting the structure while the bright light emanating out of the light source outside was scattered by the stained glasses to brighten up the castle.


  It was very quiet inside the palace. Walking silently, he could even hear the thumping rhythm of his feet.


  Soon, four extra protectors walked outside to surround Yu Jitae and the Protector. 


  “First, we will be greeting Her Majesty of our race. You don’t know our etiquette and that is okay, but just do not behave rashly.”


  He nodded back.


  After walking down the quiet corridor for a while, the protectors soon stopped in front of a large red gate. The moment they opened the doors, a noisy commotion suddenly reached his ears.


  The chatting voices of male and female, stepping sounds of those dancing and the musics being played by musicians echoed across the room with the heavy thud of percussion being the loudest of them all.


  It was a banquet hall – the largest room of the palace.


  “Stay here for a while.”


  Left with just the Protector at the hall, Yu Jitae pulled out a chair and sat on it before leisurely intertwining his legs. 


  Everyone at the banquet appeared like a black dragon. Due to being interpreted by Conceptualisation, they looked more human than how they would look with polymorph.


  A pair of male and female were sharing glasses of alcohol whereas an old lady was dancing in front of the musician. He could also see young kids that were running around. They were probably hatchlings.


  Out of them, Yu Jitae found a familiar person. She had black hair and purple eyes. 


  She looked back at him. The temperament shown in her eyes was definitely not that of a normal person – after glaring at him, she opened her mouth.


  “What are you looking at?”


  “…”


  “What. Say something.”


  “…”


  “Hmph.”


  Seeing that he remained silent, the child turned around with a flick before walking into other adults.


  It was interesting.


  Surprisingly, she was ‘Myu’.


  “Hah.”


  He was standing still when a maid walked over and handed him a glass of alcohol that was interpreted into a wine. While swirling the wine, he gazed at the scenery of the banquet hall.


  The owner of this banquet was the chief of the black dragon race, Lugiathan. Here, she was treated like a king.


  This was not a simple banquet hall either. At the end of the room was a large throne, so it was probably similar to an audience chamber.


  It seemed that this banquet was planned to promote friendship among the scattered black dragons. Black dragons of this time frame were targeted by many sovereigns and were always at risk, so this banquet appeared to be the gathering place for them.


  And that was what Yu Jitae had been targeting during the 6th iteration.


  “Ehehe! It’s this way. Here!”


  It was then. A girl who had been running while looking behind bashed Yu Jitae’s leg with her elbow.


  “Aht, sorry…”


  “…”


  Yu Jitae nodded. The girl started running again with a boy chasing after her. They too were probably hatchlings.


  It was nothing but peaceful, but this would be where everything takes place.


  Yu Jitae calculated the time. In about a few hours, this banquet hall would probably be soaked in blood. 


  Since the conceptual world had been interpreted as a palace, all the important devices must have been also interpreted as unique objects.


  He didn’t have any memories of the time he attacked the palace in the past.


  Therefore, his job now was to predict how ‘Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration’ would attempt to attack this place…


  *


  How would ‘he’ move?


  He looked around with the eyes of a hunter as he scrutinised everything across the banquet hall. 


  Firstly, he looked at Lugiathan’s throne. The one sitting on that seat would be the [Chief of the Dragon Race] and would be the first one to gather ‘his’ attention.


  The next thing Yu Jitae turned to were the enormous pillars arranged in a + sign that supported this unique building. There was one pillar on each of the four corners of this banquet hall that were distanced by approximately 20 metres. Since these were the pillars that supported the entirety of this palace, ‘he’ would be actively making use of them, by for example destroying a pillar and escaping this place if ‘he’ happened to fail an ambush.


  Lastly, he searched for the entrance of the Non-Providential World called [Primal Time] that should be linked to this palace.


  Yu Jitae’s gaze reached the veil located behind the throne. Because this was a conceptual world, he couldn’t really feel the fluctuation of mana properly, but he assumed there would be a path leading to the Non-Providential World on the other side of the veil.


  Bom said she saw her mother’s death in front of her own eyes. In terms of the structure of this building, it was highly likely for there to be something like a tiny room behind that veil.


  In addition to that, he also observed the holes on the floor, locations of the chandeliers as well as where the windows were. He predicted where ‘he’ would come out from and imagined several situations in his mind.


  His heart felt slightly stifled.


  Yu Jitae had been intentionally turning away from his actions because he knew how sinful they were. But now that he was going to atone for it, he couldn’t disregard them anymore. He had to see the sin he had committed with his own eyes.


  And that was a very painful thing to do.


  “Come here.”


  The protectors called him as he followed them towards a small door at the side of the banquet hall.


  There, Yu Jitae finally met Lugiathan.


  She looked the same as other black dragons. She wasn’t wearing a crown because she was the king or anything, and was a lady with black hair wearing plain clothes. One interesting thing was that her face looked extremely similar to Bom’s.


  However, the red gem at where her fang should be when she smiled was different from other dragons.


  That was ‘his’ objective.


  “I look forward to your cooperation with the education of my child, o mage of Badra-Hoom.”


  Yu Jitae lowered his head a little without saying anything in response.


  “You may enjoy today’s banquet as well. Though I am not sure whether it would be as enjoyable for a human.”


  That was the end of the audience.


  After once again returning to the banquet hall, Yu Jitae slowly bit into a piece of meat. He pondered about this and that until one doubt appeared in his mind.


  “Oi. Metal plates.”


  He called the Protector who was furtively dancing before the musicians.


  “What is wrong?”


  “Is the ‘Young Miss’ you were talking about not here?”


  “Ahh, Young Miss does not like banquets a whole lot. She would still have to come once it does start, but it hasn’t begun yet. She is probably resting because of the tiring lessons until now.”


  “Is that so?”


  There was not a single reason to hesitate.


  “I’d like to meet her beforehand if possible.”


  Epilogue # Yu Jitae: Constellation (3)


  He followed the Protector out of the banquet hall. Walking down a narrow and dark corridor, they soon came across a room with a faint light.


  Even though the palace was small, wasn’t this still too close? While thinking that, he stopped in his tracks for a bit. He tidied up his clothes and organised his hair again. 


  “You seem quite concerned about your appearance for a mage.”


  “…”


  “Stay here. I will come back after asking Young Miss her opinion.”


  It knocked on the door as a voice echoed from the inside. The Protector walked into the room, talked with someone, and soon peeked out of the room with its helmet.


  “She has given her permission. Come in.”


  He closed his eyes. 


  Staying still, he took a deep breath out through his nose. Moving his feet that were stubbornly stuck to the ground, he entered the room through the open door.


  He saw a bed.


  On the bed, he also saw a girl,


  And he also saw innumerable chains going out of the girl’s body. One end of the chains was connected into other dimensions while the other ends were locking her body. There were handcuffs on her wrists, shackles on her feet and chains around her thin neck. Even an elephant wouldn’t be able to escape from all those chains.


  She appeared to be about Gyeoul’s age. Her body was small and her head even smaller…


  Her entire body was covered with blood and wounds. Underneath the black hair was a powerless expression and black exhausted eyes.


  Lifting his gaze, he looked into the eyes of the child, as baby Bom similarly looked back at him.


  The things binding her hands and feet were [Chains of Hell].


  Mana was the manifestation of will, and those chains snapped everything including both the body and the mind like a heavy piece of lead.


  Her restricted limbs were flushed in red as if they had gone through several repetitions of being chafed and recovered. Some of them were even bleeding, and the fact that her wounds weren’t healed yet meant that baby Bom had been taking a ‘lesson’ until just then.


  A lesson.


  He squinted his eyes.


  It would have been a lesson that tore through her skin and made her bleed…


  “…”


  The young Bom did not look very good. Perhaps because of the exhausting lesson, her fidgety hands appeared unstable as her powerless gaze faintly wavered.


  Yu Jitae thought for a while.


  This part henceforth was the most important part, because he had to leave a favourable impression of himself on baby Bom.


  “Are you the new tutor?”


  The same voice as Bom, but one that was a bit more childish lethargically left her mouth.


  “Yes.”


  “Okay. You can leave now.”


  Things were going south already.


  “…I’m a bit tired today.”


  After finishing her words, the young Bom grabbed onto her blanket as that slight movement rocked the chains.


  She was clearly telling him to go away.


  “A moment will do.”


  “…A moment?”


  “Let’s talk a little bit. It is our first time seeing each other.”


  He didn’t know how to make someone fond of himself. Even in the 7th iteration, he had never tried to get close to someone.


  However, it was a different story if the opponent was Bom. Taking a natural step forward, he headed deeper into her room.


  “My name is Yu Jitae. Nice to meet you.”


  Without replying to his words, Bom simply showed her discomfort by gesturing at the Protector with her gaze. It was fortunate that the Protector was bad at reading the mood.


  Thanks to that, he was able to add a few more sentences.


  “What is your name?”


  “Nothing. I don’t have one.”


  “Isn’t it suffocating? Those chains? Looking at your face, you look like someone who doesn’t like being tied up.”


  “I’m used to it…”


  She gave a curt reply while sending another gaze towards the Protector. A sliver of irritation appeared on her exhausted expression.


  “Oi. If you’re done greeting her, then…”


  “–In the past.”


  When the Protector tried to pull him out, he stopped it with his hands and continued his words.


  “I had a friend that looked exactly the same as you. She travelled anywhere she wanted to go, met new people and had delicious food.”


  “…What?”


  “She said it was more boring and meaningless than what she expected. However, the reason travelling is fun is because you come across events that are totally out of your expectation. That was the same for her. She coincidentally met someone.”


  “Oi, mage. Don’t you hear me telling you to come out?”


  The Protector strengthened its grip and this time, it was fairly threatening.


  Since it would seem strange to hold his ground here, he obediently let it pull him.


  It was then.


  “…And then?”


  Good.


  She took the bait.


  What Bom wanted the most was freedom. She wanted freedom so much so that she had gone across the globe by herself despite the strong brainwash of loving Yu Jitae.


  It was the same for baby Bom in front of his eyes.


  Flicking off the Protector’s hand, he said to her.


  “It’s quite a long story.”


  Baby Bom wasn’t fully into it yet. She touched the blanket above her knees with the same lethargic look on her face.


  “…I’ll chase you out if it’s boring.”


  She said while sending a gaze at the Protector.


  Krrk? Being someone that was bad at reading the mood, the Protector did not understand what she meant so the young Bom voiced out her command.


  “You can stay outside.”


  ***


  He didn’t have much time.


  There was around 5 to 6 hours left until Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration would show himself. He had to fully gain her favour by then.


  Something that he definitely had to admit, was that he was slightly weaker than Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration.


  If ‘his’ strength was 100 and if that was the limit of an existence, then he would currently be at around 99.


  It was because through the events like the fight against Myu and his massacre of the Judges, he had permanently used up a portion of the killing intent he had gathered. The difference of 1 was definitely nothing to scoff at because there were no variables in a fight among transcendent powers.


  However, he did have an upper hand in one aspect, and that was the difference in information.


  He knew exactly who Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration was, as well as how he went into a fight.


  So to keep that advantage, he had to make sure Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration wouldn’t be able to identify him perfectly at one glance. In order to do so, he needed a great artifact that could deceive Yu Jitae by allowing him to hide the attributes of his mana and change his external appearance. 


  Fortunately, there was a treasure among the black dragon race that perfectly fit the description. 


  [Nigh Perfect Truth]


  It was a laughable name.


  A ‘nigh perfect truth’, in the end still meant it was false.


  In any case, he had to befriend baby Bom and obtain the ‘Nigh Perfect Truth’ which would probably be at the treasury of the black dragons. That was why he was talking to her about this and that for almost 20 minutes. 


  “A novel almost became a movie? What’s a ‘movie’?”


  “It’s something similar to a memory crystal. It shows dreamy images that are exactly the same as reality to a lot of people.”


  “Do they watch it a lot?”


  “They do. Tens of millions of people around the whole world watch them.”


  “…”


  Millions? Baby Bom tried to envision it in her head but ended up shaking her head.


  “I don’t know. That’s too big of a number…”


  He then talked about the events that had happened to Bom, which had shaken Bom’s heart the most. To the young Bom who was locked in the palace and constantly educated ever since her birth, freedom was like sugar.


  Her eyes were glistening throughout the story.


  “It’s probably not the same here, but usually there are seasons in a dimension. Spring (Bom) is a season of warm breezes, and blooming flowers.”


  “I know what a flower is.”


  Saying that, baby Bom took out a black flower from somewhere and showed it to him. 


  He recognised the flower – it was a Wyvernip.


  “What flower is that,” he asked.


  “It’s the sleeping assistant of our race.”


  “A sleeping assistant?”


  “When it hurts a lot, you can take a deep breath of this and go to sleep at once.”


  Wyvernip had been especially more effective against Bom compared to Kaeul and Yeorum. That was why unlike the two kids that constantly tried to smell the flower, Bom refused to smell it after doing it once because of how potent it was.


  That seemed to have been another sign that showed Bom was a black dragon…


  “But that flower is only black. It is different from what I’m trying to explain.”


  “What do you mean. Flowers are black.”


  “I don’t think so.”


  This was an opportunity. Thinking that, Yu Jitae stretched his hand out to the young Bom. Her tiny eyes deeply stared at his hand as if she was still somewhat disinclined.


  “Hold it. I’ll show you the types of flowers I saw.”


  “…”


  After a short hesitation, the young Bom carefully took her index finger and placed it gently above his middle finger. 


  Yu Jitae recalled the garden of flowers that he saw on a certain trip with the baby dragons – the place where he considered himself as a horrendous sculpture that did not suit the scenery…


  Flowers of all sorts of colours seeped into the head of baby Bom. This time, the sugar was a little sweeter – it should be as fragrant as a candy.


  “You’re right. That’s interesting.”


  However, the young Bom’s reaction was different from what he expected. Even though it didn’t seem like she was being sarcastic, she didn’t seem too interested either.


  He wondered if this was the wrong choice.


  “Thank you. I want to rest a little now,” she said while pulling her hand back.


  Yu Jitae pondered for a bit before standing up from the ground. Unfortunately, he seemed to have ruined it.


  It was a shame. Although he was a bad talker, he had organised memories that the young Bom would like after contemplating for four days but…


  There was nothing else he could do at this point. It wasn’t like this was the only opportunity, and he simply had to find the next chance.


  Thinking that, he lifted the blanket that was around her calves and covered her body. It was an act of habit – because that was what he had always done for Gyeoul.


  “…?”


  But it was then. A slight fluster appeared in the eyes of the young Bom.


  “Huh?”


  “Why.”


  
“What did you do just then?”


  “I pulled the blanket over you.”


  “…Why?”


  “What do you mean why.”


  “It’s my blanket though…? Why would you do that for me?”


  How distant was she from such normal things? He still wasn’t used to it.


  But that was when he suddenly had this line of thought.


  When designing her revenge plan, the young Bom had prepared several tools to shake the heart of the enemy. She said there was something she had constantly told herself with a sigh during that process. ‘I had never even contemplated how to appeal to someone before so I’m probably bad at it…’ was what she had been telling herself.


  Then what about those excessive and proactive approaches Bom had shown him?


  Maybe that was how she herself would open her heart to someone else?


  At a glance, it seemed a little over-the-top but after lingering on that thought, he realised that it was quite plausible. It was similar to how a child would give a candy to an adult as a present.


  Thus, he decided to conduct a little experiment.


  “Why. You said you were going to rest. You look tired anyway so you better take some sleep.”


  What would Bom have done in a situation like this.


  Bom would…


  “But why aren’t you using cleanse on yourself before going to sleep.”


  
Saying that, Yu Jitae rested his hand on her small face that turned slightly more perplexed.


  “Come here.”


  Bom stayed still without avoiding his touch so he placed his hand near her eyes. 


  Her head was tiny. When her eyes that were even smaller than that quivered to a close, he softly whispered into her ears while remembering Bom’s past voice.


  “It’s dirty.”


  At the same time, he gently wiped the clots of blood with his hand. It was a voice that did not suit him, and he felt very repulsed by his own greasy action.


  He even questioned himself, whether he was doing the right thing or not.


  “…”


  What was the young Bom doing in response?


  Looking at her eyes, he found perplexity still filling her eyes. This was enough for pulling a move on a kid. 


  What came next? What did Bom used to do after this?


  Bom tended to check his reaction after teasing him. ‘Did you fall for me?’ was her general question because it was a continuation of her tease.


  However, that was something he just couldn’t make himself do. The instinctive repulsion he felt towards it was ridiculous, and was just as big as how he felt when Yeorum was trying to make him wear a bunny boy uniform in the past. 


  That was why he thought about her next action. Like how Bom used to run away after teasing him, he was going to leave as if nothing happened.


  “Rest up.”


  Yu Jitae stood up and was about to leave the room.


  “Wait.”


  But the voice of the young Bom halted him in his tracks. Slowly, he turned back to the child as her anxious eyes directly looked into his eyes.


  “…Do you want to talk a bit more?”


  It was clearly a sign of curiosity. He felt a faint firework bursting out in his head.


  The first process of getting close to her was a success.


  Epilogue # Yu Jitae: Constellation (4)


  “Before that, there is something I have to do.”


  Clink. The young Bom moved her hands as the chains swayed with each of her movements. Crawling on all fours across the bed, the little child headed to the drawer and took out a thick chisel. The sharp tip was forking off like thorns and looked like it would be met with a fair bit of resistance when used. 


  “Pretend you didn’t see anything.”


  What?


  He was curiously looking at her when the little Bom raised the chisel and scraped her hand. Clink. She twitched her hand from pain which was followed by the screeching noise of chains.


  Yu Jitae frowned wondering what this kid was doing. However, the young Bom did not stop – she stabbed the chisel through her thigh and pierced near her wrist to let it bleed.


  She was harming herself.


  It didn’t seem like she was immune to pain either. Whenever the tip of the sharp chisel cut through her skin to pour out blood, she squinted her eyes and let out a faint groan.


  Despite that, the child continued creating wounds here and there before at last raising the chisel and bringing it to her eyes.


  “Girl. Hold on. What is all this about?”


  “It’s something that has to be done.”


  Don’t tell me she was going to stab her own eye with that thing?


  It was when he was staring at the young Bom with a frown. Bom stabbed her eye with the chisel.


  This time, she was in especially more pain. Her body convulsed as her fingers curled in. The chains shrieked out loud with each shake of her body and the young Bom released the chisel to surround her eye with her two hands.


  Blood dripped down her cheeks.


  Fortunately, a dragon was still a dragon in the interpreted world. Before long, Bom turned towards him with a deeply flushed eye that was somewhat healed.


  “What are you doing?”


  “…Why did you clean up the blood.”


  “What?”


  “I have to go to the hall. I shouldn’t look like I’m in a good state.”


  Yu Jitae couldn’t readily understand her words and guessed her intention.


  “Why; does your education become more difficult if you have no injuries?”


  Baby Bom shook her head.


  “The intensity is always the same. It’s not that. It’s because the adults of our race have expectations of me that shouldn’t be betrayed.”


  “Expectations?”


  “I’m a very important hatchling. They’re all waiting for me to become the hero.”


  Finally, Yu Jitae realised what the young Bom was saying. An existence that had expectations of everyone else had to be careful for even small actions that may seem trivial at a glance. 


  A little bit of a difference and the ones seeing her would either see hope or despair on their own accord.


  “I need to train hard to become a hero. There has to be evidence of my injury if I train hard, so it’s better for me if I have bloodstains.


  “They will be doubtful if I’m too clean…”


  He once again realised what kind of existence the young Bom was to the black race. Placing the chisel back into the drawer, she asked.


  “So, are you a mage?”


  “For now.”


  “You don’t look that strong though.”


  Yu Jitae shrugged his shoulders.


  “I do have the right to teach you.”


  “Is there a lot to teach?”


  “Of course.”


  The young Bom gazed at him before tucking her hair behind her ears.


  “I usually don’t talk with my tutors.”


  “Why is that.”


  “Usually, you talk to become closer, right. But I’m a very fast learner. I learn quickly and graduate very fast. The tutor gets replaced by another one when I have nothing more to learn.”


  Yu Jitae gave a nod.


  “There were a lot before you too. And none of them were able to go over 2 or 3 months.”


  “You must be very talented.”


  “You have to teach me properly. I’ll chase you out immediately if you’re useless. Don’t be nervous though. And don’t be stingy with teaching because of that.”


  “Yeah.”


  After saying all that, baby Bom closed her mouth. Then, she pondered for a bit before hugging her knees.


  “But, you are a bit different.”


  She muttered.


  “…I want you to teach me for a long time.”


  ‘Of course,’ he said with a nod. Afterwards, he shared some idle banter with the young Bom. 


  “By the way, why don’t you wear a hood? The other tutors were all wearing one.


  “Are you perhaps learning something like a ‘spell that lets you befriend dragons’?


  “How old are you? Maybe you’re younger than me?”


  The young Bom appeared to have a lot of questions. 


  After starting to talk once, she continued throwing him questions so the conversation was very one-sided. Bom asked, and he replied. Bom would think of the following questions while calmly listening to his response.


  Although he was still not a master of daily life, he was used to dealing with a child’s mood. It was an ability he gained by aligning himself to the emotions of four very different children for 5 years.


  Therefore, baby Bom felt very comfortable during her conversation with him.


  “It’s interesting. I wonder how it would feel, to be free?”


  An abrupt question from her made Yu Jitae realise that the young Bom had a yearning despair for freedom. At the same time, he realised that this was a small opportunity.


  “That thing on your wrist.”


  “This?”


  Clank– Bom shook her wrists.


  “Isn’t it uncomfortable?”


  “Hmm, well…”


  According to the young Bom, it seemed that those chains connected to the far dimensions through the fissures were there to bind her so that she wouldn’t be able to escape from the tremendously painful lessons. ‘I’m not even going to run away though…’ she grumbled.


  This too was a device that displayed the extent of her curriculum.


  “I’m sick of it. They go super long. I have to be chained wherever I go, and they never come off.”


  Although the ends of the chains looked like they were connected to the wall, it was a dimensional fissure that they were each connected to. Because of that, baby Bom always had to be accompanied by those chains and those fissures wherever she went, in addition to being restricted from going too far.


  “Can I have a look.”


  “Why?”


  He laid his hand on the [Chains of Hell] that were connected to the handcuff locking her hands. Since he had been using Chains of Hell for dozens of years, he was able to untangle and reattach them without leaving any trace behind.


  “No-one got rid of these for you before, have they?”


  “Nn. My mum’s the one who arranged it so who would dare do that?”


  Chains that had never been untied ever since her birth, that would stay that way for a long time.


  When Yu Jitae touched it, a miracle started to happen. The chains were slowly loosened and the handcuff linked to the end of the black chains were separated from her thin wrists.


  “…Huh?”


  Her eyes widened in real time as her body straightened back up. The change in her expression was even more apparent because of the previous exhausted look on her face.


  Uncontrollable curiosity was in the eyes of the young Bom.


  “H, h, how did you do that…?”


  “It’s a secret.”


  “…”


  Baby Bom touched her wrists and rubbed the skin which was reddened due to the chains. 


  She then slowly moved her hands up and down. As if she was intrigued by the non-existent chains that should have been swaying, she looked at her light wrists with wide eyes.


  The young Bom stole a glance at Yu Jitae. She looked at her own ankles before turning her gaze back to him.


  He knew what that expression was.


  It was the same look Gyeoul had when requesting gummies.


  “It seems those are quite bothersome as well.”


  “I’ve… never been to a place I want to go.”


  “Come here.”


  “Really?”


  “Yeah. But we can’t get caught so just for a while.”


  “I know that.”


  She pushed her feet at Yu Jitae. As expected, because of the shackles that were constantly holding onto her ankles, her skin was always chafed red and was unable to be fully recovered.


  His hand slowly headed to the ankles of the child as her eyes slowly widened in hope.


  In her life ever since her birth, she had never been to a place she wanted to go. The restrictions that had been confining her were about to be released by Yu Jitae’s fingers but it was then.


  – Young Miss. It is time to go to the banquet hall.


  “Ah, n, nn!”


  A voice echoed from outside. With a flinch, Bom shouted while glancing at the door. 


  Then, she pushed her wrists forward at him as the voice echoed again from outside, ‘Young Miss!’. Bom hurriedly replied, ‘I, I know! I’m going soon!’ before whispering to him.


  ‘Hurry up and tie me again. Please…’


  It was a short escape from reality but that short amount of time was enough to frighten the young Bom. Even though he found her pitiful, he still applied the chains back on her wrists.


  Now, it was time for that incident to occur.


  ***


  Beneath the dark sky, the land was achromatic despite the shed of light. 


  A man stepped foot on the distorted desert path with deviated time and no sign of life. He had been wandering for a while and at last came across a meaningful building at the end of the desert.


  Standing quietly, the man indifferently gazed at the building, the [Palace].


  It was definitely this smell.


  It was there.


  ***


  Power had an endogenous origin and in a world interpreted into a concept, that inner origin of power was intensified even more. So although he could sense that someone was nearing the palace, Yu Jitae could not find any evidence to support his claim.


  But occasionally looking outside the banquet hall, he felt a peculiar sense of deja vu. 


  There were relatively large stars embroidered on the jet-black night sky.


  Even before the interpretation, the background was probably as dark as this when he was destroying this palace.


  “Say hello. This is my new tutor.”


  In the banquet hall filled with groups of black dragons, Bom took Yu Jitae and introduced him to her relatives.


  “Ahh. Yeah.”


  “Hmm. So you’re the new tutor.”


  “More importantly…”


  The black dragons disregarded Yu Jitae. Even though baby Bom was emphasising the introduction as much as possible, they were uninterested because in the eyes of dragons, he was nothing but a petty human.


  However, the thing called magic became like an archipelago of different cultures across all the dimensions, so they were simply assuming that he must have researched some unique magic.


  “Was our princess working hard today as well?”


  “Yes.”


  “Look at all this blood. How arduous must it have been.”


  Around that point in time, Yu Jitae’s attention had been shifted away from them.


  He carefully observed the [Palace] interpreted by Conceptualisation.


  In the past, there was a building in Myu’s inner world and there was also one in Vintage Clock’s conceptual world. Except for the clock tower, all of them were sloppy and weak buildings. And as for the ground, it used to be as soft and crumbly as cream. 


  The world analysed by Conceptualisation was quite feeble in general.


  However, this place was different.


  Yu Jitae tried knocking on the pillar with his fist.


  Kung kung–


  It was tough.


  Let alone the pillars, the ground and the ceiling were all the same. As if the entire building was made of actual cement, it was very tough.


  Why is this the case…


  – You don’t remember anything, do you…?


  – That’s always how it is for the assailant.


  Bom was right. Since he didn’t assign much importance to his crimes, he had easily forgotten about those trivial matters. In truth, he couldn’t remember anything on whether this [Palace] had a unique power or not.


  Kung kung–


  In any case, this building was very tough.


  It was to the point that if a black dragon was to ram its head into the pillar, it would be the head of the dragon that breaks instead of this building. 


  Even though it was obvious in the real world that the head would be the one breaking when driven into a rocky wall, it was not obvious in the slightest in a world interpreted by Conceptualisation.


  Raising his head, he looked at the vast interior of the palace and came to a conclusion.


  This [Palace] was one huge weapon…


  “Say hi. He’s my new tutor.”


  That was when Bom introduced Yu Jitae to a group of kids. Unlike the adult dragons, the baby dragons waved their hands at him with a smile.


  “Is he a human?”


  One of them asked.


  “Yeah. He’s a human.”


  “Interesting… He looks super weak.”


  “…”


  “But it’s okay. You’ll be safe with us.”


  “Right, my mum is super strong you know?”


  “Hehe.”


  They chuckled out loud but on the other hand, there was someone who frowned from the introduction.


  “Say hi. She’s my little sister, and he’s my tutor.”


  “What happened? You’re introducing someone that’s going to disappear soon,” Myu jeered.


  “He’s probably going to last longer.”


  “How funny. Weren’t you always hiding the other tutors from me because you didn’t want to show them to me?”


  “Well that’s because you keep on…”


  “Whatever. So noisy.”


  Myu showed her tongue before turning around with a flick.


  Bom pouted a little.


  “You know what. Ignore her when she talks to you.”


  “Why.”


  “She keeps on going up to my tutors and acts cute with them, telling them to play with her instead…”


  Back when he didn’t know Bom was a black dragon, she told him that ‘she had a doll stolen by her younger sister’.


  The young Bom glared at Myu. However, it didn’t seem too serious or anything, and looked like a small strife between kids.


  Their eyes met when Myu turned around, but Myu flicked her head away with a ‘Hmph.’ In response, Bom also scoffed and grumbled in a voice loud enough to reach her.


  “I don’t like her.”


  “Why. You should be nice to your sister.”


  “She’s very weird. I don’t like her. So don’t be too close to her, okay?”


  Yu Jitae nodded back.


  “Sure.”


  *


  Until then, the banquet hall looked very peaceful. 


  The ones drinking alcohol in their own groups were peacefully chatting to each other, while the kids were constantly running around everywhere under the pleasant music of the musicians.


  Their conversations were generally on the continuance and peace of the black dragon race.


  That was what everyone here was hoping for. They hoped for a ray of light to shed their nests that were unfortunately buried in the shadow, and their return to a hopeful life.


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae slowly stood up in nervousness while observing the surroundings.


  It was about time.


  “Her Majesty is coming in.”


  Before long, Lugiathan came into the banquet hall.


  “Though I may die, I long for our children to be happy at their new shelter.”


  She shared her blessings and raised the glass of alcohol in her hand.


  ““Cheers–““


  When the black dragons followed suit by raising their glasses into the air, an odd sound started to reverberate outside the window.


  Sheeeekk—


  It was the sound of something striking through the air. The moment he heard the noise, Yu Jitae confirmed the direction of the sound, the angle, and the time, before embracing baby Bom and throwing his body under the table.


  Immediately after that,


  Kwaaaaannggg—!!


  A tremendous explosion came to the banquet hall.


  Epilogue # Yu Jitae: Constellation (5)


  A large ember flickered. The thing analysed as a missile was the cluster of killing intent personally shot by Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration.


  There was also the principle of [Spatial Severance] embedded inside. A translucent frame of killing intent appeared inside the banquet hall that physically blocked every door and window.


  The inside was in chaos. Tables went flying and walls were broken. Flames that began from the explosion were scorching the carpet.


  Some were injured. Children cried in shock while adults shouted with a pale countenance. 


  Yu Jitae looked at Bom. Due to her surprise, she was grabbing her chest, anxiously looking around with her widened eyes. Overall, she looked okay.


  Fortunately, there was no-one dead yet because Lugiathan instinctively reacted in time at the moment of the attack to embrace the missile with an alternate dimension.


  However, that was just the beginning of the attack.


  Soon, ‘those guys’ would probably show themselves.


  If he told them about this beforehand, it would have been possible to stop it from happening. However, there was a reason why Yu Jitae had to defeat Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration.


  Should ‘he’ escape this place, his plan would definitely end up failing. Not only would he not be able to defeat Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration due to his lack of strength, after being recognised by him once, he would end up being locked in the circulation of his authority.


  [Regression].


  After desperately begging the white bird, Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration had earned the ability to use one of Vintage Clock’s abilities that shouldn’t have been possible. It was the ability to set a starting point of his time regression in an outer dimension with a reigning sovereign, and return to that point with death.


  This ability to choose the [Starting Point] was the greatest weapon contained by ‘Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration’. At the same time, it was the one Yu Jitae was the most cautious of.


  Soon, black figures appeared behind the window while covering the constellations at the back with their bodies. Humans with wings wielding swords, spears and bows began to break into the palace.


  [Punishment of an Archduke (SS)]


  This was one of the three authorities Yu Jitae stole by killing the Demon Archduke. It was an authority that became stronger by temporarily taking the power away from the true body. He didn’t like it that much and it was thus one he didn’t use very often.


  Even though each of those entities actually gave off a tremendous dignity, they were only interpreted as winged humans in this world.


  “Intruders!”


  “Damn it. Flee the kids!”


  In suit, the black dragons took out their weapons and dashed into the fallen angels.


  Meanwhile, he gazed outside the window at the things approaching from a distance. He had to be ready for ‘Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration’ to come in any time.


  However, it seemed that Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration wasn’t able to come to this place. To be exact, Lugiathan had made the large black barriers even stronger to stop his approach.


  [Great Barrier (SS)]


  He squinted his eyes.


  Off in the distance amidst the darkness, outside the black walls surrounding the palace, he saw a human figure.


  It was ‘him’.


  “What in the world is that thing!”


  Lugiathan uttered a shout while activating the protective barrier. She seemed fairly surprised by the extraordinary strength of her opponent.


  “Is it a sovereign?”


  “No Your Majesty! It’s not a sovereign!”


  It was then. A misty cloud of mana explosively appeared behind ‘his’ right arm.


  That was probably [Shapeless Sword].


  Yu Jitae watched with his eyes squinted.


  In the distant past, the weak Yu Jitae needed more tools to defeat his opponents. Because of that, he gradually increased the number of blessings and authorities under his belt. From five, to ten, hundred, five hundred and a thousand…


  However, even though he was able to use thousands of abilities and authorities, at one point he dropped all those tools and no longer used them. After obtaining one perfect tool, all his other superficial tools became useless.


  [Shapeless Sword (SS) – 4th Form]


  It was the authority that had crushed the head of the Demon Archduke.


  [God Slaying Form]


  A power strong enough to divide the world into two struck down at Lugiathan’s Great Barrier.


  Kwaaaaa—!!!


  That ear-splitting roar shook the heavens and the earths. Mana travelled faster than sound and pushed away all the moisture in the air with a white aftershock.


  “Kuhuk!”


  Lugiathan tightly gripped onto her chest in pain.


  “Our King!”


  “Are you alright?”


  “I am fine! You hurry up and repel the intruders!”


  Nonetheless, she used to be a sovereign of a world in the past, and was now the chief of a dragon race. Her Great Barrier was standing strong.


  Yu Jitae looked at the ‘guy’. 


  Standing in front of the dark dimensional barrier, he was tapping the half-broken dimension with his hand.


  The enemy wasn’t flustered by the unbreakable wall. He was simply contemplating whether he should break this and go in, or go back and restart from the beginning…


  ‘He’ would not be able to enter the palace in his ‘1st iteration’, and things were about to go back in time soon.


  Yu Jitae turned his body and looked at the banquet hall.


  “Die!”


  “…!”


  The chaotic room was ruined due to the fight between the fallen angels and the black dragons. In the conceptual world, he could see black flames trying to devour the fallen angels while a spearhead followed the sharp wind to stab one of the arms of a black dragon.


  Screams. Furious shouts. Commands. Tears.


  It was when Yu Jitae was looking for the young Bom.


  “What are you doing there! Hurry up and come here!”


  Instead of him, it was she who managed to find him.


  She had placed a large table sideways and was hiding behind it. He went to her side and lowered his body to find baby Bom healing the wounds of other injured hatchlings.


  “We could not leave the palace.”


  That was to be expected. And it would have been a problem even if they did break it, because breaking the [Spatial Severance] would send information about the breaker to ‘him’.


  ‘He’ was ridiculously thorough when fighting against an enemy. Once ‘he’ had access to one piece of information, that would snowball in the next iterations and create new variables for Yu Jitae.


  “N, noona! Over there! Your sister is…!”


  That was when one of the hatchlings shouted out loud.


  Sister?


  Yu Jitae turned his gaze and found the young Myu who had yet to evacuate properly. Although no-one was targeting her as of yet, she appeared to be in a perilous state.


  “W, what should we do?”


  “I’ll bring her here!”


  Bom was about to dash out on reflex but one of the injured hatchlings held onto its stomach while groaning in pain.


  “Hkk…”


  There was a broken piece of metal stuck on the child’s stomach. ‘Ah! Wait!’, saying that, Bom stopped her feet that were about to dash out and focused on healing the child.


  That was when Yu Jitae raised his body but the young Bom reacted by grabbing onto his arm with a flinch.


  “Where are you going? Don’t move for no reason, and stay here!”


  Her tiny fingers grasping onto his sleeves were shivering.


  “I’m done healing. I’ll go.”


  Even though she was frightened, she was still trying to protect him. But her pretence started to crumble when one of the fallen angels started walking towards her. 


  “It, it’s coming. Stay behind me.”


  Her voice trembled as the enemy drew near.


  In that instant, Yu Jitae kneeled next to baby Bom who was tightly holding onto his arm.


  “Girl. Give that sword to me.”


  “What…?”


  “Come on. Pass it to me.”


  He had set this place as the battlefield due to an unavoidable reason, but that didn’t mean he should look away from the needless sacrifices.


  It was becoming increasingly worse for the dragons. A new command must have been given to the fallen angels – 〚Kill as many dragons as possible.〛It meant that ‘he’ had predicted the failure of this iteration and had entered the process of gathering information.


  Yu Jitae was now going to save as many black hatchlings as possible without getting discovered by him, even though it might all be rendered meaningless the moment time travelled back to the past.


  “J, just hide here. You’ll die if you go there.”


  The fallen angel started walking faster and soon, it was evidently running with them as the target.


  Shaking his head, he reached out to the sword in her hands. She was still reluctant and held firmly onto the sword as hard as she could, thinking that a mere human wouldn’t possibly be able to beat a dragon in strength.


  That was why,


  When Yu Jitae snatched the sword away from her hands all too easily, her eyes widened into circles.


  “I won’t die.”


  Leaving behind the astonished Bom, Yu Jitae carried the sword. Power had an endogenous origin and was not fully revealed until it was consciously used by the user. On the other hand, it would be fully revealed the moment it was used.


  He slowly unsheathed the sword.


  Shrring—


  At the same time, his presence and his killing intent rushed out from within as the air turned excruciatingly heavy.


  “…!”


  Running towards the one who was dashing at him, he went past it with a swing of his sword.


  In just one strike, the fallen angel lost its head. The head dropped on the ground as blood gushed out from the wound.


  ***


  After killing four fallen angels, he saved baby Myu and brought her to the safe area behind the table, and also sneakily saved a few of the black dragons that were close to dying.


  That was when Lugiathan suddenly dashed up and took the young Bom away. It was to be expected, considering how her eyes had constantly been monitoring Bom the whole time.


  Lugiathan hid her behind the throne and covered her with the veil. That was the Non-Providential World of [Primal Time] that Bom had been staying in.


  Baby Bom did not try to go in. Only after getting slapped by her mother did she enter it alongside Myu.


  It was when the fight was reaching the end, when the black dragons had killed almost all of the fallen angels.


  Suddenly, the world started to slow down. Yu Jitae opened his eyes with a glare and identified the exact point in time.


  After slowing down, the world came to a complete stop, before starting to rewind back.


  The sword was plucked out of the fallen angel that was dead and its body rose back up on its own. Time went backwards through all the chaos and fight, as fragments left each and every part of the banquet hall to gather into a dot. Then, it shattered the window and flew outward.


  This phenomenon could be explained with one line.


  Just then, ‘he’ had killed himself.


  [Turning Point Regression]


  He had rewound time through suicide after gathering information about this failed iteration. After being completely wound back, time finally started flowing properly again.


  He checked the time. The time fixed as the turning point was when Yu Jitae met the Protector. It was right before the start of the banquet, and when the groups of black dragons were sharing light conversations and drinks.


  Yu Jitae was the only one who wasn’t affected in that room.


  However, he merged into the shadow with certainty. He headed to the veil behind the throne and walked inside.


  Baby Bom was there.


  She wasn’t swept away by the reverse timeflow either.


  “…!”


  Seeing Yu Jitae, her eyes that were trembling from anxiety widened into circles.


  “Y, you…”


  “I’m sure you’re confused. But you have to come to yourself as soon as possible. We don’t have much time in our hands.”


  “W, what are you talking about? And what was that thing that just happened–!”


  Things henceforth were very important.


  It took about 5 hours and 30 minutes until the first attack, but the second attack would probably come in about 5 hours.


  However, Yu Jitae couldn’t fully stop ‘him’ by himself.


  He needed the help of the young Bom.


  “Listen carefully.”


  Epilogue # Yu Jitae: Constellation (6)


  Yu Jitae confessed a lot of things to the young Bom.


  A devil would be breaking in very soon, and the devil’s ability is to rewind time.


  “Impossible. There’s no way that’s possible.”


  She had already received a general education about magic from her mother. She was diligently trying to refute his words using her knowledge as the basis so Yu Jitae opened the veil and showed her the proof.


  Baby Bom was frozen stiff. 


  Dragons were in groups happily sharing glasses with each other.


  The chaotic banquet hall was now nowhere in sight. The young Bom gazed at them with a stupefied look on her face before turning towards him.


  “Then, you…?”


  I came here to save you for a reason, and I need your help to deal with this situation. That was what he told her.


  “Why?”


  Her question was justified.


  “…Why would you save me?”


  In response, Yu Jitae almost spouted a lie due to his habit. However, he did not want to lie anymore.


  “It is a bit tough to share the reason. Do you still want to know?”


  “Please tell me.”


  “It could be quite shocking to you. More so than what you can imagine.”


  “But, I think you’re a good person…”


  “Yeah. Right now, you are seeing me as a good person but when you see these memories, you might be greatly flustered and there’s the off chance you will hate me. Do you still want to see them?”


  “…”


  The young Bom closed her eyes in thought.


  “You need my help, right?” she asked.


  “Yes.”


  “And there’s also a reason why you have to help us.”


  “That is also correct.”


  “The fact that you came here to save me, means nothing will change without you…”


  “Yes.”


  “It couldn’t be changed even with my ability to send memories right…?”


  She realised the core point, that nothing would change without Yu Jitae. It was true because Bom could not change anything by herself despite 170 opportunities.


  “Then it’s fine. I won’t look at it.”


  “Good choice, but can you tell me why?”


  “Everything would become a mess if I did start to hate you, right.”


  It was a rational reply. It appeared that she has had this side to her ever since this point in time.


  “But tell me one thing.”


  “Which one.”


  “If you really have to save me, then there are going to be emotions about me, yes?”


  “…”


  “Please send me those. So that I don’t doubt you.”


  That was nothing difficult. He reached his hand out as the young Bom grasped his fingers.


  Out of the emotions he felt for the adult Bom, Yu Jitae filtered those that were unsuitable for the young child.


  Romantic feelings, passion and sorrow from her death… After excluding all of them, what remained was a pure sense of goodwill.


  Their innocent yet deep connection that was powerful enough to distort his thousand-year-long dream of death travelled through his fingers into the young Bom.


  “…”


  Her eyes looking into his eyes widened into circles.


  “Is that okay now?”


  “…Nn.”


  “Alright. That’s good. We don’t have time. Let’s chat later when everything’s over, and for now, let’s talk about what we have to do.”


  Yu Jitae explained his plan.


  “Firstly, the ‘devil’ looks very similar to me. But you’ll be able to tell who is who by looking at the expression.”


  “Nn.”


  “The devil’s target is your mother. It is to break the core in her fang and obtain her authority.”


  “…”


  “He has the power to reverse time. It is by suicide, and is possible because of a transcendent authority. So there’s no way for us to stop the regression itself.”


  “Got it.”


  “There is both an advantage and disadvantage for us. The advantage is that the devil doesn’t know about my existence, and the disadvantage like I said before is that he regresses without an end.”


  “Why is that a disadvantage?”


  “Through repetitive regressions, the devil learns about the situation. He gets rid of mistakes, takes control over variables and observes the enemy’s weak point. Based on that, in the next iteration he gets rid of his mistakes, avoids being pulled around by variables and attacks the weak point. So we cannot make even a single mistake. One mistake and that will forever be our weakness.”


  “…That’s a scary ability.”


  “Do you understand so far?”


  “Nn. So, the mistake we can make against that devil, is letting him discover your existence right? Because he will start preparing against you next time.”


  “That’s right. You’re very clever even though it’s a difficult concept.”


  Yu Jitae thought of several images in his brain and sent them to Bom.


  “Now, I want you to get permission from your mother and head to the treasury, and bring me [Nigh Perfect Truth].”


  “You mean the one that changes your appearance? Is that to hide your identity from the devil?”


  “Yeah. And we need to borrow one more treasure on the way. Is there a treasure in the treasury that coerces the movement of your race?”


  “Coerces movement?”


  “Yeah. Like how all the adults group up and attack when a baby dragon dies. Do you have something similar to that?”


  “Hmm…”


  Baby Bom replied while scratching her hair.


  “…No.”


  Is that so. Yu Jitae heaved a sigh.


  This was quite unfortunate, because he wanted to send as many dragons out of the banquet hall as possible before killing ‘Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration’ at the hall.


  Because otherwise, they would all be caught up in it.


  It wasn’t like the dragons would listen to him telling them to leave. A fair amount of black dragons will die and although he might save Lugiathan and Myu, the countless deaths of her relatives would have a negative impact on the young Bom.


  He was reluctantly heaving a sigh when she opened her mouth.


  “Actually, there might be one.”


  “What?”


  “The method doesn’t matter right? In the end, we just have to make everyone move right?”


  “Yeah.”


  There was still a serious look on her face.


  However, she had her head slightly lowered whereas her eyes were faintly gazing up at him. This was an expression Yu Jitae had seen multiple times before.


  “…We have this big treasure, you see?”


  It was when she was feeling mischievous.


  *


  According to her, there seemed to be a treasure among the black race that should never be broken. It was an artifact that would be used as the final key when accomplishing ‘Grand Schema’ in the distant future.


  [Demonic Sword of Grief]


  That was the most important item alongside the young Bom to the black dragon race.


  “There is a spell cast on this one, and if it gets stolen, all the dragons have to chase after it.”


  Yu Jitae gave a hazy smile.


  “That is a great idea. But you see.”


  “Nn?”


  If there was such a convenient method, there was no way he wouldn’t have used it. 


  He could say with certainty that he knew nothing about such an item existing despite 170 attacks on Lugiathan, which in turn meant it was an extraordinary treasure.


  How would baby Bom be able to take out something so incredible?


  “Ah. I have the key.”


  “What?”


  She said while taking a key out of a dimensional storage.


  This too was beyond his comprehension. Why was Bom holding the key to such an important treasury?


  “This is not the treasury key. This is for my mum’s room.”


  “Where did you get that from.”


  “She gave it to me.”


  “Why?”


  “She told me to come to her room anytime, if I feel like dying from the lesson.”


  Bom said with a calm voice. Adult dragons sometimes fell into a deep slumber and that seemed to be why she was given the key.


  It was when he was quietly keeping words to himself from how pitiful she was.


  “Then? What do we do after that?” she asked.


  “Right. Let me finish the explanation. If we label what we just went through as the 1st iteration, then the devil will appear in the 2nd iteration. Because he learned how to come inside.”


  “Ah…”


  “When the devil shows up in the 2nd iteration, I will go up and act like a fairly strong guy to make myself his target.”


  “Target? Why? Won’t he discover your identity then?”


  “I can hide that by changing the basic mana attributes with [Nigh Perfect Truth]. I will buy some time and later, your mother will retaliate by attacking him back, and he will give up when all the dragons run up to him.”


  “Will he die if we all attack him?”


  “He will die, but that will be by killing himself. Even though he can run away.”


  A death like that was not much different from a suicide, and would not let them fully kill ‘him’. In order to completely get rid of him, they had to put a complete stop to the regression.


  “It’s too hard.”


  “Think simple. We just have to make him act the way we want to.”


  “How?”


  “By using a very sweet bait.”


  “Is that you? What are you going to do?”


  “That’s for me to take care of, and you don’t need to worry about it. What’s important is your role.”


  “Okay.”


  Baby Bom quickly understood his words. Her malleable state and easy acceptance of information was probably another important element of her growth for the Grand Schema.


  Soon, their strategy meeting came to an end, and the young Bom understood exactly what she had to do.


  There were now three and a half hours left. Outside, the Protector was reporting to Lugiathan that Bom had disappeared.


  “It’s about time you went out.”


  “I’ll be back soon.”


  .


  .


  .


  Bom did just as he expected,


  In fact, she performed even better than his expectations.


  “It’s here. This is [Nigh Perfect Truth].”


  “Thanks.”


  Yu Jitae took the mask from the young Bom, placed it over his face and edited a part of his appearance as well as the mana structure.


  “What about [Demonic Sword of Grief]?”


  “You said we will use it in the 3rd iteration right? I checked how to take it without being found out. Ah, and this…”


  “What’s this.”


  She handed him a necklace. In the middle was a small jar instead of jewellery, inside of which was a dry flower petal.


  “It’s a petal of the ever-fragrant flower. It will smell a lot when you open the jar.”


  “What’s this for.”


  “I thought about it on the way to the treasury, and I thought it would be better for you to be more eye-catching to the devil to be a sweet bait.”


  “You mean, I should engrave the scent into his brain.”


  “Nn.”


  He recalled the words Bom had told him in the past.


  It was that when giving compliments to a young child, he should compliment the result by lowering the threshold of a compliment.


  But there was no need to even lower the threshold for this.


  “That is a great idea.”


  She nodded back.


  “If you have that smell, the devil will keep targeting you.”


  There was faint concern in her eyes.


  “You don’t need to worry. Because I won’t die.”


  “Nn.”


  Even so, she still looked uneasy.


  “You saw me right? I’m quite strong.” He reassured her.


  “Yeah. I didn’t even know that and…”


  She appeared embarrassed by the fact she said something like how she would throw him away if he was useless.


  “What should I do now?”


  “You can go take your sister and other hatchlings outside. They don’t have to participate in the banquet anyway.”


  “Okay. And then?”


  “And then…”


  It might be somewhat cruel, but he had to say it.


  “You need to mentally prepare yourself. Some will get hurt and some might die. A lot more than before.”


  However, the young Bom bravely returned a nod as if there was nothing scary for her.


  “Don’t worry.”


  ***


  It came.


  In the previous iteration, he had sent fallen angels into the initial gap that appeared in the Great Barrier the moment it was bombarded by the missile.


  That was to scout the area.


  But this time it was different. Immediately after a large explosion, fallen angels appeared at the banquet hall, and while the black dragons were having a messy fight with the fallen angels, Lugiathan shouted with her Dragon Voice.


  [Be careful–!]


  Her shout shook the entirety of the banquet hall. In that instant, the fallen angels stopped fighting and distanced themselves, as the black dragons also turned their gazes to one place.


  Like an infection, it made everyone look outside the window.


  Something was coming. The air was pressing down on them like heavy lead.


  Those sensing that presence were appalled as the unending flow of killing intent suffocated their lungs and suppressed their pulses.


  Soon, the figure of a man appeared behind the window that was broken from the missile. Slowly, he showed himself.


  A tall height, wide shoulders, an indifferent expression and an even more apathetic gaze. 


  Wearing a large coat over his shoulders, ‘Yu Jitae’ at last showed himself.


  In that split moment, ‘his’ pupils moved. The gaze like that of a beast or a monster scrutinised the banquet hall.


  Was this how it felt for others to meet his gaze till now? Thinking that, Yu Jitae squinted his eyes.


  Even though it was his first time seeing his other self of a parallel timeline, his sharp instincts were violently ringing alarms in his head.


  Telling him, that ‘he’ was dangerous.


  Epilogue # Yu Jitae: Constellation (7)


  The banquet hall turned mysteriously silent. 


  Mere existences could not raise their voices, just like how a mouse would not growl in front of a lion.


  Although the fallen angels started running towards them again carrying spears and swords, the dragons could not focus on their enemies. Their minds were on the beast.


  In the battlefield, the beast moved its gaze. The man saw through the room in one glance, identified the location of his enemy and the distance, as well as how to get there. 


  Before long, he started to move. Heading towards Lugiathan in a straight line, the beast lunged forward.


  “S, stop him!”


  “Block him!”


  Several black dragons raised their swords and tried to stop ‘him’ to protect their leader. There were five of them.


  In that instant, black aura exploded out of their body. In a world that was not interpreted as a concept, they would have dispelled their polymorph.


  Even though it was his first collision against them, ‘he’ did not waste any opportunities. He already identified and remembered most of the black dragons’ abilities and their strength from the previous iteration.


  The man crouched down in the middle of his march. The [Shapeless Sword] hanging in his right hand started to increase its size and at last became a large and heavy greatsword reaching at least 7 metres in length.


  “Kuuuk!”


  “Diee!!”


  Five adult black dragons were running towards him as the man straightened his body back up.


  Then, he opened his eyes.


  His body rotated heavily from his tough waist. The trajectory of the enormous Shapeless Sword swallowed its surroundings like a storm as it reached further out.


  Kwagwagwagwagwa—!


  The storm of killing intent shredded the bodies of the incoming black dragons. The dragons collapsed in pieces as blood surged out like fountains.


  “I, impossible!”


  “What kind of…!”


  That overwhelming might frightened the dragons, and halted them in their steps.


  The mightiest strength of dragons lay in their ridiculous vitality. In the real world, they would have taken at least a few hours to slice to death and yet here, they died in just one strike.


  That was the difference in strength between ‘him’ and the dragons that was interpreted by [Conceptualisation (EX)].


  Even though it might take some time, there was no way an adult dragon could ever fight against ‘him’.


  “How dare you bring a sword into my palace!”


  Infuriated like never before, Lugiathan personally carried her large chain-sickle and ran towards him. A chief of a dragon race was on the stronger side even among sovereigns.


  The chain-sickle left a tremendous roar in its path as it attacked the man.


  Kaangg–!


  A shockwave was created from their strike, which trembled the banquet hall and shattered several glass ornaments and chandeliers.


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae also opened the necklace and mashed on the ever-fragrant flower petal. It was about time to move.


  Picking up the longsword of a dead dragon, he aimed for ‘his’ back.


  What he saw just then was the 1st iteration. Back then, ‘he’ would have realised that the sovereign Lugiathan was in this place, and must have been contemplating on how to ambush it.


  ‘He’ was able to copy one piece of information or ability when killing, or being killed by someone else. Although it wasn’t always fixed, it was generally the power of will that was copied when being killed, and authorities or abilities when killing others.


  So in this 2nd iteration, he must be thinking of how he should kill Lugiathan to obtain [Conceptualisation].


  Yu Jitae knew the method.


  While Lugiathan was screaming out loud, her left fang inside her mouth faintly vibrated. That was the core carrying Lugiathan’s vitality.


  So it would have taken ‘him’ 170 fights and massacres to discover that, and completely crush it to obtain [Conceptualisation].


  However, Yu Jitae was now going to make the guy focus on him instead.


  “Here. Look at me–!”


  With a shout, Yu Jitae stabbed at his back at a speed that would frighten dragons.


  Ting!


  However, ‘he’ slightly dodged the attack and easily parried the sword.


  Yu Jitae widened his eyes as if he was surprised, before fiercely stabbing at the enemy’s head again. It felt like the dimension was being sucked into his sword, but it was futile.


  Ting! Kang!


  ‘He’ easily blocked and parried his attack.


  One stab resulted in a strong aftershock that flew across the banquet hall and destroyed the walls and the sculptures. However, it was useless no matter how strong it was as long as it didn’t connect.


  Next, ‘he’ swung the Shapeless Sword down at Yu Jitae.


  Kwaaangg!! The entire floor of the hall echoed and bounced, creating a gush of wind that rose to the ceiling like a tornado. 


  Yu Jitae had raised his sword to barely stop the attack, but was now being pushed down onto the ground.


  In that bout of strength, ‘he’ suddenly gave a frown. While Yu Jitae was one-sidedly being pushed down, one of his authorities twitched and the guy had definitely sensed it.


  It was none other than [Conceptualisation (EX)].


  The moment ‘he’ realised that, the guy glared daggers into Yu Jitae’s eyes. At the same time, the tip of ‘his’ nose twitched as if trying to remember the scent of ‘ever-fragrant flower’. It was to identify Yu Jitae as the next target.


  As the fight continued on, Yu Jitae was gradually pushed back. “Kuhk!” Letting out a groan which he usually would never do, he let his enemy push him.


  The enemy was indeed monstrously strong. The lowered Shapeless Sword reached his forehead and began digging into his head from the nose.


  Blood gushed out of his wound.


  “How dare you turn your back against me!”


  It was then. Flying in like a bolt of lightning, Lugiathan severed one of ‘his’ legs with the chain-sickle. Although blood was erupting out of the clean cut on his thigh, the enemy gave little regard to Lugiathan who was slicing at his body and fixed his gaze on Yu Jitae.


  After a lengthened battle, the fallen angels weren’t able to deal with the black dragons like the 1st iteration. 


  In the remaining time, ‘he’ also refrained from acting rashly and taunted Lugiathan with his stabs. It was a type of experiment, so that things would be easier in the next iteration.


  Meanwhile, Lugiathan’s chain-sickle sliced off one of his arms and dug deep into his head.


  However, ‘he’ did not die and paid no attention despite stumbling everywhere, as if there was no such emotion as fear.


  At last when almost all the fallen angels were about to die, ‘he’ jumped out of the palace.


  “Chase him!”


  Lugiathan furiously shouted.


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae got up and poked his head out of the window. He, who had been constantly pushed back in the fight while screaming in pain, looked completely different.


  With this, it should have been engraved properly into his head, that ‘an enemy I can beat easily is a holder of a tremendous authority’.


  He gazed outside with the gaze of a beast.


  ***


  Yu Jitae had commanded the young Bom to stealthily take her sister and the hatchlings out of the banquet hall. Even though that was partially to protect Myu and the hatchlings, it was more because he didn’t want baby Bom to see this tragedy.


  This was very, very important. 


  Just like how the memories of the young Bom crossed through the parallel timeline to reach the adult Bom, all the things she experienced in this parallel timeline created by the transcendent authority would all have an effect on the future Bom.


  If she had a horrendous experience here that was similar to before, Bom might not be able to survive in the original timeline. 


  After the war, when [Spatial Severance] was crushed, he heard the clanking noise of chains in the corridor. Baby Bom was hurriedly running back to the banquet hall.


  “…”


  The banquet hall was in a mess.


  It was like a sea of blood and amputated limbs were scattered around everywhere. Their weapons, sculptures protecting the banquet hall, the beautiful chandeliers and artworks were all shattered.


  Sixteen black dragons had been killed. 


  They were all relatives of the young Bom. Worried, he blocked her vision with his body but as if it was a meaningless concern, she shook her head and replied, ‘I’m okay’.


  “Why didn’t you wait for them to clean up a bit more,” he said to her.


  “I’m used to seeing blood.”


  Despite saying that, she locked her hands as if she didn’t want him to see her shivering fingertips.


  “More importantly, your face…”


  Yu Jitae’s face that was drenched in blood due to the wound going down from his forehead to his nose made it feel all the more realistic for Bom.


  “I’m fine.”


  He shook his head.


  “Princess. You cannot stay here.”


  Soon, a protector came and tried to look after Bom but he couldn’t allow that to happen. While the dragons were still in a chaos, Yu Jitae followed after the protector and gave it a [Knifehand Strike] to the back of its neck.


  Taking baby Bom, he took her to the room, [Primal Time], hidden behind the veil behind the throne. 


  This jet-black dimension of the Non-Providential World, was like Yu Jitae and Bom’s hideout.


  “What happened to the devil? Why isn’t he going back in time…?”


  Bom asked a question that had been haunting her the whole time. If time didn’t go back, then her relatives would all stay dead without coming back to life.


  “He gathered information and now needs time to analyse them. You don’t need to worry about it, because time will rewind back for sure.”


  “Nn…”


  “To sum up, the 2nd iteration went according to plan. The guy clearly perceived me.”


  In response to his words, the young Bom suddenly turned her gaze to his chest.


  “I used it. The ever-fragrant flower.”


  “Ah, how did it go?”


  “It worked out well. He was smelling it and stuff.”


  She nodded back, and looked slightly proud.


  “The next iteration is the most important. Soon when we go back in time, you have to chase all the black dragons out of the banquet hall before he attacks.”


  “But, I don’t think I can move far because of my handcuffs and shackles.”


  “Of course I’ll open them for you. And I’ll be taking the [Chains of Hell].”


  “Ah.”


  “Can you do it? The lives of the dragons are all in your hands. You must take as many black dragons outside as possible.”


  The child nodded with a stiff look on her face.


  “I can do it.”


  Closing his eyes, he thought for a bit.


  So far everything was going according to plan. It was almost perfect. At this rate, he would be able to expel ‘him’ from this place without any problem.


  It was when he returned to the banquet hall with baby Bom after finishing the strategy meeting.


  He was met with a variable that was totally out of his expectation.


  A very annoying variable.


  Outside, the furious Lugiathan was wailing in front of the corpses of her dead kindred. Shedding tears, she was grasping her heart and the moment she saw Bom, she came up and kneeled to hug the small body of her daughter.


  “My dear daughter. Were you surprised?”


  “M, mum.”


  “I’m sorry. It’s all because your mother is incompetent.”


  “…”


  “My heart is being torn apart. I truly feel like drying. Amutetaron. Liebemuka. Karlitipoyen… your mother’s brothers and friends, more important than my flesh, have died… And yet I do not even know who the killer is. He has nothing to do with me.”


  Until that point in time, Yu Jitae was looking at the two of them with a myriad of emotions but Lugiathan’s next words immediately made him scowl.


  “Have a look. At my memories…”


  Endlessly shedding tears, she sent memories to her daughter – how ‘he’ massacred the black dragons. Seeing that, Yu Jitae was startled. He almost even ran up and separated Lugiathan from the young Bom.


  “My daughter. Why do we have to suffer like this? It’s because we were expelled from Askalifa. It is because we were discarded by the dragons that we have to deal with such humiliation. There is no shelter for us and no-one protects us from danger. That is the miserable state we are in…”


  He felt stifled. The scenery that he was trying his best to hide from her was being conveyed directly to Bom.


  “Do not look away from it. The humiliation we have suffered.


  “My daughter. Do not ever forget what happened today.


  “Vow to yourself. That our children that will be born henceforth, will never have to suffer like this again…”


  Hearing the sobbing voice of her kneeling mother, and seeing the disastrous scenery replay itself vividly in her mind,


  The young Bom’s face turned deathly dark.


  Epilogue # Yu Jitae: Constellation (8)


  He cleaned up the corpses. Even though everything would go back to the past with a regression, Yu Jitae helped baby Bom clean up the dead bodies. 


  Her fingertips were trembling as she cleaned up the corpses, and there was an absent-minded look on her face.


  “You are?”


  “I’m the tutor of the princess.”


  Some dragons were displeased by the existence of a human but they didn’t bother telling him off. There were instead some that were surprised because they saw Yu Jitae step up to protect Lugiathan.


  It was all going according to his plan, and this was all part of what he had expected.


  However, what happened just then was completely unexpected. He hadn’t expected Lugiathan to grab her daughter in the midst of her dead relatives to send their dying memories.


  Her obsession with the ‘Grand Schema’ was a lot greater than what he had anticipated.


  But anyway, that wasn’t the biggest problem…


  〚Stop! You stupid fool! That will kill you for sure!〛


  〚Why can you not make a compromise! Why are you standing up for that sinful child who tried to deceive you!〛


  The last shout of Sin that told him he would definitely die echoed in his ears. 


  All the atrocities committed by ‘Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration’ here were no different from his own past.


  He felt like someone was pulling out his past which he wanted to hide as much as possible to flaunt it in front of him. It was painful to watch, and was even frightening.


  〚You will definitely die–!!〛


  Besides, Sin was perhaps correct. He might really die.


  He knew that ever since he came up with the plan and in truth, Yu Jitae long knew how he was doing something very paradoxical and hypocritical.


  But as a sinner, he was simply hoping for atonement. 


  Won’t everything be fine anyway?


  Won’t I, definitely become happy…


  After cleaning up the corpses, he realised the regression would begin very soon. He hurriedly took the young Bom away like a kidnapper and headed back to the room behind the throne, [Primal Time].


  “Girl. Are you alright.”


  At last when there was nobody near them, baby Bom crumbled with her two arms wrapped around herself.


  “Girl.”


  “Nn.”


  Her voice came out normally but her head was lowered and he thus couldn’t see the look on her face.


  “Have you calmed down a little? Are you okay.”


  “I’m fine. I was just, a bit surprised because it was my first time seeing something like that…”


  She was still lowering her head as she dusted off her trembling arms.


  Was she really okay?


  Yu Jitae reiterated the plan while she was sitting there in silence.


  “We don’t have much time. The regression will begin very soon.”


  “Nn.”


  “Let’s talk about the next iteration. The next time he rewinds everything, I can take responsibility and end his regression and his attacks.”


  “Nn.”


  “You remember what you have to do right?”


  “Nn.”


  “Yes. So before the attack, you have to make it as if the [Demonic Sword of Grief] had been stolen to get as many dragons away from the banquet hall as possible.”


  “Nn.”


  “Or how about we run away together. Without caring about what happens here.”


  “Nn.”


  “…Girl.”


  Yu Jitae called the child.


  Perhaps she had been living with so much burden on her shoulders ever since she was tiny, that she was used to saying ‘I’m fine’.


  “Pull yourself together first. You don’t need to worry too much. They’ll all come back to life very soon.”


  Drip.


  Something started to drop – they were her tears.


  “…Nn. I’m fine.”


  Only then did baby Bom lift her head to look at him. As her head moved, the tears filling her eyes began travelling down her cheeks.


  She clenched her lips, as those lips were soon tainted in red from the oozing blood..


  Bom had a tendency to bite her lips out of habit whenever her heart was shaken. 


  “Hkk…”


  This time it was him that had to feel miserable. Baby Bom was having trouble breathing. It was the symptom of hyperventilation that she showed whenever her emotions were out of control.


  “Girl. You have to calm down.”


  “Hkk. Hulk…”


  “Calm down. If you crumble here, the same thing will happen in the 3rd iteration.”


  “N, nn… Uhuk…”


  It was then.


  Time started to rewind itself.


  ‘He’ must have committed suicide after finishing his calculations.


  “Look. Hnn? It’s all going back.”


  However, it seemed that his words had failed to reach the young Bom. She tightened her heart and continued sobbing. After a while, she raised her head back up with her face no longer being able to hide the signs of tears.


  “I’m scared…”


  Her soft voice spread like ripples. The child who had been acting mature ever since their first encounter was starting to crumble.


  “It’s, too scary… W, what if I d, do something wrong…?”


  She covered her eyes with her palms and started sobbing out loud.


  There were only approximately 5 hours left now.


  Yu Jitae took a deep breath in. He was in a very big hurry and had a lot of things to do, but the situation didn’t allow him to rush the child.


  It was natural for her to be scared. Even though she had been taking lessons that were close to tortures, Bom in front of his eyes was still just a very feeble and young existence.


  *


  Baby Bom stopped her tears.


  Now wasn’t the time to do this and she knew it.


  “S, sorry. I know we don’t have much time but… I think I have to calm down a bit. Can you give me some time…?”


  After somehow stopping her tears, she asked her tutor. He nodded back as the young Bom pulled the veil slightly to the side and gazed outside. 


  Bom stayed like that for a few minutes with her eyes fixated on the stars outside the opened window.


  Her tutor curiously asked her.


  “What are you looking at?”


  “Stars…”


  “Stars? Why.”


  “Hmm. The place I get trained directly by my mum also has a window. There are always stars in the sky.”


  Baby Bom collected her breath and continued.


  “Mum told me to look at stars if it was too tiring. She said that’s where our homeland is…”


  However, her breath wasn’t returning to her.


  Those astonishing memories surged back up in her mind. The death of the old lady that used to take good care of her; and the young man who always gave her deep bows, as well as many others.


  Her heart started to ache. The pain continued to her fingertips and made them shiver out of control.


  Tears budded in her eyes again. Even though she wasn’t a kid like her sister, she still couldn’t hold her tears in.


  “…But, I don’t think that’s very helpful.”


  Since it felt like she would crumble to her knees and weep out loud if she continued breathing, the young Bom held her breath. However, the tears instead formed a lump in her throat without going away.


  It was then.


  A hand large enough to cover her face landed above her head.


  “Girl.”


  She slightly turned around and found the tutor right next to her pointing at the window of the banquet hall.


  “Look closely.”


  “…”


  His finger was pointing at the stars which she had already been looking at.


  What about that place? It’s not that helpful…


  Despite thinking that, she followed his words and looked at the sky again. There were countless dots of stars in the black space. To baby Bom who wasn’t very interested in emotional sceneries, it just looked like sparkling things.


  It was then.


  “You see the big star in the middle.”


  “Nn?”


  “Connect that big star to the big one on the right. That creates a line, yes.”


  “…Nn.”


  “Let’s connect that to the big star at the bottom, and to the three diagonal ones on the left of that.”


  “…”


  The young Bom obediently did as she was told.


  “Lastly, let’s connect that back to the first big star and have a look. What does that look like.”


  “An arrowhead?”


  “Arrowhead. I can see that.”


  Baby Bom was a little displeased by his words. Was this like a play for kids? What meaning was there to connecting a few dots and seeing that as a picture?


  Staring at the stars, her tutor continued.


  “The ones that used to use sorcery in the past connected stars like what we did just then and thought of them as one big picture. It wasn’t very meaningful.”


  “Nn…”


  “However, things were different when those weak humans went out to the sea. Ah, do you know what a sea is?”


  “I do. They said it’s a place with a lot of water.”


  “Yeah. Humans can’t fly like you dragons, and did not have the technology to find the right direction nor could they use mana. However, they still had to proceed to the sea.”


  It was a technical and not an emotional story. Baby Bom was still young and was distracted fairly easily. Although the astonishing scenery was still glimmering in her mind, she was slightly intrigued by his story.


  “And?”


  “Back then, it was impossible to even think about going off into the distance. It was at least better off when they were close enough to see the land, but what would it be like during the night?”


  Saying that, her tutor used those large hands to cover her eyes. Even though she was a little surprised, she stayed still.


  “How is it. Can you see?”


  “No…”


  “It was probably the same for them. When the sun sets, it becomes very dark and humans have trouble seeing what’s ahead of them. They must have been afraid and concerned about whether they were heading down the correct path.”


  “Nn.”


  “The only source of light was in the sky so they would have looked above. And this must have been what those humans saw back then.”


  Her tutor created a small gap between his fingers.


  “What do you see.”


  A part of her vision that had been blocked returned to her. What her eyes spotted was the black sky, stars and the few stars that shone brighter than others.


  It had a shape that now seemed obvious after perceiving it once.


  “…An arrowhead?”


  “Yes. They saw the things that always stayed there to find the direction. Humans call them constellations.”


  Baby Bom widened her eyes.


  “The shape is not important, and it’s up to you how you label them. There is no system; you just connect them the way you want and accept it.”


  “…”


  “When those trivial dots get grouped into one, they lead a ship to their destination from the darkness, and guide the lost crew back home.”


  “…”


  She imagined his words in her head as something magical began to happen. Surprisingly, baby Bom felt her heart being a little more relaxed.


  He did not rush her and instead, he quietly waited for her to calm down.


  When she managed to collect her breath, he asked her.


  “Do you remember what you have to do?”


  “Nn… Using the [Demonic Sword of Grief] to take as many of my family out of the banquet hall as possible.”


  “Yes. Taking the sword and heading outside the palace is probably the safest method, yes?”


  “Nn. I think that’s what I’ll do.”


  “Alright. After you leave the palace, if you feel too nervous then turn to the sky. If you don’t know where to go, run towards the arrowhead.”


  His voice was soft and dry.


  It was powerless and fatigued.


  “Then no matter how shaken and hopeless it might seem, you will be able to reach your destination.”


  But it nonetheless strongly echoed in her ears.


  “…Nn.”


  Baby Bom gained courage.


  ***


  After going outside for a bit, Bom took the two treasures, [Ever-Fragrant Flower] and [Nigh Perfect Truth] and gave it to him. Those were the ones that had disappeared from his body due to the regression.


  In response, Yu Jitae got rid of all the [Chains of Hell] that were entangling her wrists, ankles and her neck.


  “Off you go.”


  “Nn.”


  Baby Bom was about to raise her body and go outside, but suddenly stopped and turned around.


  “You are going to be okay, right?”


  There was a scar on his nose that had yet to heal properly. 


  He returned a nod.


  “You’re not going to die or anything right?”


  “Yeah. I won’t die.”


  “Okay. Don’t die…”


  Leaving those words behind, the young Bom teleported away. The fact that she was able to use a dimensional movement spell even in a world interpreted by Conceptualisation proved her proficiency at it. It was probably at her mother’s level.


  However, the trace left behind after her movement was very coarse, and it was hardly a skill that could be used with ease.


  Yu Jitae stared at the [Chains of Hell] that were left on his hands, before pulling them from the dimensional fissures that used to move around with Bom. 


  They were longer than he expected so he had to pull them for a long time. They were long enough to reach her no matter where she was in the palace.


  After taking those chains, he also lifted his body.


  There wasn’t much time left.


  He checked the interior design again.


  This banquet hall which was located at the very centre of the large palace had four pillars supporting most of the weight above. 


  ‘He’ would come in from the second window from south-west, at the bearing of 225°. The first missile would be coming in from the same place.


  The Great Barrier flowed like an ocean wave and there were constant changes to the hard and soft areas of the barrier. The missile had been fired at the opportune timing after calculating that gap so the attack would always be coming from the same direction at the same time.


  Since ‘he’ would be moving based on the memories of the previous iterations, the man would come in without even bothering to check the inside. Because to an existence that forever regressed to the same point in time, there could be zero variables. 


  In turn, the moment ‘he’ discovers a variable in the iterations, ‘he’ will begin to doubt everything and be more meticulous with learning the situation.


  Yu Jitae took a deep breath out.


  That was why he had only one opportunity in his hands.


  Epilogue # Yu Jitae: Constellation (9)


  It was becoming harder for him to breathe.


  Since he had always been living a life that had a ‘next time’, he was never nervous about anything, but this time around, he couldn’t settle his heart.


  Calmly he waited for the signal.


  As he was sitting in the corner with his legs crossed gazing at the banquet hall with a hazy pair of eyes,


  Kwanng—!


  Lugiathan pushed the door wide open at the other side of the banquet hall and walked inside. Like an angered lioness, she shouted.


  “Our [Demonic Sword of Grief] has been stolen.”


  Yes. It was here. As soon as she finished her words, 80% of the black dragons in the banquet hall stood up in alarm. 


  “W, what!”


  “Your Majesty. When was this?”


  “Just then! Hurry up and find it no matter the cost!”


  After the shout, she turned around and jumped through the dimension as adult black dragons began leaving the banquet hall like a tide on the ebb.


  [Demonic Sword of Grief] was the greatest treasure the black dragons had. Such an item being stolen meant there could be an attack or a systematic infiltration and thus the hatchlings were also guided to a safer area.


  As such, only the grand-master level protectors that guarded the banquet and Lugiathan were left behind at the hall.


  “Who might you be?”


  One of the protectors who had been doubtfully looking at him the whole time came up and asked him.


  “Tutor.”


  He gave a curt reply before standing up.


  Shrrrrrkkk—


  The second signal echoed in his ears, followed by a large explosion.


  Because there were no dragons here unlike the previous iteration, the commotion created by the attack was nowhere near that. Furniture was broken and glass ornaments were shattered but there were only protectors inside the room.


  Entering the building with the [Shapeless Sword] in hand, ‘he’ immediately looked for Yu Jitae.


  The fallen angels that entered with him halted,


  As immediately, ‘his’ gaze changed.


  Even though he had definitely attacked under the same condition, at the same time at the same place, there were no dragons in this place.


  Yu Jitae gave a faint smile.


  After noticing a variable in the regression, ‘he’ was about to quickly escape this place.


  [Spatial Severance (S+)]


  But the escape was made impossible due to Yu Jitae activating what he had prepared beforehand, as an invisible wave travelled down the walls of the banquet hall.


  It was obvious that Yu Jitae could also use the authority which ‘he’ could use, but ‘he’ seemed quite flustered as the one on the receiving end of it. Because Spatial Severance was an ability that was gained by hunting a sovereign, ‘his’ eyes turned ferocious. There would probably be hundreds of hypotheses surging in ‘his’ mind.


  Soon, the man opened his mouth.


  “Who are you.”


  Yu Jitae’s fingertips answered his question.


  [Shapeless Sword]


  Grasping on the handle of killing intent, Yu Jitae dashed in like a lightning bolt.


  .


  .


  .


  Their strength had already reached the limit of an existence. Fighting method, manipulation of mana, number of authorities and abilities and their usage – all those elements had reached the limit within Providence, and they were at a level where learning other things in the world would not result in any increase in their strength.


  The only difference between them was the possession of [Conceptualisation] after killing Lugiathan, and whether they still had all the killing intent or not.


  Because of that, the fight between the current Yu Jitae and ‘Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration’ was that of two killing machines heading to ruin with every variable restricted.


  They attacked with the Shapeless Sword. Block and that would increase the duration of the battle, and not blocking would require both of them to sacrifice their flesh. In order to get a bone, one also had to give a bone.


  ‘His’ shoulder turned hazy. Following that, the Shapeless Sword that was now as big as 10 metres drew a perfect line aiming for Yu Jitae’s chest.


  Even if he were to dodge it, the Shapeless Sword would immediately change its shape and try to skewer him like a fishing hook. Therefore, Yu Jitae parried the attack with all his might.


  Kwanngg—!


  Indescribably enormous killing intents collided as sparks flickered from the strike. Like the crash of two electric chainsaws, excess killing intent bouncing off the strike splattered to the surroundings and scratched the hall.


  Each and every strike created large claw marks on the floor and walls of the banquet hall, but the overall damage to the weapon-like building wasn’t too big.


  After dozens of clashes that went nowhere, the enemy roared like a beast.


  “Who are you–!”


  Without replying, Yu Jitae simply attacked back.


  [Shapeless Sword (SS) – 2nd Form]


  He shifted it to the form that crushed the main gates of the Demon Archduke’s castle.


  [Chainsaw Form]


  The killing intent formed into chains followed the blade and began rapidly turning itself.


  Yu Jitae jumped through the air in the blink of an eye and aimed at ‘his’ head. Because of the shout, ‘his’ reaction speed had been slowed down by a fraction of a fraction of a second. 


  Kigigiging–!!


  ‘His’ killing intent was milled. A wound that was seemingly created by a saw was made all the way from the wrist to the shoulder.


  While bleeding an armful of blood, ‘he’ attacked back.


  [Shapeless Sword (SS) – 3rd Form]


  [Forked Lightning Form]


  In an instant came thunder. The will to tear something to pieces without stopping at cutting them changed the sword into lightning forks. Like how electricity travelled through the atmosphere looking for the best path, it seeked for the path that would allow a complete destruction of the enemy.


  They were too close, and it was impossible for Yu Jitae to avoid it completely.


  Kajikk–


  One of the lightning bolts struck his shoulder, erupting his muscles, the bone and the flesh.


  After seemingly seeing that as an opportunity, the man ran in carrying the shapeless aura in his hands that could dare suppress the heavens into a dot. 


  [Shapeless Sword (SS) – 4th Form]


  It turned into the form that ended the life of the Demon Archduke in one slash.


  [God Slaying Form]


  ‘He’ was trying to bisect the dimension Yu Jitae was in into two vertical pieces. Yu Jitae had to raise his sword to stop it but there wasn’t enough killing intent.


  —-!


  A deafening thud shook both the ground and the air. 


  The leftover killing intent that he couldn’t completely block created a cut going down one of his eyes to his cheeks, and also created wounds on his neck, collarbones and his chest.


  However, his arms were still there and that was more than enough. While his enemy had yet to fully recover ‘his’ posture, Yu Jitae gripped onto ‘his’ neck despite the buckets of blood leaving his body.


  “Kuhk—”


  Then, he gathered killing intent into his right hand. The remaining killing intent that he still had was about 900. By permanently sacrificing a half of it, Yu Jitae added immense power to his attack.


  [Shapeless Sword (SS) – 5th Form – Final Form]


  The emotions of innumerable existences that wished to die, to kill, or to end the repetition of life was interpreted into a spear at his hand.


  That was the final form of his Shapeless Sword.


  [Punishment]


  Yu Jitae stabbed the spear forward aiming at ‘his’ heart.


  —–!!!


  An exploding aftershock echoed the banquet hall once again as a hole appeared in ‘his’ chest. It was such an intense attack that it ended up breaking half of the Spatial Severance as every window inside the room shattered down.


  An amount of power that should be unable to exist in a world interpreted into a concept reached thousands of metres beyond the boundaries of the palace and shook the world.


  “Kuuuhk—!”


  There was a large hole in the enemy’s chest and his dangling jaws were barely holding on.


  However, ‘he’ was still not dead. Even though it was an attack that could have killed Lugiathan in one strike – which was obvious because Yu Jitae had permanently consumed his strength for the attack – it was still not enough to completely kill ‘him’.


  “What are youu–!”


  Drenched in blood, ‘he’ shouted but Yu Jitae remained silent.


  In a hurry, he grabbed ‘him’ by the neck and pushed him into the [Primal Time] located behind the throne. ‘He’ tried to retaliate by not going inside, so he kicked ‘him’ by the head and shoved the man all the way in.


  It was just to buy some time. After soon recovering himself, the man would crawl out again like a cockroach.


  Then, Yu Jitae who had consumed 450 desires to kill would be helplessly slaughtered by him. He knew that, and that was okay. What he needed was this short moment for ‘him’ to be neutralised.


  All Yu Jitae needed was time.


  He checked the surroundings. Most of the protectors had been defeated by the fallen angels. Taking out the [Chains of Hell] from his chest, he began to walk.


  But suddenly, his feet halted to a stop. Something strange had entered his sight.


  Why was she here right now?


  “Girl!”


  ***


  After stealing [Demonic Sword of Grief],


  Baby Bom realised while running around everywhere that she was surprisingly not that anxious. It might be because her first ever freedom upon leaving the palace just tasted too sweet.


  Actually, she did feel slightly nervous thinking about being told off after being caught, but she recalled her tutor’s advice whenever that happened. Looking at the constellations, she hardened her heart.


  This was to save her race.


  Carrying the sword she diligently escaped as her mind calmly ruminated on the situation. The young Bom tilted her head from a strange line of thought that suddenly struck her mind.


  Her tutor had definitely said that he was weaker than the devil. But didn’t he say the ‘loop of regression’ had to be cut off to completely kill ‘him’?


  Cutting the ‘loop of regression’ would be done by shoving the enemy into the Non-Providential World. It would be physically pushing the devil into [Primal Time], but how was he supposed to stop ‘him’ from coming out considering his lack of strength?


  She thought of multiple hypotheses but could not come up with anything decent. The best of the best would still be dying together.


  Thinking of it like that made her heart drop an inch. Even though she had just met him today, she was greatly fond of him and desperately wished he would stay alive.


  That was when suddenly, the young Bom remembered how her tutor had taken the [Chains of Hell],


  And also remembered how he had constantly been staring at the pillars of the banquet hall, calculating something.


  “Ah…!”


  She felt goosebumps crawling up her skin.


  Baby Bom realised what her tutor was trying to do…


  ***


  “Why in the world are you here!”


  “W, where is the devil?”


  “He’s stuck inside the Primal Time. Hurry up. Leave!”


  “You have too many wounds!”


  “Leave!”


  He ferociously roared at her as blood dripped out of all of his wounds. Feeling like she would faint, the young Bom looked into his eyes.


  “I can help you! I learned a lot of magic!”


  “I don’t need it. Can’t you tell? You are helping me by getting away from this place as much as possible!”


  He shouted like there was now a problem in his plan. Baby Bom knew that she would be a hindrance to his plan if his plan was the same as what she had thought of. Everything was a part of his plan so she shouldn’t obstruct him, but she just could not leave.


  “You, you are trying to die–!!”


  It was because she realised her tutor’s goal.


  “Why would I die, huh? Why!”


  He yelled back as the child began to cry.


  “Think about it again! If you do that to cut off the devil’s timeline, you won’t be able to live!”


  “How is that related to you?”


  “You’re also doing this to save me who has nothing to do with you!”


  “Bom!!”


  Grabbing her shoulders with his hands soaked in blood, he shouted. Only then did the young Bom realise that the name of herself, whom he had met at a different place was ‘Bom’.


  “Stay outside. We don’t have time. You have to survive and achieve the Grand Schema of your race, right?”


  “But…”


  He grabbed her with the might of a giant. The young Bom just could not retaliate against him as he sat her down on the windowsill that hadn’t crumbled down yet.


  “You will die at this rate. For sure…!”


  After resolutely shaking his head, her tutor said, ‘No’ before whispering to her.


  “I will not die.”


  It was the voice of a man who had given up on something but baby Bom couldn’t persuade him anymore – he pushed her out of the windowsill and blocked the window with [Spatial Severance].


  While shouting, the child struck the dimensional wall with her fists. Yu Jitae turned around after pulling the curtains over the window.


  However, because his mind was at a different place, he appeared to have missed the hole in the curtain. 


  Baby Bom covered her mouth.


  The moment he turned around, she saw more than ten arrows and blades stuck in his back. Those were the weapons of the fallen angels. 


  Soon, Yu Jitae moved as she had predicted. Taking out the [Chains of Hell], he started tying them around the large pillars supporting the banquet hall.


  “Please don’t do that!”


  As if he couldn’t hear her shout, he ignored her and silently surrounded the four pillars with the chains.


  He then stood at the middle of them all, as his chest caved up from his deep breath. Standing still, he closed his eyes and took a deep breath out.


  The young Bom felt goosebumps.


  His hands started to tremble, as if his determination had been shaken.


  “Please, stopp—!”


  .


  .


  .


  Yu Jitae did not want to die anymore.


  He wanted to live.


  He wanted to be happy.


  However, what he was now going to do was unfortunately not much different from the last words [Sin] had left him.


  The moment the four pillars supporting all the weight crumbled down, it would destroy the ceiling above the banquet hall. 


  This weapon of a building that could crush a dragon’s head according to the interpretation of [Conceptualisation] would magnificently cover the [Primal Time], and remain firm until the debris gets removed. 


  ‘Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration’ will in fact not die even though he was locked in the Non-Providential World. Since there was no way Vintage Clock would discard its keeper, he would somehow be returned to the Earth’s timeline.


  Originally, [Vintage Clock] was very opposed to the idea of Yu Jitae heading to the outer dimensions, so Yu Jitae had to stubbornly persuade the white bird.


  Even though the white bird was also extremely against his idea just like the main authority, the bird couldn’t help but listen to his request after receiving his fierce temper. Back then, he had fought a lot with the white bird.


  Since ‘he’ was experiencing such a mishap after leaving like that, ‘Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration’ would not be able to return to this place ever again.


  Lugiathan, Bom and Myu would come back to life.


  It was thus a perfect plan.


  …Except for his own death.


  “…”


  Killing intent was creeping out of the veil.


  ‘He’ was drawing near.


  Ever since he came up with the plan to this day, he did not doubt it a single time. He was aware that he would definitely survive and be happy. But now that he was close to the very end, cunningly so, like a human, his heart started to waver.


  〚You will regret it!〛


  Sin’s curse echoed in his ears.


  〚You will definitely die–!!〛


  Will I really die like this?


  He was scared.


  Yu Jitae didn’t want to die.


  He wanted to see Gyeoul. If that precious child called him daddy, would he dare be able to call that child ‘my daughter’?


  He wanted to hear Kaeul’s giggling voice. He wanted to see her smile and chuckle that used to brighten up Unit 301, and wanted to buy her more delicious food.


  He wanted to give Yeorum a good present to make up for her hard work. He wanted to teach her how to play with a comfortable heart instead of worrying about fighting all the time.


  He wanted to draw a happy future with Bom who would soon come back to life. Even if those romantic emotions were to become fake in the new timeline, that was still okay. He simply wanted to live with her.


  As such thoughts appeared in his mind, he started to hesitate.


  Even though the enemy was slowly drawing near, his heart started to waver like crazy. The umbrella shared together in those rainy streets, sweet desserts, shared concerns, warmth of touching skins, chuckling voices and crying gasps. Those existences that needed him, and those children that taught him so many things – he missed their faces so much, and wanted to live. He wanted to live, do everything he couldn’t do and become happy.


  However, he had to stop his line of thought.


  Raising his head, he gazed outside the window.


  “…”


  While remembering the last words of the white bird that he would definitely become happy, he etched the constellation made by baby Bom into his eyes.


  [You will. Definitely. Become happy.]


  He,


  Finally,


  Pulled his mind back together.


  .


  .


  Each of his hands gripped onto the chains.


  .


  .


  He consumed all the leftover desire to kill.


  .


  .


  Slowly curling his body inward, he pulled the chains.


  .


  .


  Although the pillars had been weakened from the constant powerful attacks, they still tried to withstand his pull.


  The pillars were staying still so he clenched even harder.


  .


  .


  Fallen angels with crushed legs twitched and wriggled, as if they realised what laid in front of them.


  .


  .


  Those large pillars that looked immovable slowly began to curve.


  .


  .


  A girl who was watching all that happen sobbed out loud. Her small fists struck the severed dimension until they bled.


  .


  .


  It happened in an instant. The huge pillars slowly started to crumble. As the pillars supporting the weight above wobbled near the ground, the ceiling of the large banquet hall of the palace started to crumble down. Falling down, the large weapon covered everything inside the hall.


  The big banquet hall was thus reduced to the ground.


  .


  .


  <The Authority, [Conceptualisation (EX)] is deactivated.>


  <The target, [Sin] is eradicated.>


  <The modification to cause and effect from the Primal Time is applied to the [Time Providence].>


  <[Great Hostility] is eradicated.>


  .


  .


  .


  .


  .


  .


  .


  .


  .


  .


  .


  .


  “…”


  A black dragon that had been straying near the outer dimension slowly began to open her eyes. 


  The power of the restrictive transcendent authority was transmitted over to her, and the parallel timeline where she had killed herself was already long gone.


  When the memories and information stemming from the modified Providence started seeping into her head like a wave,


  And when all those memories with him were conveyed to her brain.


  Bom crumbled down on the spot.


  Epilogue # Yu Gyeoul: Gift (1)


  The Amusement came to an end.


  After returning to Askalifa, Gyeoul returned to the region of blue dragons.


  There, Gyeoul came across other adults of the blue race. Her relatives asked her about the content of the ‘revelation’ she received, how she performed with the revelation and then explained the identity of the forefather she met.


  They asked whether she successfully executed her mission or not.


  “…I don’t know,” Gyeoul gave a curt reply.


  “We’re not that curious either.” They were also curt.


  After that, her family gave her a place to live in, and explained how she should live there as well as what she was supposed to do. “Protect your territory and prosper,” they said but it went through one ear and out the other, because Gyeoul had no plans of living here for a long time in the first place.


  She was only thinking about quickly turning twenty and going back to meet Yu Jitae.


  That was why the ‘adults of her race’ felt like very strange outsiders. Some of them introduced themselves as acquaintances of her parents and sent memories of her parents, but Gyeoul skimmed through them.


  Oh so it’s them – that was the end of her impression because her true family was somewhere else.


  “…Phew.”


  When she was finally left alone after sending the adults of her race back, Gyeoul scanned across her nest. It was decorated nicely. Leaving the house, she could see her nest – the icy cave that had fancy ornaments. Staying here relaxed her heart and it was a relatively good place to stay in,


  Until going back, that was.


  5 years old.


  Gyeoul was nearing the end of her 5th year in life.


  “…Hello.”


  She called the protectors that were closing their eyes in wait at the corner of the nest. Among them was also a wise goblin wearing a monocle. Gyeoul asked them to find a way to return to the alternate dimension of ‘Earth’, and told them to have a look at the Dimensional Cruise because there should be traces left behind on it.


  “I understand. My lord.”


  After sending them off, Gyeoul thought to herself.


  She was 5 years old. There were still 15 years left until she turned 20.


  15 years.


  15 years…


  For Gyeoul, 15 years was a very long time. The amount of time she had lived for was already fairly long, so how was she supposed to wait for another 15 years?


  “…?”


  Uing?


  Wait…?


  What if I find a way to go back to Earth before that?


  Like, if I find that when I’m 7, do I have to intentionally wait for 13 years?


  “…”


  Gyeoul was confused.


  She was obediently staying still because there was no way to return yet, but would she be able to make herself stay even after finding the way back?


  Her eyes became wide open.


  “…Dat’s no good.”


  Gyeoul used her brain.


  Fortunately, hatchlings generally shed their skin again when they were around 10 to 20 years old. That was when they entered puberty as a hatchling.


  After shedding her skin, Gyeoul would look similar to how Yeorum and Kaeul looked when they first met Yu Jitae. She should look a bit more mature.


  It should be fine to simply say she was twenty.


  ‘Kuhihi.’ While giggling, Gyeoul leaned on the soft bed.


  Whatever the case, she wanted to quickly find a way to go back.


  Thinking that, she decided to wait.


  *


  She waited for one day.


  That day, Gyeoul stayed on the bed the whole day and went through her past memories. Thinking of Unit 301 where Yu Jitae would be at, she recalled the piggy bank and the large fish tank in her room.


  It should be fine right? That fish tank was amazing…


  At night, Gyeoul got up for dinner.


  And upon realising that there was no kitchen, she laid back down on the bed.


  *


  Same thing happened the next morning. She got up to head to the kitchen as a habit and halted her feet.


  There must be something wrong with the nest. How could there be no kitchen?


  Thus, she ordered the protectors to make a kitchen. A kitchen fitting that of an Askalifan aristocrat was soon created but it looked very strange in Gyeoul’s eyes.


  “…Where’s the microwave?”


  “A micro, wave, is it?”


  “…Ah.”


  After some thought, Gyeoul decided to create the best kitchen she could make. She ordered them to make every single thing that was in her head.


  That night, they managed to make something that although sloppy resembled the kitchen in Unit 301. 


  But she was so engrossed in making one that she belatedly realised the obvious.


  “…”


  What she needed wasn’t a kitchen.


  Gyeoul spent the night sitting by herself on a chair.


  *


  She waited for a week.


  From time to time, blue dragons came looking for her but she didn’t really like that either. Even though she could feel them treasuring her, Gyeoul couldn’t help but think of them as strangers.


  “…Dis is no good.”


  Muttering that to herself, Gyeoul stood up from the bed.


  Although lying down on the bed and going through her memories was good, it was time to go outside and do something. Gyeoul was a hatchling and as a hatchling of the blue race, she was able to cross the boundaries of other dragon races by using [Revelation] as the excuse.


  If someone said something to her, she could say, “…I’m here for my revelation.”


  There was no Unit 301 now.


  But if she talked with her unnis, wouldn’t that fill her empty heart a little? Thinking that, Gyeoul left her nest with a backpack to see her other sisters.


  “I’m sorry, but my child is busy right now.”


  However, she was forced to stop in front of Kaeul’s mother.


  “…Why?”


  A dragon as tall as the sky said while looking down at her.


  “Her lesson as a guardian deity has begun. It is the most important part of education to us, and she will be ruling over a small village of gnomes now.”


  “…Can I talk to her a little?”


  “Sorry. I’ll contact you when the lesson is over.”


  “…Okay.”


  In the end, Gyeoul couldn’t meet Kaeul.


  *


  The next week, she wanted to meet Yeorum but this time, she was restricted by the adult blue dragons that were protecting the boundary connecting to the red race.


  “Child. You cannot go any further than this.”


  “…I have a friend there.”


  “Ahh, so you’re Kunna’s daughter that recently went on an Amusement with a red dragon right? Even so, you can’t. Cross the border and those barbaric red dragons will attack you.”


  “…Can I see her for a bit? …She’s precious to me.”


  That was when another adult dragon bellowed at her.


  “Girl. Stop saying nonsense and go back! How can anyone of the red race be precious! They are nothing but disgusting and nauseating pieces of trash!”


  “Ey. Calm down.”


  Gyeoul replied with a pout.


  “…You don’t even know anything.”


  “This brat? Go back right now. Unless you want a big scolding!”


  After being told off, Gyeoul empty-handedly returned to her nest.


  *


  She wasn’t even able to go near Bom.


  Going around everywhere, Gyeoul asked how to head to the territory of green dragons, but none of the adults replied to her.


  She met all sorts of dragons during her search, and even met a male adult blue dragon who had married a green dragon in the past. However, even he didn’t tell her how to get to the green dragon’s territory.


  “Oh yeah, by the way, things are not looking too good on that end right?”


  Dejectedly she was walking back when someone opened their mouth.


  “Did you hear that too? Seriously, I guess it was unavoidable.”


  “Those lunatics. Staying quiet for 20,000 years was, I guess, fairly patient for them.”


  Blankly standing there, Gyeoul widened her eyes.


  Lunatics?


  20,000 years?


  Did something happen?


  Gyeoul was lending a close ear when an adult who had just woken up from a long hibernation asked a question.


  “What is this about?”


  “You know, the quons.”


  That name was something Gyeoul knew about.


  [Quon] was the martial race that dragons detested. They were the monsters of Askalifa who used weapons and spells with six arms.


  They were a race that could live for thousands of years, and there was a long history of strife between quons and dragons. Their hatred was mutual.


  “Tch tch. They’re doing this because the old Lord is about to die soon.”


  “That’s why we should have wiped them out with karl-gullakwas when we were cleaning up the ancient forest, so that those insects stop acting up. It’s all because of that. I heard a few of the green dragons were killed, right?”


  Gyeoul felt her heart sink.


  There was war happening in Bom’s territory!


  “Nn? Why are you still here?”


  One of the dragons asked Gyeoul who couldn’t help but ask with concern.


  “…Is it dangerous? For the green dragons?”


  “Very dangerous. It’s probably going to be the biggest war in the history of green dragons.”


  “…”


  “But the Dragon Lord is probably going to do something about it.”


  On the way back, Gyeoul panted out of worry for Bom. 


  In the end, without being able to meet any of them, she had no choice but to wait by herself.


  .


  .


  .


  *


  She waited for a month.


  The protectors were unable to find the way back to Earth.


  *


  Gyeoul waited for three months.


  The protectors were still unable to find the way back to Earth. One of them even told her that there was no record of such a thing happening in the history of blue dragons. Gyeoul couldn’t believe it.


  “…Then?”


  “I think you would have to see a black dragon, but I believe that would also be difficult. Not only are we on bad terms with them, they are also hard to find in Askalifa.”


  “…Dat can’t be.”


  Even after waiting for another six months, she could not find a solution.


  *


  A year went by.


  Gyeoul could not find a way to return.


  That was why she started looking for a method herself. No matter what cost and no matter who she had to meet, she searched for the method.


  She needed to study in order to view the complicated records and understand them, so Gyeoul began learning magic.


  *


  However, the protectors were not wrong. After waiting for 3 years and earning enough knowledge, Gyeoul went through the library of blue dragons, the Akashic records, and the countless technique preservation devices including memory crystals, but could not find any information on the equipment required to return to Earth, or anything about their coordinates.


  She didn’t even know where to begin.


  She had to cross an ocean,


  And yet the only things recorded down were a canoe and tiny paddles.


  Even so, Gyeoul did not give up on studying.


  *


  5 years went by.


  Gyeoul could not find anything.


  *


  7 years went by.


  Gyeoul wanted to become an adult. She wanted to quickly be acknowledged as an adult by her race, and wanted to confidently gloss over it with Yu Jitae upon going back, that she was already twenty.


  That desire affected her mana and her heart. Because mana was the manifestation of will, Gyeoul felt her heart ache all of a sudden.


  Since she didn’t have parents, she had to alert the elders of her race but Gyeoul did not do so.


  She simply went into the depths of the icy cave and closed the door.


  It was her second time shedding skin.


  “…”


  It hurt just like before, and Gyeoul had to suffer from the pain by herself for a whole week.


  Was it okay to hurt this much? Feeling her body crumbling down to pieces, Gyeoul panted for breath. Thinking of how it would become even more painful after a few hours frightened her tremendously.


  “…”


  Stuck in a crystal of ice, Gyeoul thought to herself.


  She remembered the large fingers that she gripped onto when her body was in a lot of pain. She also recalled the slow shiritori she did with the owner of those fingers.


  – …Gorilla.


  – Anaconda.


  – …Anaconda.


  – I already did it. Anaconda.


  – …Anaconda.


  – …


  – …Hihi.


  She wanted to see him again.


  
*


  
15 years went by.


  She turned twenty as she had promised.


  But Gyeoul was unable to return home.


  *




  50 years went by.


  The large planet was under a blizzard. In the world filled with cold hails and endlessly stacking piles of snow, 


  The blue-haired girl sitting on a large tree turned her gaze towards the sky.


  Staring at the three moons in the sky, she heaved a small sigh.


  Gyeoul still could not find the way to return to Earth.





*





200 years went by.






*


.


  .


  .


  Usually dragons from 500 to 1,000 years old were treated as adults, so Gyeoul was considered a hatchling even though she had already lived for almost 300 years.


  And every hatchling had to leave on at least two Amusements.


  Unlike how other hatchlings tried to leave on as many Amusements as possible, Gyeoul did not want to leave and had been postponing it over and over again.


  But after delaying it for centuries, she was at last visited by the chief of the blue dragon race who came and scolded her. Telling her to experience the world immediately, the chief ordered her to complete her second revelation.


  Gyeoul ran her fingers through her long blue hair.


  She did not need to experience the world. She didn’t get a second revelation.


  Instead of saying that in return, she replied to the infuriated chief.


  “Okay.”


  Epilogue # Yu Gyeoul: Gift (2)


  In a certain dimension close to Askalifa, in the lands of a certain kingdom was a small village near the lake.


  Walking up the slope, instead of the pathway, of a mountain full of precarious-looking cliffs was a half-destroyed four-legged machine. Its spinning cogs clickered with the sound of rubbing metal.


  That was a cleaning machine, which would have been cleaning the streets of a city until recently.


  Now, it was just a stupid machine swinging a piece of wood in the air. The dustpan had been scorched and its body was half-destroyed by the explosion.


  The device that changed sunlight to electricity was still working and that was how the machine was able to crawl into the mountain away from the city.


  That should be the case.


  Staring at the machine from a distance, a young boy thought to himself.


  A few months ago, there had been a war against a nearby village. 


  Cannonballs were flying everywhere and the burnt smell of gunpowder was persistent.


  He had to watch his house burn down to the ground with his own eyes, and walking outside he had found the clock tower, the pride of their village, broken down to the ground.


  Guns were noisy; and bullets took the lives of his family. A lot of his friends had disappeared and were unable to be spotted again.


  At the end of the war, the 12-year old young boy had to become an adult. It was because he had a younger brother who was 3 years younger than himself.


  Gigik, gigigik–


  That was why finding that piece of scrap metal was a very big fortune for him.


  If he took off the power system on the head of that scrap metal and handed it over to the junk shop, he would be able to get about 50 roots. With 50 roots… he would be able to get medicine for his brother who was suffering from a stomach-ache and fill their bellies for the next 2 weeks.


  Buzz—


  It was then. The boy widened his eyes.


  He didn’t know when he was looking at it from a distance, but now that he was close enough to see it properly, he could see it sparking near the power system.


  No wonder.


  There was no way he would be this lucky.


  It was impossible that no-one had discovered it till now…


  Stories about people that were greatly injured by getting electrified by a machine flashed past the boy’s head. One of them was the grandpa next door who couldn’t move his legs and limped all the time.


  Even so, the boy couldn’t go back.


  He remembered his brother who was suffering in the back alleyway using a sack as a blanket.


  During the war, the nearby village had used sorcery on them.


  It was his fault for feeding him a fish that was lying dead in a polluted lake just because he was pestering that he was hungry.


  He heard a long time ago how cooking for a long time could get rid of poison but it was stupid of him to do such a thing. His sense of guilt became bigger. The boy looked at the machine – it was a chance which would never come again and he couldn’t run away from it.


  50 roots.


  In front of his eyes were 50 roots…


  Picking up a piece of stick, the boy lifted his body and vigorously rushed into the machine.


  Buzz—!


  He felt a bomb exploding in his body, and the boy fell unconscious.


  *


  When he came to himself, he was in a certain building. Opening his eyes, the boy glanced around and saw two tables and four chairs. Overall, it was a small and quiet building.


  “This is…?”


  That was when he felt a scorching burn in his hand. Suddenly remembering the thing that just happened, the boy looked down at his hand in surprise but…


  …Surprisingly, it was very normal unlike what he thought.


  It seemed that the burning heat had just been an illusion.


  Tap, tap, tap–


  That was when he heard a tapping noise from nearby as a salty, savoury and oily smell scraped past his nose.


  Gulp.


  The boy couldn’t help but salivate because he hadn’t eaten anything all day.


  What was this smell?


  Carefully, the boy raised his body and looked at where the smell was coming from.


  “…”


  There was a woman. Mysteriously, her hair had the same colour as the ocean. She looked around 15 or 20.


  The woman was cutting something on the chopping board with a knife.


  Seeing her, the boy flinched.


  She was the infamous ‘blue witch’.


  The lady who one day built a small restaurant at the end of the village and sold food…


  Even though she was exceptionally beautiful, she almost never talked and had a somewhat scary atmosphere that deterred people away. It seemed that he was at the restaurant of that blue witch.


  Was I abducted? By the witch?


  Remembering the rumours about the witch, the boy was rolling his eyes when she turned around and looked at him.


  The moment he saw her expressionless face, he felt breathless from her dazzling beauty.


  “Did you wake up?”


  A voice clearer than his expectation left her mouth. It was a pure voice that was mind-numbingly nice to listen to. 


  “S, sorry? Ah…”


  The boy was flustered.


  Wasn’t ‘witch’ a bad word? Should I call her ‘noona’? More importantly, why am I here?


  It was when he was thinking to himself.


  “Come here.”


  “…”


  “Come.”


  Her voice had a mysterious power inside. The boy carefully stood up, approached the table and unknowingly sat on the chair.


  All of his previous thoughts became meaningless because of the astonishing smell coming out of the dish in her hands.


  The blue witch handed that over to the boy alongside a spoon.


  “Here you go.”


  Even if it had poison, this smell was just unbearable – raising the spoon, the boy began eating. The soup was dense and rich with flavour. There was a bunch of something underneath all the rice, and surprisingly, it was all meat.


  Meat…


  A salty taste and an oily fragrance. All of those merged in harmony to give off a flavour which was so fantastic that it almost made him faint.


  The boy absentmindedly emptied the bowl, without even realising that the roof of his mouth was all grazed.


  “…”


  Quietly, the blue witch remained sitting on the chair looking at him.


  Could she even be called a witch at this point?


  “Thank you…”


  He carefully conveyed his gratitude as she returned a simple nod and took the bowl away from him.


  “You finished it.”


  “Ah, umm, it was very delicious so…”


  “…”


  “But I d, don’t have money… sorry.”


  “Is that so?”


  “I’m sorry. But I won’t go like this. Is there anything you want me to do…? I can clean, and I can gather firewood…”


  “You don’t need to.”


  The woman gazed down at the boy.


  Once, there was a heavily drunk man who came in and asked for food. She remembered how she was met with the muzzle of a gun instead of money after making food for him.


  Because that was just how things were in this era, she just punched him a few times and chased him out.


  “More importantly, why were you hurt?”


  “Sorry? Ah, umm… I was trying to do something but I made a mistake…”


  She was silent.


  The boy thought that she must be a quiet type just like the rumours. It was a bit scary when she was silent but she didn’t seem like a bad person so he tried speaking a little more.


  “Umm… I think I heard some wrong rumours. Noona, you are not a witch right?”


  “I’m not.”


  “Ah… Then do you know me by any chance?”


  “Yes.”


  “Really?”


  “I go to the village sometimes. Didn’t you have a brother?”


  “Yes. My brother…”


  Brother?


  He felt the distant sense of reality creeping down on his skin as the boy suddenly felt goosebumps.


  How long has it been? What happened to his brother?


  “I, I’ll be on my way then!”


  The boy ran out of the restaurant as if he was being chased by something.


  Soon, the woman walked out of the store. Pulling the small chair that was nearby, she sat down, twisted her legs and gazed at the back of the running boy.


  There existed an era, which fatigued and injured a lot more people than usual. Innocent people tended to be hurt even more during those times.


  Just like that boy.


  “…”


  The woman – Gyeoul blankly sat there in place.


  Since she was a blue dragon living an Amusement to follow the revelation given to her, her second Amusement without any revelation was an extremely boring one. 


  The first Amusement tended to be focused on enjoyable memories, whereas the second Amusement was focused on having various experiences. 


  She already had plenty of enjoyable experiences. The most joyous and happy ‘first experiences’ were already filling her brain, and was more than enough to last her entire lifetime.


  In this Amusement which she had been forced out to, Gyeoul thought that she should spend time by herself instead of adding any meaningless experiences to the mix. 


  That was why she had created a random restaurant at a place people wouldn’t visit, and was living a half-hearted life while giving average food. So her role was over when she gave food to the boy who was lying unconscious in the mountain.


  People like him were fairly common in this world after all.


  “…He’ll be alright by himself.”


  Muttering that to herself, Gyeoul stood up and returned to the restaurant.


  It was indeed a heartbreaking thing. Murder and robbery was very common near here, and there were also those that deliberately chose kids for human trafficking. Thinking about that did put her in a bad mood.


  But whatever it was, it had nothing to do with her. There was no reason for her to needlessly be sympathetic to them.


  Thinking that, Gyeoul laid down on the bed.


  It had been a while since the last time she worked, so it was now time to take a little rest.


  Slowly, her eyes came to a close.


  However, she couldn’t sleep for long.


  – Later if you see a child that needs your help…


  It was because someone’s voice suddenly rang in her ears.


  ***


  “Uhk, uhk…”


  His breath was turning more and more rapid, and his dark sunken eyes looked even darker today.


  The boy shook the body of his younger brother and called him by his name. There was a bottle of water that he had scooped up from a fresh puddle of water on the way here. 


  Lifting the bottle, he poured the water into the mouth of his younger brother, who spilled half of that precious water. Normally he would have told him off but today, he was grateful that he was even having half of it.


  “…Hyung.”


  That was when his younger brother opened his mouth.


  “Huh? Yeah. I’m here.”


  “I, want candies…”


  In spite of the situation, he was saying he wanted to eat something, even though he was like this because of food.


  But who was it that fed him? The boy suppressed his tears and opened his mouth.


  “Do you know how expensive candies are, you idiot.”


  “Candies… I want candies…”


  “Pestering won’t get you anywhere alright? That’s super expensive, and they only sell it at the village chief’s store. You know that too.”


  “Hkk, candies…”


  Candies.


  His brother sang candies.


  That stupid candy…


  Candies were ridiculously expensive. Each of them cost 5 roots. With 5 roots, they could buy plenty of corn batter or potatoes for them to enjoy for at least 2 days.


  There was no way he would have that much money.


  “Candies… Hukk…”


  But seeing his brother who cried without any tears due to dehydration, the boy remembered something.


  That cleaning machine.


  Even though he failed last time, wouldn’t it work if he was a little further this time when taking out that power system?


  His knees wobbled even now when thinking about how it felt to be electrocuted. It felt like his entire body had been struck with a large club but there was no way he could buy candies without that.


  His hesitation didn’t last very long, because his brother’s voice that was singing candies was becoming fainter over time.


  The boy opened his mouth in fright.


  “Oi. Oi.”


  “Nn…”


  “I’m gonna head outside again, okay? I’ll go buy some candies.”


  “Do you have money…?”


  “Don’t worry. I buried some under a tree in the mountain, alright? It shouldn’t take that long.”


  “…”


  “So you. You stay here without moving a single inch until I buy some candies from the chief’s house. Okay?”


  “Yes sir.”


  His brother suddenly stopped crying. He then replied clearly as if he had never been sick the whole time.


  He was showing off that he managed to obtain what he wanted. 


  In times like this, the boy used to flick his brother’s forehead but today, he couldn’t do so.


  “Seriously. Acting smart and stuff…”


  His younger brother powerlessly smiled, thinking that his act must have been a success.


  Not knowing that his chin was shivering from lack of nutrition…


  Epilogue # Yu Gyeoul: Gift (3)


  It began with him taking off the power supply system worth 50 roots from the machine.


  Using a long wooden stick that was as long as a pole, he ran up and smacked the robot on its head. Hitting it once wasn’t enough – he hadn’t eaten much and was thus very weak. Even he found it strange during his sprint how his body was so slow.


  Even so, the boy tried again and this time, he felt the stick pierce through something along with a thud.


  But he screamed immediately after that. The friction had caused splinters from the wooden stick to stab through his palms. 


  Regardless, the boy managed to separate the power supply system after many twists and turns. On one side of the device which was the size of his palm was a panel that absorbed sunlight.


  Despite stopping its operation, the panel still glinted under the sunlight.


  The boy gave a bright smile.


  That bright panel appeared like the future ahead of him.


  However, he perhaps shouldn’t have cried in pain from the splinters. Someone appeared from the other side of the bush.


  It was a man with a face full of beard.


  An ‘adult’.


  “…”


  The moment their eyes met, the boy quickly turned around and hurriedly walked down the mountain while hiding the device behind his clothes.


  His heart began to thump.


  After the war, ‘adults’ became a very dangerous existence to all the boys and girls left behind at the village.


  He had to go to the village chief’s house as quickly as possible…


  Everything would be solved the moment he arrived at the chief’s house.


  The boy was walking down the mountain with that thought in mind, while also pretending to have not noticed the adult following from behind, but that was when the sound coming from behind him fluttered his heart. He could hear rapid rustling noises of grass – the adult was walking faster and faster.


  Therefore, the boy walked even faster. At this point, although he was still not running, it was evident that he was in a hurry. Wondering if they were just coincidentally walking down the same path, the boy slightly deviated from the main pathway. He knew everything about the mountain because this had been his playground ever since he was young.


  In front of him there would soon be a steep slope, below which was the village and the village chief’s house.


  He walked while holding his breath.


  Soon, he slightly turned back to have a look and was suddenly met with a pair of eyes that were right in front of his face.


  At the same time, a roaring voice entered his ears.


  “Hey.”


  Startled, the boy threw his body down the slope. He rolled and his chin ended up hitting boulders at times but was still able to move after opening his eyes.


  The village chief’s house was right there.


  I’m alive!


  *


  Gyeoul walked.


  Although she rarely ever went down to the village apart from shopping, her feet were in a hurry this time. A strange ominous feeling was hitting her heart.


  When facing something that they were trying to look away from, people tended to become more rushed the longer they had been turning away from it.


  Her feet were as light as a breeze but she was faster than a sprinting beast.


  After arriving at the village, she went through her memories. The place the boy and his younger brother was always at was an inhabited alleyway far from the centre of the village. She knew exactly where it was and there was nothing stopping her feet.


  But when she got there, she couldn’t see the older boy.


  “…”


  The younger boy was lying down gasping for breath as if he was about to stop breathing any time soon. Gyeoul kneeled in front of him and closed her eyes. She then used the healing mana of a dragon to cure his body.


  Then, she took out the porridge she had prepared before coming here and sent it down the boy’s throat. He ate it quite well as if he liked the taste.


  Soon, the boy came to himself.


  “…W, who are you?”


  “Where is your brother.”


  “Sorry…?”


  “Where is your older brother.”


  “…”


  The boy looked nervous. After being pestered by Gyeoul, he reluctantly opened his mouth.


  “…He’s probably at the village chief’s house…”


  Gyeoul blinked her eyes. Then, she repeatedly swept her hair with her fingers and sighed.


  “Why did he go there.”


  “To buy candies… Because I said I wanted to have candies…”


  “Candies?”


  “Yes. It was very painful, but I suddenly thought of candies, so he went to the chief’s house…”


  A deeper sigh left her mouth.


  “Like I said, why.”


  “Sorry…?”


  Her ominous feeling became reality.


  “The chief’s entire family died in the war.”


  *


  “Uh…?”


  The boy widened his eyes.


  The village chief’s house was like heaven to the boys because his wife was a proficient baker who made and sold snacks.


  But today, it looked different.


  The signboard at the front was turned off. That was understandable because electricity was now a very precious resource.


  However, being met with six menacing adults after opening the door was completely unexpected.


  “Huhn?”


  “Who the hell is that.”


  It was even more unexpected to see those swords and axes next to them… “Oi. Grab that kid.”


  “Ah, hukk!”


  Startled, the boy turned around and tried to run away. He was so nervous that he couldn’t even utter a scream.


  “No you don’t!”


  Someone threw a sickle that dug into his leg.


  “Ahhhkkk!”


  The boy fell on the ground with a scream. His skin was ripped as blood oozed out. Drenched in fear, the boy tried to raise his body but his efforts were in vain – his legs failed him.


  Even so, the boy managed to stand up with a stagger and took out the sickle that was digging into his leg. Despite bursting into tears, he shouted.


  “D, don’t come here! Don’t come! I’ll kill you all!”


  Swinging the sickle left and right, the boy threatened them. That was when someone suddenly appeared from behind, grabbed onto his wrist and wrapped a tough arm around his neck. 


  “Kuhk…”


  The sickle dropped from his hand as he instinctively realised that it was the man who had been chasing after him in the mountain.


  “Bring him in!”


  “Yes sir.”


  “Well done buddy. I would’ve been happy with a rabbit, and yet look what you brought for us!”


  “What should we do with him?”


  “Is that even a question? His face looks pretty neat. Wash him clean and take him to Baron Collosin.”


  “To that fat old man again?”


  “Who else. He gives the most money. Anyway you go wash him nicely and make him into a teddy bear.”


  The boy widened his eyes.


  He knew what a ‘teddy bear’ was. It was making a person into a toy for those perverted nobles by cutting off the knees and elbows. He had retched so much when he first heard it because of how disgusting it was.


  Was that going to happen to him?


  A loud warning alarm dizzied his brain. Feeling stifled, the boy closed his eyes and struggled.


  “L, let goo—!”


  As soon as he was able to breathe again, he shouted as loud as he could. The man behind him released his hand and covered his mouth as if he was finding it noisy, as the boy instinctively bit down on the closest finger.


  “Uhk–”


  The hand was removed from his mouth but it was not a good sign.


  “This little rat…”


  His ears picked up the enraged voice as he had to gasp for breath again. Holding onto the boy’s hair, the man turned his body around and his fist as big as a rock turned solid. The man raised his shoulder with fury written all over his face.


  The boy had to close his eyes from the immense sense of fear.


  It was then.


  Clomp.


  A soft sound echoed across.


  It sounded like a footstep.


  Clomp.


  The man’s body froze stiff as the boy also stopped retaliating.


  Clomp.


  The footsteps echoed yet again as they turned their gazes to look at the source of the sound.


  Clomp.


  Underneath the long water-coloured hair,


  They saw eyes bluer than the hair.


  Clomp–


  The blue witch showed herself. In front of the aura of a mature dragon, the men holding weapons were nothing but insects.


  “W, who are you!” shouted a courageous one. Even though he was looking at a girl smaller than himself, he thought he was in front of a large statue.


  When she turned her gaze towards him, he thought a sculpture was turning its head in front of his eyes.


  “I’m asking you who you…!”


  His breath stopped in the middle as if a huge fist had gone down his throat.


  “Who do you think you are.”


  Her voice that sounded clear in the past was different this time. The air settled with a chill.


  Looking at the ripped leg of the boy, she opened her mouth.


  “Who are you to do this to a kid.”


  Her voice was cold enough to pierce through one’s skin.


  Without listening to their response, she drew a magic circle on the ground.


  Chaaaakk–!


  Hundreds of ice thorns soared up and stabbed through all the human traffickers in that place. 


  It happened in an instant. Some were pierced multiple times in their stomach, some had holes in their head while some were skewered all the way from their ankles to their stomachs.


  However, not a single scream was heard,


  Because they had all died in the blink of an eye.


  .


  .


  .


  After that, Gyeoul took the two boys to a nearby territory. 


  Making a connection with the lord of that territory was nothing difficult. Everything she had learned throughout her life was from Yu Jitae, so she followed his method. She took a small treasure and handed it over to the noble.


  “Give these kids a house to live in.”


  The noble was frightened by how all of his trusted soldiers had immediately fainted, but realised how great the treasure was and accepted her request.


  Like that, the kids gained a house and a housekeeper. 


  “There will be a day off for the housekeeper, so you can come play.”


  Saying that, Gyeoul returned to the mountain where her restaurant was.


  For the next 10 years, until the boys became young men, they came to the mountain restaurant every weekend and ate the food Gyeoul made for them.


  “We are here, Miss Benefactor.”


  “Welcome.”


  The boy who used to be 12 years old, met a partner at 17 and got married. From a point in time, he began visiting her with his wife.


  In addition, the younger boy who was 9 years old grew so tall that he was now bigger than his older brother. He used to love candies in the past and was now even operating a candy store.


  Something interesting happened. The belly of the wife kept increasing in size and next year, the number of people visiting her increased from three to four.


  “Can you please give her a name? It would be a great honour to receive her name from you, Benefactor.”


  Gyeoul turned them down.


  “Parents should be the one naming the child.”


  Even though the boy who was now an adult himself was disappointed by it, Gyeoul remained firm. That was when his wife cutely came up and handed her the baby, asking her to carry and bless the child.


  “It’s okay.”


  “Please. Don’t say that.”


  In the end, Gyeoul had to receive the tiny baby that was wrapped in a blanket. That little baby looked up at her with its squinted eyes.


  “…”


  Seeing that, Gyeoul felt a very deep and intense emotion.


  “…”


  Gyeoul aligned her forehead with the baby’s.


  She then blessed the child, hoping for a healthy and happy future,


  Just like what someone had done to her in the distant past…


  .


  .


  .


  Her Amusement came to an end.


  The boy who used to be 12 was now 30.


  He wasn’t a boy at this point. They were now full-fledged adults and even their children looked to be around the same age as Gyeoul.


  It was unknown how they noticed it but on the night Gyeoul was about to leave, the two families came to her and bid farewell.


  She lightly returned the greeting, and told them to stay safe.


  “Benefactor. Thank you for everything you’ve done.”


  The boy, who was now obviously an adult with that thick beard, gave a deep bow to Gyeoul with budding tears.


  “Before you leave, there is something I would like to ask.”


  “What is it?”


  “Before, we were puzzled and sometimes we thought it was natural. However as we turned older, we realised that was not the case. It was something I had been wanting to ask the whole time, but couldn’t dare ask you.”


  “About what.”


  “Why were you so nice, Benefactor, to us two dirty brothers?”


  The boy solemnly asked a question. 


  Gyeoul blinked her eyes because she hadn’t been expecting to be asked such a thing. After a short silence, she opened her mouth.


  “When I was young…”


  Lifting her head, she looked at the sky. Her sapphire eyes glistened under the moonlight.


  “There was someone who did the same to me. He gave me delicious food, a warm bed, and treasured me without wishing for anything in return.”


  Reminiscing in those memories made her delightful, yet bitterly homesick.


  Gyeoul whispered as if she was in a dream.


  “He said he had a similar benefactor when he was young. And there was something he requested of me.”


  There was a gift that once began as an encouragement to life.


  That was conveyed down from a certain middle-aged woman to Yu Jitae; and from Yu Jitae down to Gyeoul.


  – Later if you see a child that needs your help…


  – Help them out at least once.


  And now it was Gyeoul’s turn. Her gift had been conveyed down to these boys.


  “In the future, if you see children suffering from hunger and pain.


  “Then please be nice to them without asking for anything in return.”


  They replied with falling tears.


  “…We will etch it into our souls.”


  The gift will continue being shared down.


  Into the distant future, to children Gyeoul did not know of.


  Epilogue # Yu Kaeul: In a Dream (1)


  “Come here! My babbyy!”


  Kaeul gave a bright smile.


  Today was a special day.


  “Nn, unni.”


  It was because Gyeoul came to visit her.


  Kaeul ordered the protectors of her large palace-like nest for her favourite dishes. She told them to make all the things that she used to ask for over the past 300 years.


  Although not perfect, the table was filled with dishes from Earth – specifically the ones they had usually eaten at Unit 301.


  Braised pork, instant noodles, dumplings, burgers, fried chicken, pizza, red velvet cake… They looked slightly different from the ones in their memories but it was nonetheless true that staring at the food was enough to make them smile.


  On top of that, they prepared some fairly strong alcohol.


  Clink.


  Kaeul and Gyeoul clinked their glasses.


  “How was your Amusement this time?”


  Gyeoul blankly looked back at Kaeul’s face which was exactly the same as how she looked when they first met. Even though all the good moments were living and breathing forever in her memories, she still needed someone to share them.


  For Gyeoul, Kaeul was that kind of person.


  “Well, just…”


  She briefly explained what happened as Kaeul listened carefully with her eyes forming circles.


  “I see. That’s what happened…”


  “Nn.”


  “I guess that would have brought back a lot of memories for you…”


  “Nn…”


  Clink. They bumped their glasses again. Gyeoul bitterly stared at her glass before pouring the alcohol down her throat.


  “I haven’t found the way to go back yet.”


  “Ahh. Uun…”


  “Actually, I don’t even know if it exists anymore. It might be impossible.”


  “Gyeoul, do you still want to go back?”


  “Nn.”


  “Why?”


  She took another sip. With her head tilted down and her chin resting on her hand, Gyeoul swirled the leftover alcohol inside her glass. Her next words dug deep into Kaeul’s heart.


  “We were, really happy back then…”


  Kaeul nodded.


  Yes.


  They were happy.


  So happy that it was now bitter.


  “We had no idea how priceless it was to live without any worries.”


  “Uun…”


  “Sorry. It became depressing for no reason.”


  “It’s fine. I think the same.”


  The two of them stayed silent for a while.


  “Ah, by the way unni, have you heard anything about Yu Yeorum?”


  “Uun?”


  “How is she these days? No-one tells me anything no matter who I ask.”


  Kaeul laughed.


  “That makes sense. Uum… Yeorum-unni needs to have a big fight against her oldest unni.”


  “You mean the Selection Ceremony?”


  “Un. That thing. But that oldest unni or whoever, is apparently still sleeping.”


  “Sleeping for 300 years is quite long.”


  “Yeah. I looked into it because I was curious. It seems she was enlightened or something before Yeorum-unni came back and entered a deep sleep…”


  “She won’t lose right?”


  There was a faint concern embedded in Gyeoul’s question. 


  The red race only kept one entity per generation. This was the choice of the red race to nurture the best warriors with their limited amount of resources. And that was the purpose of the Selection Ceremony.


  The loser will die just like Yeorum’s youngest unni.


  “Ahh, of course she won’t. Is that even supposed to be a question?”


  “…”


  Gyeoul took another sip.


  “And, Bom-unni…”


  She tried to change the topic but this made her heart even more uncomfortable. 


  The war of green dragons after 20,000 years of peace and the assault of a warring race. Close to ten green dragons had been killed during the war and it seemed that 30% of their territory had been destroyed alongside the lives of countless organisms.


  Gyeoul turned teary.


  Although Kaeul and Yeorum considered Bom as a friend, it was slightly different for Gyeoul. There was a more delicate link between the two.


  She had been with Bom ever since she opened her eyes. They slept in the same room everyday and woke up together in the morning. She learned how to speak from Bom, and all of her precious ‘first experiences’ had always been accompanied by Bom.


  That was why for Gyeoul, Bom was like ‘another Yu Jitae’.


  Her green race was at risk right now, but the blue dragons that liked keeping to themselves were unwilling to help the green dragons… 


  “Actually, Gyeoul.”


  “Nn?”


  “There is this rumour that I heard which was quite difficult to believe.”


  A rumour?


  Kaeul hesitated for a bit before adding more words.


  “You know how the sacred territory of the green race had been taken recently, right?”


  “Ah, nn. Rouin Peninsula right. Thinking about that still gives me chills.”


  That place was the birthplace of the current Dragon Lord, and was considered by the green race as their capital.


  “I heard they succeeded in recapturing that place.”


  “…Really?”


  “But there was something strange about that.”


  “What is it?”


  Kaeul continued speaking despite still finding it unbelievable herself, wondering whether it was even possible.


  “Apparently, it was a hatchling that was in charge of the operation…”


  *


  They continued drinking. After talking about their two worrisome friends came a topic which the two of them had been consciously avoiding till now.


  ‘I miss Earth so much…’


  Completely drunk, Gyeoul said with drops of tears dripping from her eyes as Kaeul gave her a hug. Since she could completely understand Gyeoul’s feelings and was also thinking of something similar everyday herself, Kaeul could not dare try to console her.


  ‘Do you think we can go back to that time?’


  And that was something which Kaeul had also been desperately wishing for.


  At the end of their drinking party, Gyeoul dropped a statement like a bomb before going back home. 


  ‘I’m going to sleep for a while.’


  ‘For how long?’


  ‘Maybe a thousand years…’


  That was the end. Kaeul sent her off and gazed outside the window all by herself.


  Outside the window, it was pouring.


  It was a night that called for an umbrella.


  ***


  Kaeul returned to her place.


  A guardian deity could not leave for long.


  Inside the territory of gold dragons was a village of a race called gnomes. These gnomes were fairies of the ground that were as small as a palm. They were a lot smaller than dwarves, could move freely underground, and they lived by forming a village.


  On the outside, they looked very cute. Because they were fairies, they were all cute regardless of their gender and age. Their head was a third of their total height, they were tiny but had deep and shiny eyes…


  ‘Helloo! Miss Guardian Deity!’


  ‘ ‘Hellooo! Miss Guardian Deity!’ ’


  The little ones jumped up and down and welcomed her as she smiled, ‘Hehe’ and held onto their small hands.


  Kaeul was living as the guardian deity of these gnomes as part of her lesson from her mother in preparation for her eventual reign in the human world. 


  “You’re doing very well, my daughter.”


  Her mother once said to her,


  “I wasn’t expecting you to do it so well. Actually I was quite worried.”


  “Uing? You were worried?”


  “Of course I was. My daughter, because you are incomparably more delicate than other dragons.”


  Kaeul blinked her eyes.


  “You’re always worried about a reed breaking from a small breeze and feeling hurt from a cautious stroke, aren’t you? Kids who think like that are delicate but at the same time it’s easy for them to feel hurt.”


  Unlike her concerns, Kaeul was growing exceptionally well.


  “No matter how I see it, your first Amusement is very suspicious…”


  Her mother asked Kaeul with a warm smile.


  “How long are you going to keep it a secret from mum?”


  “Uun, it’s a secret…!”


  “That makes me sad.”


  Coming back, she had promised with others that they would keep the Amusement with Yu Jitae all to themselves without telling anyone else.


  However, no matter how well she was performing, there was no way that protecting someone would be easy.


  Simply protecting them from external attacks was not difficult, but stopping the problems that came up within gnomes was difficult.


  In the grand scheme of things, fairies weren’t very different from humans. They needed to trust, they needed their hearts to be put at ease and needed food. At times, they needed clothes that would make them either warm or cool, and needed a private shelter to rest in. 


  That was already difficult but that wasn’t the end.


  They needed a workplace, education and also needed help with enjoying their appropriate hobby life.


  And as such, strife was inevitable as their living standards improved and as their ideologies broadened, because there were always limited resources. Whose land is this, and whose flower is this? The gnomes were always bickering about such topics whenever they had time.


  Kaeul had to spend a lot of time to calm them down.


  During all that, she started to realise wholeheartedly, 


  That raising someone responsibly was an extremely difficult thing to do…


  *


  It was when she was living as a guardian deity. One gnome became pregnant and got a big belly. Despite usually giving birth to at most two, there were four babies in the belly of the pregnant gnome.


  Kaeul looked after her with utmost care.


  A few months went by and four babies were born.


  .


  It was the birth of many lives. Kaeul looked at the adorable baby gnomes that were the size of a thumb. They were a quadruplet and looked very much alike.


  However, a problem slowly started to appear as the baby gnomes grew up over time. The three other gnomes were living fine but there was one specific gnome who started acting strange.


  He looked very dangerous, and even threatened his brothers in front of food by raising a small pebble with his hands.


  It was cute when he was young but it no longer looked like a prank as he got older.


  “What is wrong, child. Uun? Don’t do that…”


  He didn’t stop there. His anti-social side turned even worse over time. He would snap others’ flowers for no reason while walking next to it, and even stole a leaf from a nearby gnome.


  “Child. What are you doing?”


  ‘…’


  Kaeul was flustered because he ignored her even when she asked him. She had never heard of such an audacious entity existing among the gnomes.


  She asked her mother but was told to do it her way instead of being taught a method.


  In the gnome society, he was soon labelled as a problem child and after a conference, they decided to teach him a lesson.


  It was futile. He immediately raised a stone and threatened them when another gnome approached him, and if they came in groups, he would suddenly smack his own head with the rock.


  That act of self-injury was in fact very threatening. They couldn’t kill their kindred so the other gnomes had to give up on educating him.


  Instead, they repeatedly went to Kaeul and appealed to her.


  They requested her to please do something about him.


  “…”


  For Kaeul it was a very difficult task. 


  Why was that one kid doing such a thing even though everyone else was living fine? Kaeul could not understand what was going on with him.


  One of the gnomes asked her to put him in quarantine forever, but Kaeul decided to be prudent with her judgement. Simply abandoning him didn’t seem like the right solution.


  She constantly tried speaking to him.


  She gave him food and even gave unique presents to persuade him.


  However, none of that worked on the gnome.


  ‘Ahh whateverrr! Why is it only meee!’


  Seeing him locked in the underground prison due to another mistake, Kaeul heaved a deep sigh. 


  She felt slightly irritated in the depths of her heart.


  What was wrong with him?


  However, Kaeul settled her irritation.


  She felt depressed. It was as if she was speaking to someone who had their eyes closed and ears clogged.


  Was there even a solution to a problem like this? Maybe it’s correct to just punish them the way she wanted to?


  But, that wouldn’t be what a ‘right guardian’ would do…


  Perhaps due to her recent conversation with Gyeoul, a question budded in Kaeul’s mind.


  What would ahjussi have done in a situation like this…?


  Epilogue # Yu Kaeul: In a Dream (2)


  That one spark of thought was like a trigger. After that, Kaeul thought of him whenever something gave her a hard time. 


  If it was ahjussi,


  If it was Yu Jitae…


  Thinking about it like that, Kaeul started to see the state of this ill-tempered gnome as similar to that of her own,


  And Yu Jitae trying desperately to make sure she wasn’t hurt in a world full of hatred, was also similar to what she was doing right now.


  In fact, guardians weren’t machines and they were also people. They were just another living being who had more things to be responsible for. 


  If a child cried on repeat, the mother would feel tired. A father might feel annoyed by a child who constantly whines and gets mad. Some parents might get emotionally upset with their kids.


  That was the state Kaeul was in right now. Gnomes had been in disharmony for a few years by now and she was feeling annoyed by a lot of things.


  But what about ahjussi? What did Yu Jitae do?


  Closing her eyes, she looked back and remembered how she had been whining like crazy everyday.


  – I’m so stupid.


  – Why is there nothing good about me…?


  – …You also think I’m pathetic, right?


  At times she reproached herself.


  – I think I just can’t.


  – Maybe someone like me should just stop.


  – That’s just what I am… I’m sorry it turned out like this even though you were trying to help…


  And sometimes she was about to give up.


  Although that might have been an honest expression of her feelings for Kaeul back then, it must have been very painful for the one listening.


  Despite that, Yu Jitae had never gotten mad at her imperfection. Even though he definitely should have felt annoyed on the inside as a human, he had never shown even a sliver of it on his face…


  Now, Kaeul knew how extremely, extremely amazing that was.


  “…”


  That day, on the way back home after finishing her work as a guardian deity, Kaeul stopped in the middle of a street. She started to realise the kind of love he had given her during the most unstable times of her life. 


  Her heart was aching.


  At the same time, Yu Jitae’s actions became an indicator for Kaeul. Like how he had protected  me, I should also be able to protect someone – thinking about it that way gave her courage.


  Soon, she turned her feet and returned to the village of gnomes. She called the challenging gnome and quietly talked to him.


  “I wonder who put our little boy in a bad mood?”


  Her words were a lot more cautious than before.


  “Do you mind telling me…?”


  The size of the umbrella had to fit the size of the person. What was important was matching herself as a guardian to the ward.


  It was just like how Yu Jitae, who at a glance was extremely different from her, tried as much as possible to align himself to her.


  ‘Whateverr! They’re making me upsettt!’


  The gnome exploded in rage at the beginning, so Kaeul carefully raised him into her arms.


  “You were upset, hun? I see.”


  She wasn’t just coaxing and calming the child. Instead she was starting a conversation.


  “Who was it? Who did it.”


  Her soft voice started flowing into the firmly shut steel gates of the gnome.


  ‘Kobing! Kobing did ittt! She keeps telling me to stay stillll!’


  Kobing was the name of his mother.


  “Why did Kobing tell you to stay still?”


  ‘I don’t knowww! It’s weirddd! She always leaves in the morning, so I wanted to go with herrr! She takes everyone else but not meee!’


  “Agu agu. I see…”


  Kaeul tapped the gnome on his back.


  It seemed that he had been wanting to leave with his mother but was refused because she couldn’t bring the most renowned problem child of the village outside with her.


  In the end, it appeared that the problematic gnome just wanted to spend time with his mother.


  Strangely enough, after dropping her prejudice, thinking of the gnome as another person and deciding to calmly talk it out with him, she realised that the solution was quite simple.


  “You wanted to leave with your mother in the morning, right?”


  ‘…I don’t want tooo. She never takes me with herrr.’


  “Do you think your mother hates you?”


  ‘Yesss. Kobing hates meee. I hate Kobing toooo!’


  “Let’s go talk to her.”


  ‘Nn?’


  “Un un. Why. Are you scared to do it by yourself?”


  ‘…’


  “Then I’ll come with you. Let’s go together and tell her what you think.”


  ‘…’


  Something remarkable happened after that.


  The problem gnome sloppily expressed his honest thoughts while looking away from his mother’s eyes, and the mother who had been feeling exhausted due to the temperamental actions of the child was also shaken.


  In that place was an apology and a forgiveness.


  The next day, the two of them went outside early in the morning.


  It was a success.


  “Iya. That’s pretty good. Not bad, my dear daughter?”


  Kaeul hopped up and down after bragging about it to her mother.


  That wasn’t the end of everything though. Due to all the time that went by, the crack had been deepened and the improvement in his relationship with his mother was just one of the problems that had to be addressed. 


  What was fortunate was that the problem gnome always came to Kaeul and prayed to her whenever there was a challenge in his life. Kaeul had to listen to his story and empathise with him whenever the gnome was feeling challenged. And when he was feeling better, she also had to suggest a solution.


  At a glance, that seemed like an ideal relationship between a guardian and a ward, but on the other hand, Kaeul felt slightly fatigued over time.


  There were in fact almost 500 gnomes living in the village, and there were quite a few of them who complained about their hardships in life. 


  She was already feeling tired with how everything was and now there was one child who leaned on her everyday, so Kaeul had to firmly hold her ground.


  The issue was in her personality of deeply immersing herself into other’s problems. She was sincerely upset when others were angry, and sincerely sad when they were sad. When it was frustrating, she felt suffocating as if there were dozens of potatoes blocking her throat.


  All of that added to the lassitude she was feeling in her heart. Once, her legs even lost power on her way back from the village.


  However, Kaeul had to persist. Kaeul knew that it would be the end for both the baby gnome and the village the moment she faltered.


  She also remembered his back when Yu Jitae was trying to leave the house after feeling crushed for some reason, as well as her voice that stopped him in his tracks.


  Maybe he was feeling exhausted just like her…


  Everything she learned about a guardian was from Yu Jitae and he was a successful figure in her mind. 


  Didn’t I grow up fine just like this? So I can do the same as him.


  Kaeul was able to persist by thinking of it like that.


  Rather, she thought she was able to hold on.


  That was until one day a gnome hung herself by the neck.


  .


  .


  .


  Fortunately, the gnome didn’t die thanks to Kaeul who happened to be nearby rushing in and cutting off the string. She wasn’t dead, but was instead greatly hurt. Even her life was at risk so Kaeul took the child away from the village and brought her to her nest.


  Kaeul earnestly looked after the injured child. The little gnome was hovering between the boundaries of life and death and Kaeul thus could not sleep for almost an entire 3 weeks.


  The pain appeared to be very intense around her neck and the gnome couldn’t easily fall asleep. Kaeul stayed by her side, worried that something wrong might happen to her and anxiously watched her go to sleep.


  For her, the gnome was like a thin marble of glass.


  She was scared it might break.


  Meanwhile, the gnome village searched for their guardian deity who did not come to them, so Kaeul had to rush to the village when the gnome was asleep to listen to their requests. 


  It was excruciatingly exhausting.


  She did find it worthwhile, and seeing the little ones relying on her as a guardian deity and looking at no-one else but her, Kaeul realised that she couldn’t crumble when they were leaning on her. She had to become a thicker pillar and needed to have a wider hug.


  But as those agonising days continued without an end, the guardian deity also wanted to rely on someone.


  ‘Maybe I’m still too young…’


  Kaeul bitterly smiled to herself.


  After dealing with her task at the village, Kaeul returned to the nest and checked the state of the child.


  She looked after the baby gnome who was still suffering with constant irregular breaths, all throughout the night.


  Fatigued from all those tense moments of care, her eyes were slowly and unknowingly coming to a close.


  .


  .


  .


  She met Yu Jitae.


  The background was very hazy, but it was probably Unit 301, and she was probably in her room.


  There was a time when Chirpy the baby chicken had almost been taken by the people from the spirit beast breeding centre. Kaeul attacked them with a startled heart. It was fortunate that she had missed because otherwise someone would have died there.


  It seemed that she had gone back to that time.


  “…”


  Kaeul, who had been burying her head into the pillow, raised her head and saw Yu Jitae’s face. He was using his large hand to caress her head, the little strands of hair near the boundary of her forehead and her hair.


  She blankly looked at him as he asked her a question.


  “What’s wrong?”


  Kaeul shook her head.


  She simply realised something.


  Ah, it’s a dream.


  She had been thinking about him a lot recently. During the first few years after her return from the Amusement, she had thought about him even more.


  Back then, she had been complaining to him in all of her dreams.


  Ahjussi, there’s no pork cutlet here.


  They don’t know how to make macarons.


  But more importantly…


  I miss you…


  Those were the dreams she used to have quite often. 


  She didn’t know they were a dream back then, and she was thus a little depressed after waking up from one because of the thought that she might not be able to see him ever again. However, he was now here in front of Kaeul.


  “…”


  His large and slightly cold hand slowly went through her hair.


  It had been her lifetime question. How did Yu Jitae know where she liked the most? That she felt comfortable when he caressed the area right above her forehead…?


  “Do you feel like going to sleep now?”


  He asked. Resting her hand on top of his, Kaeul shook her head.


  “Please stay here a bit more.”


  “Alright.”


  Yu Jitae followed through with what he said and stayed there. It was okay even though she knew it was a dream. Kaeul wanted to remain in this moment a bit more.


  His chest that she always comfortably leaned on whenever she was tired; his feet that used to tread with her when confronted by a crossroad; his hands that held her whenever her heart was quivering and his voice that consoled her when she was sad.


  Now that she was an actual guardian of someone else, there were so many things she wanted to share with him. Even though it might be a dream, she still wanted to talk to him.


  “Have you been well?”


  Kaeul opened her mouth.


  “Of course. I’ve been fine.”


  “Anything go wrong?”


  “Why would anything go wrong.”


  “I see. That’s good.”


  He started moving his hand again and resumed caressing her hair.


  “That’s not like you.”


  “Uun?”


  “Asking something like that.”


  “…”


  Kaeul grinned. It was a really vivid dream.


  “I missed you.”


  “We see each other everyday though.”


  “Uun… But still, I wanted to see you. And you know, I wanted to say thank you.”


  “Why?”


  “You see, now that I actually became a guardian of someone, I realised how hard it was.”


  “Is that so.”


  Kaeul talked about the things that recently happened to her, carefully, so that he wouldn’t find it odd.


  “Must have been rough.”


  And after being acknowledged by him like that, Kaeul smiled with her eyes closed. 


  “I’m sure it was more rough for you,” she added.


  “At least you know it.”


  Yu Jitae faintly smiled back.


  “So let me have some rest today.”


  “Yeah. Rest up.”


  Listening to his voice and feeling his hand, she closed her eyes.


  “If this is a dream, I hope we meet again after I wake up.”


  “Why.”


  Kaeul replied with a powerless voice.


  “Because this time, I can do better…”


  .


  .


  .


  After waking up from her dream, Kaeul saw the gnome restlessly tossing in her sleep. The pain was still stopping her from sleeping properly. 


  That was the end of her short dream. It was a shame because there were still a lot of stories she wanted to tell him, as well as many things to ask. 


  Although it was partially embarrassing that she relied on him even in a dream,


  On the other hand, it soothed her heart that she was able to rely on him at least in a dream.


  When she was back to reality, Kaeul was once again the guardian of someone else. This time, it was therefore her job to soothe this tired little child.


  With her beautiful voice that used to bring tears to the world, Kaeul sang a lullaby.


  “Child… You pretty child…”


  And she caressed the gnome’s head, until the child comfortably fell asleep.


  Epilogue # Yu Yeorum: Words that had yet to be Conveyed (1)


  “Gyeoul said she’s going to sleep,” said Kaeul.


  “Really.”


  Yeorum on the other side of her, gave a fairly dry response, even though she should be fully aware of what she meant by ‘sleep’.


  “What. Why are you so cold?”


  “…Hmm. For how long.”


  “I don’t know. But I think she’s going to sleep for quite a while.”


  “Mhmm.”


  “What have you been up to, unni?”


  “Me? Well…”


  Crossing her legs, Yeorum placed a cigarette between her lips. Raising her fingertip, she lit it on fire and took a deep breath in as the cigarette started to be tainted in red.


  A dense smoke soon left her mouth.


  “Just, doing nothing much.”


  “Are you not going to do anything? Like going out on Amusements and stuff?”


  “No.”


  “Why?”


  “What would I even do there.”


  “Uum. Going to a casino drunk and high on drugs? Losing all your money and doing it with dozens of men? Kyahaha—!”


  ‘The fuck,’ said Yeorum while grabbing Kaeul’s hair. ‘Ang! D, don’t…!’ Feeling like she would be seared with the tip of the cigarette, Kaeul had to quickly lower her head.


  “What about you,” asked Yeorum.


  “Uun?”


  “Are you not going out? You can do more Amusements can’t you.”


  “Uun. I’m, well…”


  “I guess you and I are the same there.”


  Yeorum sucked in through the cigarette again. There was not a single gentle taste to it unlike the one on Earth, probably because the chemicals hadn’t been processed. Although either side would have their pros and cons, Yeorum liked the cigarettes from Earth a little bit more.


  “But you’ve only been on one right? Even Gyeoul went out on two though?” Kaeul asked.


  “I’m fine. I’ll do it one day.”


  “Did the adults allow that?”


  “So what if they don’t allow that, when I don’t want to go myself.”


  Kaeul smiled. It was exactly what Yeorum would say.


  But even though Yeorum was acting confident, she was in a fairly precarious position. She was simply keeping her mouth closed because she got annoyed by just thinking about it.


  “Gyeoul said she missed unni.”


  “Uhh, that stinks like a lie.”


  “I’m serious. She was very worried as well.”


  “About what.”


  “Your selection ceremony. You haven’t done it yet right.”


  “Far out. There’s no need to worry in the slightest.”


  Yeorum said while shaking her hand. That was when a question suddenly popped up in her mind.


  “By the way, is she taller now?”


  “Un un. She’s about the same as us.”


  “And her body size?”


  Kaeul knew what she was talking about. Size here meant her body size as a dragon.


  “She’s about one and a half times bigger than you, unni.”


  “Hmm…”


  Yeorum nodded before biting on her cigarette again.


  “What about her face?”


  “She looks the same as the Gyeoul we know. But she looks slightly more mature.”


  “That does make me a bit curious. Show me your memories.”


  Soon, Yeorum grabbed onto Kaeul’s wrist as memories related to Gyeoul were transferred over to her.


  “Hya, this kid…”


  “Kuhihi. How is she? She’s grown up nicely right?”


  “She looks fucking egotistic. So much I wanna snap it.”


  “You’ll lose though? Your attributes–”


  ‘Kuangg! I’m sorry…!’ Kaeul crawled with her nose pinched. How was she exactly the same even after 300 years? Yeorum curiously wondered by herself.


  After the conversation about Gyeoul, the topic was naturally shifted to Bom.


  “You went to help the green dragons in the war right?” Kaeul asked.


  “Yeah. It was a mess. Those lunatics were really crazy this time around. I saw the head of a 7000-year-old old man bursting from a large axe right in front of me; we were close like how we’re sitting right now. I could have died there as well.”


  “Wow… Isn’t that too dangerous? I wanted to ask before but, didn’t your parents stop you?”


  “You didn’t know? My mum and dad have zero interest in me.”


  “But even then…”


  “Anyway it was chaos. Thousands of protectors died and three whole kingdoms were wiped out…”


  Yeorum described the atrocities of the long war. The war of the green dragons against the quons was still going on, and was expected to last at least a few more centuries. 


  Listening to her story, Kaeul could not help but raise a question.


  “What about Bom-unni?”


  In response, Yeorum turned silent. It was a question she had been expecting but was nonetheless a very awkward one to reply to.


  “Do you want me to be honest?”


  “Nn nn.”


  “Hmm. Yu Bom. She…”


  Yeorum scratched her head, not knowing how she was supposed to explain the situation. 


  “Umm, she’s a bit, weird now.”


  “Uun?”


  “Like, she became super weird.”


  “How?”


  While distractedly scratching her head, Yeorum continued.


  “So like, you know how she has control over the military now, right.”


  “Nn nn.”


  “She became literally weird after that. The way she commands the operations is strange, she doesn’t sleep, her eyes are all red and she goes around everywhere all day. I’ve never seen her rest for almost 200 years by now.”


  “Ehng? What’s wrong with that?”


  “I’m telling you; she doesn’t rest.”


  “I’m sure she does when you’re not there.”


  “No that’s not it. That’s not the stuff I’m trying to say.”


  “Then?”


  “With her wrist cut off, legs crushed and one of her eyes and ears missing, she crawled into the ancient forest and tracked one of the quon’s great warriors for 71 years. We didn’t hear any news from her so we thought she was dead inside but no. After tracking him for 71 years, she finally ripped that great warrior to pieces. That Yu Bom.”


  “…”


  “I was there when she returned with his head. And you know what? Her face…”


  A bizarre look appeared on Yeorum’s face as she cast her memories back to that time.


  “The way she moves the troops around is also weird. She is in charge of three troops, and two of them have green dragons inside. She moves three times more than others while commanding them all the time.”


  “Wow…”


  Kaeul couldn’t find any other words to say.


  After opening her mouth once, Yeorum continued pouring out all the words that had been holed up inside her heart due to having no-one to talk to.


  “That’s not the end. I found this out later – there’s another troop Yu Bom is in charge of, and she herself is in a squad that protects the Dragon Lord. After her work ends in one place, she teleports to another place and fights there. After that’s over, she goes to the Dragon Lord and reports to him. Five troops… Does this look normal to you?”


  There was an undisguisable look of shock on Kaeul’s face because that did not sound normal in the slightest. Even though Yeorum was worried that Kaeul might mistake her intention, she couldn’t help but say it.


  “Yu Bom. She’s completely gone crazy.”


  That was her conclusion.


  “…How is that possible?”


  “That’s what I’m saying. And that’s exactly why I’m saying she’s super weird.”


  Dragons lived for a very long period of time, and thus entered a hibernation regularly to organise and tidy up the experiences they had earned with their unforgetting memories. Excessive burden to both the mind and the body was obviously a threat even to a dragon.


  Moving for 300 years without sleeping for even a second? According to Kaeul’s memory, there had never been such a green dragon in the annals of history. 


  “…”


  On one hand, Kaeul was slightly disappointed.


  She had been contacting Yeorum and Gyeoul quite regularly and they had even played sometimes with her at the centre, but Bom did not answer any of their calls. 


  Even when Yeorum was at a nearby squad, she had requested several times for a face-to-face talk and was constantly rejected. It was clear that Bom was intentionally avoiding her.


  That was the same even to the others.


  Didn’t they spend a happy Amusement together? Couldn’t she come visit them at least once in the past 300 years?


  Betraying their expectations, Bom never looked for them.


  Not a single time.


  “I don’t like how I keep thinking about it this way either, but Yu Bom that bitch, she might be living a completely different world from us.”


  Kaeul widened her eyes into circles.


  “…What?”


  “The old man’s about to go soon, right.”


  “You mean the Lord? Uun. He has been reigning for like 15,000 years after all…”


  “Probably a few hundred years left for him, and at most a thousand. There’s been a talk about that among the green dragons.”


  “What did they say?”


  Yeorum sucked in a deep breath through the cigarette and heaved a deep sigh.


  “They said Yu Bom is a candidate for the next Dragon Lord.”


  *


  ‘Maybe she doesn’t want to be related to us anymore.’


  Yeorum said something which both Kaeul and Gyeoul had also been thinking of in secret.


  She had been finding it strange for a long time, but if that was to become a Dragon Lord, then she could understand how Bom couldn’t live in the same world as other baby dragons like them.


  ‘But that’s, very sad…’ Kaeul sighed with a teary look on her face.


  Bom was the one whom she had shared the most happy moments of her life with. In a world without Yu Jitae, there were only four existences that remembered him.


  Thinking of such an existence going further away to achieve her dream made her feel empty at heart.


  In any case, that was the end of their conversation. Before leaving, Kaeul said to Yeorum, ‘I’m going to take a nap as well,’ as Yeorum returned a nod. 


  Both Yeorum and Kaeul had intentionally refrained from going to sleep ever since Gyeoul said she would look for a way to go back home. However, now that 300 years had gone by, all three of them had half given up on it.


  “I don’t know when the Selection Ceremony will be held but,”


  Kaeul left those words at the end.


  “Please survive. Unni…”


  Yeorum put the cigarette out and replied with a smile.


  “You can go to sleep first. Ima take a nap as well after everything’s over.”


  “Uun. Later let’s go visit somewhere together.”


  “Sure.”


  Saying that, Yeorum sent her off.


  .


  .


  .


  In truth, Yeorum thought the Selection Ceremony would be held immediately after her return from the first Amusement. That was why she had been trying as if she would die during the Amusement.


  But when she did come back, her oldest unni did not meet her and postponed the Selection Ceremony to no end.


  The first reason it was postponed was for an ‘Amusement’. Her oldest unni was going to soon leave for her third Amusement.


  Everything had been prepared already and there was nothing Yeorum could do about it. So she had to wait for the oldest unni to come back after playing for 20 years.


  The second reason was hibernation. After returning from the Amusement, her oldest unni said she was tired from a big enlightenment and entered a deep sleep which was irritatingly long. She slept for almost 300 years and woke up very recently, and seemed like she had zero regard for Yeorum’s existence.


  “Ah, this fucking bitch…”


  Bitch once and they’re a bitch forever.


  That was Yeorum’s theory of bitches.


  A problem that had been a result of that was that Yeorum couldn’t prove herself during those 300 years. She couldn’t even take the Selection Ceremony and had constantly been looked down on by the other dragons of her race. 


  The red race respects the strong but ignores and persecutes the weak.


  Her strength hadn’t been proven through the Selection Ceremony – she was born especially late, had a small body, and returned in just 5 years without even filling up the 20 years of her Amusement and Yeorum was therefore treated literally like a piece of trash.


  “Dude. There goes trash.”


  “Uhk, is that a dragon or a lizard.”


  Seeing young adults doing that for almost 300 years everyday, Yeorum had to suppress her urge to run in and rip them to pieces. 


  Out of those were also males who mixed their bodies with her oldest unni and they were even more annoying. 


  When her oldest unni was scolded by the elders of the race for constantly postponing the Selection Ceremony, they even pestered her to shoot magic towards Yeorum’s nest to kill her.


  It was at least better off when her oldest unni was still sleeping but now that they began playing with her again after she woke up, their bullying turned even worse.


  “Oi, you fucking catterpillar of a bitch! Go kill yourself! Kill yourself! Suicide!”


  But one of their voices was especially noisier today.


  Epilogue # Yu Yeorum: Words that had yet to be Conveyed (2)


  Suppressing the urge to kill him, Yeorum organised her mana.


  During the 300 years of her oldest sister’s absence, Yeorum continued training by herself. She trained endlessly and even attended the war of green dragons to distinguish herself in the war.


  When those achievements were heard by the red race, she thought her perception would increase by a little but no – there was still doubt within the race.


  ‘That’s unexpected,’ ‘That’s surprising.’ Although reactions like that were still looking down on her, those were still okay. They were at least positive.


  However, most of the red dragons said stuff like, ‘How weak are green dragons’, ‘There’s no way that happened so she must have gone around giving them her body,’ and ‘That’s an exaggeration’. Despite not even bothering to look into it, they were especially more noisy.


  Even in a situation like that, her parents did not stand on her side. Although her oldest unni was postponing the Selection Ceremony everyday, her parents were still on her side.


  Yeorum understood it in her head. Because that bitch was a rising star and she was trash in their eyes.


  All she had to do was prove herself through the Selection Ceremony.


  It was when she was thinking along the lines of that.


  “Kill yourself!”


  “Kill yourself!”


  “Kill yourself!”


  A 1,200-year-old adult dragon was being very noisy. He was screaming while even using Dragon Fear, so the animals that were living near her nest either fainted or began running away.


  She had become used to withstanding insults thanks to her training with Yu Jitae. There was no-one on her side so she shouldn’t make the matter worse – she had to first wait for someone to be on her side.


  That was how she was suppressing her emotions.


  “Go somewhere out of sight and kill yourself before your neck gets snapped and your dirty organs fall like the fifth of your family!


  Yeorum stood up from her seat.


  She questioned herself.


  Was she being led around by her emotions?
No. She could sit back down if she wanted to.


  Did she hear an unbearable insult?
Yes. Because ‘fifth’ was talking about the youngest unni who Yeorum treasured the most.


  Was she allowed to kill him?
No.


  Then?
Isn’t it fine as long as he doesn’t die?


  That day, Yeorum left her nest and bashed the dragon up until he almost died. She crushed his legs and destroyed his guts. Using her tail, she hacked his body so that it would be hard to recover, plucked his eyeballs out and lastly destroyed his genitals with a sword and made it irrecoverable.


  “Heal yourself and please come back again, okay~. Darling~~?”


  Soaked in his blood, Yeorum growled.


  “Because that will be your last day alive for sure.”


  She then kicked him down the cliff.


  Although it would have been a shocking event for other races, it was nothing much for the red dragons. 


  Besides, there were valid reasons and circumstances so she wasn’t scolded by the adults either. They enjoyed hearing the news even.


  However, there was still no-one acknowledging Yeorum even after that event. ‘How weak is that guy to get bashed up by a bitch like that?’, ‘What a weak male.’ Saying that, they instead defamed the male that lost to Yeorum.


  It was fine.


  Yeorum was not upset by the reality. 


  Whenever her heart was in pain, she just had to recall the advice of her teacher as always.


  – Feet on today,


  – Eyes on tomorrow.


  Looking ahead into the distance, what Yeorum had to do was not get angry at the ones that were making fun of her.


  She simply had to train as always.


  *


  After another few years, her oldest unni, who had completely woken up from the long sleep, visited Yeorum’s nest with her parents.


  “Hello?”


  With a voice that was always coquettish and lustful, she said while looking into Yeorum’s eyes.


  “You were alive. I thought you were dead during your sleep.”


  Yeorum replied with a sharp voice, as her sister squinted her eyes in response as if she was finding her pathetic.


  “I heard you hacked Fabio’s genitals?”


  She walked up. Being slightly taller than Yeorum, she gazed down into her eyes.


  “Nn. I did that.”


  “Why did you do something useless? Even if you cut his limbs off, you should have let that be. My precious toy became unsightly because of you.”


  Although her words sounded prankish, embedded inside was a clear killing intent. She was hoping to rip Yeorum to death.


  Yeorum stared directly into her eyes. Unlike how she had to gasp for breath by simply meeting her gaze in the past, looking straight into her face was nothing difficult anymore.


  “Unni. I’m really really sorryyy…”


  That was why Yeorum returned with a coquettish voice.


  “Little Yeowum did not know, okayy…?”


  This time, her oldest unni frowned instead.


  “What?”


  “How could I ever expect my amazing unni, to go Angg♥ Anngg♥ under a weak-ass male like thatt? I thought it was just a rumourr…”


  “…What are you trying to say?”


  “There is no pretty dick anymore, but I’ll give you something else in return. Uuunn… How about this?”


  “…”


  Yeorum showed her her clenched arm. 


  “Instead, how about you jam this cutie Yeorum’s arm inside?”


  ‘Oops,’ Yeorum widened her eyes.


  “Or is it too small for your bottom hole? Ah, right. I forgot; I was about to build my nest there last year! It was very wide and spacious…”


  Her oldest unni twitched her eyes and grumbled, ‘This kid…’ Instead of being upset by Yeorum’s coarse words, she appeared dumbfounded by how someone so vastly inferior to her was acting up to her like this. 


  After walking to her side, she placed her hand on her head. 


  “You are now quite cocky aren’t you?”


  Mischievousness disappeared from Yeorum’s eyes. Her unforgetting memories still remembered the words this bitch had blabbered while grabbing onto the chin of her small body.


  – …Lucky aren’t you?


  With the same face and same voice as back then, she opened her mouth.


  “…You were so little back then.”


  Lowering her head, she brought her mouth to Yeorum’s outstretched fist and slowly, she took her tongue out to lick it.


  “Thanks for a new toy. Later I’ll cut it off and use it for myself.”


  In the next instant, Yeorum unsheathed her sword. Her unni slightly pulled her body back but the sword was not directed at her.


  Yeorum brought the sword to her hand that was licked and slowly sliced the skin away for her to see. Travelling down, the [Dream Eater] sliced off the skin on the back of her hand like sashimi. 


  Blood started to flow like crazy.


  “Off you go, unni. Unless you want to die before the ceremony.”


  Her unni took a step back with a faint smile.


  “You’ll regret blabbering like that.”


  Leaving those words behind, she turned around. 


  Her parents that came with her sister were still standing there so Yeorum turned her gaze towards them.


  “Are the two of you not going to leave?”


  “…”


  The amount of time she had confronted her parents was probably less than 10 minutes throughout the period of 300 years ever since her return. For Yeorum, it was very uncomfortable to talk to her parents.


  “Child.”


  “Yes.”


  “Do you think you can beat your sister?”


  Unexpectedly, his voice wasn’t that sharp. Yeorum was skeptical. Because of the total lack of communication, she didn’t even know what her parents were thinking about herself.


  “Why wouldn’t I be able to.”


  “What makes you think like that?”


  “Because I’ve been preparing.”


  “Preparing?”


  “Ever since my first Amusement to this day, you two don’t know how I’ve been training and what I’ve gone through.”


  Her father indifferently gave a nod, acknowledging that he had no idea.


  “I knew I was ungifted and tried very hard. To be frank, I even almost died a few times.”


  “So?”


  “Let me apologise to you two beforehand. Sorry if you’ve become attached to that bitch, but she’ll die by my hands.”


  “It’s fine. Whoever wins and whoever dies does not matter. Only the strong matter to us.”


  Yeorum doubted her ears. Her father’s words were still relatively gentle.


  How long had it been since she last talked to her parents like this? In fact, did that even happen ever in her life?


  That might be why it was needlessly giving Yeorum a little sense of peace. It was because she had been too lonely for the last 300 years ever since her return to Askalifa. 


  “But unfortunately,” 
However, the expectation that was born inside her from a few sentences,


  “We don’t think you will beat her.”
Was crushed from one sentence.


  Yeorum blinked her eyes.


  She needed some time to take those words in.


  “Wh… what?”


  “We came with your sister because there was something to tell you.”


  “…”


  “Even an immature child like you should know how lofty the Selection Ceremony is for our race, yes? We still remember the disgrace you showed after the last ceremony.”


  A cluster of thorny words came wreaking havoc in her heart.


  “With your chin grabbed by your sister, you pissed yourself.”


  “…”


  “Being born late in the same generation and even pissing yourself in front of an opponent that you are supposed to kill.”


  Yeorum’s old memories that she had been hiding because there was no reason to talk about them, were being trampled on.


  “Do you know how much scorn our family had to suffer from others back then?”


  Killing intent could be sensed from the voice of her father. To a red dragon who put emphasis on power and honour, that was an inerasable disgrace. 


  “If you are going to do the same this time, how about you give up on the Selection Ceremony. I’ll try not to kill you then. I will destroy your heart and have you discarded at a distant place for you.”


  Yeorum felt her world turn dizzy. An unimaginable sense of betrayal was stabbing her head.


  “I’m telling you I’ll win,” she said.


  “Stop blabbering nonsense.”


  “Didn’t you see me trash on Fabio that fucking bastard?”


  “Who would have known he was so weak. He had an easy-going personality with little friction, and that must have been a mask the whole time. His family is being incredibly ridiculed right now anyway.”


  “Did I ask you that?”


  Yeorum slammed the ground with her foot as the mana reverberated with a loud thud.


  “I, will, win.”


  Yeorum shouted while emphasising each and every word..


  “I’m going to win. Why do you look down on me so much without even verifying it?”


  “…”


  “Did I ask for love? Or did I ask for something? Did I complain about you not saying anything to me after I came back from my Amusement? Am I not your daughter? I’m still your offspring.”


  “What are you trying to say.”


  “I’m still your child. Can you not even trust me once?”


  Her mother’s next words crushed her last bit of expectation to pieces.


  “Unfortunately, child, we did not care about you in the slightest ever since you were born late.”


  Her mouth slowly came to a close.


  Yeorum had a stupefied look on her face.


  “I’ll set the date of the Selection Ceremony, but no-one will be expecting anything from you.”


  “Sure.”


  “You can pee if you want to dishonour me. But your future–”


  “Go away. I don’t want to hear it.”


  Her parents left her nest without saying anything in return.


  *


  Left alone, Yeorum checked the barriers of her heart, whether they were still firmly closed or not. If those walls happened to crumble even once, Yeorum felt like she would fall to an unbearable depth.


  “…”


  Right.


  This was her life.


  A life that received no expectation and no trust. An exceptionally lucky entity who was living her life as a bonus even though she should have been dead already.


  That was her life.


  “…”


  Yeorum took out a cigarette with her blood-stained hand.


  Even though she intentionally tried not to think about anything negative, the few words of her parents were even sharper to her heart than the provoking words of her sister.


  Couldn’t they just leave some words of expectation for the Selection Ceremony? Although we were a race that worshipped the strong, am I still not their blood-related daughter?


  On a day like this, she couldn’t help but think of someone.


  The person who never doubted her a single time,


  Who always trusted her,


  Encouraged her that she could do it,


  And expected many things from her;


  The face of her teacher appeared in her mind.


  This was what Yu Jitae had always said to her.


  – You can do it.


  – Don’t think you can’t. Think positive and your attitude will continue to show it.


  – And I also think you can do it.


  Yeorum thought while sucking in a deep smoke.


  Revenge. Survival.


  Those two elements used to be the objective of her life, 


  But now, there was one more.


  “…”


  Yeorum had to prove it in this Selection Ceremony,


  That Yu Jitae was not wrong for trusting her.


  Epilogue # Yu Yeorum: Words that had yet to be Conveyed (3)


  Ever since her return from the Amusement, Yeorum had never visited her youngest unni’s grave. 


  On the day of her death, Yeorum pledged to herself that she would definitely survive, decapitate her oldest unni and bring that head to her. That was why she shouldn’t go to her youngest unni’s grave yet.


  However, Yeorum headed to her youngest unni’s grave to remind herself of the pledge she had made in the past.


  To red dragons, a funeral was an act of carnivalism. They ate the corpse of their dead comrades and burned a part of it.


  That was why Yeorum, who had been a baby back then, was the only one who contributed to making the grave. After picking up a bone piece of an unknown part of her body that hadn’t been fully scorched, Yeorum had stuck it into the ground and buried it with the surrounding dirt into a round shape.


  And yet,


  “…”


  The grave was ruined.


  The only remaining bone piece was scattered into fragments both broken and charred. Under a small cliff, this place rarely got wind and sunlight – the ground was filled with ash, meaning that it was done very recently.


  Yeorum felt like the world was crumbling down.


  She checked the leftover trace of mana, and realised it had been less than half a day. With a vacant look on her face, Yeorum kneeled and collapsed to the ground.


  The chilly gaze of her oldest unni resurfaced in her mind.


  – You’ll regret blabbering like that.


  “…”


  Yeorum carefully gathered the fragments of her youngest unni’s bones that had been broken once again. She gathered everything including the charred fragments but they only summed up to a handful. 


  Gathering them to one place, she once again covered them with dirt. She then kneeled in front of the grave and stayed like that for a long time.


  Closing her eyes, she restrained her emotions that were threatening to explode.


  She quietly whispered.


  I am sorry for being late.


  It is almost over, so please wait just a little more…


  .


  .


  .


  A Selection Ceremony was treated like a small festival because it was a proving ground for hatchlings to prove themselves by killing each other.


  This time around, the Selection Ceremony was even more special.


  Even though red dragons had an intercourse regardless of the gender and age of the opponent, even a place so crooked had feelings.


  The younger sister had pulverised a lover of her older sister into smithereens, so hideous that death might have been a better future for him.


  He had received every type of insult that a male could ever get, and the people knew how furious the older sister would be to have that happen to her lover. The red dragons wanted the enraged older sister to rip the younger sister to pieces as brutally as possible.


  And if the younger sister happened to tear her older sister to pieces instead? That would be even more thrilling.


  There were a lot of red dragons gathered to watch the Selection Ceremony with their blood boiling from expectation. 


  The complexions of Yeorum’s parents turned worse as more and more eyes gathered at the arena. 


  Yeorum’s father as a red dragon acknowledged honour and war. He was like that, his wife was the same, his parents and kids were also the same.


  Fighting and dying during a fight was their pride and honour. 


  And yet one little kid had poured piss over the meticulously-built tower of honour.


  “That damn fool…”


  That same little kid was at the arena of the Selection Ceremony, and even that was an irritating sight for the parents. A red dragon should be late if anything. Coming earlier than scheduled for an amount of time that would be enough to have one meal – isn’t that what those pretentious green dragons would do?


  “…”


  Lifting her head, Yeorum looked at the surroundings.


  The arena was made by cutting off an entire mountain range. Adult dragons were sitting on the high hills gazing down at her and each of their shadows were extremely huge.


  Normally, hatchlings had their Selection Ceremony in their dragon forms because they had trouble moving properly in human form but both Yeorum and her opponent were over 300 years old, and were fairly old for hatchlings. If they fought with all their heart, it would destroy a whole kingdom.


  That was why they had to restrict their power by fighting in human forms, but that was instead a welcome news for Yeorum.


  “…”


  With her hand resting above the scabbard, Yeorum waited for her opponent.


  But even when there was 10 minutes and 5 minutes left until the start of the battle, the opponent did not show up. For Yeorum, who had learned the concept of time on Earth from Yu Jitae, it was something she couldn’t understand. 


  Why was she coming late on such an important occasion?


  There were 3 minutes left.


  She waited.


  There was 1 minute left,


  But she still didn’t come.


  In the end, it was only when it was 10 minutes past the scheduled time that her oldest unni showed herself by crossing through the dimension.


  Yeorum doubted her eyes.


  Her sister was half-naked. She was wearing a gown without anything underneath and her thighs were in full display. Black pigments were all over her lips and cheeks; there were red flowers all over her body as well as other explicit traces of a sexual intercourse.


  “Sorry. I was a bit late, right?”


  “…”


  “My heart was so empty I needed some comfort.”


  Yeorum did not reply but it seemed that she had been copulating with someone.


  Her emotions that she had been controlling surged up again, because it meant she went mating immediately after ruining the grave of her youngest unni. 


  That made her think that she might be the only one that was serious about this event. Her sister was so arrogant that she wasn’t even thinking of a defeat.


  “Sorry, elders~”


  Looking around, she pretended to apologise. She was received by jeers of the crowd and some of them did not disguise their ridicule and aversion. 


  However, her action was not something disgracing their race, because a red dragon should have that much ambition at the very least.


  “Tear her! Rip her to pieces!”


  “Hurry up and kill your younger sister!”


  “Shred her to pieces like your lover!”


  The red dragons shouted.


  Soon, the supervisors of the Selection Ceremony, Yeorum’s parents, began praying to the first red dragon.


  ——!!


  ——!!


  ——!!


  A red dragon’s prayer was the same as a warcry. The fear-inducing screams of dragons gathered to one and menacingly shook the atmosphere.


  However, Yeorum felt the world mysteriously turning quiet in the midst of all that.


  Her feelings that she had been suppressing with difficulty were soaring back up from her heart like blazing flames. 


  Yeorum took in her oldest unni with her eyes.


  The shouts of the praying one turned even louder as the two of them stared at each other. One of them raised the corners of their lips into a sneer but Yeorum did not smile back.


  In a world tranquil like the time she was standing in front of an ocean with no waves, Yeorum placed her hand on her sword. For her, there was only herself and her nemesis in this area.


  How long,


  Have I been waiting for this moment…


  [Fight—!]


  Yeorum dashed in following the shout of her father.


  *


  An explosion at the bottom of her feet bounced her forward as wings of flame added momentum to her charge. Even though they were hundreds of metres apart, Yeorum’s sword was right in front of her opponent in the blink of an eye.


  Fluster appeared in the face of her opponent. Yeorum’s strike was a lot stronger than what she, or what anyone else of this place could have imagined.


  However, she did not fall back. By hurriedly taking out a large greatsword from the dimensional storage, she retaliated against Yeorum’s attack.


  Mana condensed down as dimensions lengthened behind them. In a world with a distancing background erupted scorching flames. 


  Kwang kwang kwang kwang kwang–!!


  The source of the shockwave trembling the dimension was at the place where their swords collided. 


  She glared at Yeorum. She could not believe that she was getting pushed back by each and every strike. 


  Her wrists quivered with each clash of the swords. Another clash and it was her shoulders, and after that was her entire body that was shivering.


  Speed, power and accuracy. She was not Yeorum’s opponent in any of those aspects.


  She was dumbstruck. What was happening in front of her was so complex that she couldn’t comprehend it. The little kid in front of her was a literally worthless filth among trash who was born a whole century after her. Didn’t she pathetically piss herself from one sentence before?


  “How could this…!”


  The battle went on. Flickering embers scorched her beautiful hair, and a sharp fierce strike smacked her arm. She tried retaliating with a stab to the stomach but the sword could not pierce deeply through Yeorum’s fortified abs. 


  Meanwhile, Yeorum approached further in while twisting her body away from the sword and used her own sword to chop her arm off.


  “Kuuk!”


  The eyes of the crowd shifted and their gazes changed.


  In a fierce attempt to attack back, she stubbornly retaliated. Using the strongest flames among her thirty types of fire, she tried to scorch Yeorum but she failed. Yeorum squeezed in through the gap of the flames and stabbed the sword into her eyes again.


  Feeling a rush of pain, she decided to ignore the rules.


  Soon, her body was enveloped in a cloud of mana before gradually increasing in size.


  There was a subtle calculation behind her actions. 


  It took time to cancel a polymorph but that had been concealed behind the cloud of mana, and it would be too late by the time the kid in front of her eyes realised it. After cancelling hers first, she would be able to rip her opponent to death before they cancelled theirs.


  The moment her polymorph was almost completely dispelled, she smiled because she saw Yeorum widening her eyes into circles.


  For red dragons, ripping the opponent to death was more of an honour in the end and rules were not important.


  Is it unfair? You should have cancelled yours first then!


  However, it seemed that the young bitch was a lot more stupid than what she thought. Without even cancelling the polymorph, she ran towards her in human form.


  The struggle would be in vain.


  She opened her mouth wide open. Her huge body that reached 19 metres stretched its enormous mouth out wide, threatening to swallow Yeorum in one bite.


  A sublime mana of fire gathered to her mouth. It was one of the greatest authorities of the Ancient One that could burn an existence off the face of the planet.


  [Dragon Breath]


  A red ray of light drew a clean cylinder behind its path as it swallowed up Yeorum’s small body. 


  But that was when something that went completely against common sense started to unravel in front of her. 


  Despite being struck by it head-on, Yeorum did not avoid the breath. Instead, she parried it with her sword and came closer towards her.


  Her body was being scorched. Her clothes had long disappeared and even her skin was being charred black but Yeorum did not stop.


  Only then did she finally realise it.


  They were in a whole different league.


  That ungifted piece of filth had reached a height that was incomparable to that of her own by the time she realised it.


  The polymorph that had been cancelled in a hurry failed in the middle due to the dragon breath that she had formed with haste. Unable to properly return to dragon form, her body turned small again.


  Breaking through the flames, Yeorum ran in with her body scorched all over and grabbed her by the neck. A sword came flying in and created a deep wound at her cheek as blood bursted out.


  Yeorum did not stop. This time, she drew a line from the forehead and chopped her ears off. Her nemesis struggled and wriggled in pain.


  Lastly, she formed a fist with her hand holding the sword and smacked her opponent at the mouth. A loud slam echoed as her mouth, nose and jaws all broke together.


  The crowd of red dragons gave a thunderous roar. 


  They were sending praise to the warrior but the ones at the centre of the battle could not hear it. 


  Yeorum brought her face closer to the head of her collapsed opponent.


  She must have sensed death.


  Her face tainted with fear was an amusing sight for Yeorum.


  “You have no idea how long I’ve been waiting for this day. You fucking bitch…”


  There were words that had yet to be conveyed.


  For a long time, Yeorum had words in her mind that she had vowed to convey if a day like this ever came to her.


  “You said to me I was lucky…”


  The strong could control the life of the weak as they wished, like how her nemesis of an older sister had defined her life.


  That was why Yeorum decided to define the death of her oldest sister, in the name of her youngest unni.


  “You were unlucky.”


  Yeorum then chopped her head off.


  .


  .


  .


  .


  .


  .


  Her oldest unni was dead and Yeorum was victorious.


  Thus ended the Selection Ceremony.


  Soaked in blood, Yeorum turned around. She walked out of the arena filled with roaring shouts of red dragons, without answering their cries.


  Yeorum was now the rightful heir to her parents. They will now erase their doubt and disbelief against her, trust her and flood her with unconditional support.


  However she did not take them.


  Instead, she went to the grave of her youngest unni and kneeled in front of it.


  She stabbed the [Dream Eater] nearby, and placed the half-crushed head of her oldest unni next to the grave and began wailing out loud.


  To her precious existence that provided her starving self with food and taught her stammering self words, who also protected her so that she wouldn’t die in the hands of her oldest sister, Yeorum opened her mouth.


  I achieved my revenge.


  I have, at last, accomplished my lifelong aspiration.


  After crying without an end for four days straight, Yeorum stopped her tears and scorched the head of her oldest unni into ashes before fluttering them under the breeze.


  .


  .


  .


  “It’s astonishing. To think you were that strong.”


  “You made me see you in a different light. How unexpected!”


  “Why don’t you come marry me. Nn?”


  Some dragons faced her with unwelcome smiles and words, as well as those who still showed a contemptible attitude. 


  “Fuck off.”


  Yeorum made them go away and mindlessly started walking again.


  Those were not the compliments she wanted to hear. Belatedly showing trust even though they had never trusted her before was nothing but a fake trust and a trash acknowledgement.


  The acknowledgement she wanted was different.


  There was one who showed her trust, back when she herself couldn’t even trust her. It was because he was there; because he believed in her that Yeorum was able to trust herself, and that was why she was able to crawl through the narrow and frightening ravines to stand in this place and achieve her revenge.


  How amazing would it have been to share such an important moment with the one who allowed her to hold a dream…


  Even though she had already verified her life, Yeorum wanted to be assured by him again. Because being acknowledged by the one who trusted her more than herself, would be the truest form of proving her life.


  Yeorum unknowingly stopped in her tracks. Lifting her unfocused eyes, she stared into the distance and murmured.


  “……Did I do a good job?”


  Epilogue # Yu Bom: Grand Schema (1)


  – There is a Grand Schema in plan for you.


  Closing her eyes, she could remember her mother’s voice, and the words that used to ring her ears like a lullaby.


  – You will vent the grudge of us black dragons.


  It was that the future of the ill, injured and sick black dragons whose house had been taken away was on her shoulders.


  – You must achieve this feat which no-one has been able to thus far.


  No matter how difficult and exhausting it is, you must continue to proceed without giving up, conquer and obtain it. That was what her mother used to tell her.


  – Do not forget. My beloved daughter. There is a…


  She had a Grand Schema in plan.


  Her mother did.


  .


  .


  .


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] are gazing at you.>


  Ever since she returned to Askalifa, there had been 12 pairs of eyes following Bom. These were eyes that others could not see, but Bom could close her eyes and inspect her inner world to see them clearly. 


  In fear that a problem may occur to their Grand Schema, the 12 pairs of eyes encouraged Bom who had to shoulder the aspiration of their race, and monitored her. They rushed her, telling her to go achieve the grand aspiration.


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] are gazing at you.>


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] are expectant of you.>


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] express their disappointment at you.>


  Their aspiration became an obsession. That was undeniable considering how the 12 adult black dragons had burned their physical bodies with black flames to simply monitor Bom.


  They were the ones in charge of the race that was destined to fall after being unfairly expelled from Askalifa in the past. For them, the betterment of their race was a lot more important than an individual’s life and their remaining lives.


  Those were the gazes that were on Bom.


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] are gazing at you.>


  Bom needed to go to places they could accept, and do things they could comprehend, and most of them were extreme yet efficient methods of becoming a Dragon Lord.


  Sometimes, her opinions differed from that of the spirits’. Even though she considered something necessary, the spirits oftentimes did not.


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] are gazing at you.>


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] are gazing at you.>


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] are gazing at you.>


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] are gazing at you.>


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] are gazing at you.>


  At times, underneath all the intense gazes that were falling on her, Bom had to calm them down.


  “You don’t need to worry about anything. Everything is for the Grand Schema.”


  Bom talked to the eyes and ears inside her, and had to prove that her idea was better than what they suggested.


  Because otherwise, she had to go through a severe nightmare that was close to a mental torture.


  “You trust me right?


  “I’ll listen to what you say.


  “So please just watch over me this time…”


  <[Lugiathan] calms down the [Vengeful Spirits].>


  They only calmed down when her mother entered the fray. But for Bom, it was just another addition to the gazes facing her way.


  *


  The things Bom had to do in order to proceed towards the Grand Schema were as follows.


  She had to become part of the green race at the time of the current Dragon Lord’s death. This had been arranged beforehand by her mother Lugiathan. She merged into the first Amusement to show she was young.


  After returning from the Amusement, her job was to distinguish herself as much as possible at a young age, and be acknowledged by the dragons of Askalifa including the green race. It was because of this that she had been going through an intense curriculum ever since her birth, and was also why the advice and lectures of the vengeful spirits were following her.


  And she had to be selected as the next Dragon Lord regardless of the method. For that, she had to be acknowledged by the five elders and the Dragon Lord, and this was where her uniqueness came to play.


  Bom was a mutant dragon who had half deviated from Providence. Because of that, she was able to disguise herself with complete falsehood.


  It was because of her uniqueness that it was possible for her to be acknowledged by the Dragon Lord and the five elders in spite of her fishy intention.


  After that it was simple. Bom would head to the temple of the Dragon Lord and stand in front of [Dragon’s Origin] which protected the dragons.


  That was the true body of the small fragments protecting the hearts of infant dragons, the [Origin Fragment].


  It was large and looked like a crystal gem, and it granted one’s wishes.


  Standing in front of the gem, Bom could make an [Oath] after being selected as the new Dragon Lord. All the authorities, justifications and powers of a Dragon Lord would then be conveyed down to her.


  That was what the black dragons were aiming for.


  On the day of her coronation as a Dragon Lord,


  Bom would be standing in front of the large gem, deceive all the participating dragons, and make this as her wish.


  〚I wish for the black dragon race to permanently reside in Askalifa.〛


  At the same time, she would use the greatest treasure of the black race, the [Demonic Sword of Grief].


  Bom would stab the demonic sword into [Dragon’s Origin]. With that, the black dragon race will return to Askalifa, and all the dragons would have to accept the black race because of the oath; because the black race had to ‘reside permanently’ in Askalifa.


  [Dragon’s Origin] will lose its power and be unable to create a new Lord for over 10,000 years but that was none of their business.


  Because the black dragons would be able to create a new order by then.


  Like that, the path in front of Bom was very clear. All she had to do was follow what they told her to do.


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] are gazing at you.>


  However, Bom moved even faster to accomplish beyond their expectations. Seeing that made the vengeful spirits satisfied but they did not lower their guards. It was because sometimes, almost once every few centuries, Bom would try to go astray.


  It was when the war against the quons was in a stalemate. After managing two troops for local battles without a single rest for 15 years, Bom was able to tie a small knot to the war.


  When she was about to return to her territory to release all the accumulated fatigue, a protector walked up to her.


  “There has been a request for a visit.”


  She viewed the memories that had been brought over, as her eyes that had been soaked in fatigue stretched wide open. 


  “Please leave my head for three days. I want a full rest for myself.”


  Bom asked the vengeful spirits rooted inside her body, but was met with an internal riot. 


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] are infuriated.>


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] state that such a thing is utterly impossible.>


  “I just want to comfortably rest a little. I’m not asking for a lot of time.”


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] reject you.>


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] rebuke you for saying nonsense.>


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] alert you that that could be the start to laziness.>


  “How about two days? Or, even just one day.”


  It was her first time making such a request. She tried to persuade them but they were suspicious about her intention.


  What ulterior motive do you have. What are you going to do for a day after pushing us away.


  They asked.


  “No. Nothing. I’m just asking for a rest, at a place away from everyone’s vision.”


  However, her persuasion did not work.


  <[Lugiathan] gazes at you.>


  The strict gaze of her mother strangled her.


  <[Lugiathan] wants to persuade you.>


  <[Lugiathan] hopes for your rest, but wishes that to be after you become the Lord, or after the Grand Schema is completed.>


  “Mum.”


  Bom stiffened her expression, and the voice of her mother flowed into her head.


  – My dear daughter.


  – There is a Grand Schema for you.


  – You may do as you wish after it has been completed.


  “I know that. I’ve been doing it fine till now.”


  She tried to persuade her mother but had to cower before her stern lecture.


  – Wake up a little my eighth daughter. Do you need to be scolded?


  – It is an opportunity that came after thousands of hard work. You know it yourself, do you not? Nn? How could you wish for your petty freedom at a time like this.


  Bom stopped trying to persuade them, but had to pay the price for stirring up the vengeful spirits.


  They were suspicious. Listing everything she had done, they mentioned that she had never asked for a rest like this until now, and demanded she tell them why she was asking for one now.


  One of them viewed the memories of the visit request that had been conveyed over to Bom. Out of those asking for a conversation were also ones who had left on their first Amusement with Bom.


  But Bom shook her head.


  “No. They have nothing to do with this.”


  Dragons were by nature indifferent to other races, and were even exclusive. 


  Because of that, the friendship between Gyeoul and Kaeul, as well as the one including Yeorum, was famous among the dragon society for being fairly unique. It was the first time in the history of dragonkind that dragons of other races were that close.


  That was something Bom knew about, and the vengeful spirits obviously knew everything she knew herself.


  <The [Vengeful Spirits] are suspicious of you.>


  They demanded a sign which proved that her request for a vacation was really not related to these two kids. 


  Bom said they had nothing to do with it, and she needed to prove that in front of the eyes of the vengeful spirits.


  “Protector.”


  “Yes Miss.”


  “Don’t report to me anymore if you get a visit request from these two kids.”


  “Specifically from these two, is it?”


  “Yes. Make it so that I’m not even aware of their request. You may take care of that yourself.”


  “…I understand. How long should that arrangement be valid for, may I ask?”


  The gazes of the vengeful spirits deepened as their suspicions were amplified.


  Bom gave the reply that they wanted the most.


  “Forever.”


  Only then were the spirits satisfied.


  .


  .


  .


  Like that, Bom left on a journey to become the Dragon Lord.


  She belonged to countless squads, and had to shed blood everyday in the war against quons.


  The role of black dragons was to convey the memories of history to their descendents. Naturally, among them were also memories related to wars.


  In the grand flow of time, history tended to repeat itself. Under the command of Lugiathan and the vengeful spirits, Bom gave wonderful commands and led several battles to victory.


  At times, her loyalty was doubted, and she had to do things that were very cruel.


  The most horrendous of them was probably telling her who had her eye and ear ripped off, sliced wrist, crushed legs and opened rib cages, to cross the ancient forest to track one of quon’s great warriors. 


  There, Bom constantly shed blood, breathed in the humid and sticky air while sweating profusely and vomited several times from the pain all the while diligently moving her legs, with nothing but one ballista in her hand.


  The ancient forest was massive. It was half of Askalifa’s entire region, and was 2,300 times larger than Earth. In that place, Bom wandered endlessly and had to look for the great warrior over an unending period of time.


  Only after driving an arrow into the head of the great warrior was she able to return to the mainlands of Askalifa. By the time she returned, it had been 71 years since she jumped into the forest.


  Her accomplishment of tracking the great warrior by herself and killing him was widely acknowledged, her name value rose up tremendously and that was when her status also began to soar into the sky. She was even requested to have a personal conversation with the Dragon Lord.


  Because of that, Bom could not sit down and rest even after coming back. Her mind was worn down and crushed, and a part of her broken body was left as a disability due to not being healed properly but she continued moving.


  Sometimes, she had to lay her hands on the stimulant of the black race to clarify her broken mind. It was one that added power to the mind by ruining a portion of the health. That too was only possible after the calculation and guidance of her mother.


  Bom was unable to sleep and gained a mind that was always enlightened. But because of that, her body began to break down.


  She had a light seizure and a fit whenever she was a little relaxed. A permanent disability laid waste to her left arm and made it impossible to move properly.


  The disability came even to her senses and she could no longer taste, smell or feel anything. Later, even a part of her heart was permanently damaged, and her body became one that couldn’t bear a child.


  That day, she collapsed and cried a little, in front of the eyes of the vengeful spirits…


  Even so, Bom had to move for the Grand Schema.


  And that made the vengeful spirits very content.


  Such times went on as 700 years passed after her return from the Amusement. The tides of war shifted and the green dragons that had always been on the losing side were starting to push the quons back.


  That was when the Dragon Lord secretly called Bom and sent her as a secret emissary.


  〚You go meet the red race, and have them attend the war under my name.〛


  “Yes sir.”


  Bom immediately came up with a plan, and shared her plan with the vengeful spirits. It was that she would go meet her old acquaintance, the only connection she had without bothering to go anywhere else.


  Didn’t Bom wish to go astray in the past with something related to Kaeul and Gyeoul? The unforgetting vengeful spirits showed a fair bit of discontentment again and started doubting her.


  However, her reply was very clear.


  “You remember how she was dispatched to our squad, and constantly asked me to meet her right? Back then, I turned those down without even looking at them. That is my answer. There is no need to doubt me; I’m just pursuing efficiency.”


  The vengeful spirits gave the same reply as before.


  Prove it.


  “…”


  Without saying anything, Bom moved.


  She crossed the boundaries and looked for Yeorum’s nest.


  Fortunately, Yeorum wasn’t sleeping.


  For the first time in 700 years, she looked into her eyes.


  “Hello.”


  Bom greeted Yeorum.


  “…”


  On the other hand, Yeorum looked back at her with a bizarre look on her face.


  Epilogue # Yu Bom: Grand Schema (2)


  “Why are you here.”


  Yeorum looked confused.


  “It’s been a while. How have you been?”


  Bom returned an intimate reply as the vengeful spirits gazed at her with suspicion and displeasure.


  She persuaded them, saying that she and Yeorum were still young dragons unlike them, and that Yeorum would only open her heart and move proactively for her sake if she pretended to be nice.


  “Can’t you tell from how I’m still alive?”


  “Looks like it. You must have beat your oldest unni. That’s great.”


  “It’s been 500 years already.”


  “Congratulations.”


  A deeper frown appeared on Yeorum’s face. Her reddened eyes and her frowning nose openly displayed her discontentment.


  “Oi Yu Bom.”


  “Nn.”


  “…Don’t you have something to tell me?”


  “Nn?”


  “Isn’t there something you should say to me.”


  Bom touched her green hair for a bit.


  Something to say…


  “Sorry for turning you down when you were looking for me.”


  Yeorum widened her eyes.


  “…So it really was you.”


  “I was too busy. You know how the war is going right now, don’t you.”


  “Bullcrap. I know you were busy, but were you not even able to spare just 5 minutes for 800 years? Even though I ignored all the shit from my race and attended your war just to see you?”


  “Sorry. But, it really was impossible for me to see you…”


  Bom locked her fingers and slightly lowered her head. There was no such etiquette among dragons, and it was the one used by humans on Earth.


  “…”


  Yeorum shook her head, before adding more words along with a sigh.


  “So, why are you here.”


  “…”


  “There must be a reason why you came here.”


  “I need to see someone with authority from the red dragons.”


  “Is it because of the war?”


  “Nn…”


  “Alright. I’ll introduce you to him.”


  “Really?”


  “But in return, let’s go see the kids together.”


  This was something that had been outside of Bom’s expectation. Her expectation was something that was also viewed by the vengeful spirits, and what happened was therefore against their calculations as well.


  “That’s… Right now, I can’t…”


  However, there was an unexpected look on Yeorum’s face. She no longer looked displeased in the slightest.


  Bom scrutinised Yeorum’s expression and noticed it slowly turning brighter alongside a faint light of anticipation.


  “They all want to see you.”


  “…”


  “Dude. You have no idea how much they wanted to see you right? Fuck, you came right on time.”


  “Yeorum.”


  “You turned down their requests as well didn’t you? That’s okay. And fuck, so what if you turned me down 10 times! You’re right here. I knew you were going to come back one day.”


  She was completely misunderstanding her.


  “Yeorum.”


  “Let’s be real. You bothered coming here to ask me something like this for a reason, right? I know you’re not very honest with these things. Of course I do.”


  “…”


  “Ahaha! Ahh! Fuck I’m so happy! The kids are all going to be super happy when they hear this! They’re gonna like, jump around and stuff you know?”


  “…”


  “Here! Come here you bitch!”


  Yeorum threw her arms wide open with a bright smile asking for a hug, not realising the amount of internal commotion she had caused for Bom.


  “No… Sorry, I don’t think I can do that.”


  “Huh?”


  Her expressions were over the top – this had been completely unexpected for Bom. Instead of welcoming her this much, Bom thought she would be slapped or something because that was the type of person Yeorum was in her mind.


  But she could understand why she was like this. It seemed that Yeorum had missed her for a very long time, and was worried about her risking her life during the war.


  There were roaring voices inside her, shouting at her to immediately leave this place. Almost twelve voices were yelling inside her at the same time and it was so clamorous that she turned dizzy.


  “Ehng? What’s wrong with you? You feel super distant all of a sudden.”


  “No. I’m not here to see you guys.”


  “Eeeeng. What’ss wrong, my darling, Yu Bom. Uuun~~?”


  As if she couldn’t believe her attitude, Yeorum came even closer while acting cute. The internal roars became even louder the more she approached. <Push her away!> <Dodge!> <Prove you’re not close!!> They pushed Bom into a corner like they were in a seizure.


  “No. Forget it. Let’s pretend this never happened.”


  “Uh? Oi, Yu Bom!”


  “No.”


  Bom hurriedly turned her body but Yeorum came closer in the blink of an eye and grabbed onto her wrist.


  “What is wrong with you, huh?”


  “…What.”


  “You came here to see me, didn’t you?”


  “…”


  “Don’t do that. Like, you came all the way here already. Why are you so embarrassed and why are you trying to go back?”


  “Yeorum. I have no plans of seeing them.”


  “What are you talking about. If you really didn’t, then you wouldn’t have come all the way here right? Ah, if it’s because of the war, then don’t worry. I can bring the kids over to your squad. We will make it quick. Just take a day off and we’ll be all set.”


  She showed more affection the more she was pushed.


  This was again out of her expectation. Bom was hurting her and yet Yeorum was coming even closer, so she had no choice but to make her go back by hurting her even more.


  “Stop.”


  “…What?”


  “Stop. Please.”


  “Aigo, come on, what happened to you boss. What should I do for you.”


  “I’m not joking.”


  “Aye, I know you’re not serious. You’re suddenly going to crack up and tease me or something, right you bitch?”


  What happened next startled Bom. Yeorum tried to hug her from behind while murmuring like the past, ‘Let’s see. How has our unni’s titties been?’


  Bom had to be resolute.


  “Get away from me.”


  Despite saying that herself, even she was surprised by her own cold voice.


  “…Huh?”


  “Do you think I cut my precious time off to come here and play around with you?”


  “…”


  Yeorum’s eyes widened in shock, unable to believe her words. However, Bom continued saying such cruel stuff to convince the vengeful spirits inside her.


  “How long are you going to stay indulged in playing house.”


  Those words that seemingly denied their past turned Yeorum blank.


  “…”


  “You need to do a negotiation properly. My time is gold, and I have many things that are cheaper than that.”


  “…”


  “If you need those worthless conditions to help, then forget it. I wish you all the best and goodbye.”


  Bom turned away from her as Yeorum was frozen stiff. She couldn’t say anything in return.


  Only then were the vengeful spirits inside her body content. The chaos had settled and a few of them even gave her compliments for being able to differentiate private matters from the important ones.


  “Bom. My sister.”


  But Yeorum’s words stopped her in her tracks.


  “My friend. You fucking bitch.”


  Her feet came to a stop. There were tears mixed into Yeorum’s voice.


  Although she was met with internal complaints again, Bom couldn’t help but stop her feet.


  “What.”


  “It really, feels like my heart is being crushed…”


  “…”


  “Did you actually mean that?”


  “…”


  “You don’t know what the kids are doing right now do you?”


  “I don’t know. They’re probably sleeping, because they’re around that age.”


  “No. They are not sleeping. The two of them left on a journey together 300 years ago to meet you again.”


  Bom couldn’t comprehend those words. Why would they have to leave on a journey to meet her?


  “We can’t see our guardian anymore. They all accepted that by now, but to at least be able to meet you again, they think they have to be a high enough dragon.”


  “…”


  “They think you’re not seeing them because of how useless they are, so they want to come back useful. Because of that, they’re not in Askalifa. They are going around the outer dimensions learning everything. You had no idea did you? Since you have zero interest in what the kids are thinking.”


  Bom’s eyes turned vacant.


  “Yu Bom. You know what. I had no fucking idea that’s how you thought of me and those kids…”


  Yeorum was on the verge of tears while saying that.


  “I was delaying my sleep just so I could see you once but I should tell the kids now. To give up.”


  “…”


  “Thank you for being honest, you damn bitch. At least we don’t need to have any false hope now.”


  After finishing her words, Yeorum disappeared into the distance.


  “…”


  Left alone, Bom blankly stared at the ground like a statue. She couldn’t even hear the commotion inside her.


  – My dear daughter. Do you feel alright?


  However, the clearer voice of her mother still reached her ears. She was not trying to cheer her up; that was a question of suspicion.


  “Of course.”


  I can’t ruin the Grand Schema because of this.


  Bom shifted her mother’s suspicion with those words.


  “Hmm, then the next red dragon I should talk to is…”


  She carried her feet on despite the stagger,


  As if she did not care about Yeorum in the slightest.


  .


  .


  .


  It was already nighttime when she left Yeorum’s nest.


  Bom stood still for a bit to turn her gaze towards the sky.


  She then looked at the stars,


  While remembering someone’s voice…


  .


  .


  .


  War. Blood. Pain. Despair. Frustration. Determination.


  And Grand Schema.


  Another 200 years went by.


  .


  .


  .


  The green dragon race led the war against quons to victory.


  The vast continent was soaked in blood. Both flora and fauna were destroyed during the war; the ground was desolate as if there had been a meteor strike, and a whole empire was turned into a desert. Air was filled with dirty germs and mana embedded with killing intent; every water flowing aboveground was polluted with poison with a portion of them flowing underground. It became impossible for lives to bloom in those lands for the next thousands of years.


  It was a long war that went on for approximately 1,000 years, and this was also very long in the standards of dragons.


  There was only 30% of green dragons left and the quons had gone extinct. 


  Those lands were called the [Grave of Species] by the dragons, because countless species of Askalifa’s ecosystem had completely vanished during the war. 


  Despite the aftermath of the war, time continued flowing and opened up a new era. The surviving green dragons had a party and noisily praised themselves for destroying their longtime nemesis.


  Hatchlings were not dead in spite of the long battle, and it was about time for the current Dragon Lord to step down from his position. Another few thousand years and a new era was bound to come to the green dragon race.


  The new era was ahead of them.


  Although no-one openly mentioned it, they were all aware of the upcoming change. And as for the one that would be the pioneer of the new era, they all thought of one specific dragon.


  “To think we had yet to conduct a coming-of-age ceremony for you even though you are already 1,000 years old. I can only say it is our fault as the previous generation.”


  The one saying that was an old man whose green hair had turned into white. It was rare to see dragons looking like old humans, but that was because he couldn’t make himself look young with polymorph due to living for over 9,000 years.


  He was an elder of the green race.


  “What kind of problem will there be to not having a name?”


  “How can a candidate of the future Dragon Lord not have a name?”


  The elder intriguingly smiled in response to the candidate’s question, and looked at the young green dragon as if she were a precious jewel.


  “Isn’t there not enough time for a coming-of-age ceremony?”


  “That is indeed a problem, but whatever the case, we still need a name.”


  “I see…”


  “The Lord will soon call you, so you must come up with a name before that. Otherwise, how would he call you?”


  “Ah.”


  “Decide on it right now. What do you want for your name?”


  The young dragon squinted her eyes for a while, looking anxious as if she was exposed to a noisy song. She opened her mouth after a slight hesitation.


  “Tue-Ru-Bomana.”


  It meant ‘My Grand Schema’ according to the continental language of Askalifa.


  The vengeful spirits inside her were pleased.


  Bom also gave a hazy smile with black dead eyes.


  Epilogue # Yu Bom: Grand Schema (3)


  Bom had a 1 on 1 conversation with the Dragon Lord.


  Because they would be exposed if they dare tried to eavesdrop on their conversation, the vengeful spirits had to leave her brain during the interview. After the conversation, the twelve vengeful spirits poured out questions inside her head.


  You’re back. How was it. Does the Dragon Lord look like he’s going to die soon?


  Bom calmly replied to each of those questions.


  Lastly, Lugiathan raised a different question.


  – It seems each previous Dragon Lord requests for something during a coronation. My daughter, what did that old man ask of you?


  In response to that question, Bom showed a strange reaction. A shadow was cast over her wasted, pale and exhausted face, seemingly as if the question was difficult to answer.


  “I think the current Dragon Lord is already out of his mind.”


  – What do you mean by that?


  “He wanted living sacrifices for his eternal sleep.”


  – Did that old man ask you for living sacrifices?


  Bom mournfully nodded her head. 


  She then added, that the Dragon Lord who had gone out of his mind due to the long war was asking for a living dragon. 


  Hearing that ridiculous content, Bom felt goosebumps. If the Dragon Lord was senile, that would be a problem on its own, but on the other hand, it would be an even more dangerous request if he was sober.


  Her true nature might have been exposed. Thinking that, Bom recalled the moment of her conversation.


  – That can’t be… There is no way that old man would ever find out about you…


  “What should we do? I asked if he could change his request to something else but he was stubborn.”


  – Did he really request a living dragon as a sacrifice? Then, how about you take a black dragon?


  “Mum. Are you out of your mind?”


  Bom said with a stern face, questioning how she could sacrifice their own kindred.


  – What? What is the problem?


  “No matter how important the Grand Schema is, we cannot do that. How could you possibly think of using our comrade as a living sacrifice?”


  – How insolent.


  Her mother, however, replied with a strict voice.


  – Do you still not understand? How much we aspire for the Grand Schema?


  “Mum!”


  – Be quiet! How could the life of one or two of our kindred have any value at this moment! Do you not remember the things we had to suffer in the outer dimension? Innumerable sovereigns attacked us. My friends and families had to shed blood and crumble to death!


  Lugiathan sternly rebuked Bom.


  – You keep your mouth shut. I will command my comrades to take a dragon touring through the outer dimension.


  However, Bom shook her head. She persuaded her mother that this might be a trap if the Dragon Lord wasn’t actually senile.


  “It would seem strange to find a black dragon from the outer dimension for a sacrifice in such a short period of time.”


  – We cannot hunt other dragons, and cannot take our own kindred either? Then what are we supposed to…!


  Her mother’s voice came to a stop, as a sigh soon left her mouth.


  ‘Ahh…’ What came next was something Bom hadn’t even expected.


  – My dear daughter.


  “Yes mum.”


  – You have truly done a great job working hard for such a long time. I know clearly what you, who I have given birth to with my life and blood, have suffered through in the stead of your worthless mother.


  “…”


  – I love you. My dear child.


  Hearing those unexpected warm words, Bom used her hands filled with wounds to cover her mouth.


  “I love you too, mum…”


  – So please let me ask for one favour.


  “Sorry…?”


  – You know, for that sacrifice.


  She shouldn’t have listened to the next words.


  – How about you give your friends?


  .


  .


  .


  Bom defied her mother head-on for the first time in her life. 


  The vengeful spirits scolded and her mother was also infuriated. They had a big and emotional fight.


  At night, her unsleeping body was forced into having a dream. There, Lugiathan showed the atrocities that had happened to the black race time after time to her daughter as a nightmare.


  In the end, Bom could not defeat her mother.


  She could not escape her position nor get rid of the future of the black race that was resting on her shoulders.


  “…I’ll do it.”


  After that, Bom looked for the baby dragons with an even more absentminded look on her face. 


  Surprisingly, Gyeoul, Kaeul and Yeorum were all in a deep sleep. Even though waking up a sleeping dragon was a very discourteous thing to do, it was related to the coronation of a new Dragon Lord and was thus excusable. 


  “Hello. It’s been a very long time.”


  Bom woke the baby dragons up.


  “I found out how to go back to Earth.”


  Forcing a bright smile and with eyes full of tears, she started lying to them.


  “So can you please come to my coronation…?”


  Those foolishly nice kids did not turn her down a single time in spite of the situation. All three of them said they will attend the coronation ceremony.


  The next day, Bom brought all the baby dragons to the Dragon Lord.


  And after coming back, she looked for the stimulant.


  She swallowed a whole pill of the stimulant that could almost kill her. Lying down on the ground, Bom wriggled her body while withstanding the pain. Her breath continued while threatening to stop time after time.


  Bom spent a few days lying down on the ground with a crushed look on her face. Her vacant gaze was hard to see as that of a living being.


  Even though her mother belatedly apologised to her, Bom did not reply.


  She was almost like a corpse.


  ***


  Before long, at the middle of a mountain range on the Rouin Peninsula, at the tip of Mount Cotarosus that was 98,000 metres above sea level, the coronation of the history’s youngest and the most gifted Dragon Lord was held.


  Every dragon existing in the continent of Askalifa attended regardless of their race and territorial division.


  It was the first coronation in 15,000 years. Some dragons would not even be able to see one in their entire life.


  At the peak of the mountain covered in white snow, hundreds of dragons were gathered at one place stretching out their wings while gazing at the altar, creating a majestic scene that no great artist in existence would be able to even mimic.


  Standing in front of the altar was the current Dragon Lord who was at least twice as big as other dragons.


  Although he was very old and was waiting for his death everyday, he was still a Dragon Lord. The old man gazed down the mountain range with his clear eyes and announced to the dragons the start of the coronation.


  After several formal procedures came the Ceremony of Oath. Heeding the incantation of the Dragon Lord, a large and glistening crystal appeared from the thin air.


  [Dragon’s Origin]


  That was the greatest inheritance left behind by the first dragon, ‘Ancient One’, for the dragon race.


  〚The future Dragon Lord, shall step up and stand before Dragon’s Origin.〛


  In response to his words, an emerald coloured dragon opened its wings apart and flew into the air, before standing in front of Dragon’s Origin.


  It was then. The sky opened as a shed of light brightened the crystal. At the same time, Bom was also welcomed by the heavenly light due to standing right in front of Dragon’s Origin.


  Because the Dragon Lord was standing nearby, the vengeful spirits and Lugiathan could not create any noise.


  However, despite not uttering a word, they shivered from the mental pleasure enveloping their existences like a tidal wave.


  Finally, after all that time, at last.


  Their thousands of years of history had led them to the end of their Grand Schema. The time for the black dragons to return to Askalifa was finally just around the corner!


  Lugiathan, while shuddering from the deathly pleasure filling her mind and soul, shouted out loud.


  Hurry up and take out the [Demonic Sword of Grief], and stab it into [Dragon’s Origin].


  And make the oath, that you wish for the black dragons to reside permanently in Askalifa!


  〚Before we begin the Ceremony of Oath, there has been a request from the new Dragon Lord.〛


  However, bizarre words started leaving the mouth of the previous Dragon Lord. The vengeful spirits and Lugiathan who had been feeling immense pleasure and the satiation of their thirst could not understand his words straight away.


  〚It was thanks to the ones who had been together with her during her first Amusement, that the new Dragon Lord, Tue-Ru-Bomana says she was able to become one. As such, she has requested that I personally to bless her friends.〛


  As he continued speaking, Lugiathan’s mind slowly returned to reality. What was that senile old man blabbering about?


  Lugiathan checked Bom’s heart and her expression in a daze. 


  She was still expressionless.


  Her emotions were also tranquil.


  But when Bom’s old friends started showing themselves one by one from a distance, which was something Lugiathan definitely did not know of, she started to realise that something was going terribly wrong.


  〚The future Dragon Lord, come here. It does not serve right to exclude you when blessing your friends.〛


  At last, the Dragon Lord even called Bom to bless her. Their suspicions were soaring endlessly when Bom drove in the nail with a small mutter.


  ‘Sorry mum.’


  Lugiathan and the vengeful spirits were about to faint from the shock. Her previous face that looked like a corpse was starting to be filled with life.


  ‘Of course our race needs to come back to life. I think the same, but now is not the time.’


  ‘There is still the 8th iteration. I’ll try my best for 1,000 years again later.’


  ‘So please forgive me just this once…’


  Murmuring as such, Bom received the blessing of the Dragon Lord.


  Soon, he gave the next command.


  〚The future Dragon Lord shall go make the oath for the eternal stability of us dragons.〛


  Standing in front of the large crystal, Bom looked back at the baby dragons.


  She then gave a small grin.


  .


  .


  .


  Bom had a [Grand Schema].


  That was different from the aspiration of her mother, and the project linked to the future of her race. It was her own plan that she had been carrying deep inside her heart ever since she perceived Yu Jitae’s death.


  A Dragon Lord’s [Oath] was the only normal way for an existence to use the power of a transcendent authority.


  It returned every 15,000 years, and was the reason why dragons were able to survive as a prospering species until now, and was powerful enough to force the expelled black dragons to forever reside in Askalifa.


  In order to use that unprecedented power for her own plan, Bom had been running around like crazy for a thousand years, which wasn’t short even for dragons.


  She had to thoroughly pretend like she was doing things the black dragons wanted to deceive her mother and the vengeful spirits.


  It wasn’t easy. Her body had been completely crushed and her mind was also half-crumbled. Her life had been put to risk dozens of times, and she even had to stop herself several times from wishing for death.


  Bom had to endure through all that. She withstood the crumbling of her body and the breakdown of her mind.


  Whenever she was about to truly fall from exhaustion, Bom reminded herself of her objective by looking at the constellations of the night sky. Doing that, she was able to strengthen her mind and remain standing.


  Bom had a dream.


  Living a life together with Yu Jitae in the distant future again.


  That was Bom’s [Grand Schema].


  Born as a mutant, she was able to lie without being caught out by anyone. 


  Her saying that she would try her best for the Grand Schema of raising their race back up was a lie. What Bom wanted was Yu Jitae from the very start.


  Her saying that the Dragon Lord had been seeking for a sacrifice was a lie. What Bom wanted was a re-encounter with the baby dragons.


  Her taking the baby dragons over to the Dragon Lord was a lie.


  When her mother and the vengeful spirits cut off their connection from her, thinking that she was going to the Dragon Lord, Bom embraced the baby dragons and poured out her honest tears that she had been hiding for a thousand years.


  She then shared everything that happened with the baby dragons.


  It all began from the first event.


  An accidental landing on Earth from the distortion in Providence.


  Yu Jitae being broken from the repetitive regressions, and his grudge against dragons.


  The deceit he had been concealing against them, as well as the shocking event that had happened to herself.


  But Yu Jitae who started to dream of hope and atonement while living a daily life with them, and him dying due to the aftermath of killing ‘Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration’ at the start of that atonement.


  And lastly–


  “Guys. I found the method to go back…”


  After hearing all that, the baby dragons hugged each other and it became an ocean of tears.


  Bom had only shared a portion of the things Yu Jitae wanted to atone for. Those were already shocking enough but none of the kids blamed him for what he did,


  For the happiness they had received from him was already far greater than that.


  As the tears settled back down, Bom reiterated the reason she gathered them.


  “Let’s, go back…”


  To our happiest days.


  .


  .


  .


  Standing in front of [Dragon’s Origin], Bom thought to herself.


  He said his time of suffering summed up to around a thousand years. Coincidentally, she also had to spend a similar amount of time in despair and frustration. 


  It was unclear whether his view on time as a human was exactly the same as her perception on time as a dragon. However, her thousand years at the war allowed Bom to understand him a little bit better.


  What came as solace when she was about to crumble and falter from despair was the time she had spent with Yu Jitae. Her unforgetting memories endlessly revived her happiest moments, and how he had strenuously tried to save her.


  However, the old Yu Jitae wouldn’t have had a place like that to lean on.


  How lonely would it have been.


  How exhausting would his life have been…


  “—”


  Therefore, in the process of making the oath at [Dragon’s Origin] while sacrificing the [Demonic Sword of Grief], Bom decided to take out a small fragment of her soul.


  The main body of her soul that contained ‘the personality and memory’ would be sent back to the timeline where Yu Jitae existed with the baby dragons,


  And the ‘small fragment’ will be sent to the young Yu Jitae, who was alone from birth and lonely with no-one to rely on.


  It would become the friend of his lonely self; and a teacher for the young and immature Yu Jitae. A lover that would give him a warm hug during his fatigue, and a family he could rely and rest on.


  And as a symbol of her desire and wish for his freedom, she shaped it into the form of a ‘white bird’.


  At last, as she neared the end of her Grand Schema,


  Bom stood in front of [Dragon’s Origin] and gazed into the sky.


  “I hereby vow, that we may go back to the happiest days we had spent with our precious one…”


  She threw her arms wide open. Her eyes full of life were facing the sky as she whispered a prayer.


  “And become happy together.”


  In that instant, light flooded out of Dragon’s Origin and enveloped the baby dragons.


  Ending: Spring (Bom) Once Again.


  It was immediately after he successfully crushed the pillars of the banquet hall.


  ‘He’ tried to crawl out of [Primal Time].


  Because his goal was to block the entrance to the Non-Providental World, Yu Jitae used every bit of strength he had left to fly towards ‘him’ like a cannonball.


  Due to that, ‘he’ who had been crawling out of the veil was sucked back into the Non-Providental World and the same had happened to Yu Jitae who was pushing ‘him’ inside.


  The weapon of a building, [Palace] successfully crushed the small room that served as the entrance to the Non-Providential World and completely sealed it.


  Because of that, Yu Jitae was pushed out of the Providential World.


  It was the first time he was coming to the Non-Providential World. This place was a dark and cold place. Since it probably wasn’t cold in the physical sense of the word, it was most probably a chill he was feeling due to his soul being shattered apart.


  However, the size of his soul that was built up throughout his life was too big, and he did not disappear with ease despite being crushed and shattered.


  It simply felt cold.


  The severe chilliness made him shrink his body.


  Because he had fully executed his mission, [Vintage Clock] did not look for him, and [Key] had no more business with him either. Besides, they were transcendent authorities that could only involve themselves in Providential matters.


  That was why there would be no-one who could bring him out of this cold place. He could only shiver here for almost an eternity.


  The only thing he could do here was search through his past memories. Like a brain in a vat, he could do nothing but think.


  Is this happiness? Am I happy?


  He blamed his old friend a little.


  Wasn’t I definitely going to be happy?


  Isn’t that what you told me…


  Time flew by. Although he was used to waiting, waiting without any objective felt way too long for him.


  .


  .


  .


  It was cold.


  Like an eternal winter.


  .


  .


  .


  His blunt senses could not identify anything around him, but that was when some force stretched out like a hand and reached him.


  He widened his eyes into circles. That ‘power’ melted his frozen body and woke up his sinking mind. Despite his soul being half-crushed, it was still alive and Yu Jitae was therefore able to wake up.


  It felt like it had been a thousand years.


  What’s happening?


  The hand grabbed onto his body and started pulling him somewhere.


  By the time he perceived what was happening, he lost consciousness.


  .


  .


  .


  When he opened his eyes again, there was a familiar street in front of his eyes.


  His flustered gaze scanned across the world.


  Roads covered in asphalt, buildings rising up above them and people carrying umbrellas in quick steps.


  Black and white cars dashed across as sounds of horns reached his ears and perhaps due to a recent rainfall, the sky was coloured in a dull gray light.


  Within the world filled with achromatic colours, he was the only one with colour.


  He gasped for breath, for he just could not comprehend what was happening in front of him.


  This was Nonhyung-dong, and it was 5 years ago. This time and space was the starting point of his wretched life which he had confronted thousands of times.


  Did the 8th iteration begin or something?


  Since his will had been worn out over the long period of time, his mind wasn’t back to normal despite returning to reality. Like a drunk person, he couldn’t judge things properly.


  His phone rang in his confusion – it was a call related to his work.


  Work?


  Out of habit, he first decided to move like the last iteration.


  7 am. It was time to go to work.


  Wearing the police uniform, he went to work. 


  Despite being early in the morning, Gangnam was filled with people. It was them living their everyday life, and he recognised it as something familiar despite his hazy mind.


  He travelled towards the Portal Bureau. By the time he reopened his eyes, an even more familiar sight welcomed him.


  It was the Academy City of Lair.


  The familiar scene of Haytling, and the familiar cadet uniforms. It was filled with things he was so familiar with, that he couldn’t imagine any other place that he was more used to.


  “Jitae-sunbae, hello!”


  “Jitae’s here as well? We had way too much drink last night yeah.”


  But seeing his colleagues welcoming him after commuting to work, Yu Jitae felt strange.


  “Huh? Don’t you think Jitae-sunbae looks a bit different now?”


  “Wait what? Was he always that tall?”


  It was strange that his colleagues were one by one walking up to him. There were people he was used to that should be walking up to him for a chat, but these weren’t them.


  Also, there was a place he was used to which was shared by all of them, and this wasn’t that place either.


  “Huh? Jitae-sunbae! Where are you going!”


  Yu Jitae turned his body and left the police station.


  Although his mind had yet to return properly, he hurried his feet. He couldn’t move his body properly so he had to rely on public transport.


  Walking all the way, there were many things he felt familiar with, as well as things that felt foreign to him. Everything was the same as before, and yet he was considering them either familiar or foreign.


  What surfaced before anything else among his hazy emotions was that sense of familiarity and a habit. As always, his habit of thinking of the worst possible scenario reared its head. 


  There were things that still remained in a corner of his memories and emotions. In fact, there were a lot of them – so much that he couldn’t count them all.


  It must be because all of those connections had snapped into nothing, that he was standing here.


  This felt as if the 8th iteration had begun.


  It was similar to his familiar experiences, of how everything that had been precious to him forgot about him, and went further away while leaving him behind. 


  Continuing that line of thought made his heart crumble from the core.


  He had to confirm it with his own eyes.


  That was why he headed to Firenze, Italy – to the road filled with buildings that seemed to be from the Renaissance period. He had been here often and thanks to his sharp discerning ability, he knew those performing street musicians were very familiar.


  If all the time that went by wasn’t fake, then the one he was the most used to definitely had to be here.


  However, he couldn’t find her.


  The conspicuous olive-coloured hair, the face that exceeded the threshold of beauty and appeared repulsively beautiful, and the existence that naturally gathered attention wherever she went–


  He could not see her.


  No – it wasn’t olive.


  Although it was slightly foreign to him, it was definitely black.


  After changing his mind, he once again scanned across the streets but like before, he could not find such a person.


  He stood still. Although it was too early to admit it, he felt his heart slowly crumbling down from its core. Because it was the first encounter which he had been so used to, he realised that the invalidity of that meant the disappearance of something that was the most familiar to him.


  But after blankly standing there for a while and slowly coming back to his senses, he found it strange again.


  The reason he was used to this first encounter, was because the opponent forgot about him. Now, that sense of familiarity was gone, and that meant…


  Tap tap.


  Someone tapped him on his shoulder. He felt goosebumps immediately rising all over his body.


  Slowly, he turned around.


  And found a black-haired girl staring at him.


  His gaze wavered.


  It was such a familiar face; a familiar pair of eyes and a smile.


  He smiled back.


  He wasn’t intending on doing so, but a smile naturally appeared on his lips. It was because he got the verification that all the time he had spent was not fake.


  “Hi.”


  He greeted her with a dry voice.


  “Hello.”


  For some reason, the voice that came back from her sounded as exhausted as his own. Even though there was a smile on her lips, there were beads of tears beneath her eyes.


  It was as if she was seeing him after a very long time.


  He wanted to ask what was going on, but she suddenly lowered her head a little and gazed up at him with uplifted eyes.


  She was trying to pull a prank.


  “Why did you come looking for me?”


  Ah, this scene.


  Feeling like he could remember this, Yu Jitae recalled the words he said to her.


  “Because I have a business.”


  “So you came here knowing who I am?”


  Damn it – he wanted to stop this immediately.


  Therefore, he asked her.


  “Who are you.”


  A smile bloomed on her face like a flower. She cried and smiled. After being unable to control her own expression for a little while,


  At last to her lover whom she finally met again in a world without any scars, she whispered.


  “I’m your Bom…”
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The End







  After Story: Happily Ever After (1)


  Bom opened the window wide open.


  Light from the warm midsummer sun showered in through the window. They were at the house she used to stay in, and this was also where they were going to bring the kids to for the time being. 


  It was a great day with a refreshing breeze and not a speck of dust visible in the blue sky. Has sunlight always been so warm? Despite being in a setting that he had experienced countless times already, it gave him a completely different impression. 


  “…”


  Before long, Bom turned around and faced him. Slowly, she walked towards him so in return, he reached his arms out and bent his back. Standing on her toes, she wrapped her arms around his neck.


  He gave the child a tight hug as she took a deep breath out while feeling the arms pressing down on her ribs. That breath made it feel all the more realistic. 


  “What is going on. Why are you here, and what happened to this iteration? And how…”


  Yu Jitae used to know everything as the one at the centre of the regression, but now that he wasn’t, he had no idea what was happening to him.


  “Mhmm…”


  A teary look appeared on her face again.


  She started a short and brief explanation of everything that happened until now.


  1,000 years. Throughout that unbelievably long period of time, she suffered and was bruised until she was at last able to reach this moment. Her journey was conveyed with a small amount of her memories.


  “…”


  Yu Jitae gave Bom another tight hug along with a deep sigh. He didn’t know how he was supposed to console her.


  Although he only heard a portion of it, her story was shocking, astonishingly agonising and that in turn made him realise how priceless and valuable this moment was.


  That was the same for Bom. She squinted her eyes, and heaved a sigh while seemingly holding her tears in.


  “Ah, I promised not to do this…”


  “What?”


  “Nothing.”


  They were bound to be closer during a deep hug. He lowered his head as Bom lifted hers and looked into his eyes. There was something permeating inside in their distance of touching breaths. 


  Supporting herself by resting her hands on his shoulders, she stood on her toes. The two of them brought their lips closer at the same time. Their mixing tongues conveyed the warmth that proved they were alive. 


  ‘Hnn…’ A small moan was heard as he bit on her lower lips. In that moment of long-awaited happiness, Yu Jitae slowly coveted her lips.


  At one point, the two of them separated their lips. Without even voicing it out loud, they both knew that staying together in such a steamy atmosphere might make them waste a few days.


  He slowly wiped the smudged lipstick on her lips with his thumb.


  “I’ll bring the kids back.”


  “Okay…”


  In order to not ruin his reunion with the other kids, Bom decided to wait at home.


  However, Yu Jitae had to stop while he was in the middle of opening the door. Bom, who was behind him by the time he realised it, was wrapping her arms around his waist while leaning her forehead on his back.


  “Don’t be late…”


  ***


  Bom said Yeorum and Kaeul would be waiting at the same place as before.


  Dragons could remember something and never forget them in their lives. Because of that, standing in the same environment and comparing the scene to their memories to find ‘differences’ was an enjoyable experience for them. It was slightly different from how humans tended to look for ‘similarities’ by comparing their environment to their hazy memories, but it was apparently fun nonetheless.


  That was why Yu Jitae headed to Africa. Walking across the desert under the scorching sun for half a day, he felt deeply fatigued and exhausted for the first time in a very long time.


  Due to his soul being worn out over a long period of time, his mana and body were both very weakened. 


  A portion of his power had been permanently lost, but even the leftover remnant in his body wasn’t being used to its full potential. He would have to train himself again.


  In any case, right now he was at one of the desolate deserts of South Africa.


  “…”


  A red-haired girl was sitting on a large rock with some sloppily-crafted wooden mask on her face.


  She turned her head.


  The moment his eyes met with the crimson eyes behind the mask,


  Yeorum shot out of her seat and threw her arms into the air.


  “YUU— JIII— TAEEE!!”


  She then yelled with a voice loud enough to make the desert cover its ears. 


  He returned a bright smile while wiping the beads of sweat flowing down his forehead, and that was when Yeorum jumped down from the rock and began dashing towards him. Soon, she jumped from a distance, wrapped her arms around his neck and grabbed onto his body like a koala.


  For a moment, he almost fell down, but he returned the hug after somehow standing his ground.


  “It’s been a while, Yu Yeorum.”


  Hugging her, he tapped her on her back.


  “I really wanted to see you again.”


  She, however, did not say anything in response. Cuddling onto him, Yeorum stayed silent for a long time and what next broke the silence was her trembling breath.


  “You know…”


  While hugging his head as if it was a precious baby, Yeorum added in spite of finding it difficult to collect her breath.


  “…Me too.”


  There were a lot of things Yeorum wanted to tell him. From the things that happened until now to how she had been longing to meet him again, as well as how everything she learned from him was able to change her.


  However, she couldn’t do so because pouring her thoughts out right now might make her emotions explode like a bomb.


  Yeorum found herself unbearably cringe from how teary she was getting. So, she gave a bright smile instead, threw her mask and shouted.


  “I missed you so much! Dear!”


  She then drove her head into his forehead as hard as she could.


  Slammm–!


  For some unknown reason, the sound was a lot louder than she expected, and the impact was also far greater.


  What she saw next was Yu Jitae who had fainted with his eyes still open.


  “Huh? Dear? Dear…?”


  *


  His skin was swelling up in red. There was a bump on his forehead…


  “Sorry…”


  Yeroum said but she did not look sorry in the slightest. Soon, she giggled, ‘Pfft, huhp…!’


  It was probably because of the red mark on his forehead alongside the tall lump.


  “You are seriously too much, Yeorum.”


  “Aingg ♥”


  “How can you try to break the head of a person you’re seeing in a thousand years?”


  “I didn’t kno you would bee soo weaaak ♥”


  “…”


  “Knucklehead Little Yeorum~~ ♥”


  Copying how she used to talk in the distant past, she even acted cute even though it now felt very awkward to do so. 


  Acting as similarly to the past as possible – that was the second agreement the kids had come up with, so that Yu Jitae would not feel a sense of loss from all the time that went by.


  And their first agreement was to ‘not cry’. If they all started crying, the several sorrowful memories would end up making them cry for a few days, and that would make him sincerely concerned.


  But this was separate from that, and it really was very amusing for Yeorum.


  “…”


  Meanwhile, he was dumbfounded.


  She should at least be holding her laughter in, but was pretending to apologise with a face that was threatening to erupt into a laughter.


  He was about to irritatedly run his fingers through his hair but accidentally ended up touching the bump. Seeing him frown, Yeorum at last bursted out into laughter and rolled on the floor.


  Telling her he would be going to pick up Kaeul, he suggested they enjoy the reunion in full later, and only then did Yeorum stop laughing and stand up from the ground.


  Wearing a bright smile on her face, she showed the thing that was on her right hand.


  “You want the mask?”


  No.


  ***


  On the way to meeting Kaeul, he stopped by a bakery. He bought all types of bread as well as macarons and sausage buns. It was because he heard Kaeul still liked bread and sweet desserts despite all the time that went by.


  According to Bom and Yeorum, it seemed that the kids had spent nearly 1,000 years at Askalifa. 


  But for some reason, their appearances were the same as the one in his memories but he didn’t ask why that was the case.


  He was now going to check it with his own eyes.


  Yu Jitae wanted to see the chattery Kaeul, and Gyeoul who would now be an adult.


  Thus, he was in the rainforests of Amazon. Wiping the sticky sweat of the extremely humid forest, he was walking when a voice reached his ears.


  – Ahjussi!


  It was the voice of a girl who found him before he did. 


  That especially clear and pure voice was the same as Kaeul’s voice which he used to hear like a radio in his dreams while he was floating adrift in the Non-Providential World.


  Soon, Kaeul showed up from the dense trees of the forest. Her bright gold hair and bright gold eyes were the same. Although the naive and fragile smile was no longer on her lips, her face brightened immediately after seeing him.


  “Ahjussi…”


  “I missed you Kaeul.”


  “Uun. Me too…”


  Clenching her lips, Kaeul walked up to him. He reached his arms out to give her a hug but Kaeul flinched and stopped her feet.


  “Ah, please wait. Wait.”


  “Why.”


  “I haven’t prepared myself yet, so you can’t suddenly come up to me like that.”


  With his arms still out wide, he slowly took a few steps back as Kaeul tilted her head and cleared her throat with a few coughs, ‘Kuhum.’


  She then opened her mouth while slightly looking away from him.


  “Uum! Don’t tell me you brought some bread again?”


  “How did you know that. I brought all sorts of them. I bet you will like all of them.”


  “Like, ahjussi, do you think of me as a pig or something? How come you always buy sweets and bread all the time?”


  “Well, you like these don’t you?”


  “But what if I don’t want them?”


  “Listen. I’ve never seen these fail before.”


  “Woww. No? When I went back home, I made the chef cook it sooo many times. I had so many of them that, uum, I don’t need them anymore okay?”


  Sometimes, Kaeul tended to deny the truth like this. He grinned before swinging the bag of bread in front of her as the sweet scent of bread travelled across.


  “So, you don’t want them?”


  “Likee, hah, seriously…”


  She turned and started approaching him.


  “Being always on the receiving end like this…”


  Ignoring the bag of bread, she leaned her head on his chest. He gave her a confused hug when her voice left her mouth like a sigh.


  “…I regretted it a lot, you know?”


  Her voice turned watery so Kaeul needed another empty cough to clear her throat. Hmm, kuhum–.


  Then, she whispered with a softer voice.


  “That’s why I tried preparing something in my own way.”


  “You did?”


  “Uun. This…”


  Kaeul rummaged through her dimensional storage before taking something out. 


  It was a bottle of alcohol.


  “The only thing I saw you look for sometimes was alcohol, so…”


  “Oh, alcohol. That is very good.”


  Yu Jitae was quite delighted. It was true that there was nothing else he really looked for except for alcohol. 


  “Really? Here you go. It’s for you.”


  “I’ll give you mine as well.”


  “I don’t need the bread…!”


  “There’s nutella and cream inside.”


  “Don’t need them…!”


  “There’s two slices of cheese on your favourite sausage bun as well.”


  “Uaahh! I’m telling you it’s fine…!”


  They shared their gifts. Despite heaving a sigh, Kaeul took in a sneaky smell of the bread before taking the bag of bread and placing it inside her dimensional storage.


  “Let’s go back home.”


  “Okayy.”


  After saying that, Yu Jitae asked about Gyeoul. Hearing his question, Kaeul who was looking half-dejected until now, suddenly giggled with a bright look on her face.


  “You know what? Gyeoul is actually very mad right now.”


  “Gyeoul is mad?”


  “Uun uun. She’s saying it’s very unfair…”


  “Why?”


  “Ah, right. How old do I look to you ahjussi?”


  “Dunno. You look the same as before.”


  “Right? I was actually more of an adult than this, but I came into this body. And it was the same for Gyeoul.”


  What?


  “That means Gyeoul is at…”


  ‘Kuhihi,’ with a giggle, Kaeul pointed at her neck; at the necklace with a downscaled dragon egg.


  “Uun, she’s here!”


  After Story: Happily Ever After (2)


  He took the kids to Bom’s house. The house was fairly big, and had three rooms. 


  When he saw Bom again after bringing the kids back, her hair was no longer black, and looked as if it was slowly turning to a bluish-green colour. The roots of her hair were bluish-green while the rest was slightly darker.


  “Welcome everyone.”


  She had ordered all sorts of dishes, from spicy chicken feet to jokbal, fried chicken, two pizzas, Chinese cuisines including sweet and sour pork and stir-fried vegetables, several types of burgers, ice creams, noodles and street food like tteokbokki, fried dumplings and oden.


  “Uwah. That smells crazy!”


  For some reason, they all looked quite familiar.


  “Hukk! Don’t tell me this is sweet onion bomb chicken? It smells exactly the same!”


  “Nn. And the one next to that is chilli mayo sauce. They sell it separately but I tried buying it. What do you think?”


  “You are amazing, unni! Are you like Mrs. Eat-it-all…?”


  The next one to comment in surprise was Yeorum.


  “Hoh? Is this what I think it is?”


  “Nn. Spicy chicken feet. It’s your favourite, right?”


  “How spicy?”


  “Inferno 7 apparently. I asked the owner to make it a bit more spicy.”


  “Wow. I missed this quite a lot. Feels great to have this again.”


  Yeorum and Kaeul said with sparkling eyes.


  But that wasn’t the end.


  Placed in front of Yu Jitae was a very familiar burger.


  “This. It’s from back then.”


  “Do you remember it?”


  “Of course I do.”


  “I made that myself.”


  Yu Jitae smiled seeing how thorough Bom was.


  The burger she made looked exactly the same as the one he got from his benefactor back when he was young. She appeared to have used the burger they made during Gyeoul’s school election in the past as a reference.


  “Bom.”


  “Yes?”


  “Thank you. This makes me very happy.”


  Bom nodded with a smile.


  Sitting at the table full of food that might even cause the legs of the table to bend, the four of them waited. 


  They weren’t praying or anything.


  Usually, Yeorum would have picked up some food to mark the start of the meal while throwing out some words like, ‘Thanks for the food’, but today, none of the kids were keen on eating anything.


  It was the same for Yu Jitae.


  Even though he had his hands on the burger, he couldn’t eat it.


  “…”


  Sunlight was casting shadows inside the house. Delicious food was in front of them, and they were with their precious ones.


  Having a nice meal together, they would share the trivial things that happened to them that day. 


  It was such a normal moment. It was nothing but one of the countless insignificant moments that were so common that it didn’t even leave any significant impression on them in the past.


  “…”


  However, it was now different.


  How many things have they gone through just to reobtain this experience? What kind of life did they have to go through just to feel this small happiness again?


  Remembering all the things that happened to them, Kaeul could not readily bring the drumstick in her hand towards her mouth.


  “…Wh, what’s wrong with everyone? Hehe.”


  But something like this was not what Kaeul wanted. She awkwardly swung the drumstick like a cheering stick. 


  “Unni? Hello? Let’s hurry up and eat. Uuun…?”


  She shook it once to Bom, and once to Yeorum.


  “Same with you ahjussi. What is wrong with everyone? The food’s going cold!”


  Then, Kaeul shook the chicken in front of Yu Jitae.


  “Like, seriously…! Unnis. You didn’t forget ‘that’ did you? Wake up, all of you!”


  If we meet him again:


  Then let’s push aside all the sorrow, have a relaxed conversation like we always used to and share what happened until now. Let’s open up to him everything that happened to us, without making him feel burdened.


  That was what they had agreed on, but it seemed that the kids couldn’t control themselves anymore.


  “…”


  Bringing her hands that were grasping on the spoon to her forehead, Bom deeply lowered her head and began silently sobbing to herself. 


  All the blood and tears she had shed; her suffering and times of despair reappeared inside her head.


  “…”


  Before long, Yeorum covered her face with her hands and started crying as well. Her fully capable memories had been endlessly drawing her most precious relationship in the world in her head regardless of the time.


  Yeorum had missed him tremendously. She missed the one who gave her her future, hope and trust.


  “Ah, what are you guys all doing… You’re the one who said we shouldn’t cry…”


  Throughout the not-so-short period of her Amusement, Kaeul had only been on the receiving end.


  Recalling the unfathomable regret she had felt after the farewell upon belatedly realising that she couldn’t return any of it, she followed her sisters and began weeping out loud.


  Someone said in the past;


  That people smiled when they’re sad because they remembered all the happy times that went by,


  And that people cried when they’re happy because they remembered all the hard times that went by.


  That day, the dining table became an ocean of tears.


  It was because everyone was now happy.


  ***


  A regression in the Providence of Time was an extremely exhausting experience for an existence. 


  Since the kids cried for hours despite all the accumulated fatigue, it was natural for them to become lethargic afterwards. However, they still wanted to eat the food so they heated the food back up and ate everything before going into their own rooms. They all wanted to have some sleep.


  Yu Jitae was also tired and was not in a good state, but he didn’t go to sleep yet.


  It was because the ‘dragon egg’ that had been separated from Kaeul’s necklace was placed in the middle of the living room, on top of Bom’s flowerpot.


  “…”


  He sat next to the egg and stared at it.


  Closing his eyes, he could feel the vitality inside the egg. Although she hadn’t hatched yet, she was definitely fully born and could break out of the egg any time soon. 


  When the kids were pouring out buckets of tears, Yu Jitae sensed something twitching inside the egg.


  What did Kaeul say again?


  – Gyeoul said it was, like, different from what she heard. And that it’s unfair… She said her hands were shivering… and how she wouldn’t be able to trust green dragons again…


  Saying that, she chuckled.


  Kaeul’s laughter always put him in a good mood. Floating a small smile, he placed his hand on top of the egg and slowly caressed it.


  That was when he felt something strange.


  Kong.


  Something tapped the shell from inside the egg.


  “Hoh.”


  There was no way he was feeling things. He carefully lifted the large egg and placed it on his lap, before caressing it again.


  This time, it came twice.


  Kong kong.


  “Yu Gyeoul. Are you there.”


  While thinking of how this was similar to prenatal education, he opened his mouth again.


  “Why are you still hiding there? I missed you so much.”


  Kong.


  “Didn’t you tell me you’d come back as an adult when you’re 20? Look at you; rather than an adult, you became a baby.”


  Kong.


  He caressed the egg with a smile.


  Like a mother talking to her unborn baby, he quietly talked to her, and explained how much he missed her as well as how happy he was to meet her again. 


  Then, he unfastened his watch and placed it above the egg to play some bright and exciting music. Even though he didn’t really know why, he knew this was what people tended to do for prenatal education.


  “I’ll be waiting for you to come out of your egg. It probably won’t take that long. It’s your second time so you know how it’s supposed to be done, right?”


  Kong…


  “Don’t be in too much of a rush though. Your soul did come here but your body is still that of a baby, so you might hurt yourself if you try to rush things.”


  Kong kong…


  “Alright. I’m sure you are also tired from the regression. Take a good rest.”


  He placed the egg back on the flowerpot and was about to go into his room when the egg suddenly turned noisy.


  Kong kong kong kong!


  It seemed that she was telling him not to leave.


  Therefore, he carefully carried the egg, headed to the bed and lied down next to Bom who was quietly letting out a snore.


  It was time to have some sleep. He closed his eyes inside the blanket with the egg next to him.


  ***


  Meanwhile, Gyeoul inside the egg was very disappointed.


  Her sisters had already met Yu Jitae and were talking about this and that and yet she was stuck in this place without even being able to see anything!


  I have to hurry up and keep my promise…


  Thinking like that made her once again feel how unfair everything was. After being suggested to go back to the past, she naturally thought she would be keeping her body but she was suddenly placed inside an egg! This wasn’t what they had agreed on.


  How long had she been longing for this moment? It was 300 years – 300 years she had spent with her eyes open waiting to meet Yu Jitae again! And yet now that she was back, she was locked inside an egg.


  There were two problems.


  One was that she still needed some time to hatch from the egg.


  And the second problem was that someone found out how depressed she was the next day.


  – Aiggoo↗


  The moment she heard that voice from the other side of the egg, Gyeoul had a hunch that something extremely infuriating would be happening from now on.


  – What should we do~ about our poor little Gyeoulll ↘↘↗?


  And her hunch was not wrong.


  The owner of that voice was the garbage dragon Yu Yeorum.


  – We had a meal with our dear ahjussi yesterday, and now we’re going to go out on a walk, and come back at night after buying some clothes! What should we do about Gyeoulll?? Should we get a hen to help her hatch↗?


  Kwang kwang! Gyeoul smacked the egg with her fists as hard as she could. However, the tough shell of the dragon egg stayed firm.


  – Oi Yu Gyeoul. Listen up. I’m going to have a meal with my dear darling, watch a movie, play games, ask for instant noodles and go sleighing together.


  – Unni. Stop. She’s gonna cry…!


  – Go to an amusement park, a cat cafe, go to a donburi restaurant together, and have a super special Doonga Doonga time with the three of us including Kaeul. Of course, that will be without you.


  – Uahh. Just stop, you devil…!


  Gyeoul was so frustrated that her hands shivered and she felt like bursting into tears.


  – I guess I’m the winner for being born early ♠


  – Ah, fuck. Forget what I said…


  Suddenly, she walked away while sounding dejected for some reason.


  In any case, Gyeoul had to suppress her fury.


  She was no longer young enough to be provoked by something like that. She wasn’t a baby anymore, and had lived for a thousand years just like Bom, Yeorum and Kaeul.


  Although she stayed away from needless experiences as much as possible to keep her existing memories as special as possible and was now in the body of a baby, she was still not a child. At least that was what Gyeoul thought about herself.


  All she had to do was hatch from the egg.


  The moment she hatched, she would also go shopping, go on a walk, play games, and ask for noodles! Go sleighing together! The Doonga Doonga super special edition…!


  And calling Yu Jitae by a different name as promised…!


  – Oh my, dear. Can I call you ‘oppa’ from today?


  She would be doing all the above.


  – Or maybe… ‘uncle’?


  I can do everything…!


  – If you don’t like any of them, then…? What about ‘da…’


  Stop! You crazy woman…!


  .


  .


  .


  But after breaking out of the shell in a few week’s time, Gyeoul became even more depressed.


  It was when she polymorphed into a human form after hatching from the egg. She had no idea how this could possibly be happening, and wondered if the entire world was trying its best to tease her or something.


  Gyeoul, who wanted to say something to Yu Jitae, soon heaved a sigh with a gloomy look on her face.


  “Oh wow! Look at her mumble.”


  She couldn’t speak.


  After Story: Happily Ever After (3)


  “Uwah. Seriously, Gyeoul is super tiny… so adorable…”


  Baby Gyeoul heaved a deep sigh as she constantly ran her minute fingers through her water-coloured hair. 


  ‘Oh no oh no. She looks mad.’ They said as if they were watching a monkey at the zoo.


  “Guys. Don’t be too mean to Gyeoul. I’m sure she’s very stressed out from turning smaller,” said Bom.


  Gyeoul’s eyes turned into a glare after hearing those words. Who’s fault was it that she was in this state, hnn?


  As expected, Bom was also grinning, and it was obvious that she was teasing her.


  “Do you see this? This kid’s so short-tempered.”


  Please, I hope you just go away…


  Instead of saying that, all she could manage out of her mouth were a few mumbles, and the kids bursted into laughter as if it was funny.


  What. What do you want? I’m in a super bad mood, okay?


  She tried to protest, but her mouth could only form incomplete sounds. It was only adding fuel to their laughter. 


  It was still too hard to control her body. She couldn’t speak properly, and couldn’t make delicate movements either. Even though she wanted to write letters, they were always crooked.


  “Come here. Let’s go to sleep.”


  Mumble…


  Gyeoul opened her mouth in reflex but Yu Jitae tilted his head so she gave up on speaking. She instead decided to express it with her body.


  “Uunn~. I see, I see. Are you hungry, little Gyeoul?”


  Kaeul said as if she would give her food, so baby Gyeoul placed one of her hands on her hip and shook her other hand to shoo her away.


  “What. Say it properly if you want something.”


  Gyeoul drew a line across her neck with her thumb while looking at Yeorum who was trying to pick a fight. She was telling her she would kill her one day.


  “…”


  In the end, she decided to show off her mature side. At night, she sat on a chair to read a book and had some warm black tea on the side.


  However, what Gyeoul didn’t know was how she would appear to the others when toddling to the kettle, carefully pouring hot water, flipping the pages of the book with her tiny hands while looking at the words with her circular eyes…


  ‘Uhhghhh… Gyeoul is soooooo cutee.’


  ‘Ah, she’s being so damn cute. If only I could bite and swallow her whole.’


  That was why her suffering knew no end.


  “My lil’ sister! I got something for you!”


  One day, Yeorum brought diapers, toys and nursery mobiles and handed them over to Gyeoul with a wide smile hanging on her lips.


  “…”


  Gyeoul looked at her as if she was staring at trash before chucking her gift on the ground. ‘Dude! How can you do that to my gift!’ Yeorum protested.


  But that wasn’t the end.


  “Gyeoul~. I bought some too…!”


  This time, Kaeul came up while showing her a teddy bear and a pacifier.


  What. What do you want?


  Gyeoul asked with her gaze but the look on Kaeul’s face was clearly not normal either. Until now, she had been simply enjoying herself, but there were now small fumes leaving her nostrils.


  “Can you please put this in your mouth? Uun?”


  While pushing forward the pacifier in her hand, Kaeul turned on the camera of her watch with her other hand. 


  Wow. These guys. They must be seriously crazy…


  Thinking that, Gyeoul quickly turned around and began running away but Yeorum and Kaeul both chased after her.


  “Kyahahaha! Ahnnnngg! Please, let’s just take one photo…! You look way too cute right now!”


  No!


  “Oi oi! Yu Gyeoul. If you don’t want that, how about my titties?”


  Hell no! What type of nonsense is that?


  “What’s going on? What is all this ruckus for?”


  That was when Yu Jitae left his room to ask the kids. Kaeul hid her hands behind her back and smiled ‘Hehe,’ while Yeorum also took her hands away from her breasts and gave an awkward smile. It was because he told them before not to overdo their teasing.


  Meanwhile, Gyeoul gazed up at Yu Jitae as if she had come across her saviour.


  They are like, teasing me…!


  She mumbled while looking up at Yu Jitae, who replied to her with a faint smile.


  “Do you want milk?”


  Yeorum and Kaeul almost rolled on the floor laughing,


  While Gyeoul felt betrayed by Yu Jitae for the first time.


  ***


  Thus, he had to soothe the child later.


  “……♫♥”


  With one hour of Doonga Doonga.


  ***


  At the start, they were trying to imitate how they used to act in the past, but they were back to their past selves by the time they realised it. They were all quite surprised because of how their minds and attitudes changed because of the environment.


  However, they weren’t exactly the same as before. 1,000 years for a dragon was similar to 10 years for a human, and because that was when they were acknowledged as adult dragons, they were pretty much like 20-year-old humans in terms of their role in the society.


  Even the small Gyeoul was a full-fledged adult inside.


  Thus, the usual topics of their conversations were also slightly different.


  During mealtime, they consistently talked about their plans for the distant future as well as the past. One of the things the kids were the most concerned about was ‘how we were supposed to live from now on’.


  “Before coming back in time…”


  Bom calmly opened her mouth.


  “There were people I lost in my past connections.”


  She remembered how Li Hwa left one day after bidding her farewell. That Taiwanese old lady found a trace of Ysayle Khalifa who killed her husband decades ago and left for her final revenge.


  And there, she died with Ysayle Khalifa.


  “Granny wouldn’t have died if I helped her back then…”


  It was a memory she had pushed to a corner because of the myriad of thoughts in her mind back then. 


  Bom was a little regretful after recovering her mind, because she had lent an ear to her stories and supported her when she was tired.


  “But this time, I can help her.”


  Kaeul nodded in response to her words.


  “I also have to take Chirpy back,” she said.


  “Right?”


  “Uun. Chirpy would die without me so…”


  That was what Yeorum, who had to defeat her oldest unni again, and Gyeoul, who had given happiness and vitality to the boys at a certain dimension, all agreed with.


  Lastly, Yu Jitae was also going to form a good bond with BM and Myung Yongha.


  “That sounds good. We will also have regular things to work on, then.”


  Let’s live a normal life and within the small gaps of everyday life, let us take in everything close to us that we were able to take care of in the past. That was the conclusion they came up with.


  They were all confident. It was something they had done already, and it definitely wouldn’t be too difficult.


  After concluding that topic, the four pairs of eyes naturally gathered at Yu Jitae.


  How were we supposed to live now…?


  An Amusement was just a brief passing moment in the life of a dragon. That in turn showed how deep and intense the memories they had created with Yu Jitae were, despite how short it was. 


  Their souls, memories and the power of their ‘wills’ were all still here after the accumulation of 1,000 years, but their bodies were still that of a baby dragon, and the formula of [Emergency Summon] and [Long-distance Dimensional Intersection] would definitely be automatically activated by the [Origin Fragment].


  In other words, their Amusement would still come to an end in another 20 years. It meant they had to part ways with Yu Jitae once again.


  “What’s wrong with all of you? I’m planning on following you guys to Askalifa.”


  However, Yu Jitae dismissed their concerns with a few sentences.


  “There is no reason for me to stay here.”


  Only then did the kids show bright smiles.


  ***


  A lot of time went by after that.


  This time, unlike the previous iteration, they did not enter Lair because none of them were that keen on the life of a cadet anymore. However, they did sometimes sneak in to use the facilities as they wanted.


  Clank! Clank!


  After some time, the dimensions cracked open as protectors crowded in. Bom stopped three of them, turned them off and kept them locked inside an alternate dimension and only brought back the protector of the green dragons.


  Next was up to Yu Jitae. Even though he had lost his accumulated killing intent, he still had authorities of the Demon Archduke. Taking care of the protector was nothing difficult.


  When everything was over, Yeorum returned to the house which was slightly messy from the uproar.


  “Are you done cleaning?”


  “Kuruk?”


  She kicked a rubbish bin, as all the other dragons giggled with her. The Protector had a puzzled look on its face.


  “???”


  But after that, Yeorum started picking up the rubbish with it so the protector’s doubt deepened even more. The protector thought that they all had a screw loose or something.


  After a few more months, Kaeul brought Chirpy.


  Chirp, chirp! 


  The palm-sized baby chicken finally appeared at their house and Kaeul vowed to take good care of the chicken until he had to leave. 


  “Me me me. I can do it very well this time!”


  The number of spirit beasts she had raised for centuries while looking after the gnome village was at least several hundred, and Kaeul’s method of caring for Chirpy the spirit beast was therefore on a completely different level.


  She healed the baby chicken who was injured and hurt, washed him clean, took a refreshing walk everyday and gave him delicious food to healthily raise him up.


  “Wow. Kaeul, that’s really amazing!”


  “Rightt?”


  Even though she said that, Bom tilted her head.


  That yellow furry ball… why was it so big?


  More and more question marks appeared above her head as time went by. And in the blink of an eye, Chirpy was as big as an average large dog.


  “Huh? Hnn? Wait a minute.”


  Before long, her concerns were realised.


  “Hmm? Kaeul. Don’t you think he’s a bit too big…?”


  After another 2 years, Chirpy was tall enough to reach Kaeul’s chest.


  Juurrrrrbb—


  He let out a low and heavy growl as Kaeul awkwardly scratched her head.


  “…H, he’s still smaller than me though!?”


  “Isn’t it strange to compare the size of a baby chicken to you?”


  “……Is, is it? Then… a horse! You can think of him as a horse…!”


  “What?”


  Bom tilted her head, wondering what nonsense this was about, but Kaeul was unexpectedly very optimistic about it. After that, she started riding Chirpy.


  A baby chicken as large as a bear raced through the vast wasteland.


  “Kyaaa—”


  Vuuuunnn~


  The world’s biggest baby chicken was fluffy.


  It was a very comfortable ride.


  ***


  In between his everyday life, Yu Jitae tried his hardest to regain his lost power whenever he had the time. 


  Honestly, there wouldn’t be too big of a problem in the world for the time being even if he wasn’t there. The Association was a lot more powerful than demons and monsters combined.


  However, there were still times when he had to step up, and he thus needed to regain his strength.


  Yu Jitae scrutinised his body.


  His entire body was lethargic; mana had been paved away alongside his soul; the manipulation of mana was also affected because of his will being shaken due to staying lethargic for too long and his killing intent was pretty much all gone… There were several complex reasons why Yu Jitae was weakened.


  Even though some of them were being naturally recovered over time, it was far from enough. He had to personally move his body or meditate in order to raise his strength back up.


  It wasn’t anything difficult.


  He had been doing it for at least several centuries, and he had already once become the strongest human in existence with effort alone.


  “What? You want to train together?”


  On the morning of a certain refreshing day, Yu Jitae asked Yeorum to go training together. She, who was wearing leggings and a crop top, tilted her head with a frown.


  “What’s going on? Weren’t you the one who always turned me down?”


  “I don’t like having someone next to me while I train.”


  “Far out… Let me just ask while we’re at it. You weren’t like, hiding all the good stuff from me or anything, right?”


  Yu Jitae shook his head.


  To be frank, Yeorum wouldn’t be able to copy him even if she saw what he was doing, because Yu Jitae was using an extremely inhumane, horrendous and self-destructive method to train himself.


  ‘So, what are we going to do?’ In response to Yeorum’s question, Yu Jitae gave his reply.


  “Let’s have a spar, like an actual fight.”


  Yeorum squinted her eyes.
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  “Like an actual fight?”


  Yeorum knew better than anyone else what Yu Jitae meant by saying ‘an actual fight’. Everything she learned from him was always in a stricter condition than what others could consider an actual fight. 


  But whenever he used the words, ‘actual fight’, it always led to a life-or-death situation where her life was threatened at every passing moment. 


  “Are you sure you can handle what you said?”


  “Why not.”


  “Haha. I think you’re looking down on me too much…”


  Yeorum turned around and faced Yu Jitae from the front.


  “You haven’t seen me train ever since we lived together right? I’m probably a lot stronger than you think.”


  “I know.”


  “No you don’t. What you remember is how I was at the end of the Amusement.”


  Locking her fingers, she did a big stretch. 


  Even though she was back to her young body, the cluster of will which contained mana (her soul) was still that of the 1,000-year-old Yu Yeorum. 


  She had easily killed her oldest unni, the cream of the crop, and never stopped refining herself until she was a thousand years old. She was by far the strongest out of the dragons of her generation.


  Yeorum was about as strong as an average adult dragon.


  Although her body was weakened due to the regression, her combat skills were still with her. She was like a small car on the outside, except she had the engine of a sports car. 


  “I’m pretty strong, you know?”


  Yeorum said with a low voice while giving him a chilly gaze.


  “If you want an actual fight, I’m not going to restrain myself. I’m going to do what you did to me. Can I do that?”


  It wasn’t a warning – she was trying to double-check whether it really was okay to do as he said or not.


  “Yeorum. That’s quite funny,” said Yu Jitae.


  “What is?”


  “You’re talking as if you are obviously going to be the winner. It’s very funny. I’m speechless.”


  “Hah.”


  She gave a scoff as faint tension appeared between the two.


  “I remember someone fainting from a single headbutt. Why do you sound so confident?”


  “You should not be arrogant before a fight. Did I not tell you time after time?”


  “How long ago was this?”


  “Listen. It has already been quite some time and there might be variables. You should not judge based on the past.”


  “Hoh? What is this; do you still think you’re my teacher?”


  “Looking at your actions, it looks like it’s still too early for you to graduate.”


  “…”


  Yeorum forced her stiff lips into a smile.


  “I’m actually gonna beat you up…”


  *


  Soon, after jumping across the dimensions to a barren wasteland, Yu Jitae and Yeorum began to fight.


  “I’m not gonna hold back!”


  Unsheathing her sword, Yeorum lowered her body. She took a big step forward as a large spark flickered beneath her feet, and–


  Yu Jitae had to widen his eyes – Yeorum dashed across in the blink of an eye and her sword was already right in front of him. 


  Clank! He parried her attack.


  It was a heavy and oppressive yet clean attack. It created a ripple in the air and shook his bones, but nonetheless, he was able to block it. It was a stunning improvement compared to how he was like right after the regression.


  Because he had lost his killing intent, [Shapeless Sword] no longer had the same amount of power as before, but Yu Jitae still possessed thousands of authorities and abilities which he didn’t need to use beforehand due to the Shapeless Sword. 


  He was planning on pouring everything into this fight.


  “Huu–”


  After a short exhale of breath, he reopened his eyes.


  *


  The victor was decided after 2 hours.


  Blood was oozing out and several bones were broken for Yu Jitae. His eyes were bruised and parts of his body were exposed due to the partially scorched clothes. 


  Yeorum wasn’t in a perfect state either – she had also been struck several times, and the long cut created by a sword on her waist still had beads of blood dripping at every second. 


  During the fight, Yeorum came to the judgement that she would be exposed to Yu Jitae’s thousands of attacks if she were to distance herself, and aimed for a close distance and a grappling fight. Their swords broke and they rolled on the ground while throwing fists back and forth.


  And she proved that her judgement was correct.


  Slam–!


  The back of Yu Jitae’s head was forced into the ground as Yeorum pressed onto his body from above. 


  “Huk, huk… Give up,” she suggested.


  The tip of her dagger was next to his throat. While coarsely gasping for breath, Yu Jitae closed his eyes and gave a nod. It was a sign of surrender.


  “What did I tell you? I told you I’ll win, yes? I was right.”


  “…”


  “Yu Yeorum you crazy freak. Even Yu Jitae is nothing for you! Little Yeorum is the strongest in the world, is she not?”


  “…”


  “Answer me. Now!”


  “Yes.”


  “Bullshit!”


  He gave his agreement all too easily and Yeorum was unamused. It was boring to tease someone who was too straight-forward. 


  In any case, his body was in a pretty bad state and they had to end the fight here. 


  That was why Yeorum was about to raise her body, but she stopped in the middle.


  “Hold on…?”


  A sudden line of thought popped up in her head.


  Had she ever beaten that ‘Yu Jitae’ like this in her entire life?


  She pondered to herself.


  No.


  Except for that one time when she punched him in the chest, she had never beaten him even once in her entire life.


  But what about now?


  Yu Jitae was pinned underneath her…


  A grin appeared on Yeorum’s lips.


  “…”


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae bewilderedly opened his eyes after sensing how Yeorum was showing no signs of standing back up, curious as to what she was trying to do. 


  And what he found was a perverted smile hanging on her lips!


  “What.”


  “Hu…”


  “What are you doing? Move aside.”


  “Huhuhh…”


  The stern tension covering the two of them was gone in the blink of an eye. Yeorum said after a giggle.


  “Right now, you can’t escape without my permission, can you?”


  “…What?”


  After a smirk, Yeorum raised her hand and snapped a handful of her hair with her fingernails. She then grabbed the stiff and red hair strands like a brush.


  “Oi.”


  “Kuhu, kuhe…”


  “What, uhh, what are you doing right now?”


  “Kuhuhu. Kukukkhhukk…!”


  “Oi.”


  Then, Yeorum began tickling him with the red brush. His skin was very sensitive after being scorched by Yeorum’s flames, so much so that Yu Jitae was feeling ticklish despite being usually immune to it. 


  “Oi, dude.”


  He frowned. Due to the fierce fight they had, he had trouble moving his mana properly, and thus couldn’t cut off his senses.


  Besides, Yeorum’s movement of her brush was extremely explicit. From his ears, she sneaked past his earlobes and began sweeping his neck with her hair. 


  “Oi, Yu Yeorum.”


  “Uhp…”


  “Stop this right now. What do you think you’re doing.”


  “Kuhup…”


  “Can’t you hear me telling you to stop?”


  “Kuhup. What are you gonna do if I can’t hear you…? Hit me?”


  “Yu Yeorum.”


  “Aigooo so scarryy~”


  She held back her laughter which was threatening to burst out. 


  Her brush continued to move. Before long, her hair travelled down the neck, past the collarbone towards his armpits as he called her name with a scowl.


  “Oi. Oi oi oi. Yeorum.”


  Hearing the faint sense of urgency in his voice, Yeorum could not stop herself and began chuckling out loud. 


  For her, this was way too interesting.


  Wow!


  It was none other than Yu Jitae. That man who was always arrogant and aloof, who kept an indifferent look on his face all the time as if he was some kind of bigshot was pinned underneath her while stuttering in a hurry!


  “Stop. Let’s stop this kind of prank. It’s tickling me.”


  Yeorum replied after a chuckle.


  “Don’t wanna~. If you’re respectful, then maybe. Be as polite as you can.”


  “What kind of wacky shit is this? Stop this right now and move aside, you hear me?”


  “No? Why should I, hnn? What’s in it for me?”


  “You. Why the hell are you doing this? Huh?”


  “No need to worry about that. Say please. If you don’t want to, be as polite as you can – polite enough to satisfy me.”


  Her brush continued moving. It started heading to his wide chest. The destination… were the dots that were acknowledged in a certain underground fight club of North America for being wonderful.


  “So you’re not going to do it huh~. Are you still not going to do it~? Huhh? It’s going even lower though? It’s already past your collarbones! I can see your beautiful nipps…!”


  Yu Jitae closed his eyes with a deep sigh. He had to end this horrifying humiliation immediately.


  It was a hard call to make, but he went through with it.


  “I understand, so please stop.”


  “Uunn?”


  “It’s my loss, Miss.”


  He showed respect, but Yeorum sneered back.


  “What’s this about. Did you not understand what I said?”


  “What?”


  “That’s not it.”


  “I did what you told me to do, did I not?”


  “No? I told you. You have to be polite enough to ‘satisfy’ me.”


  “How will you be satisfied then?”


  Yeorum grinned like a devil and licked her lips with her tongue.


  “You see, I like cute guys,” she said.


  Crazy. It wasn’t even funny.


  Using his last bit of strength, Yu Jitae tried to break free.


  “No you don’t!”


  Even though he scuffled and struggled as hard as he could, he just couldn’t escape from her grip due to his exhausted limbs. After 20 minutes of retaliation, he asked only after being pressed back down onto the ground. 


  “Are you serious right now? Are you seriously telling me to act cute or something?”


  “Yes!”


  “I do not understand. Why do you even want to see that?”


  “Because!”


  He heaved a sigh. He was too tired and he wanted to take a rest. Yu Jitae had no choice but to drop his pride.


  He closed his eyes. His lips slowly cracked open, as his vocal cords began to vibrate.


  Yeorum’s eyes were tainted with excitement, and after a few seconds.


  Kyaaa♥ ahahahahahahahaa–!!


  Her laughter echoed across the wasteland.


  .


  .


  .


  “Oppa.”


  At home, it was hard to be lovey-dovey, unless it was a day like this.


  “Do you remember what you said last time?”


  “What did I say?”


  “You know, the thing you said when I was trying to kill myself.”


  “Ah.”


  The large pair of eyes looked at him. He silently met her gaze as her lips slowly came closer in. 


  Chu,


  They shared a light kiss.


  “Why are you bringing that up all of a sudden?”


  “…Nothing.”


  Bom gave a faint smile before turning around and hopping away.


  They were at an open pavilion. Behind was the blue sky and thick clouds, and it was nothing but the evergreen nature all around.


  It was peaceful.


  A fair bit of time had passed since his reunion with the children. 


  He was happy. He enjoyed each passing day; the food was delicious; his relationship with Bom was delightful and the house they lived in together was very cosy. Until now, he had never known that living and breathing could be so enjoyable and precious.


  Only after belatedly realising that, was Yu Jitae finally able to smile from the bottom of his heart.


  “Unni. Look at that stupid smile on that guy’s face.”


  Kaeul sneered while pointing at Yu Jitae. Bom, who was next to her, also gave a smile.


  What was this about? Kaeul’s sudden words made the smile vanish from Yu Jitae’s face.


  “Mhmm… Right. How shameless.”


  “I know right. Does he think he has the right to be happy? What a piece of trash.”


  “Well, good for us though. I can do ‘that’ now, right?”


  “Uun. Shoot.”


  “Yu Jitae. Watch carefully. Watch what I’m doing next.”


  After saying that, Bom took out a ballista and pointed it at Kaeul’s head.


  She then pulled the trigger.


  Baamm!


  .


  .


  .


  “…!”


  Yu Jitae opened his eyes with a flash.


  Grabbing onto his chest, he tried to raise himself up but his body refused to listen to him. His body was screaming all around as if there were countless needles piercing into his body. 


  With his entire body glistening from sweat, he gasped for breath.


  It was a dream.


  That thing just then was a dream.


  His sense of reality slowly came back to him as a deep frown appeared above his eyes. That was the third ‘ridiculous nightmare’ he had ever since he began living a new life.


  His neck turned relaxed as his head helplessly fell back down. Something soft touched the back of his head, and only then did he notice the person sitting next to him.


  “Are you okay ahjussi…?”


  It was Kaeul.


  He had been lying down with Kaeul’s thigh underneath his head.
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  Wondering what was going on, he tried to raise himself up but his body shrieked in pain and refused to listen to him.


  “You should stay down. I’m healing you right now.”


  “Thanks. Where’s Bom?”


  “She went outside with Gyeoul. That startled me just then, you know? You suddenly started gasping and stuff.”


  While collecting his breath, Yu Jitae shook his head.


  “It’s nothing. It was a nightmare as you said.”


  He felt an excruciating pain all around his body and frowned. The injuries he got during the fight against Yeorum wasn’t fully recovered yet. 


  “Like, ahjussi. Why did you have to fight like that? How is fighting to kill each other a part of training? You could have been seriously injured with one mistake.”


  “Because that’s the fastest way to regain my power.”


  “Is there a reason why you’re in a rush?”


  There wasn’t.


  It was just the way of his life – he had to obtain something as quickly as possible if it had to be obtained. 


  In any case, lying down using Kaeul’s lap as a pillow was weird no matter how he thought about it. Thus, he tried to lift his body up again but Kaeul pressed down on his forehead.


  “Just stay still. Come on. Stop interrupting me; I’m trying to heal you.”


  “…”


  “By the way, ahjussi.”


  “Yeah.”


  “You really are a lot weaker now.”


  “Huh?”


  “Actually, I accidentally… saw your dream.”


  Drip.


  It felt like a droplet of water had dripped onto a lake.


  “Sorry. That must have been startling.”


  “It’s okay.”


  That was all she said in response. Feeling slightly awkward, Yu Jitae added.


  “But still, how could you peek at someone else’s dream like that? If I was having an obscene dream, that would have made it uncomfortable for both of us.”


  “Ahh, I guess you didn’t know about it because you’ve always been strong, ahjussi, but we always live while passively accepting the emotions and memories of other races. So me looking at your dream just then, was not because I wanted to.”


  “I see…”


  “You should hurry up and become stronger if you want a sexy dream, hehe.”


  She joked with a smile as he shook his hand in response. Even that small movement of his arm made his chest muscles scream due to the wound carved by Yeorum so he lowered his hand back down and closed his eyes.


  Kaeul closed her mouth after the little joke, and Yu Jitae also stayed silent for a long time.


  Her hand resting on his forehead started to convey warmth down his skin. She slowly began caressing his hair.


  Leaving behind a rustle, her fingers travelled through the short strands of his hair from the forehead to the crown of his head. Kaeul stroked his hair which was probably dirty from the dust.


  He couldn’t easily open his mouth. 


  They had been living together for almost 2 years by now, but they still hadn’t talked much about the past 1,000 years, let alone the stories that laid at the bottom of everything. Although he decided to be honest, that didn’t mean all of his problems would be resolved in an instant.


  He had initially chosen deceit because of how immensely difficult it was to come out clean, and thus it was still challenging to find the right occasion even after deciding to be fully honest. 


  Let’s do it one day when the time comes. Let’s do it when we can open our hearts a bit more. 


  He was delaying things and had been waiting for the right timing until this day. And now, while feeling her cautious fingers that were caressing his hair and her quiet gaze looking at him, he realised that the time had come at last. 


  “Kaeul.”


  “Uun.”


  “I have something to confess to you.”


  “Unn. What is it about?”


  “About the sins I’ve committed.”


  He was scared. What if this occasion and this method was wrong? What if it created a crack in their relationship?


  Even though Bom had been telling him, ‘There should be no problems,’ several times until now, the sinner still couldn’t control his fear. 


  Rustle, rustle–


  The fingers stroking his hair did not stop, and that gave him the courage.


  “Firstly, I need to explain… about everything that happened.”


  Lying down, he began telling Kaeul the start of everything. 


  From how he met the gold hatchling for the first time in the distant past; her life that ended with a suicide multiple times; and everything that cornered them. He talked about all the unfortunate events.


  Throughout his story, Kaeul did not say anything. All she did was silently look into his eyes and blink. He was currently very weakened and couldn’t censor every piece of floating memories and those were thus being conveyed to Kaeul.


  Everything that happened to BY at the 4th iteration;


  The imprisonment in the 5th and the 6th iteration;


  And all the atrocities he committed within the countless forgotten iterations in the middle were all fully conveyed to Kaeul. His detailed emotions during that time were also in the mix.


  Yu Jitae did not try to defend himself because excuses were not necessary in an atonement.


  Yu Jitae did not try to explain himself. He did not try to decorate his wrongdoings. It might have been possible if he wanted to, but he didn’t.


  He simply chose to be honest.


  “……Can you please, forgive me?”


  Kaeul stopped her hand. That acted like a small signal that made Yu Jitae feel uneasy. No matter how happy Kaeul was in the 7th iteration, a change in history tended to negate happy memories.


  An approach with a hidden agenda.


  Pretentious kindness. 


  Those hands that tied and imprisoned me were the same ones caressing my hair all the time, huh…


  That must be how Yu Jitae appeared to Kaeul.


  Anxiously, he held his breath and waited for her next words. Soon, Kaeul slowly opened her mouth.


  “Uun.”


  Yu Jitae widened his eyes.


  There were drops of tears budding in her eyes. The child gave a faint smile as the tears travelled down her cheeks.


  Kaeul smiled at him.


  “I don’t know if I have the right to forgive but… if I do, I will forgive you.”


  He felt his heart beating rapidly. 


  Because of how hard it was for him to pour those words out, and because of the long moments of his fear and uneasiness,


  Kaeul’s one word felt like a breeze warmer than anything else that started to melt his past regrets and fears.


  “So promise me, you won’t have a dream like that again…”


  .


  .


  .


  “It’s definitely chocolates when you’re feeling down!”


  “That’s right.”


  “Here. Hurry up and have some.”


  Yu Jitae was unable to even lift a fork and was leaning on the backrest, when Kaeul suddenly came up and fed him a piece of the chocolate cake like what he used to do when Kaeul was sick one day.


  “You see, after returning to Askalifa.”


  “Nn.”


  “I looked after gnomes.”


  Kaeul started talking about the ‘things that happened in a world without Yu Jitae’ which she had been hiding in her heart.


  “Raising kids is not easy, right?”


  “Egugu. Don’t even mention it…”


  She gave another silly smile before cutting off a piece of the cake and bringing it to his mouth. Looking back on the time she spent with the gnomes, there were in fact more memories of her hardship than her happiness. 


  “That made me think about ahjussi a lot.”


  “About me?”


  “Uun. Because I was clearly the biggest problem. You never showed it on the outside, but you must have been very frustrated and tired on the inside, right?”


  “No?” Yu Jitae denied while shaking his head.


  There was no need to be honest about every single thing.


  “As if it’s a ‘no’! Hehe.”


  Kaeul chuckled before raising the coffee mug and bringing the straw to his mouth.


  It was on a certain sunny afternoon of early autumn. 


  In the middle of the background noise of the small cafe, the two people who had once been a guardian and a ward continued talking to each other. In a world where they no longer had to feel hurt, they shared the warmth of the past and that brought a small amount of peace to his sick heart.


  “Thank you for apologising to me.


  “I will do a lot better from now on…”


  Kaeul said with a bright smile.


  .


  .


  .


  That day, 


  Yu Jitae received redemption from a girl.


  .


  .


  .


  However, that was only the beginning. He still had to ask the other kids for their forgiveness.


  When would be the right timing? Who should I apologise to first?


  He was pondering and deliberating on the right occasion as time rapidly flew by.


  As he was starting to regain his power through his usual personal training sessions, Yu Jitae suddenly realised that he had recovered a large portion of his strength and said to Yeorum.


  “Let’s have a fight, Yu Yeorum.”


  “Do you want to be humiliated again?”


  “…”


  “Sorry. Master~♥. Pleaseeee stoppp♥”


  Yeorum chortled after copying someone’s (?) lines.


  Yu Jitae denied it.


  He had no idea what she was talking about…


  It was quite straight-forward after they arrived at the training grounds. Yu Jitae picked up a wooden sword and immediately dashed at Yeorum.


  Kwang kwang kwang kwang!


  After several bouts, Yeorum went for a close combat again while remembering how to deal with Yu Jitae. 


  But unlike how he had to dodge her attacks a few months ago due to insufficient power, he chucked his sword away and punched back. He smacked Yeorum’s head with his fist and bashed her as hard as he could on her stomach. ‘Uhk! Fuck!’ In return, Yeorum kicked his jaws with her knee as he wobbled and began to stumble back.


  A chance!


  Yeorum grabbed him by his collars and gave his forehead a headbutt. Bbaakkk! It rippled the surrounding air as dust soared up from the ground and covered the area.


  His body was falling – his back was about to reach the ground.


  However, he suddenly shot his eyes wide open and made use of the power behind her frontal dash. He twisted his back and pulled Yeorum down until she was underneath him.


  Kung!


  After a rotation in the air, Yu Jitae was able to press down on Yeorum from above.


  “Hoh?”


  Yeorum retaliated while hiding her fluster. What she didn’t know was that Yu Jitae was also a master in grappling.


  “Uaahk! For fuck’s sake!”


  No matter what she did, she couldn’t push nor pull him away. Whenever she somehow raised her body back up, his foot came flying in from a mysterious angle and made her fall back down. 


  As if she was stuck in a quagmire, Yeorum could not get up despite trying everything she could.


  When none of her tricks worked, she tried to shoot flames to burn his body but after recovering his power, Yu Jitae was able to withstand her flames.


  Bouncing her back, she tried to stand up so Yu Jitae held onto her neck and squashed her down.


  He suppressed her thighs to stop her legs from floundering around, and immediately sat on top of her body when she stopped moving.


  Pressing down on both of her wrists, he used his other hand to take out a dagger and rest it near her neck.


  “Huuk, huuk… Fuck…”


  That was the end of their fight.


  It was the grappling fight of two existences that were at the level of adult dragons. The ground was squashed and crumbled into fragments during their fight and the entire region was in a complete mess.


  “Haa. You became hella strong in those few freaking months…”


  Yeorum shook her head with a dejected smile.


  It was the declaration of her loss.


  “…”


  However, Yu Jitae did not move.


  With her eyes stuck on him who was still pressing down on her body, Yeorum blinked her eyes. 


  Did he not understand what she meant? Although Yeorum detested losing more than death, losing to Yu Jitae wasn’t really that big of a problem. 


  It didn’t hurt her pride as much so she tried voicing those words out.


  “What are you doing? It’s over. I lost.”


  However, Yu Jitae still refused to move.


  His eyes were still indifferently gazing down at her. In that instant, she felt spooked.


  “What you looking at? I’m telling you I lost. Why are you still there?”


  In the middle of her words, Yeorum denied the thought that sparked in her mind. It was Yu Jitae out of everyone in the world.


  There’s no way.


  There was no way that ‘Yu Jitae’ would be so narrow-minded that he wanted revenge right?


  But… her line of thought was crushed due to the smile hanging on Yu Jitae’s lips.


  “…Yu Yeorum.”


  Oh no.


  He mischievously called her name, as Yeorum felt goosebumps appearing all over her skin.


  “Why. Fucking what.”


  “You didn’t forget, did you?”


  “Forget what…?!”


  Even though she pretended like she was clueless, she was a dragon.


  And dragons did not forget.


  “That thing on that day was the biggest humiliation of my entire life.”


  “W, what are you talking about!”


  “And I’m the type that always takes revenge.”


  “Huh? Revenge for what? This is just a spar, isn’t it?”


  She felt spooked.


  Yu Jitae raised his dagger and stabbed it next to her neck as a handful of her hair was cut off. After lowering the knife, he grabbed onto the bundle of red hair. 


  “No no no. Stop.”


  Yeorum gave a straight face, but that in turn brightened up the look on Yu Jitae’s face.


  “This is wrong. It’s a crime if you do it!”


  “Who says?”


  “Everyone does! Fuck. Anyway, no! It’s fine if I’m the one doing it, but you can’t, you crazy freak!”


  A smile appeared on his lips. She got goosebumps from that smile and quickly tried to cut off her senses but Yu Jitae’s mana squeezed in before she could and repressed her mana.


  “Wait, fuck–”


  Soon, the red brush went down and reached her body. It landed somewhere between her neck and her collarbones.


  “Wait, wait! You fucker! Don’t– Kyahahahh♥”


  Yeorum resisted like an electrocuted fish but it was in vain. With an amused smile on his face, Yu Jitae moved the brush around.


  “Oi oi oi! You damn bastard! I’m telling on you! I’m gonna tell Yu Bom you love tickling girls!


  “I warned you. You do this and we’re no longer friends. Okay? Ahhnnng! Seriously, I’m betting on my mum that we will no longer be friends! Kyaaakk!


  “O, okay. Okay. My bad. I will scrap that, okay? I won’t tell Yu Bom either. Nn? I, I can pretend like this never happened…!


  “Please h, help me. Sir! I don’t want to be ticklledd…!”


  Yeorum tried everything she could to try to stop Yu Jitae but he ignored them all. Goosebumps were covering her skin as her stomach caved up and down following her coarse breaths.


  “Waittt! Seriously, no ears! Please! My ears are hella sensitive– Kuuaaaahahah♥”


  *


  That day, the barren wasteland was filled with screams.


  Yeorum was tickled until she broke out in tears.


  After Story: Happily Ever After (6)


  Yu Jitae lifted his body as Yeorum gasped for breath like a squid out on the land. She appeared to have become powerless due to the immensely long tickle.


  “…You know.”


  While thinking to himself that she must be getting ready to swear at him, he reached his hand out to help her stand back up.


  “I fought with my oldest unni after going back.”


  However, she suddenly started talking about a whole different topic. 


  Crossing her legs, she covered her eyes with the back of her hand.


  The fight against her oldest unni… was naturally something he had constantly been curious about. The only reason he didn’t ask till now was because he wanted her to mention it herself.


  Yeorum returned to Earth thanks to Bom’s oath after she completed her Grand Schema. 


  In other words, there could only be one reason why Yeorum was able to be here.


  “So you won. You beat her.”


  “Nn.”


  He felt his heart being quite overwhelmed with emotions.


  “Yu Yeorum.”


  His voice was a little brighter.


  “…I’m insane, right?” she asked.


  “Yes. You’re crazy.”


  “…Is Yeorum cool?”


  “Fabulous.”


  “…Is she the best?”


  “You’re the best in the entire universe.”


  Yeorum twitched her lips as she soon let out a grin.


  Kulkulkul… Like a person who can’t control their laughter, she continued giggling like a boiling kettle. 


  His compliment was like a full stop to her story.


  “You did an excellent job.”


  Her smile slowly dissipated.


  At this moment, Yeorum had her life and hard work acknowledged once again by the one who trusted her more than herself.


  That very person asked her a question.


  “How did you fight her? Do you mind telling me?”


  “…Ah.”


  She described everything that happened back then to Yu Jitae including every detail possible. While talking about those moments, a drop of tear left her eye and like a water-drop on a document, it tainted the paper to smudge the ink of her memories. 


  Wiping off those tears, Yeorum calmly continued her story.


  Starting from the 300 years which had gone by as she blindly waited for the Selection Ceremony after returning from the Amusement, Yeorum explained how she trampled upon the condescending gazes of her parents to kill her oldest sister, as well as how she wailed by herself in front of her youngest unni’s grave at the end of everything.


  Those stories, feelings and words created a lump in her throat whenever she looked back on them but…


  He serenely listened to her story and lent a close ear to her chronicles. 


  Meanwhile, it made Yu Jitae think that today might be the day for him to ask Yeorum for her forgiveness, but her following words put a stop to his line of thought.


  “It was super hard for everyone, you know that?”


  “I think I do, the more I listen to your stories.”


  “But, to be honest, I don’t think what I went through is even close to half of all the suffering Yu Bom had to go through.”


  “What?”


  “You… you really need to take good care of her. She worked really, really hard.”


  Yeorum then started mentioning the chronicles of Bom in a soft voice. She talked about the crazy vengeful spirits of the black dragons, the war of green dragons… and the likes.


  “But I guess she wouldn’t have been that worried about the future. Because she must have been certain that she will be sleeping with you as a black-hair…”


  Her next words, however, were very confusing for Yu Jitae. Sleeping with him as a black-hair?


  “What is that about?”


  “What?”


  “Do ‘what’ with me as a black hair?”


  “Ehng…?”


  As if she finally noticed her mistake, Yeorum shook her hands.


  “Pretend like you didn’t hear that.”


  “What is it about?”


  “Ahh, I don’t know. Whatever. Don’t tell her I told you that, and don’t even pretend like you know what it’s about. Okay?”


  Yu Jitae was already greatly intrigued though, because he remembered how Bom used to pick a few females in the Association to become friends with. What was common between all of them except for one person was that they were all Asians. 


  Until now, he didn’t know why she hadn’t tried to befriend some females over others and couldn’t find anything common between them, but the sudden words of Yeorum became a puzzle piece that entered his head.


  He remembered the hair colours of the ones Bom had been trying to become friends with.


  He recalled the appearances of Kang Ahjin, Zhuge Haiyan and Freya Wahabi.


  Black hair…


  They all had black hair.


  “That black hair or whatever – are you really not going to tell me what it is?”


  “Ahhh, I don’t know what you’re talking about. I can’t tell you anything!”


  “Why?”


  “Dunno. Just forget about it. Please!”


  Yeorum stood up and shook her hands in the air before jumping across the dimensions to escape from him. 


  After that, he asked her a few more times in secret when they were at home but Yeorum did not tell him anything.


  Yu Jitae recalled what she said.


  – But I guess she wouldn’t have been that worried about the future. Because she must have been certain that she will be sleeping with you as a black-hair…


  It sounded positive as if there was an underlying layer of hope.


  ‘Sleeping’ was probably referring to a sexual relationship. 


  In other words, that meant Bom with black hair having an intercourse with him would lead to some kind of optimistic result.


  That, however, was strange.


  It was because her hair had been turning back to green ever since they met each other again. There was pretty much no strand of black hair left.


  If ‘black hair’ would lead to a optimistic result,


  Then why was her hair turning back to ‘green’?


  ***


  In the end, he couldn’t ask Yeorum for forgiveness that day, but he decided not to be in a hurry.


  Atonement was his lifelong duty. There was no need to be in a hurry, and the future ahead of them was still very long.


  He would have more opportunities in the future.


  Thus, he decided to drop the things related to his atonement in daily life for the time being, and started pondering about Bom’s show of affection. 


  He was way too curious to disregard it, but asking wasn’t an option either considering the frantic attitude Yeorum showed when he asked her a few times. It didn’t seem like a joke and seemed like a fairly serious topic that shouldn’t be delved into.


  Yu Jitae wanted to find the truth.


  There were 2 keywords.


  1. Black Hair


  2. Show of Affection


  There was nothing he could do about the first one. It wasn’t something he could openly ask about, so he had to control the variables and make Bom introduce the topic.


  Thus, he decided to control the second element. After that day, he avoided having deep affectionate actions with Bom.


  It wasn’t easy.


  There were only three rooms. They didn’t bother making any more rooms so he had to use the same room as Gyeoul and Bom.


  “…”


  It was on a certain warm evening in Spring.


  The kids were outside playing and Bom was the only one who had returned before them.


  After coming into the room, she stared at him, as he turned his eyes and returned the gaze. 


  There was no-one inside the house as the two of them shared a suggestive eye-contact. 


  Bom looked very pretty today as well. Her eyes that were gazing up at his eyes from uneasiness and the nervously pursed lips were a sight to behold.


  They had already done it a few times, and yet Bom was still very nervous before having a relationship with him. That was why it was usually his job to approach her and be the one moving.


  But today, it was different.


  
Yu Jitae returned a faint smile before looking away from her.


  A look of doubt appeared in Bom’s eyes.


  That was the end. While suppressing the burning passion inside, he soothed himself. He continued lying down on the bed reading a book, but that was when a fragrant scent of nature cleared up his brain. That was the furtive signal Bom was throwing at him.


  “…?”


  However, he contained his desire and refused to move.


  Bom tilted her head.


  She then swept past her lower lips with her thin fingers.


  *


  After a few days,


  It was a day where Gyeoul and Yeorum went playing outside together despite bickering with each other all the time, while Kaeul came back after playing with Chirpy the enormous baby chicken and immediately fell asleep in her room.


  He was alone in the living room watching a documentary on hologram TV.


  That was when Bom came out of the shower like a human, while wearing a gown with her hair lifted to a bun.


  And that was a big problem. The white neck revealed beneath her hair gave off an indecent charm and the soft skin was an extremely lewd sight. That was why he was refusing to go into the room even though it was already close to midnight.


  He simply had to wait a bit more, because Gyeoul would be coming back very soon.


  However, Bom did not go into the room either.


  “Why are you out here in the living room?” she asked.


  “I’m watching a documentary.”


  “A documentary? ‘Architecture of the early Ottoman Empire in the 14th Century, in search of those roots’…?”


  She tilted her head after reading the name of the documentary.


  “Oppa, are you interested in things like this?”


  “Yeah. It’s more interesting than I thought.”


  He had to give a ridiculous excuse.


  However, it was a good choice of documentary because Bom would definitely have zero interest in such a topic.


  “What is it about?”


  But Bom threw that question while naturally sitting next to him.


  With a gush, the scent of nature grazed past his nose.


  While pretty much throwing her body on the sofa, Bom sat down and leaned on him. Her lower body crashed into his lower body as he felt the weight behind her legs.


  What was her question again?


  Was it about the content of the documentary or something? 


  Yu Jitae had to pull his mind back together.


  “Well. It’s like…”


  “Like…?”


  It was…


  “It’s just about how the way they build houses is influenced by the past.”


  He gave a random reply while turning towards her, but he had to immediately fix his gaze on the screen again.


  It might be because of her throwing herself down on the sofa, but the untightened knot and the loose gown revealed the lines of her white body inside.


  “Hmm… It doesn’t look that interesting though.”


  Bom said with a lethargic voice while leaning her head on his shoulder, all the while wrapping her arms around his arm in a natural manner.


  He could feel something that was both soft and heavy touching his arm.


  “It’s not bad.”


  “Really?”


  “Of course.”


  “Finding the roots of the 14th Century’s Ottoman Empire’s architecture is not bad…?”


  “I was quite bored today, you see.”


  “Ah.”


  “I guess that’s why this doesn’t look that bad.”


  “Really? Hnn~”


  Bom gave a nod.


  That slight movement of her head shook her body as the weight touching his arm also swayed back and forth.


  He stood his ground. By recalling a random catchy song, he formed a barrier around his brain.


  However, a soft whisper from Bom shattered his barrier like it was nothing.


  ‘Do you want to do something more fun together…?’


  He turned stiff. 


  He could feel her gaze – she was definitely gazing up at his face and that was driving him crazy.


  Lust was something he had lost alongside his ‘daily life’.


  But after the return of ‘daily life’, the kids often called him a ‘kid’. He was also like a kid at the face of lust which had come back together with his daily life. Regardless of the matter with black hair and whatever, he wanted to do something dirty with her.


  It was when bombs were going off in his head.


  “Uuun…”


  Kaeul walked out of her room while rubbing her eyes.


  Yu Jitae felt those bombs being dropped into an ocean as he managed to regain his composure.


  “Uh? What are you watching till so late?”


  Bom, who had pulled herself away from him in the blink of an eye, replied to her with a smile.


  “It’s a documentary called ‘In search of the roots of the 14th Century’s architecture of the Ottoman Empire.’”


  “Uing? Is that the title?”


  “Nn.”


  “That’s new. Is it fun?”


  Kaeul headed to the kitchen while giggling to herself, as Bom gave a response that seemingly contained a hidden agenda.


  “It’s the most boring documentary I’ve ever seen in my life.”


  But Kaeul, who came to the living room after a cup of milk, was instead intrigued by her description.


  “That makes me curious. How boring is it?”


  “…Nn?”


  “Hehe. I’m gonna watch it too~”


  Kaeul dropped on the sofa with her bum and leaned her head on Bom. 


  Hiding his inward satisfaction, Yu Jitae commended Kaeul in his heart. Well done, Yu Kaeul.


  Meanwhile, he glanced at Bom. She, who was no longer leaning on his arm, had already adjusted the front of her gown.


  The risk was gone.


  Heaving a deep sigh, he deeply immersed himself in the 14th Century architecture of the early Ottoman Empire. 


  Towards those deep and profound roots of the world of architecture…


  *


  However, the true risk came at night.


  Yeorum and Gyeoul were not coming back.


  Kaeul returned to her room with a yawn, and unfortunately, the roots of the Ottoman Empire were not deep enough.


  When the documentary neared its end as the closing credits were starting to go up, Yu Jitae felt pressured and immediately called Yeorum.


  The call ended with her saying they would be back home very soon. He then tried calling Gyeoul but she said the same thing in response. 


  Since there was no justification anymore behind sitting at the sofa, he lifted his body. He walked into the room and sat on the chair instead of the bed.


  But his location might not have been important. What was important was that he was alone with Bom.


  And like what she did during the day of the interim review, Bom abruptly sat down on his lap.


  “……Why are you like this these days?”


  “What. What do you mean.”


  She looked at him with a depressed gaze as a voice dripping with sorrow left her mouth.


  “I know you are trying to avoid me, oppa.”


  Yu Jitae scrutinised her eyes. Was it uneasiness? Or perhaps displeasure?


  No. Hidden beyond that in her depressed gaze was a sense of desperation.


  That let him realise something.


  As expected, the ‘optimistic result’ Bom had been harbouring in her heart throughout the hard times of Askalifa appeared to have a direct correlation with ‘affectionate actions’.


  “No. I’m not trying to avoid you.”


  He had decided not to lie, but… it might not be bad to have some exceptions. Thinking that, he opened his mouth.


  “Really?”


  “Yeah. Why would I try to avoid you?”


  “How do I look right now?”


  “The prettiest in the world.”


  Only then did she ease her expression.


  Maybe it wasn’t the affectionate action itself, but the process of sharing affection? Did it include both the physical and the psychological element?


  …It was when Yu Jitae was busy thinking about the truth of the matter while having wrong guesses.


  Bom started moving her waist.


  “…”


  His eyes shot wide open. Holding onto his body, Bom was moving her own body by rubbing it back and forth near his thighs.


  Soon, a soft voice tickled his ears.


  ‘Please don’t run away if I’m pretty.’


  If the coquettish action before was a bomb, then this was like an atomic bomb. His impulses exploded like a volcano and set his mind ablaze.


  Gathering the last bit of his patience, he replied.


  “Be patient. The kids are going to be back soon.”


  Bom, however, shook her head in response as he finally realised something. The optimistic result and whatever was not the reason why Bom was depressed.


  ‘I can’t be patient anymore.’


  She sweetly whispered into his ears alongside a faint moan.


  ‘I’ve been waiting for a thousand years…’


  After Story: Happily Ever After (7)


  He raised both Bom and himself up at the same time. 


  He distanced himself from the source of heat. There was moisture left behind on his right thigh which made him feel cold. Bom was blankly hanging in the air like a powerless doll but her face was definitely not powerless. Her eyes were blooming with nervousness and heat and the tip of her tongue that was slightly poking out of her mouth was licking at his heart.


  Throwing her onto the bed he jumped at her. Like a lion pouncing on a rabbit he pressed down from above as Bom chuckled while faintly pushing his chest away. 


  ‘You can’t…’ she whispered as always even though it was clear that she had zero intention of stopping him. 


  ‘I might die…’ She added those words as the emotions behind her expression deepened even more. She was even more nervous yet even happier.


  She was saying no, so should this be considered forced?


  If so, then it was time to do something bad.


  …Or so he thought.


  That was when the door of the house was suddenly pushed wide open with a thud. 


  Kwang!


  Judging from the sound, it seemed that Yeorum had opened it with a kick.


  – Ahh fuckk! I’m soo drunk~


  The following voice was the proof.


  The surging passion rapidly fell back down. Although the kids all somewhat knew about it, Yu Jitae and Bom had never shown anything similar to it on the outside and had never mentioned it either. The kids were now considerate adults but it would still be a big problem if they were caught.


  That was why he was about to quickly raise his body back up but Bom held onto his wrist. In an instant, mana floated up from her body. He checked the equations and noticed it was [Teleport] – she was suggesting that they escape to a different place.


  – Yu Jitae~~ Hurry up and come out! There’s something Yu Gyeoul wants to show you right now~!


  At the same time, words that were completely outside of his expectations left Yeorum’s mouth. She was telling him to ‘come out’ because there was something Gyeoul wanted to show him immediately.


  It sounded like there was something that was impossible to see if he missed the opportunity, and if he were to embrace Bom here, he would be back at sunrise.


  He turned to Bom and was met with a pair of yearning eyes.


  – Yuuu Jiiitaee~. You have to be quick~!


  Her steps came closer to the door and so did her voice.


  He had to make a judgement.


  *


  Walking out of the room, Yu Jitae met Gyeoul who showed him a cluster of snow.


  There was no way it would be snowing on a summer day, so this ball of snow was proof that she was slowly regaining control over her body and magic.


  Meanwhile, Yeorum blinked her eyes while staring at Bom.


  A deep scent of forest and a slightly messy gown with wrinkles in the knot and other areas; her temperature was slightly higher than normal and what was more telling than anything else was the faint look of disappointment in her gaze. 


  All the above could only mean one thing. 


  Yeorum gave a frown.


  ‘These guys…’


  ***


  The next morning, Yu Jitae came to Yeorum and asked what the ‘black hair’ was about one more time, but she shook her head in response. 


  It might be okay to tell him at this point but it was a matter of trust, and Yeorum placed a great amount of importance on trust.


  After he left the house, Yeorum went to Bom and stood in front of her, who was quietly watching a movie in her room. 


  “Oi Yu Bom. Have you gone crazy or what.”


  “Nn?”


  “You. I told you to definitely make sure we are not here when you’re doing that stuff, didn’t I?”


  Bom became flustered but soon returned an awkward smile.


  “Funny? Is this funny to you? Everyone somewhat knows about it but we don’t want to know anything more about it so please don’t let us see it. And besides, you’re the ones that didn’t want to live separately, were you not?”


  “…Nn.”


  “Seriously. Bitch, shouldn’t you create an alternate dimension or something until we move to a different house and get a room for yourselves?”


  “You’re right, but opening a dimension is a bit…”


  “Why?”


  “I don’t think I can control myself…”


  “Hoh dear~. You crazy bitch. What in the heck are you even saying.”


  Yeorum rebuked her. Bom also agreed that it had been too risky and thus silently listened to her complaints.


  “Anyway, think about behaving yourself properly. You’re clever; don’t you understand how uncomfortable it would be forever for all of us?”


  “Nn. Sorry…”


  She continued the lesson for more than thirty minutes. A conversation like this was very embarrassing and Bom nodded while feeling like hiding herself in a corner. 


  Seeing that, Yeorum also changed the topic.


  “Anyway, what are you gonna do if you become pregnant or something?”


  She talked about a random topic but looking back, it was something she was quite curious about. 


  Humans could not receive the seed of a dragon and the lofty dragons did not bother receiving the seed of a petty human.


  But what if they wanted to?


  “Can a human and a dragon have a child together?”


  Bom nodded her head. Polymorph made the body exactly the same as a human body, and they would get a child in the form of a fetus instead of an egg. Dragons didn’t have periods though, because they could get pregnant at any time.


  That was why her next question was also quite natural.


  “Ah, so have you been avoiding it till now then?”


  In that instant, Bom’s expression turned dark as Yeorum became curious.


  “I can’t have babies.”


  She sounded so calm that Yeorum replied, ‘Okay,’ and only after belatedly realising the meaning behind her words did she drop her chin.


  “What?”


  “My heart was damaged severely during the war…”


  “So what? Is there, like, a problem in your [Conception Organ] or something?”


  There were many devices in the [Dragon Heart] that related to the reproduction and continuance of the dragon race. They played a part in childbirth and growth, and the [Conception Organ] was the one in charge of conception.


  Bom replied with a voice that was still very composed.


  “It’s not just a small problem. It’s completely crushed.”


  “…”


  “Everything is slowly coming back but that organ just refuses to heal back up…”


  It was similar to a circular bowl of glass being shattered. Even if she were to receive affection, the bowl was gone and it was difficult for a life to establish itself there.


  She had been trying it time after time just in case but had never succeeded even once despite dozens of attempts…


  “Have you told Yu Jitae?”


  “Not yet.”


  “What? Why didn’t you tell him already?”


  “How am I supposed to say this to him?”


  “Like, it’s not like you did something terrible and it was all to bring Yu Jitae back to life. What in the heck is stopping you from saying it? You should’ve done it ages ago! How could you say something so important to me before Yu Jitae?”


  Bom pursed her lips into a pout without saying anything in response. Soon when she reopened her mouth, her voice came out in a composed tone but the slight look of depression on her face was still there. 


  She said with a deep sigh.


  “I don’t know.”


  “This isn’t something you can just say, ‘I don’t know’ to.”


  “I don’t know…”


  Yeorum thought to herself that Bom was doomed, but after another glance, she realised that she looked quite nonchalant.


  “Yeah, well. A baby? You don’t need one.”


  “…”


  “And you know, not everyone should raise babies. I can tell you; two mental patients shouldn’t give birth to a child…! You guys will be happy even without a baby, right?”


  “Nn…”


  “Yeah and if you really want to, you can raise little Yeorum as your baby. Feed her some milk as well.”


  “That’s a bit…”


  “And fuck, who knows? You know, in romance novels, miracles happen because of the power of love and whatever, right? You never know.”


  She tried her best to cheer her up as much as she could but Bom stayed silent without even nodding in return.


  ‘Fuck it. This is not for me.’ Yeorum said to herself.


  In any case, it was her fault for bringing up a wrong topic. With her mind in a slightly vacant state, she threw out a random topic for a change of mood. 


  “By the way, you know, there is something I’ve been curious about.”


  “What is it?”


  “Hoho, how is Yu Jitae’s Dick Jitae, hmm~?”


  Uhh, wait, this is not it.


  Yeorum reproached herself. Due to being in a hurry, both her question and the tone of her voice came out strange. Bom gave a slight frown but it was too late to swallow her words back in.


  But all in all, it was true that she was curious.


  “So how is Dick Jitae. Is he good?”


  “Yeorum. What are you talking about in broad daylight?”


  Bom raised her tone in a fluster, and there was an undisguisable trace of fluster in her eyes.


  “Who’s stopping me from saying it during the day? So, is he good at that or what?”


  Yeorum rolled her hand into a fist and pounded it on her palm multiple times. Bom’s face turned into a deep blush.


  “Seriously. You…”


  “And how is his peepee? It’s not going to be this small considering his build and his height, right?”


  She said while pointing out her index finger.


  “I don’t know…! Why are you even curious about that?”


  “Of course I’m super curious! It’s not like I’m ever going to see it, right?”


  “Of course you shouldn’t see it…!”


  “So you tell me how it is as someone who saw it in real time!”


  “What kind of nonsense is that…? I don’t want to!”


  “Ahh, why are you so against it?! Did I say I want to have a taste? Or did I tell you I want to use it? I have zero interest in anything like that, so just tell me the size of your dildo!”


  “What’s wrong with you? Stop asking such a strange question…!”


  Yeorum persisted with her questions so Bom ran away in disgust. 


  However, Bom wasn’t showing a possessive attitude like the time when she was under a self-brainwash, and just seemed quite embarrassed based on her reddened cheeks.


  Despite her attempts, Yeorum did not give up and continued asking questions while chasing after her.


  “C’mon! Is his dick big or small!”


  She became increasingly more curious over time.


  What would Yu Jitae be like on the bed?


  “I don’t know! Stop following me…!”


  Bom started sprinting away but Yeorum was a little faster. She even used teleport to escape, but Yeorum also knew how to teleport after all those years and followed suit.


  Through the deserts, all the way through Lair and to the middle of the Atlantic Ocean, their race continued as Yeorum consistently begged about his dick.


  “Are you not gonna tell me?”


  “Why the hell would I tell you, you dumbass…!”


  At last when Bom even cursed at her, Yeorum felt her curiosity almost erupting like an active volcano. 


  It was because of the doubt that it might actually be super tiny!


  “Ey, let’s just do a comparison, okay? I won’t ask you anymore if you tell me this.”


  “What now!”


  “Is it this big?”


  Yeorum created a long gap between her thumb and her index finger in front of her eyes. Bom glared back at her in extreme disgust before heaving out a deep sigh and distractedly scratching her hair. 


  Bom settled her heart that had been jolting in embarrassment, after which she opened her mouth with a voice dripping with disgust.


  “Yeorum. Sometimes you act like an actual piece of trash, you know that.”


  “Huh?”


  “How can you ask me that question after everything I told you?”


  “My bad!”


  “If you’re sorry, then go away. Stop following me!”


  “Hing… But onee-chan! Little Yeorum is a red dragon and is super curious about weenies… ♥.” Yeorum replied with an awkward smile.


  It was seriously a crazy obsession. Bom heaved another deep sigh before turning to Yeorum’s hand.


  She irritatedly glared at it before giving up and reaching her hand out. Her hand travelled towards Yeorum’s hand and–


  It went past and grabbed onto her arm.


  “Wat…?”


  Yeorum’s eyes widened into circles, as she dumbfoundedly looked back at the olive pair of eyes. She was too stunned to say anything. Her mouth was agape as if she was smacked on the back of her head.


  Yeorum nodded as Bom nodded back to her.


  Nod nod…


  Meanwhile, Bom’s face was so red it seemed like she was seconds away from exploding, but considering how stubborn Yeorum was, she decided to tell her one more thing. 


  “Have you heard of the Korean expression, ‘So good you could die’?”


  ‘Hue?’ Yeorum replied in a shrill voice as a shocking set of words reached her ears.


  “……You do faint, but you don’t die.”


  Leaving those words behind, Bom jumped over the dimensions and disappeared.


  “…”


  Left alone in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean, Yeorum thought to herself.


  Holy cow.


  “…”


  Swoosh–


  The wind blew at her face as she gazed into the horizon.


  She then nodded her head.


  Nod, nod…


  *


  Yeorum returned home.


  She saw Gyeoul, who as always frowned immediately after seeing her. Usually, she would have thrown her a curse word but today’s Yeorum met her gaze with a serious look on her face and nodded.


  Nod, nod…


  “…?”


  Gyeoul tilted her head in displeasure.


  *


  At night, Yu Jitae returned home after sending the byproducts of a dungeon to an auction house. Yeorum was playing a game in the living room, and when he came in, she turned around. Her gaze shifted to his feet and slowly came up, before suddenly going back down and stopping at a certain part of his body.


  “What are you doing?”


  Yeorum raised her thumb.


  “What. Why are you showing me your thumb,” he asked but she didn’t say anything in response.


  After giving him a thumbs-up, she stole a glance at her own arm before turning back to him with a nod.


  Nod, nod…


  He frowned.


  For some reason, he felt like a victim of sexual harassment.
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  “…”


  Bom was feeling down.


  There were actually a few things which she hadn’t mentioned to Yeorum. After retrieving the lost daily life, Bom had thrown Yu Jitae roundabout questions a few times, asking if he had conducted an experiment and taken a look at the organs related to conception and childbirth when vivisecting her body.


  But he shook his head.


  – I didn’t.


  – Why?


  – All my experiments were related to the Origin Fragment. There was no reason for me to touch anything else.


  – Did you not touch the heart at all?


  – To be exact, I did have a look at a section of the heart that shared organs with the Origin Fragment. The things inside a Dragon Heart weren’t actually in one piece so there was no need to touch anything else.


  Throughout his response, Yu Jitae stole glances at her face in concern because their conversation was related to his unsightly past of conducting experiments on her body. 


  However, Bom had already forgiven him and did not care about it.


  “…”


  It was on a certain midsummer evening when she was alone by herself. The surroundings were quiet and the sunset over the window was casting an ambient light over everything.


  While applying a red pedicure on her toes, Bom thought to herself.


  I’m currently living a happy life.


  Each and every passing day was overwhelmingly precious and satisfying for Bom. She no longer had any great concerns or problems like the past, and was creating wonderfully incredible memories with the kids and her most precious person in the world, Yu Jitae.


  However, not everything can be perfect and beautiful…


  That was the bitter truth of reality.


  “…”


  Her toenails were coloured into lustrous red as she deeply pondered to herself. 


  Like other women, Bom also couldn’t help but think about having a child after having someone whom she wanted to spend the rest of her life with, and that was what she had been thinking of for the past several centuries at the very least. 


  A reunion with Yu Jitae, having his baby and living happily ever after forever.


  That was the hopeful future she had been harbouring in her heart through the agonising times at the bottom of hell. 


  And because of that, Bom cried buckets out after realising her [Conception Organ] had been shattered, even though she still had to act in front of her mother and the vengeful spirits. 


  One of her greatest hopes had been crushed.


  “Ah.”


  Bom forced a smile on her face.


  She had to stop that line of thought because lingering on that topic only made her more depressed. As long as she forgot about it, although it was unforgettable, she could still live while immersing herself in happiness.


  – How could you say something so important to me before Yu Jitae?


  Yeorum’s voice vividly came back to the surface.


  But, how was I even supposed to say this to oppa?


  ***


  It might be because she was greatly conscious of it already, but Bom started having a strange experience after that. 


  First of all, her eyes picked up more children in the streets than before, to the point it made her wonder if this was the normal number of kids in the neighbourhood or not. There were a lot of children energetically running around with a shout, as well as babies blankly gazing at the sky on a pram. 


  At the start, her eyes were fixed on those young children, but they soon moved up towards the joyful parents. 


  People smiling with their babies standing on their lap; a mother gazing down at her child while breastfeeding; and a father walking with his son sitting on his shoulders…


  It must be because she was jealous. After admitting that fact, Bom decided to switch off her interest for the time being while waiting for her emotions to settle back down.


  However, that wasn’t the end of her strange experiences.


  “Hehe, chirp chirp ♪”


  Jiirp, jerrp~


  It was when she went to a spirit beast cafe with Kaeul and Chirpy.


  Kaeul loved spirit beasts and came here very often. Bom followed her today and came across all sorts of cute spirit beasts that ranged from birds, cats, dogs and mice to spirit beasts that resembled animals that were not from Earth.


  “Uh? You’re here!”


  There was someone who recognised Kaeul as soon as she came inside. Surprisingly, it was the staff working at the spirit beast cafe.


  “Yess. Hello!”


  “Aigo, one of our kids was dying for you to come.”


  “Really?”


  “Could you please have a look?”


  The staff brought a young hedgehog spirit beast. It was glaring at the keeper with the quills on its back standing tall, and looked quite temperamental.


  “Ehew. Is this child doing this again? Haha.”


  “Yes yes. It’s very concerning. He doesn’t want any food. It’s great that he’s okay for a week after every time you come, Miss, but…”


  Bom tilted her head while wondering what that was about, but that was when Kaeul carefully hugged the hedgehog, while making sure the sharp quills wouldn’t stab through her clothes.


  The upset hedgehog glared at Kaeul as she looked into its eyes in return.


  She then carefully swayed the hedgehog back and forth, regularly like a rocking cradle. 


  “C’mon. Why didn’t you have any food?”


  Kaeul coaxed in a soft voice, while gently tickling its nose with her fingers. She slowly rocked back and forth as if the spirit beast was her precious baby. The hedgehog slowly relieved its tension and peacefully gazed up at Kaeul while diligently twitching its nose for a sniff.


  “Egugu. Good boy…”


  At last, after hearing Kaeul’s soft tone of voice that even soothed her heart and seeing the affectionate interaction between the spirit beast and Kaeul, Bom felt strange yet again.


  “…”


  This was not good.


  Besides, there was no reason for her to feel this way.


  Bom told herself that it was because she was overly concerned about looking away from it in the streets that she was seeing their interaction in such a strange light. Bom scratched her head and tried to empty her mind.


  But her thoughts had already been sparked to an ember, and her strange thoughts continued even after she returned to Unit 301.


  For some bizarre reason, Gyeoul’s tiny head was sucking in her gaze more than ever, and the same was with her small, doll-like body as well as her chubby cheeks that she could see from behind…


  Lastly, seeing Gyeoul’s minute fingers fidgeting around zealously left an afterimage in her brain.


  “…?”


  That was when Gyeoul suddenly turned around with a flick. She was asking her with her gaze, ‘What are you looking at.’


  “Nothing.”


  Bom chuckled while stroking her hair. After that, she was about to go back to her room but was stopped by Gyeoul who suddenly walked up to her with the remote controller in her hands. A bright smile was hanging on her lips, and she seemed keen on watching a movie together.


  Bom felt awkward.


  Whenever they were watching a movie together, Gyeoul always used to sit on her lap. The backrest was too uncomfortable when sitting on Kaeul, and the seat was too uncomfortable in the case of Yeorum… or it might in fact be her existence itself.


  Due to those reasons, Gyeoul’s favourite sofa was Bom.


  Now, they were no longer in the relationship of a mother and a daughter. They were just friends who were slightly more affectionate of one another.


  Was she wrong for being conscious of it?


  Should she be natural like before?


  Thinking that, Bom placed the child down on her lap and watched the movie together.


  “…”


  Actually, she tried to, but couldn’t do it naturally.


  The small head resting on her chest was way too adorable, and the tiny body leaning on her belly was so endearing that it almost drove her crazy.


  ‘This is not good…’


  She couldn’t focus on the movie at all.


  Gyeoul was too cute.


  “Actually, I’m sorry but I think I have to stop watching the movie…”


  “…Nn?”


  “Sorry. I’m a bit tired.”


  “…Ah.”


  After that, she avoided coming into contact with Gyeoul. Gyeoul seemed puzzled by her actions but it couldn’t be helped, because Bom had to consciously create a distance between herself and Gyeoul.


  But as if mocking her determination, a different situation came knocking on the door.


  It was on a certain morning.


  Yu Jitae was getting ready to go out to a park with Gyeoul sitting on his shoulders. There was a speaking practice book in his hands – the two of them were planning on going to a park and practising speaking to help Gyeoul with her pronunciation.


  Gyeoul chuckled and mumbled something into his ears as a similar smile bloomed on his face.


  Yu Jitae and a baby.


  That’s what their relationship appeared like in her eyes. 


  It seemed way too natural and joyful. 


  The image of Yu Jitae and a baby was a perfect match… as if it was straight out of a painting.


  *


  [The birth of a baby means a new relationship and the start of a society.]


  That was the phrase Bom saw when reading a book that day. Her fingers twitched. She almost unconsciously closed the book but somehow managed to continue reading the next words. 


  [It is when there are exactly 3 or more people that we form a ‘society’. Three liars can forge the truth, and two out of the three can bring misfortune on the remaining one. Members of the society gain access to a far greater amount of power than what they possessed as an individual.]


  [It’s the same for a married couple and their baby. The happiness of themselves as an individual is brought by the happiness of the society and as such, the members seek a healthy and happy society for the happiness of their own. The personal wounds and dissatisfaction the couple has against each other become easier to swallow after the birth of a baby, let alone the ones that were made before the foundation of the society.]


  [The birth of a baby is one of the methods that allows a couple to forget the past misfortune and head towards a new relationship—]


  Bom closed the book.


  *


  This might be why Yu Jitae started to avoid having a relationship with her.


  In the end, Bom couldn’t spend the night with Yu Jitae on the day they discovered the deep roots of the Ottoman Empire. 


  She didn’t have any opportunities after that. Before, there would have been some level of furtive show of affection in the inhabited staircases of the apartment or the quiet and dark alleyways but nothing happened even when they were alone in such areas. 


  That was why Bom thought to herself that it must be somehow related to babies. Although she couldn’t exactly connect that reason to what was happening right now, she couldn’t come up with any other possible reason.


  Bom knew that she had to confess about her infertility to Yu Jitae one day, so she slowly prepared herself over time.


  After a while, she had the opportunity.


  It was when they left on a family trip.


  ***


  The family trip was very enjoyable.


  Spending 2 weeks in a cabin next to the coast with a warm breeze, they caught fish for sashimi and caught prawns and the likes for a stew. They cooked raw sausages and lamb shanks, and topped them with nice sauces, and had plenty of delicious food.


  They saw a bunch of pretty corals, and travelling around the wonderful underwater scenery was also a delightful experience. When they were having a race by holding onto the shells of turtle spirit beasts, Yeorum constantly bickered with her turtle so Bom laughed her heart out.


  Quietly chatting with each other under the refreshing breeze at night in front of the campfire was also a nice experience. Having a sneaky kiss with him away from the eyes of everyone else and then hiding from Gyeoul who walked towards them during their kiss…


  Everything made her happy.


  Lastly, she gazed at the falling stars.


  It was the same thing they saw when they first met; as well as during their farewell and today – even though it was her third time seeing falling stars, that scene always appeared refreshing and beautiful.


  After waiting for the right opportunity, Bom asked Yu Jitae if they could take a walk along the coastline with just the two of them. 


  Holding onto his hand, she walked across the fine grains of sand on bare feet, before coming to a stop and sitting down. 


  It was a bright and starry night.


  A long silence befell the beach. It was time for her to say it, but the long silence made her feel all the more frightened. The answer she had been running away from the whole time added to her fears.


  However, his hand grasping onto hers was very warm. His hand used to be cold the whole time but that was now no longer that case. That was like a solace for Bom and gave her courage.


  She marked the end of her hesitation by opening her mouth.


  “There is something I want to ask.”


  “I actually have one myself as well.”


  “Then shall we ask one at a time?”


  “Sure. You can go first.”


  “We both have to be honest, okay?”


  He nodded as the back and forth QnA session began.


  A wet and soothing breeze blew at her face. Bom chewed on her lower lips before finally opening her mouth.


  “Why have you been avoiding me these days?”


  “…You mean from having a relationship.”


  “Yes.”


  “It’s because I happened to hear about a black-hair.”


  “Sorry?”


  Bom widened her eyes into circles.


  Yu Jitae replied while looking back at her.


  “What is this thing about a black-haired person, Bom? And what’s the relationship between me and the black-hair? There is something I am not aware of.”


  “Hmm…”


  “You don’t have to tell me if it’s hard for you to say it. It didn’t seem like a light topic to casually ask about, so I was wondering and thought you would tell me in one way or another if I avoided having a relationship with you, but that wasn’t the case either.”


  It seemed that they had been misunderstanding each other.


  The thing about black hair was probably something he heard from Yeorum. Him avoiding her wasn’t because he didn’t like her, nor was it because of the problem with babies. 


  Bom felt the problems in her heart melting away as she replied with a smile.


  “A long time ago… I saw this Providence.”


  She told him about the future and the Providence she saw a long time ago; including how she saw herself being embraced by him as a ‘green hair’, followed by a black-haired woman in his arms in a distant future.


  “At this point, I don’t think that black-haired woman is anyone else no matter how much I think about it.”


  “Yeah.”


  “It won’t be… right?”


  “Of course not.”


  He mischievously pulled her in as she collapsed to the side. ‘Kyaaha–’ Bom chuckled as she laid down using his lap as a pillow.


  “And then?”


  “And after that, I thought of something.”


  She was embraced by him as a ‘green hair’, and she was happy. In the future, she would be embraced by him again with her hair dyed black, but that was up to her choice now.


  It was a very rare phenomenon how the thing she saw through the Eye of Providence had become a choosable future. 


  “My happiness has been proven to last until I do it with my hair dyed black. In other words, that means our relationship will continue forever all the way until I spend a night with you, oppa, with black hair. That much is certain.”


  “…”


  “But I don’t know anything about the future after that. And you see, thinking about how clueless I was, I became very uneasy. It felt like I was walking with my eyes closed…”


  Bom said with a self-deprecating smile.


  After knowing the backstory, he felt pity. If she had a firm belief that this happiness would last forever, she wouldn’t be thinking about such a thing.


  That in turn meant that Bom was still uneasy about this happiness.


  “So, that’s like my totem. A totem of belief that we will definitely love each other until that day. Haha…”


  Like how he had been having a nightmare, she also had her own share of troubles.
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  He looked back at his own past. Even though it had already been a long time, he could still close his eyes and see it vividly in his memories.


  Because of how precious his daily life was, the problems thrown by reality that brought him to devastation were shivering cold like the blade of a knife. 


  Since the start of his wounds had been from daily life, he was no longer able to take in that daily life with a comfortable heart. It was an anxiety that stemmed from his mental scars.


  He would oftentimes feel uneasy despite being calm most of the time, and that appeared to be the same for Bom.


  How long ago was it that she started having such symptoms? Looking back at how her hair started turning green immediately after their reunion, he noticed that it must have been from the start. That meant Bom had also been suppressing her surging anxiety by acting composed like he did.


  Thinking about it like that, he felt a sense of kinship rather than pity.


  He opened his mouth.


  “You don’t have to be that worried.”


  “We won’t fight like before, right?”


  “That will never happen.”


  “And you don’t like, hate me on the inside or anything?”


  “Of course not. Why would I hate you after coming this far?”


  “So is everything okay? Are we all happy?”


  “Yes. You don’t need to be anxious about anything. Think about all the things we went through to obtain this happiness. Why would we let go of it?”


  “Right. That’s right…”


  Like a broken dam, her lips shivered and endlessly poured out words. 


  “Nn. You’re right. I know. I know but… I know there’ll be nothing happening to us and I’m also sure that we will continue living happily but…”


  “You don’t sound like it at all.”


  “That’s the strange part. Even though everything is definitely making me happy, I keep getting scared and I keep on having these insecure thoughts…”


  Her eyelids started to tremble. It was something she had never shown after returning to daily life.


  Yu Jitae squinted his eyes.


  “Bom. Let’s calm down. Take a deep breath.”


  “D, do you not like green hair?”


  “What is this about all of a sudden.”


  “Does my green hair appear like a symbol of disbelief? Or maybe it doesn’t make me look as pretty?”


  She asked while tightly grasping onto her hair but he shook his head in return. Bom was still pretty and the colour was not important.


  “Then, you know. Nn. What if I tie it like this? You know how I don’t tie my hair very often.”


  Saying that, she suddenly took out the elastic band that was around her wrist and began tying her hair. It was quite rare as she said to see her in a ponytail.


  “Do you still not hate me?”


  He naturally didn’t hate her. Hairstyle had nothing to do with it.


  Over time, Yu Jitae realised that there must be a reason why Bom was feeling so uneasy. There was something – something that made her think to herself that she would be discarded.


  “What if I cut my hair?”


  “It will suit you.”


  “What if it’s very short? Like bob hair?”


  “That will also suit you.”


  “What about a boyish short cut? What if I look like a boy?”


  “It’ll be nice and refreshing.”


  “W, what if I shave my hair?”


  That’s…


  “…”


  “Did I go too far…?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Sorry…”


  Although they ended it with a light joke, there was uneasiness hanging in her eyes like fruits as she melancholically gazed at him. There was no brainwash now, and her love didn’t seem serious like that of a mental patient. Seeing her do that made her look quite cute, but the topic at hand was most certainly something that required a serious approach. 


  “It doesn’t matter. Whether you shave your hair or tie it to a pigtail. I might find it funny over time, but I do not think that will be a reason for me to hate you.”


  “Do you mean it?”


  “Of course.”


  “What if I can’t have babies?”


  For a moment, he thought he heard it wrong but Bom still had a serious and gloomy look on her face as she gazed into his eyes.


  Can’t have babies?


  “…What was that?”


  “Even if I can’t have babies, will you still not hate me?”


  “Do you mean you can’t have one right now?”


  She turned even gloomier after hearing his question. Drops of tears were budding beneath her eyes.


  “No. Forever…”


  Tears travelled down her cheeks as soon as she finished her words. She blinked her eyes on repeat as two and three drops of tears fell from her eyes.


  He finally realised what that long set of questions at the start was for.


  “There’s something I have to confess.”


  While controlling her emotions, Bom started composedly confessing about her past. The things that weren’t included when she first talked about her past events during their reunion were starting to be revealed one by one. 


  A broken conception organ, a body that cannot have babies as well as how she failed upon dozens of attempts.


  Yu Jitae felt disordered throughout her speech.


  Some wounds were left behind as scars even after being healed and burned one’s skin endlessly, all the way until death.


  Beasts had trouble withstanding the sensitive and aching pain of their skin and lived while unendingly licking their scars. And that would become a habit that sticks deeper over time.


  Like how countless soldiers live the rest of their life in misfortune after a war.


  Bom’s confession was not just representative of her own circumstances. Yu Jitae was in a similar state. The scenes he often saw in his dreams would show the kids killing each other in the worst forms and kept on instilling an unhappy image in his brain.


  In this place were two wounded beasts leaning on each other.


  “Will you still, not hate me…?”


  However, they were different from the past. Although elements like these tended to become a problem after stacking themselves up, Bom no longer tried to hide her deficits with deceit.


  It was time for him to also show his sincerity.


  “I need to confess as well.”


  There was something he had prepared immediately after coming to his senses, which he had been delaying constantly while waiting for the right opportunity.


  Yu Jitae walked up to the nervous and uneasy Bom and took out a small box from his dimensional storage.


  How was this supposed to be done? He couldn’t remember it properly but there were a few things he saw, so he got down on one of his knees.


  Then, he handed her the box as wonder appeared in the eyes of Bom who had been waiting for him to continue.


  The box cracked open.


  He remembered how baby Bom used to think there were only black flowers in the world. To explain freedom to that child, Yu Jitae had shown her all sorts of colours.


  Because of those memories, this time he prepared a white flower.


  “Bom. This is my reply.”


  The white flower bud slowly started to blossom.


  On the other hand, Bom shrunk her body. It was because she saw a ring that was hiding inside the white flower.


  The flower hanging in Yu Jitae’s hand gave off a white radiance of light through the dark night.


  “Please marry me.”


  Her eyes widened into circles and she covered her mouth to stop her emotions from flooding out.


  “…”


  It wasn’t easy for her to take the ring. Tears constantly fell down her cheeks and her wrists and her hands were therefore very busy.


  Her tears still refused to stop so Bom gave a bright smile that bloomed through her tears. The statement that people became happy by smiling might be true – her emotions started bursting out like water through a broken dam as everything started to feel realistic.


  Bom gave a very slow nod. She then fully wrapped her trembling hands around his neck as he stayed on one of his knees.


  “I’ll be glad to…”


  ***


  The proposal and the short date they had alone were all over in the blink of an eye. It was time to go back to the cabin.


  On the way back, Bom walked while holding onto his hand as her feet trampled on the rustling leaves.


  Even though it was late at night, the streets were still bright thanks to the abundant street lamps. People that had no thoughts of diligently staying at their cabins in this campsite were still energetically playing outside with firecrackers. 


  Suddenly, a group of young kids appeared. They chuckled while running off somewhere by themselves with tiny shoes on their feet.


  Bom’s hand holding onto his hand suddenly turned stiff, so he clenched his grip while faintly covering her sight with his other hand.


  “What are you looking at? We’re going this way.”


  “Ah. Yes…”


  His words made her heart flutter once again.


  Love.


  Even though she was feeling it everyday at every instant, it was times like this that made her feel an immense amount of love that pushed her rationality off into the distance.


  That was why Bom couldn’t take her eyes off of his face throughout the way back to the cabin.


  It was when they were in the forest nearby. 300 more metres and they would be at the cabin but Bom suddenly halted her feet.


  “…”


  Yu Jitae felt resistance from her hand as he stopped and turned back to her. He stared at her flushed cheeks in puzzlement and opened his mouth.


  “What are you…?”


  It was then.


  As if she resolved herself, Bom lifted her hands and started undoing the hair that was tied behind her hair. 


  With an indifferent expression and circular eyes, she untied her hair and dishevelled it by running her fingers across.


  Her hair that had been slowly returning to green rapidly began to be tainted in darkness like magic. 


  “Let’s go…”


  “Huh?”


  After changing her hair to pure black, Bom pulled him by his hand and started walking somewhere. She energetically pulled him forward so he obediently followed from behind as Bom glanced around before opening an alternate dimension.


  A small room with nothing but one bed revealed itself, and Bom immediately realised that this place was the one she saw in the past using her Eye of Providence…


  She didn’t need any more totems. 


  Bom decided to trust him even more.


  When the door of the alternate dimension came to a close, an ambient source of light emerged from the ceiling and brightened up the dark and small room.


  Their lips converged. This time, he didn’t avoid her.


  Bom let out a moan after getting her neck and collarbones bitten. His lips slowly travelled further down.


  When he supported her bum with his powerful arms and raised her up into the air, she instinctively wrapped her arms around his neck.


  Because of the difference in their height, her feet almost never landed on the ground.


  Even so, she was able to see his face and share her breath with him.


  The sweetness of his lips loosened the nervousness filling her body, and the smell of his skin jolted her dizzy mind.


  With their future together in sight,


  Bom thought to herself.


  Even though things might not always be perfectly good, she would still be happy.


  Although she might not be able to achieve everything she wanted, she would still be content.


  Only after dropping the burden in her mind was Bom able to accept the incomplete happiness.


  .


  .


  .


  But what she definitely hadn’t expected was a miracle.


  .


  .


  .


  At the end of the trip, Bom conveyed the happy news to the kids who hopped in joy and congratulated her.


  They decided on the day of their marriage. There weren’t that many people to bring, so they decided to hold a simple ceremony at the forest near the house. Bom and Kaeul went around looking for a wedding dress.


  Time flew by. As happy as it was, the flow of time was also very rapid.


  “By the way, Yu Bom. You know that onion core.”


  Yeorum said while scratching her chin.


  “Nn?”


  “I forgot about it, but that jinx thing is broken now right?”


  “Oh yeah, you’re right.”


  There used to be an equally great misfortune after a fortunate event – that was her life.


  However, nothing particularly happened because of the onion core. There were a few things that happened around the same time by coincidence, but looking back at it now, they weren’t anything significant unlike her nameless dead sibling and her father who did not come back after leaving her.


  “Come on. That’s just superstition. Do you still believe in things like that?” 


  “What? Haigoo. I should have taken a video when you were shivering and peeing yourself.”


  “When did I do that?”


  “You can’t fool me like that, buddy. You were poking your head into a rubbish bin and stuff. It was a nightmare.”


  Yeorum giggled while reflecting on the time they were doing a gacha on the onion core. Bom, who shared the same memories as her, also couldn’t hold back her laughter.


  Those were the times.


  —–


  That was when something changed.


  “…Uh?”


  Bom blinked her eyes.


  Something.


  There definitely was something.


  Inside her belly…


  She put her hand inside her outstretched t-shirt.


  Since one of them suddenly stopped laughing, Yeorum also turned around and faced her and saw Bom blinking her eyes while stroking her lower belly.


  “What’s up. Did some kind of miracle happen or something?”


  After saying that, Yeorum looked into her eyes and felt goosebumps crawling up her body.


  She thought back on the words which she had thoughtlessly thrown out.


  Miracles happen because of the power of love and whatever in romance novels – that was what she had said herself.


  “…”


  Bom’s eyes widened like never before as goosebumps covered her skin.


  It was a miracle.


  ***


  “…”


  Gyeoul twitched her lips and moved them.


  She had finished shedding her skin the first time. The body of a baby which she had been hating was now in the form of a young girl. 


  “…”


  Gyeoul wriggled her mouth. Speaking slowly was a habit but the strange thing was that her ability to speak turned worse after the regression.


  However, that was now a thing of the past. A few days after shedding her skin, her vocal cords turned itchy and this morning, she even unknowingly hummed to herself.


  That could only mean one thing…!


  It was here.


  Today was the day.


  Standing with her hands resting on her hip, Gyeoul glared daggers at the mirror and saw herself glaring back at her through the mirror. 


  Huu…


  The mechanism itself was simple. Taking a deep breath in, she tightened her vocal cords and moved her lips.


  It was a tense moment.


  Phrase Number 1, ready.


  Fire!


  “I. am. Yu Gyeoul.”


  Wahh!


  It was a bit wonky but she could finally speak! Gyeoul hopped on the spot with a bright smile. She was so happy that she almost flew into the air.


  At the same time, all the hard and agonising times that went by due to her inability to speak properly melted like Spring snow. How sad had she been? Her unnis teased her every time, and she couldn’t even talk to Yu Jitae even when there was something she enjoyed.


  All she could do was chew on a pacifier to endure through the hardships. Gyeoul wanted to dash out of the door and give a mouthful to Bom, Yeorum and Kaeul who used to tease her all the time.


  “Yu Yeorum. is. trash.”


  Haha.


  Just like that…!


  However, Gyeoul inside the mirror shook her head.


  No no no. This is not it.


  She was finally able to speak, and she wanted the first target of her speech to be Yu Jitae.


  Her plan was to sneak up to him and mumble like always. That was what she had been like until just yesterday, and Yu Jitae would probably hug her without knowing anything.


  That would be when she says, ‘Daddy.’ How surprised would he be?


  “Ahhh…”


  Gyeoul tightened her fists in excitement. This was the day she had been waiting for the whole time.


  Ah.


  Now was not the time for this.


  Looking at the mirror, she decided to practise to make it the most perfect confession in the world.


  “Daddy. I. missed you.”


  “Daddy. I. missed you.”


  “Daddy. I. missed you…”


  After saying it dozens of times to herself, she at last readied herself to say the perfect line.


  She placed her hand on the door knob leading to the living room, but that was when words that were completely outside her expectations were heard from the other side of the door.


  – Dude!!! Yu Jitae’s a daddy nowwww!


  It was Yeorum’s shout.


  Gyeoul was startled and her hands were frozen stiff.


  “…???”


  Yu Jitae, what?


  What nonsense was that idiot Yu Yeorum talking about?


  She was about to turn the door knob while glossing over her words but that was when Kaeul followed suit.


  – Hukk, that’s insane…! Ahjussi! You’re a daddy now! A daddy!!


  Kaeul yelled while running to the veranda to look for Yu Jitae. Following that were cheers, screams and touched voices. Hearing those cheers and tears, Gyeoul turned stiff yet again.


  Kugugugung!


  A thunder was going off in her head.


  “…”


  Gyeoul also knew about the nature of Yu Jitae and Bom’s relationship. She was no longer a kid, and knew the things that were happening between them and was also expecting such a day to arrive but…


  Why did it have to be today of all days?


  “This. can’t. be…”


  Her mind turned dizzy.


  Everyone in the living room appeared to be thinking that she was still sleeping, and didn’t even come looking for her. Without going out to the living room, Gyeoul turned around and gazed outside the window.


  Resting her chin on her small hands, she organised her thoughts.


  Pushing aside the slightly regretful timing, Gyeoul also felt her heart beating fast.


  For goodness sake. Yu Jitae’s child? How cute would the baby be?


  She shouldn’t be staying holed up in her room by herself, and should go outside and celebrate with everyone else. There was still a lot of time to spend together as well as happy memories to build, so the best option would be to decorate the starting point of a new relationship as happily as possible.


  “Kuhum. Kuhm.”


  After clearing her throat, Gyeoul turned around. She was about to walk to the living room, but suddenly halted her steps and returned to the window.


  Reaching out with her small hands, she grabbed on the hinged window and pulled it to a close. While she was closing the window, her blue eyes flickered through the gap but when the window was fully shut, the inside of the house was no longer visible.


  But after another sound of a door being shut, there were more bustling noises resonating from the living room. Most of those sounds were that of laughter.


  What was happening inside was no longer something others could see.


  However, there was one thing that was certain.


  As long as they were together, they would continue living happily ever after.


  

Forever.


  



〚Kidnapped Dragons〛


  


After Story.


  The End.
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