
  
    
  


  Episode 76: Change of Seasons (1)


  Lair, which was being operated by relatively younger staff members compared to other educational facilities, often carried out sweet events.


  [Five Transcendent Cadets of Ha Sukmoo Selection Test] was one of the examples.


  The original ‘Five Transcendents of Chaliovan’ were the select few chosen by the chairman of the Association, Chaliovan. It wasn’t decided by official ranks, and the title was only given when the individual’s power allowed them to confront legions of superhumans. 


  Lair was simply carrying out an informal version using the name of the principle of Lair, Ha Sukmoo. 


  Only the 2nd grade cadets were allowed to take the special exam, and five cadets with the best scores were given the title, ‘Transcendent Cadet’. It acted as a type of certificate or a licence that proved their worth. Even their name badges would have a Transcendent Cadet sticker put on and people would glance at them and say, “Hoh, look at them.” 


  However, the cadets did not like this event. It was because of the name of the qualification.


  “Uhh, it’s so old-fashioned I hate it.”


  Team Mochi – Yu Yeorum, Sophia Vorkova, Kim Ji-in and Hisaki Soujiro. Four of them were talking inside a cafe.


  Sophia grumbled.


  “Like, those dotards must be crazy. What the hell is Five Transcendent Cadets? Who the hell came up with a name like that?”


  “I know right. What’s wrong with their word choice…”


  Kim Ji-in nodded with a serious expression on her face. For the sensitive cadets in their teens to early twenties, the name ‘Five Transcendent Cadets of Ha Sukmoo’ was a fairly embarrassing title to speak of. 


  “But at least it’s better than stiff titles, actually, isn’t it quite cool? The proof of a cadet exceeding the standards–”


  “You weeb, what are you saying…”


  “Eh? Ji-in. It’s not just a deceptive title, is it? If I became one of the five transcendent cadets for example, our village would probably make a placard you know? Isn’t it a suitable name for the qualification of both power and authority?”


  “Oi. Soujiro.”


  “Hai?”


  “Whenever you say things like that, I really want to chase you out of the team. Like, seriously.”


  “Eht.”


  “Me too.”


  “W, wait.”


  “Next weeb please…”


  “Please shut up Soujiro.”


  The energetic Soujiro shrunk after hearing a mouthful from Sophia and Kim Ji-in.


  “So mean…”


  For some reason, Yeorum was a lot quieter today so the cadets looked at her.


  “Yu Yeorum. What do you think?”


  “Huh, huh? Me?”


  “Isn’t the word five transcendents, like super old-fashioned?”


  Yeorum, who had been quietly sucking the coffee, replied. 


  “Mhmm, it does sound retarded.”


  “Right?”


  Yeorum’s response sounded energyless as if her soul had left her body. Twirling her long hair in circles, Sophia was observing her expression when Soujiro jumped out with a question.


  “By the way, Yeorum. Are you going to do it?”


  “Huh? Do what?”


  “Of course it’s the transcendent cadet exam. If you’re going to attend, that’s already one seat less right?”


  Yeorum blankly thought to herself.


  She had already proven her qualification by coming first place in the campus competition. All the strong superhumans of their era were in Lair, and she had already proven the fact that she was strong enough to represent the grade. 


  Thus, there was no reason to bother getting another proof. They won’t even be a match for her, so a competition was pointless.


  “Hmm, I can’t be bothered though.”


  “Heeh. But that’s really cool. The fact that you can choose to come first or not.”


  One thing that was a shame was that she hadn’t had the chance to fight the two strongest cadets of their grade last year. 


  Yong Taeha of the Yong household.


  And Tyr Brzenk, the son of Oscar Brzenk.


  Although she had wanted to fight and crush them, the five transcendent cadet exam did not have any interpersonal fights in it. 


  “Ey. You can’t go back on your words okay?”


  Sophia, who had been slightly interested in one of the five transcendent cadet positions asked that, and Yeorum nonchalantly shrugged her shoulders in response.


  “I’m not interested in childsplay.”


  “Hohh, confident.”


  “You b*tch. You think you’re a world ranker or something,” grumbled Sophia.


  Yeorum quite liked her own words, and liked even more how those words had naturally left her mouth.


  I am the strongest.


  There weren’t any cadets that could refute her words, at least in the second grade.


  “Try your best, you dipshits.”


  *


  Do you want to try taking the five transcendent cadets of Ha Sukmoo exam?


  Hearing Yu Jitae’s words, Kaeul blinked her eyes.


  “Unn? Me?”


  Gyeoul also blinked her eyes from the side. Why are you…


  “Now that you know a bit on how to fight, it might be a good idea to try fighting even if it’s virtual.”


  “Uhh, umm. Uhh…”


  Kaeul scratched her head in confusion, before asking yet again.


  “Me?”


  “Yes you.”


  “Uhh… I’m not confident though…”


  “It’s alright. You don’t necessarily have to be in the top 5.”


  Yu Jitae gave her the handout. Kaeul opened it up and read through it while Gyeoul and Bom both glanced at it from the sides. The handout included a map of the dungeon as well as the contents of the exam.


  “Just give it a go.”


  “…”


  Kaeul vacantly touched her head.


  It was as he had thought.


  Kaeul wasn’t learning combat magic because she wanted to. In fact if she had enough self-esteem, she would have refused learning combat magic altogether, since she didn’t even want to learn it. However, she wasn’t even able to say that.


  After failing and giving up numerous times, the child had become dispirited and her self-esteem that had dropped to the bottom made her susceptible to being carried by the opinions of the surroundings.


  “Okay?”


  “Okay. But, y, you can’t blame me even if I don’t do well, okay…?”


  “I definitely won’t. You don’t have to feel pressured.”


  “Okay…”


  Even now was the same. She was only listening to him since he, the guardian, was showing her the direction and calling it the correct path. According to Bom, there needed to be a continuous source of fuel that could motivate her even in the slightest.


  Bom shouting at her during training, and Yu Jitae complimenting her after the training. The two of them were just barely maintaining the flickering ember of her motivation.


  However, the test would be carried out with a lot of attention from the crowd.


  He hoped it would lead to a decent result.


  “Are you doing it too?” 


  Yu Jitae asked Yeorum who was lying on the floor in the middle of the corridor. She pretended to have missed his words and ignored him.


  “Yeorum.”


  “…”


  “Yu Yeorum.”


  Only then did she turn her head.


  “Are you doing this or not. Don’t you like things like this.”


  “None of your business…”


  Yu Jitae stopped and stayed still.


  When he suddenly turned silent, Yeorum glanced at him in an attempt to see if he was angry or not but Yu Jitae was simply gazing down at the table. 


  He was in deep thought.


  These days, Yeorum’s improvement had slowed down. 


  Was it because she played around too much? No. She was still persistently training. She crushed her own body and zealously tried to get stronger.


  The biggest cause for her slower improvement was because she was doing it ‘zealously’. After all, until a few months ago, she had been doing it ‘to the point that she could die’. It was because her sense of crisis had diluted.


  Yeorum would die the moment she stops.


  Only ‘advancement’ allowed her to survive. That was the reason for her Amusement and was moreover the meaning behind her life. It was why she was obsessed with getting stronger to the point that she gave up on the favourite activities of the red race, alcohol, gambling and sex. 


  However, now that she was so far ahead of others already, it made sense for her to be unable to feel a constant sense of crisis. There might be an inward fear of the day of her return but that was in the distant future.


  There had to be procedural crises and that’s what was lacking right now.


  There even was the proof.


  Even though Yeorum acted like she hated him, he didn’t care about it because her favorability floating on the Eyes of Equilibrium was still ‘like’. She in fact didn’t hate him.


  Despite that, she was refusing to be taught by him, and that was bad.


  Yu Jitae could use the mana of the red race. He was the one and only suitable teacher for this young red dragon who had accidentally arrived on Earth. 


  If she had even the slightest of those procedural senses of crisis, it did not make sense for her to refuse his teaching. That had been on his mind but fortunately a good competitor had appeared. 


  “Gyeoul. What if I get bashed by the monsters?”


  “…Don’t worry.”


  It was Yu Kaeul.


  *


  He thought about the future.


  Firstly, he would make them compete against each other.


  The most important thing was to not create enmity between the two of them. Conflicts and competition whilst not making them hostile to each other would result in a positive influence for both of them. 


  The problem however was that he couldn’t really imagine how the strife between the young dragons would span out.


  Therefore, he asked the specialist for advice.


  “Nn? Ahh, I think it sounds good. Yeorum had never even considered Kaeul a competitor. Also, the red race always thinks very importantly of hierarchy. If Kaeul suddenly became stronger and became her rival, she would probably feel very threatened.”


  “What are the odds of their relationship being negatively affected?”


  “Hmm… 50%?”


  “That’s too high.”


  “Then 0.1%?”


  “What’s the difference.”


  “The first one’s if you simply leave them be, and the second one is if Yeorum ultimately wins.”


  Bom’s words sounded a little strange. Yeorum ultimately coming out victorious was literally the result. Isn’t the process what breaks down relationships?


  He thought for a bit and finally understood her statement.


  “So you want me to tell Yeorum that she will be winning in the end?”


  “Yes. It will be even better if she does win right?”


  Yu Jitae didn’t reply to her question.


  “Ah, and it would be very helpful for Kaeul. Kaeul knows a lot about how great Yeorum is. She doesn’t make it obvious but she actually does admire her quite a lot. If she wins against Yeorum for a bit or comes close to defeating her, it would help set her pride back.”


  He nodded his head.


  “It would be a headache if something goes even slightly wrong in the process though.”


  “Yes. It is a very sensitive topic…”


  “Can you mediate the two of them well?”


  “Okay,” replied Bom.


  ***


  At night,


  While the kids were all sleeping,


  At the shallows of the abyss, Yu Jitae was administering the body of Jung Taebaek. While removing thousands of sharp fragments of the chimera resembling fish hooks one by one, his mind brought him back to the past.


  Was it because Taebaek had red hair?


  A red dragon appeared in his mind.


  – What the fuc* are you?


  She wasn’t Yeorum.


  – Do you even know who I am?


  – Oi, are you crazy? Huhh? Let go right now!


  – Go away! Fu*k, d, don’t you hear me… kuuk!


  After being grabbed by the neck, she was dragged to the underground labyrinth.


  – Oi. Oi! You fuc*ing piece of shit–!


  – Open the door righhhhtt noowwwwww—!!!


  It was the memory of a girl,


  A girl that looked awfully like Yeorum.


  In the 5th iteration, while Yu Jitae had yet to be perfected as a superhuman.


  In the 4th iteration, he had seen a new possibility but when the light was about to vanish from that possibility, he had to address what he had been avoiding as the central topic.


  He didn’t have enough power to protect his conviction and there were a lot of things he had to compromise with. Thus, he had to become stronger.


  Ranked 3rd worldwide, one of the Five Transcendents of Chaliovan, possessor of the Dungeon Free Pass…


  Although he was known as a powerhouse, what couldn’t be concealed from all those miscellaneous titles was the fact that he was still weak.


  In order to become stronger, he locked the hatchlings inside the underground labyrinth and moved. He had already discovered the locations of the hatchlings in the 4th+ iterations so it wasn’t difficult in the slightest.


  – What did I ever do wrong? What have I even done to you…


  – Why are you doing this to me…


  A red hatchling that burned her own heart to escape the underground labyrinth. She furiously set herself ablaze while he wasn’t there. The suppressed urge for violence erupted while her mind had gone crazy. 


  The hatchling waged wars and endlessly wreaked havoc and became humanity’s enemy.


  By the time he heard the news and rapidly returned to catch it, the entire body of the hatchling had already been torn to pieces, crushed and crumbled beyond repair.


  The child had never once complained about pain when she was locked up, but staring at the Regressor with her only remaining eye,


  – I, it hurts.


  – My heart, hurts.


  She moved her cracked jaws and requested him for a favour.


  – Please, kill me…


  …


  Episode 76: Change of Seasons (2)


  In the 4 lives he could remember,


  Over hundreds of elapsed iterations, 


  The Regressor had never killed a baby dragon with his own hands.



  


  Yu Jitae submitted an application for the ‘Five Transcendent Cadets of Ha Sukmoo Selection Exam’ with Kaeul’s name written on it. Fortunately, she was given an earlier spot and she was able to take the test the next day. 


  Because of her nervousness, Kaeul wasn’t in a good state. She started trembling from noon of the day before, fidgeted endlessly throughout the night and stayed holed up in her room on the morning of the next day without at all showing her face for a few hours. 


  It was a good thing that she was immediately taking the test. Nothing would change even if she were to prepare for it for several days. 


  Yu Jitae knocked on the door of her room.


  “Kaeul. Are you in the room.”


  – Yes.


  “Start preparing yourself. We will leave straight after having breakfast.”


  – Okay.


  “Kaeul.”


  – Yes.


  Her voice sounded powerless. Although she didn’t sound nervous, the place she was forced to stand in was too foreign a place to be in. 


  Like the campus ranking competition, events that compared the ranks of cadets tended to gather a lot of attention. And Lair, which knew how to portray the superhuman cadets as ‘heroes’, knew exactly how to use the attention of the crowd.


  Therefore, this event was also quite bustling with people like the competition. There were a lot of eyes as well as an audience seat for them to cheer from. 


  He called Bom.


  “Start preparing yourself and bring Yeorum. We will head straight to the venue and will cheer for her together.”


  “Should I wake Gyeoul up as well?”


  “Yeah. I will prepare the meal.”


  Their breakfast menu today was bread. One by one he took the bread out from the paper bag. A well-balanced sandwich with ham, all sorts of vegetables and a lot of cheese. Kaeul’s favourite donut with a small crust of sugary glaze. And cold macarons of various colours.


  When having bread, Kaeul often asked.


  – Where is milk?


  Thus, the last one he took out from the bag was milk. It was a breakfast menu that Kaeul could literally faint after seeing. 


  “Ah, like I said, I’m not interested in transcendent cadets or whatever.”


  Despite the complaint, Yeorum walked outside after being pushed by Bom.


  “Why. Let’s go cheer for Kaeul together.”


  “But you know, even though it’s a fake dungeon and a test, isn’t it too cruel to make Yu Kaeul go into a dungeon?”


  “Hnn? Why?”


  “Don’t you know how much of a coward she is? She will probably tremble like crazy and it will be great if she doesn’t piss herself. I don’t want to see that with my eyes.”


  Bom looked at her with a smile.


  “You don’t know anything, Yeorum.”


  “What.”


  “You’re saying that because you haven’t seen how much Kaeul has changed now. Kaeul is very good. Right, ahjussi?”


  Yu Jitae turned towards Yeorum in response.


  Yeorum was staring at him. Unlike the usual frowns she wore these days whenever she was staring at his face, there was slight tension in her expression. His following words created a crack in her tranquil expression.


  “Of course. She’s good.”


  ***


  Kaeul was quiet throughout breakfast. She silently ate the sandwich, drank milk and took a bite of the macaron. She appeared normal, different from how she was trembling the day before.


  “You’re not shaking anymore. Are you okay Kaeul?”


  “Nn? Ah. Un.”


  Yeorum glanced at her before opening her mouth.


  “You’re alright my ass. Do you want some relaxing pills or something? Like anxiety pills?”


  “No no. I’m good…”


  Yeorum frowned after hearing her response. She thought it was strange.


  ‘…?’


  Was she always this calm? She didn’t think much about it when Bom was talking about how much Kaeul had changed, but Yeorum started feeling slightly curious after seeing how she was acting.


  After the meal, the Yu household headed to Colosseo Lair where competitive events started and ended at Lair. Near the large cylindrical building were bustling crowds of cadets in summer uniform, guardians and staff members. Although each had their own goals, a few of the cadets got on an elevator to head to the basement which was the same for the Yu household.


  4th basement level, the ‘virtual dungeon training ground’.


  The difference between this virtual dungeon to others was that this dungeon was under the influence of the Level 4 artifact, [Statue of Competition]. Therefore, the dungeons here were more natural allowing for a more realistic training. 


  Because of that, the ‘virtual dungeon training ground’ was usually reserved for 4th and 5th grade cadets but today, it served as the venue for the selection exam of five transcendent cadets of Ha Sukmoo.


  “I, I’ll be on my way then.”


  The kids either waved their hands or shouted, ‘…Good luck’. With a stiff look on her face Kaeul nodded before walking somewhere else under the instructions of the staff.


  The Yu household headed to the guardian waiting room. The large room resembling a movie theatre already had three hundred or so of people, who were either guardians or friends of the cadets. 


  “Ima sit at the front.”


  Yeorum who was still uncomfortable with Yu Jitae sat away from him which he didn’t at all mind. After finding a seat, he met someone familiar. The man had a tall height and a large body, hair short enough to be called a skinhead and a vicious scar underneath.


  “It has been a while. Mihailov.”


  “Nn? Ah. You’re here too, Mister Yu Jitae.”


  Next to him were cadets of Russia’s RIL sitting in a straight line. Seeing Yu Jitae, they hurriedly stood up but didn’t know what to do. They didn’t dare greet him but still looked at him with gazes of admiration.


  “What are you all doing? Hurry up and sit down.”


  Despite the words of Mihailov, the cadets hesitated and didn’t sit. Half of their gazes were on Yu Jitae while the other half were trying to catch a glimpse of the dragons.


  It was something he was already used to. Even now, there were dozens of gazes all across the waiting room gathered on the dragons. As always.


  “Look at you bunch. Should I pluck your rolling eye candies out and throw them into your mouth or will you sit down now?”


  “Ah, sorry sir…”


  Only when he shouted did the cadets of RIL hurriedly sit back down. This was what the usual relationship between guardians and cadets were for soldiers.


  “Ah, sorry about that. The kids were being very rude.”


  “That’s alright.”


  “By the way, Jitae. What brings you here.”


  “What else. Of course I came because one of my kids are taking the exam. Are you here because of Sophia?”


  “No. Sophia is on the last day and today is the exam for a different child. Aigooh, if Cadet Yu Yeorum is in the group, I guess we will only have 4 positions to contest for,” said Mihailov.


  “Ah, Yeorum is over there actually.” Bom interjected.


  Hearing her words, Mihailov looked at the red-haired girl sitting near the very front of the room. He touched his plump forehead around the scar with his thick fingers.


  “Nnn? What. Why is Cadet Yeorum there?”


  “Yeorum isn’t the one taking the test.”


  “Whut?! Then who…”


  He then murmured, green, red, blue… to himself before widening his eyes.


  “Yellow isn’t here…! Kaeul. Right. So the child that read the declaration is taking the exam?”


  “That is the case.”


  ‘Hooh…?’ A curious voice escaped Mihailov’s mouth. 


  Meanwhile, although it was the two guardians talking to each other, there were a lot of ears in the waiting room.


  The story quickly spread. Firstly, it was the group of guardians near them that picked up the said topic for their conversation. 


  “What? So it’s Cadet Yu Kaeul that’s taking the test?”


  “That blonde haired cadet?”


  “Hoh. Interesting. Now that’s new. Cadet Yu Yeorum really is here.”


  Only at Unit 301 was Yeorum a run-of-the-mill hatchling. At Lair, wherever it may be, there would be gazes of awe and admiration on Yeorum as if she was a celebrity. Besides, the story about the ‘Yu household’ that was known to have BM and Myung Yongha as its sponsors was an even bigger topic. 


  It seemed that the third daughter of that household had suddenly become a combat-oriented superhuman. By nature, the question of ‘Who’s stronger?’ was one of the most interesting conversation topics.


  “That is interesting. I don’t think I’ve ever seen Cadet Kaeul fight.”


  “Don’t think she has. She did look like a very feeble and fragile cadet… She was quite different from Cadet Yeorum.”


  “Well I did hear that Cadet Yu Bom was also quite deeply talented at magic.”


  “But talent when it comes to magic isn’t always hereditary, is it. Will she really be that strong?”


  “I don’t really think so… even though they may be sisters, does it make sense for both of them to be geniuses?”


  “Aye, but I’m sure the household has their unique curriculum of some sort. It is the Yu household after all.”


  “Right. The Yu household…”


  After the chatter, the eyes of the guardians simultaneously headed straight towards Yeorum. The representative of their group carefully walked up and called Yeorum.


  “Excuse me, Cadet Yeorum.”


  Hearing the quiet voice, Yeorum turned her head with her arms still crossed.


  “What is it.”


  “My name is Nguyen. I’m one of the guardians affiliated with the Blue Tail Guild.”


  “Yes. And.”


  “Sorry? Ah. It’s just that our kids like you a lot.”


  “What is that about? Thought you were whispering to each other at the back. And you have a question or something.”


  Embarrassed by her straightforward words, the guardian scratched his head.


  “Oh no. We were trying to quietly talk to each other but you must have heard it. Sorry if that made you feel unpleasant.”


  “It’s alright. Sometimes I do that too.”


  “Thanks for your understanding.”


  The atmosphere seemingly eased a little.


  “So what is it.”


  “Ah, so by the way, would it be okay for me to ask how strong Cadet Yu Kaeul is?”


  Although only one of the guardians was asking the question, several gazes of curiosity were urging her to reply. “I don’t know either.” When Yeorum cursorily replied with an indifferent voice, they followed it up with more questions. “Does she use magic, or is she a sharpshooter?”, “Have you two sparred before?” Yeorum suddenly showed her temper.


  “Like I said, I don’t know.”


  “But aren’t you sisters?”


  “What. Do I have to know everything if we are sisters? I don’t even know her exact height. I’m curious too, okay!”


  “Ahh…”


  “If you find out somewhere then please come let me know as well. Alright?”


  “Ah, yes. I see…”


  He already knew about her personality so the guardian embarrassedly scratched his head before walking away. On the way back to his seat, he glanced at Yu Jitae. However, directly asking Yu Jitae was a bit daunting while Bom was sitting on the other side.


  That was when his eyes met with the eyes of the blue-haired girl, but she looked too much like a kid that she probably wouldn’t know much. 


  But by the way, this blue-haired girl, was too cute…


  Does this household pick kids based on their appearance or something…


  “…What, are you looking at?”


  “Nn? Ah, n, nothing…”


  When the child gave a frown, the guardian felt slightly uncomfortable and quietly turned around. Until then, Yu Jitae had simply been silently listening. Bom, who was sitting next to him with her legs crossed, suddenly gave a small chuckle.


  “What’s funny.”


  He quietly asked.


  “Nothing. It’s just interesting.”


  “What is.”


  “Thinking about how their expressions will change later.”


  He thought to himself. It seemed that the daily lives had indeed pervaded in a little bit. Although he wasn’t as expectant as Bom, he could still understand what and why she was expectant.


  “… I see.”


  They will probably be in an uproar.


  “Cadet Kaeul won’t be strong.”


  That was when a powerful voice was heard from behind.


  “Sorry? Does that make sense? It’s still the Yu household.”


  “Aye, there must be the curriculum that perfected Cadet Yeorum. It’s too early to come to a conclusion. We haven’t even seen anything yet right?”


  The man with a powerful voice refuted the objective opinions, “I’m sure you would be saying something different if you had ever seen one of Cadet Kaeul’s magic classes before.”


  “Our cadet was in the same class but she was as good as other people though?”


  “Well, it was really unstable when I saw it last month.”


  “What are you even talking about? Mate, Cadet Kaeul took the magic studies class last year.”


  “It’s the same guy talking gibberish… just ignore him.”


  It seemed that the man was someone who tended to talk gibberish very often and a lot of the listeners appeared extremely discontent. However, the man with a powerful voice asserted even more.


  “Whatever. She is weak though okay? Her manipulation over mana is so unstable that she could never be strong.”


  His assertion became more forceful seemingly because everyone was disagreeing with him.


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae was still silent. In fact, he didn’t think anything of it.


  He did not value the lives of organisms. The only things he acknowledged were the abilities of the individual. Because of that, humans he did not know of were no different from bugs. 


  If a bug tried to bite him, he would crush it and kill it. If a bunch of bugs tried to bite him, he would disinfect the area and get rid of their habitat altogether. 


  However, a group of bugs talking to each other about the grades of his daughter was none of his business.


  “A damned stupid half-breed. Talking nonsense just because you have an open mouth.”


  He was silent but perhaps because of that, it was someone near him that swore instead. The surprised cadets of RIL looked at the speaker while Bom also turned her gaze towards him.


  “Should I rip that mouth of yours or something.”


  Saying that, Mihailov raised his body.



  Episode 76: Change of Seasons (3)


  Mihailov quietly joined the group that was having the conversation and listened.


  Although Yu Jitae wasn’t interested in the conversation of worthless unknowns, he was a little bit intrigued in the movements of Mihailov, whom he had some connection with. It was like a dog he knew in town walking up to a group of bugs.


  Turning his head, Yu Jitae looked at them.


  “Should I make another prediction?”


  “What is it now.”


  “Cadet Kaeul will not be able to become one of the five transcendent cadets.”


  He was a nameless male guardian of a nameless household. However, the Regressor looked at the face of the ‘woman’ hidden under the fake mask. 


  It was a familiar face. Reflecting on it, he remembered who she was. She was a member of the ‘Brzenk’ family, guardian of Tyr Brzenk the son of the world’s Rank 1, Oscar Brzenk.


  At the same time, she was Oscar Brzenk’s younger sister.


  Her name was Kitty Brzenk – also referred to as the Sorceress of Brzenk.


  She was a powerhouse ranked 129th worldwide. From what he remembered, she was meeting people here and there with a virtual identity under the approval of the education department of Lair.


  The Brzenk Family was the only household whose name value exceeded that of the Yu household. And unlike the Yu household which suddenly rose to fame, they were affiliated with the Association and their contact with the masses was severely restricted for the maintenance of a unique and mysterious face. Thus, Tyr Brzenk was also one of the cadets but had almost never stood in front of a large crowd. 


  It seemed that there were people from the Brzenk Family that were itching to move.


  “I know the Yu household is great but Cadet Kaeul can’t be that strong, alright? Geez, none of you just have the eye for it.”


  An example would be that woman pretending to be a man.


  “Haigo, what a wacky person…”


  “I don’t care so can you just go away?”


  The guardians shook their hands off and expressed their disgust but the attention seeker wearing the mask of a man stimulated them further by laughing. 


  “I’m not saying this without any proof. It was my first time seeing a cadet whose mana splattered like that. You know, it’s to the point that the mana would erupt even before she could form a fireball in her hand.”


  “Ah. How can you be so certain like that? Maybe she’s not a mage.”


  “No. Cadet Kaeul’s manipulation over mana is so unnatural and it has exceeded the norms. What meaning would her position ever have when her control over mana is that low? Front guard, sharpshooter, healer – she won’t be able to do anything.”


  ‘His’ words weren’t wrong.


  Kaeul’s control over mana was unnatural. It did exceed the norms. If compared to water, it was like a water bomb splattering to all sides.


  But as for the reason behind all that, the person was clueless.


  Power has an endogenous origin and before being released, it cannot be clearly discerned. Even Yu Jitae had just noticed it recently so how would a mere Rank 129 be able to see through it?


  The water was splattering only because there was a broken dam.


  The atmosphere wasn’t that positive. The guardians who had already turned their ears off decided to not give any more food for the madman. 


  “Are you silent because you cannot say anything back?”


  Despite that, he continued.


  “My words are true, are they not?”


  “Can you please just stop.”


  “Why?”


  “The guardian from Yu household is also here, isn’t he.”


  “Did I say anything bad or criticise someone? What’s wrong with a healthy discussion on power?”


  The person’s thought process was probably like the following. As a member of the Brzenk Family, she had some rivalry mindset with the Yu household. Despite that, Tyr Brzenk wasn’t even allowed to participate in events while Yu Yeorum was increasingly spreading her fame. It was probably an eyesore for her.


  And there appeared a secret which inferior, average guardians of this place cannot see through – a secret only the truly strong ones can discover. The fact that Kaeul was weak. She was the only one aware of it so there would be a conflict if someone happens to refute her and in the end when everything is revealed, she would feel joy from it.


  Lack of attention was effective. Kitty Brzenk was about to lose interest and walk away but it was then.


  “Oi. Young man over there.”


  A man’s voice gathered the eyes of everyone in the room. The man with an especially large body, Mihailov, opened his mouth. 


  Someone finally took the bait. Intrigue appeared on the fake face of Kitty Brzenk.


  “What is it?”


  “Your mouth is quite the free one is it not?”


  “I’m speaking with my own mouth. Any problems?”


  “The problem is that my ears didn’t want to hear them.”


  “Haha. So what?”


  “What?”


  “Who even are you? Do I have to humour you in some way?”


  “Of course. Because if you don’t, something unpleasant will happen to you.”


  Kuung–


  The air fluctuated and vibrated as killing intent bounced from Mihailov’s eyes. But immediately afterwards, Mihailov realised that something was off. The killing intent he emitted was enough to oppress the dimension and squeeze it but the young man in front of him was receiving it with extreme ease. 


  “Did you do something just then?”


  The man’s crooked sneer infuriated Mihailov even more.


  “You. Come outside for a bit.”


  When Mihailov suddenly started walking up to him, the guardians nearby stood up and blocked him. 


  “Oho. What’s gotten into you!”


  “Calm down, Mihailov.”


  “It doesn’t even concern you, does it.”


  Suppressing the anger, Mihailov opened his mouth.


  “From the days past, fists have been great teachers. Whether it concerns me or not, an impudent bastard has to be bashed otherwise they won’t listen.”


  Kitty Brzenk asked back with a smile.


  “If you want to, well, how about a bet?”


  “A bet?”


  “No more no less. How about one flick on the forehead. On whether Cadet Kaeul can finish the test or not.”


  Seemingly dumbfounded, Mihailov raised his hand and scratched his forehead.


  “It’s not even whether she can become one of the five transcendent cadets. Are you scared?”


  He placed his middle finger behind his thumb and repeatedly flicked it.


  “I’ve seen many superhumans till now but I’ve yet to see someone with a loose mouth like you live long enough.”


  “Good on you I guess? A retired bear old and sick still has a mouth as heavy as an active Soviet.”


  “You damn scum…”


  Kitty Brzenk insulted Russian soldiers by calling them Soviets, and also touched his pride as a retired soldier. Mihailov had to hold in the urge to run up and crush his neck. 


  “What. You wanna hit someone? Then how about changing the bet. A slap for the winner.”


  Once his rage exceeded its ceiling, it instead cooled rapidly. Mihailov replied with a low voice.


  “I’ll need a finger at the very least.”


  “Then what about a wrist.”


  “Wrist is good. More importantly the loser quits being a guardian. How is that.”


  Right now, Mihailov was being very irrational.


  Quitting the guardian position referred to leaving Lair. Mihailov was planning to chase after the young man as soon as he left Lair and kill him.


  “What a crazy old bear…”


  “What. Are you scared? Vow before everyone here.”


  “Good. Let’s do it. Do not regret it.”


  The onlooking guardians blinked their eyes in puzzlement but that was the end of the fuss.


  [No.5-2, Cadet [Yu Kaeul]]
[Starting in 5 minutes]


  A sentence marking the start of the exam appeared on the hologram screen.


  *


  The hunting dog of the Soviet Union, who would have charged in no matter the opponent and location in the past, gained patience with age. 


  However, it seemed that 5 years wasn’t enough for him to control his rage. Once he settled down his mood while smoking outside the building, Mihailov realised that he had been angry for no reason.


  “Hello?”


  “What.”


  He was calming himself down with a cigarette when Yu Yeorum walked towards him.


  “Ahjussi. You looked like an actual madman there.”


  “Young cadets should go back inside.”


  “Fu*k. What.”


  Yeorum placed a cigarette in her mouth and lit it on fire.


  “Good job. I felt a lot better myself.”


  “…”


  “It should be fine. Our guardian will take care of it.”


  “…”


  Mihailov opened his mouth after a long contemplation.


  “Cadet Kaeul. Is she strong?”


  His question was short.


  Did he butt in without even knowing that? Yeorum was dumbfounded.


  The sigh of the retired soldier was visibly long and deep.


  “I don’t know,” she replied.


  “What? I’m not joking around right now. Cadet Yeorum.”


  “I actually don’t know. I’m serious. She learned magic at a place I couldn’t see. I’ve never seen it before and I’m also curious.”


  Mihailov blinked his eyes.


  “A, are you serious?”


  “Nn. But she is definitely strong.”


  “Based on what?”


  “Because she’s…”


  A dragon. No matter what, Yeorum couldn’t say that so she looked for the right word to reply with. 


  “… my sister? Haha.”


  Those were credible words indeed.


  It was so trustworthy that he could stand guarantee for her. It was a little bit more credible than how his uncle had asked for business funds 40 years ago. 


  “…”


  His two nostrils gave off a gush of smoke like the chimneys of a factory.


  ***


  “She’s on.”


  The camera focused on Yu Kaeul as the eyes of the guardians all gathered on the hologram display. The camera and mic picked up the situation.


  “Sir?”


  He wouldn’t be this anxious even if it was Sophia taking the test. Like a restless person who had held their piss in for 7 hours, Mihailov glared at the display before shooting out of his seat.


  “Good luck Yu Kaeul–!”


  When he powerfully shouted out loud, the cadets of RIL also shouted out, “Uahh–!” and “Good luck!”. The people that were unaware of what was happening were startled but naturally, all these sounds would not be heard by Kaeul who was on the other side of the screen. 


  Yu Jitae was silently staring at Yeorum who had returned to his side.


  Something might have happened but she was in a good mood for some reason.


  “You know, is she a lot stronger now?”


  “Like I said, she is.”


  “I hope she does well.”


  Her vigilance had disappeared although a little. With an excited look on her face, she stared at the display.


  [Exam start]


  Light entered the necklace that Kaeul was wearing.


  It was a valley-shaped dungeon – a simple man-made dungeon that consisted of a straight line path through the narrow and risky mountain slopes. 


  The background of the situation was like this.


  There was a village at the end of this dungeon that had been attacked by monsters. In order to save the survivors, a raid group had been formed but they failed after a clash with the boss and a few of the members were already lost.


  There was only one survivor in the wild but if they weren’t saved in 10 minutes, they would die. That was why there was an image of an electric timer above Kaeul’s head.


  [10:00]


  Soon, her watch rang.


  – ATT headquarters. Rescue op superhumans on standby, copy.


  “Copy that. On standby.”


  Kaeul calmly replied.


  ‘Hoh? She’s calm,’ said someone in the room who knew how she usually acted. However, in Yu Jitae’s eyes, Kaeul inside the display looked somewhat absentminded.


  – Begin the rescue operation.


  “Copy that.”


  [09:59] The time immediately started ticking as Kaeul ran forth.


  The first section – 50 metres till the ridge. She simply had to run up the rocky slope with nothing else.


  “Run!”, “Let’s goo!” People cheered for her inside the room. However, when Kaeul during her sprint bumped into a rock and fell on the ground, the cheers immediately turned into “Aht!”, “Oh no…” and the atmosphere quickly died.


  Yeorum giggled and laughed while Mihailov’s expression turned dark.


  “Aigo. An unfortunate start~”


  Kitty Brzenk said as if it was a shame but no-one replied.


  Standing back on her two feet, Kaeul took a deep breath in and out before running again. This time, it was stable. Her feet traversed across the increasing height of the rocky slope with light and long strides.


  By the time she reached the end of the 50 metre section, there was a large wall stopping her at the end of the ridge. It was a man-made structure roughly 10 metres in height, created to stop the hordes of monsters from attacking them.


  In just one stride, Kaeul jumped over the rocky wall.


  “Ohhh!”


  “Her feet are very light!”


  Any superhuman physically trained could easily jump over 10 metres but not that easily as if they were simply walking. They had to contract and relax the muscles and accurately add mana to them. 


  So what Kaeul did just then required a lot of physical talent and understanding. Is she a front guard or a fighter then? Some of the onlookers thought that. 


  “It’s possible…”


  Mihailov closed his fists.


  The next section was a vast land with swords and broken spears stabbed on the ground. They were the weapons of the dead ones, placed to mourn for those who had been sacrificed during the raid. 


  She simply had to bow her head a little and walk past it. However, Kaeul stopped in front of each and every weapon and bowed to show respect.


  “Ah…”


  “Why would she…”


  “Like, what is she…!”


  People gasped and lamented at the sight with the biggest one coming from Mihailov’s mouth. 


  Actually, that was the basic etiquette of superhumans but this was a test was it not? Is she doing that despite knowing the fact that it is a time attack?


  “Ah.”


  That was when Bom let out a faint gasp.


  “What,” Yu Jitae asked.


  “I think I made a mistake.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I told her to just follow what she learned…”


  Saying that, she tucked her hair behind her ear. It seemed that Kaeul was doing it the OG way following what she actually learned during the lessons in the past. 


  “Might be late but should I at least tell her now? To do it more efficiently?”


  “No. It’s fine. Leave her.”


  “Why?”


  Yu Jitae looked at Kaeul over the display. Although he was physically distanced from her, he could still talk to her as long as he wanted to but he didn’t.


  Ever since she began learning combat magic, she had never done anything on her own accord.


  Kaeul wasn’t a fool. The moment she heard it was a test, she should know better than anyone what would give her good grades for the test.


  The reason Kaeul was doing what she was doing despite knowing that was because that was what she wanted to do. This might be the first step into her gaining her independence and identity.


  Thus, he decided to quietly watch over it even when Kaeul continued doing bizarre things. Kaeul, after bowing her head and showing her respect, suddenly began taking the weapons out and carrying them.


  Others would have dashed miles ahead already but despite that, she ran only after carrying all the weapons under her left arm. The onlookers gasped once again.


  “Ahh, aigo.”


  “That’s… why exactly is she doing that?”


  “I cannot understand. It’s a little bit hard to watch even…”


  When the heavy weapons shook, her body did too. What was waiting for her next was a 60 metre gap between two cliffs. Not only that, there was a strong gale surrounding the cliffs.


  From the list of items given to the members was an artifact that allowed people to create floating bridges. Only 5 were given so every 12 metres, they had to throw one and create a floating bridge, while carefully crossing it and avoiding the wind.


  “…”


  At this point, Mihailov clicked on the RIL group saved on his contacts and went through the list.


  Who would be a good successor? He wondered.


  “Mihailov.”


  That was when a voice he did not want to hear put an end to his thoughts. It was Kitty Brzenk with the mask of a man. 


  When Mihailov silently turned towards her, Kitty Brzenk smirked.


  “Kneel and apologise right now. Then I will let you keep your wrist.”


  She then giggled. Seeing that face, Mihailov couldn’t withstand the desire to kill and couldn’t care any less about the bet. 


  It was when he brought his hand to the dagger on his waist.


  “Huh?”


  Someone doubtfully raised their voice.


  Naturally, the eyes of both Kitty Brzenk and Mihailov headed to the large hologram display.


  Kaeul was on the other side of the 60-metre gap already.


  She continued running.


  Afterimages of her mana, shockingly clean and sharp, scattered behind her feet. More importantly, it was such a long-distance dimensional movement that it did not make any sense.


  For cadets, no matter how great they were at it, ‘that spell’ had a 15 metre distance limit so the onlookers couldn’t immediately tell what it was and were dazed.


  “Huh? What was that just then? Blink…?”


  “Blink? That was blink? That was more than 60 metres?!”


  The atmosphere flipped immediately.


  Episode 76: Change of Seasons (4)


  The boom mic approached them. The cameraman filming the room did not forget his role even in this surprising situation and filmed the faces of the dumbfounded guardians and cadets.


  “It doesn’t make sense…”


  One of the guardians who had grown up as a mage said that.


  “Surely it’s a different spell and not blink?”


  Only the footage and sound were sent over the display so they had to make a guess with just that. 


  “A different spell? You think there are tonnes of dimensional spells or something?”


  “Sure there’s not that many, but there are some right?”


  “Like what? There’s only things like zeta-blink, dimensional displacement and interdimensional gates. At a cadet level, even if they used those three spells in a row, they shouldn’t be able to cover 60 metres in a short period of time.”


  “Well that’s true, but she’s from the Yu household, isn’t she?”


  The listeners closed their mouths. The name Yu household was strangely enough to clear most of their doubts. 


  “A unique spell of the Yu household. Is that what you’re saying?”


  “That is probably the case…”


  The eyes turned back towards the display filled with intrigue, and with a different objective. If Yu Kaeul was a mage, they might be able to see a bit more of Yu household’s unique spells.


  Inside the screen,


  A crossroad appeared before Kaeul as she stopped sprinting.


  Opening her watch, Kaeul looked at the given map. The left road led to a high mountain slope that had to be climbed and both monsters and traps were waiting there. Meanwhile, the right side connected to a very narrow side road on the side of a cliff. 


  Standing before the crossroad, Kaeul looked at the front and the bottom of the cliff. The side road was so narrow that Kaeul would fall if she were to stand straight on it and a bottomless pit was under the cliff. There was still a strong gust of wind surrounding the cliffs and there were also several bird-type monsters in the distance.


  If she were to cross the dimensions with magic, it would give off a dense pulse of mana that makes her the target of the flying monsters. 


  The bigger issue here was that Kaeul was still carrying the large weapons under her left arm. She was short already so the greatswords and broken spears appeared all the more large.


  “Aohh! What are you even thinking about? Just chuck all those things away and go down the narrow path!”


  Yeorum furiously erupted. However, unlike what she wanted, Kaeul carefully hugged the weapons with her two hands and started walking down the narrow path with her back towards the cliff. Her blonde hair neatly tied up in a bun swept past the rocky cliff like a broomstick. 


  “Like, why the heck is she doing that?”


  “I think she’s trying to walk until she’s outside the flying monsters’ territory and blink from there.”


  Bom replied.


  “Like I said, why? If she’s a mage, she can just kill them first.”


  This time, Bom didn’t reply as she too couldn’t understand what Kaeul was doing. However, Yu Jitae had told her to leave her alone and there must be a reason he said that.


  Soon, Kaeul was met with a precarious situation. From the other side of the narrow path – from behind the slight curve of the cliff-side, a zombie reared its head. 


  “Ah. That’s gonna be dangerous,” said a guardian who had worked for 30 years as an operator.


  “Dangerous?”


  “That’s an infected zombie. It’s the type that explodes when it’s killed.”


  “Ah, you’re right.”


  There were blue speckles all around the zombie’s body. It was a common enemy in the battlefield.


  “Normally people would try to make the zombie drop but that thing happens to be a variant that lives on the cliff. The bones on its feet and ankles look like spikes.”


  “Right. They do look like the spikes of crampons… they wouldn’t fall that easily then.”


  “It’s going to be difficult to either kill or have enough force to drop the zombie from a long range without exploding it. She would have to either fight close-combat or explode the ground, but the variant gives off infectious liquid when it explodes and she won’t be able to move if she explodes the ground so…”


  “Then the only way out would be to jump over it without touching it right? Since the zombie moves very slowly.”


  The guardians nodded.


  “So it’s just a moving obstacle in a narrow space that needs to be jumped over while keeping their balance.”


  “When you put it like that, it doesn’t sound that hard though?”


  However, the operator guardian shook his head.


  “I don’t think that’s the case.”


  “Sorry?”


  “Why would there be an infected zombie on the side of a cliff?”


  “Well, it’s a man-made dungeon so someone must have put it there right…? Wait, huh…?”


  The guardian muttered in enlightenment.


  “That’s the problem.”


  Unlike other educational facilities, Lair’s virtual dungeons were known for imitating natural dungeons 100%.


  “It wasn’t put there by humans.”


  *


  By the time Kaeul was half way through the narrow walkway on the side of the cliff, the camera distanced away and displayed the full picture. 


  Further down the walls of the cliff, a large chameleon-looking monster was stuck on the wall waiting for its prey after setting the zombie up as bait. Feeling the vibrations of the wall, its eyes rolled left and right as it waited on.


  “Uhh, fuc*…”


  Yeorum’s expression also darkened. The chameleon was as big as an elephant and looked like shit. It by no means looked like a weak monster.


  If Kaeul exploded the zombie, her path would be blocked by the infectious liquid. However, if she simply jumped over it, she would feel the pressure of being chased by the zombie behind her while the chameleon monster would attack her from the front. 


  Even if she survived the attack, it was highly likely that she would fall off of this narrow ledge. Since she was still within the territory of the flying monsters, she couldn’t blink forward and the best option for her would be to blink back to the crossroad. 


  All that while carrying all those weapons…


  [6:01]


  However, there wasn’t much time remaining on the clock. If she were to go back to the crossroad, it would be difficult for her to finish the test.


  Stopping on the spot, Kaeul pondered and hesitated while the zombie walked up to her.


  “What are you going to do…?”


  The solution Kaeul came up with was the most rational and simple solution. However, it was a solution that a cadet other than Kaeul could never even dare try. 


  Click – Kaeul clicked her fingers.


  “Nn?”


  “Huh?”


  “Uh. Huh…?”


  Once again, the onlookers doubted their eyes.


  The zombie was covered in light before appearing further down the narrow pathway.


  It was blink – Kaeul had teleported the zombie.


  “What is that!?”


  “How in the world did she do that? Huh? Nn?”


  “An object would be crazy enough already. A zombie…!”


  Their mutters were closer to horror at this point. 


  Mana was the manifestation of will. Unlike other organisms, zombies had weaker wills. If one wanted to, it was possible to fold the dimension and move it somewhere else like other objects.


  Well, that was only the case for world rankers in 4 digits at the very least. 


  They were shocked.


  Meanwhile, the chameleon monster that was acutely sensing the situation with vibration mistook the thing that suddenly appeared before it as its prey. The light caused by blink served as a smokescreen. Quickly, the chameleon stuck its tongue out and pulled in the thing that was surrounded by light.


  However, it realised that something was off the moment it placed it into its mouth.


  Uwekk!


  The monster hurriedly spit it out but its tongue was already covered with bluish liquid. The chameleon who was careful and cautious enough to use bait immediately ran away in fright. Thus, Kaeul easily walked down the narrow path and crossed the section.


  “How much time left now?”


  “5 minutes and 32 seconds. She’s fast.”


  “The average time left for transcendent cadets last year after that section was 5 minutes and 37 seconds right? She’s almost the same.”


  While the guardians and cadets were watching the sudden turn of events with intrigue, Mihailov turned towards Kitty Brzenk. 


  The man was wearing quite the look on his face, as if a set of dominos he had laboriously built up had come crumbling down. Looking at the man’s face, Mihailov still felt irritated but at the same time, he wanted to see that face crumpling to an even worse frown.


  “I can’t see the little dog that was barking till now. Ahh, can you see it?”


  “…”


  Hoh? He glared back. It seemed that his stupid ego was quite hurt.


  “Or did someone sew the mouth of that dog? It was so noisy; I’m sure it must have been hard.”


  Mihailov laughed heartily. What was the thing he needed the most on such a happy occasion? The retired Russian soldier could dare say that it was vodka. 


  Taking out a pocket-sized bottle of vodka from his pocket, he dumped it inside his mouth. The burning feeling in his throat felt rather refreshing.


  Meanwhile,


  Kitty Brzenk found it hard to control her temper. Children born and raised in the Brzenk Family were always very bored. It was frustrating since they couldn’t show anything despite having a lot of things. 


  She had gotten hold of a fake identity with difficulty and because she had to care for Tyr Brzenk, she couldn’t stay in this form for long. This superhuman in her 40’s wanted to enjoy her pastime activities with more density.


  That was when she came across something entertaining. It was rare so she had wanted to kindle the fire a bit but it was now her that was being insulted instead. 


  “Kik kik kik.”


  And why the hell was that redhead giggling like a fool?


  It wasn’t just the redhead. All the superhumans that had been annoying her were laughing in secret with their heads turned away from her.


  Kitty Brzenk was ranked in the 100’s, and was a superhuman that would be treated like a VIP wherever she went. Mere insects that would not dare look into her eyes outside laughing at her like this was very difficult for her to bear with. Even if it was because of her own mistake, she did not feel ashamed for that misjudgment.


  It was because she was a ‘Brzenk’.


  “Hmm. Alcohol tends to taste better with the right scenery. What do you think; do you think today is a good day for some alcohol?”


  Mihailov was churning her insides in real time with a smile.


  “Look. It’s still not the end of the test yet. Mihailov. Stop your disrespectful words and watch the display.”


  “Were you not doing the same? You were the one judging Cadet Kaeul before she even used her magic and yet you are calling me disrespectful now. You should reflect on your own attitude.”


  “Mihailov… I see you are a very talkative person.”


  “What. I’m speaking with my own mouth. Are there any problems?”


  This time, Mihailov copied the same words that Kitty Brzenk had used. But that was when something interesting entered the sight of Kitty Brzenk.


  “Right. Now I get it… You better put that bottle away right now.”


  “You’re trying to say something strange again. Vrrroong vvrrroong. Your noisy mouth might need some repairs.”


  “Shut it. I am probably correct. Cadet Yu Kaeul is only a blink mage. She must be unable to use other spells.”


  “What?”


  “Otherwise, it doesn’t make sense. A cadet outputting that much mana? And using dimensional movement spells in a row like that?”


  As if she had found an escape route, Kitty Brzenk’s voice turned brighter. 


  “Then she won’t be able to finish the test. Because there is an opponent that must be fought.”


  Hearing that, the smiles vanished from the faces of the listeners. In fact, the mages that had been watching the test so far had been carrying similar doubts. Going through several sections, Yu Kaeul had only been using blink.


  Even now was the same.


  After passing the cliff, when she met 3 monsters blocking the road, Kaeul avoided them with blink and also when she was inside the underground cave that was full of traps, Kaeul jumped past it with blink.


  At this point, people were made to have the same doubt as Kitty Brzenk.


  Perhaps,


  Perhaps there was just an extremely efficient blink spell unique to the Yu household? If the ability Cadet Yu Kaeul was enlightened to was a blessing related to dimensional movement on top of that, even this incomprehensible situation can be understood. 


  Of course, that alone would be amazing.


  It was amazing, but their hearts that had been expecting something even greater were starting to be cut down. Inside the waiting room that had strangely turned quiet, Kitty Brzenk’s voice represented their doubts.


  “Look. Even here, she won’t try to use combat magic.”


  Standing at the front of the only entrance to the ruined village was a large monster. With a height reaching 3.7 metres and a hairy and muscular humanoid body, it had the head of a bull.


  A+ ranked humanoid monster, Minotaur.


  A mid-boss level monster that physically exceeded an ogre with its crazy reflexes. It was not an opponent that could be defeated by a cadet. They needed at least a 4-digit superhuman to defeat it.


  However, the minotaur inside the virtual dungeon had a suppressor shaped like a nose ring going through its nostrils. This Level 2 artifact was one that greatly weakened the beast.


  Therefore, if the cadet could drive one accurate blow to its nose ring, the monster would be dazed for a short period of time.


  “It cannot be dodged with blink. Because it’s fast.”


  As soon as Kitty Brzenk finished her words, the minotaur found Kaeul.


  Kaeul was by no means moving stealthily and that was what gave her away. To monsters, humans were their enemies. The moment it discovered an enemy off in the distance, the minotaur bent its body in an upside-down ‘L’ shape. Its thighs as thick as building pillars built up power and each one of its muscles contracted as it lowered its shoulders. Soon, the thighs with unprecedented force behind it kicked off the ground as the monster dashed towards Kaeul.


  Kung, kung, kung, kung, kung–!


  The minotaur sprinted through the dimension with a vigour like that of a tank. Even castle walls would not be enough to hold back its march.


  “She has to fight it. What is she going to do now? Drop a piece of stone from above or something?”


  The maximum distance of 60 metres that had been previously shown with the blink would serve as nothing more than a 2-second time frame against that monster. 


  The minotaur that had been as tiny as a fingernail in the distance was now as big as a house. It would be an instant death the moment it drove into her.


  Kaeul’s body and her height of 158 centimetres that was already smaller than others appeared even smaller.


  That was when a crack appeared in the excitedly chattering face of Kitty Brzenk.


  At a frighteningly rapid speed, mana was [condensed].


  Kaeul reached her right hand out as mana gathered into a golden dot. It was ever so tiny but everyone could see beyond the screen the unnaturally dense ball of mana.


  Soon, when the formulae of [penetration] and [speed] were added to the [condensed] and [focused] mana.


  The dimension with a 3 metre radius away from her right hand started being crushed and pushed back. 


  The minotaur’s head closed in.


  And,


  Tuung—


  As if the world itself had been suppressing it, like the crumbling of a dam and like a volcanic eruption, an indescribably immense flood of mana was shot as a ray of light.


  It penetrated through the head of the minotaur and exterminated its upper body. The ray of light did not lose its force even after that and drew a clean cylinder as it flew off and cut a portion of the distant mountain.


  Even though their eyes had seen it, they could not believe it. It was the same for all of them.


  When Kaeul’s magic talent was finally proven,


  The waiting room was filled with screams and yells of shock and fear.


  


  Episode 76: Change of Seasons (5)


  After losing its head, the minotaur collapsed. The body could no longer move once its spinal cords were blown away. Its lower body were stiff as if they were under a paralysis.


  However, it had been running at a speed faster than a car and the body denser than rocks was also heavier than a car. The lower body rolled forward after collapsing on the ground while sprinkling drops of blood everywhere.


  Right when it was in front of her, Kaeul startledly used blink and avoided it at the last second. The large body of the monster collided with the fragments of light that covered where Kaeul had been, and travelled through it until it crashed into a rocky wall in the distance. 


  That much would have been perfect.


  However, perhaps because her legs were trembling, Kaeul stepped on a rock after leaving a pool of light elsewhere and fell on her bum.


  After falling on the ground, she seemed surprised from what she herself had done.


  “…? ……??”


  With circular eyes, she looked at her hand and looked back at the remaining body of the minotaur. When her eyes caught sight of the cut-off mountain in the distance, her body flinched visibly to the point that people could see it from the other side of the screen.


  She looked frightened.


  Yu Jitae looked at the hands of the child. She was unable to control her power at all. The electric mana unique to the gold race was still flickering and drawing tails around her palm.


  Her hand would probably be hot and her wrist and elbow were probably still shaking.


  Just as he expected, Kaeul remained there blankly hugging her right hand.


  However, she didn’t have a lot of time.


  Kaeul stood up.


  She dusted her bum, and carried the weapons that had fallen on the ground. She headed into the ruined village and met the child, the only survivor.


  All that had taken just a minute and 20 seconds.


  Meanwhile, the waiting room was literally in chaos.


  ***


  Seeing a situation which immensely deviated from their common sense, people were shocked.


  Whether it be normal superhumans or guardians that were inside the waiting room, most of their lives had been spent living inside a basket of normal superhumans.


  Awakening at around 15 years of age, entering an academy in their teens and getting trained until early 20’s. After graduation, they desired to be well-treated by their country’s military organisations, guilds and their households. That’s how the superhumans started their social life after becoming young adults.


  Strong superhumans can be seen anywhere but they were like the moon. They gathered the eyes of others and could be seen commonly wherever but were in fact uncommon. In the night sky, they were especially brighter than countless other stars.


  Those that couldn’t tell the difference when they had been staring at it from a distance realises it only once they become a star themselves. It penetrates deeply into their mind.


  That the ‘moon’ is different from them.


  Just then in front of their eyes,


  A star that seemed slightly brighter than other stars.


  Had revealed itself just then as a bright shiny moon.


  “Uwahhhhh—!!”


  “Wah, wah! Insane. Seriously!”


  “What happened?!”


  The cadets showed coarse, undisguised reactions. The cadets of RIL covered their foreheads with their hands in shock as other cadets showed similarly frightened reactions.


  The elements that cadets of Lair referred to themselves with; namely affiliation, organisation, ethnicity and nationality. All those elements crumbled before an overwhelming element exceeding the norms.


  Superhumans lived to become stronger. 


  It didn’t make sense for anyone to stay still after watching that. A superhuman sane after seeing that? How?


  A young cadet specialising in magic whose heart had been tingling from the moment she saw Kaeul’s blink couldn’t hold it in after seeing that offensive spell and screamed out loud.


  “Kieeeeekkkk!”


  “Kuuaaahh! It’s crazy! Crazy!”


  In the midst of the chaotic waiting room, the guardians that had been quietly shocked and rolling their tongues opened their mouths.


  “……What was that thing just then?”


  “I have no idea. It’s the first time I’m seeing it. From the speed, it doesn’t look like a light-attribute spell.”


  “It did draw a parabola at the end. From the trajectory alone, it looked just like a magic arrow right?”


  “Aye. It can’t possibly be a magic arrow right.”


  The sight of a worm as big as a snake made the veterans confused. However, that spell was indeed a [Magic Arrow (C)]. While the guardians were trying to ascertain what the spell was, one of the guardians raised a question.


  “So Cadet Kaeul recently learned magic right? Who in the world did she learn it from?”


  Gyeoul, who had been carefully listening to their words, tapped on Bom’s arm.


  “Nn?”


  Bom turned around and Gyeoul showed her two big thumbs.


  Seeing that, Bom also showed an arrogant expression, before laughing it off and stamping her thumbs with her own. After receiving a stamp on her thumbs, Gyeoul turned around and looked at Yeorum.


  Yeorum’s gaze was fixed on the screen. Seemingly surprised a fair bit, her expression was slightly crumpled while her mouth was slightly open.


  Gyeoul was wearing a bright smile, thinking it was a great thing all around but it was then.


  ‘Wahh… isn’t she just stronger than Yu Yeorum?’


  ‘I think she’s a lot stronger by far.’


  Someone’s voice was heard from the crowd.


  “…?”


  Gyeoul turned around. However, there were too many people chatting to each other and a lot of them were on their feet so it was hard to tell who the speaker was. 


  The issue was that Yeorum-unni could hear anything that Yu Gyeoul herself could hear. Gyeoul turned around to look at Yeorum and she became slightly surprised. 


  Yeorum was looking in the same direction she herself had been looking in.


  “…Why?”


  When Gyeoul carefully asked a question, Yeorum who had been obstinately turning her gaze in search of something turned around.


  “What?”


  “…Why? Are you, looking for something?”


  “No. It’s nothing.”


  Yeorum once again turned back towards the screen. She then crookedly tilted her head and slowly crossed her legs.


  “Please calm down. It’s not the end yet is it?”


  Saying that from the back, Mihailov took out an emergency fire axe and swung it around. The look on Kitty Brzenk’s face had exceeded shock and was even nearing fear.


  In the midst of the bustle, Yu Jitae was silent.


  Soon, the noise died down.


  Kaeul’s test was not yet over.


  ***


  In the middle of the village, Kaeul stabbed the weapons of the rescue squad that had died in the field. Since they died trying to protect this place, she thought it was right to place the weapons here. Finally, they had returned to their rightful places.


  Kaeul moved her feet and found a young child who had injured her legs inside the rubbles.


  “I, I have secured the superhuman survivor. Copy that.”


  – This is ATT headquarters. Copy. Return as soon as possible.


  After the report, Kaeul looked at the child who was on the ground. Her legs were bleeding while her face was covered by dust. The child was smaller than her, and was perhaps a little bigger than Gyeoul.


  Following the given procedures, Kaeul spoke to her.


  “A, are you alright?”


  The fallen child gazed up at her.


  “Don’t be scared. I’m here to save you. You just have to follow me.”


  The child nodded. It was a normal reaction, naturally because this was a virtual man-made dungeon. This child too was a fake.


  “My leg hurts…”


  Normally, people simply had to carry this human which was nothing but a mass of polygons on their shoulders and go back, because they were short on time. Kaeul was 2 years into her life at Lair and also knew it.


  ‘I can’t do it…’


  But despite knowing that it was a test, Kaeul just couldn’t do so. Wasn’t there someone resembling a human in pain? How could she just ignore it?


  It was an irrational judgement born from a trivial emotion. 


  Despite that, Kaeul decided to follow her own judgement. It didn’t matter whether she was doing well in the test or not. 


  “I have medication. I’ll put it on for you. After that, let’s run away with unni.”


  Kaeul hurriedly took the medical box from the emergency kit. Then, whilst reflecting back on the first aid course she learned during class, she wiped the wound, disinfected it and applied medication on top.


  “M, my mum is o, on the other side.”


  It was then.


  The child’s eyes suddenly turned vacant, as she murmured.


  “Huh? Nn?”


  “My mum. My mum is there… A monster stepped on her and she’s hurt. Please save her.”


  The child pointed at the mountain that was even further away from the village. If Kaeul was to go into the mountain and save someone and come back, it would go over the given time limit. 


  Although Kaeul was unaware, this was also an element of the test.


  A place invaded by monsters was like the manifestation of hell on earth. Survivors in that place are those that saw their family members and friends get ripped to pieces in front of their eyes.


  It was unlikely for them to be in their right minds. 


  Despite seeing the corpses of their families, they believe they are still alive and ask for help. 


  Was it just survivors in battlefields that lost their minds?


  No. Young superhumans inexperienced in wars also tended to lose their minds. Especially the superhumans who had the mindset that they were here to save people were easily carried by their emotions. 


  Even though they doubt it might be a false request, they still listen. The rescue then inevitably takes longer and ultimately everything gets messed up.


  “Please help my mum…”


  Since this was just a test, Lair did not make the child too desperate. It was to avoid giving traumatic experiences for the cadets.


  The remaining time was [03:27].


  Looking at the numbers above her head, Kaeul pondered.


  There were people on the other side of the screen lamenting and screaming as they saw her vacant self, but Kaeul was uninterested in all that. 


  Until now, Kaeul had been doing everything Yu Jitae told her to do, and didn’t attempt anything that he told her not to do.


  However, that disappeared as she started learning magic. Yu Jitae did not command or restrict her. He simply told her that she could build power first and earn conviction one day.


  Kaeul wanted to help the child. She thought it was her duty to do so.


  Was this the conviction ahjussi was talking about?


  She had no idea.


  A difficult word like that was not for her.


  However…


  Although it was a test for now, something similar to this might happen in real life one day. It might be alright this time because there aren’t any actual victims inside the mountain, but if it does happen, the child’s mother could truly be in the mountain right? Should she ignore the cries of the child and return despite that in order to save time?


  Kaeul did not want to do that.


  She thought that a person wishing to live as a guardian and a guardian deity should not do such a thing.


  She couldn’t tell whether her judgement was right or wrong.


  Kaeul was young.


  She simply did as her heart told her to.


  Hiding the child behind a strong wall of the village, Kaeul asked her.


  “What’s your name?”


  “Moon…”


  “Alright. Moon. You have to hide here and not move until unni comes back, okay?”


  “What about you unni…?”


  If Kaeul had considered this a simple time-attack test for even a second, she would have ignored the request of the child.


  However, she did not do so.


  “I will go save your mum.”


  However, Kaeul couldn’t find the child’s mother for over 3 minutes. It was because she wasn’t there in the first place.


  At that point, she only had 20 seconds remaining on the clock. Blink or whatever she could use would not allow her to return on time.


  The moment the audience was certain about the exam failing, someone inside the room laughed like crazy. Then, that person snatched the axe away from Mihailov’s hand.


  However, what marked the end of the chaotic mess was when Kaeul hugged the child and jumped through the distant dimensions.


  [Teleportation (S)]


  People outside the screen once again screamed out loud as Kaeul returned to the designated place for the rescue team.


  [00:17]


  The timer stopped.


  “I have successfully saved the survivor… copy that.”


  – This is ATT headquarters. Copy!


  – Congratulations on the successful rescue.


  She passed the test.


  Despite wasting 3 minutes, Kaeul succeeded in rescuing the child.


  The child gave off her programmed expression. Saying thanks, she hugged Kaeul with a bright smile and Kaeul hugged her back.


  For the first time after she started learning magic, Kaeul felt something twitch inside her heart.


  Her mind that had been muddled and hazy was being cleared up.


  Like magic.


  ***


  “What was that? You only have 20 seconds so kneel and ask for forgiveness, was it?”


  The axe was back in the hands of Mihailov. Kitty Brzenk could dare vow that she had never felt this irritated in her entire life so far.


  “Can you read the numbers there?”


  “…”


  “Read it out loud please. Look. The one at the front is a 1, and the one at the back is a 7, but I can’t tell what it is when you put them together.”


  “…”


  “Please understand. I have a disease where I can’t read any numbers under 20.”


  He swung the fire axe in circles and smiled like a bear. The startled guards came running up and asked what was going on. However, they couldn’t directly interfere with the situation unless the actual violence occurred – that was just the way superhuman societies worked.


  Kitty Brzenk thought to herself.


  She couldn’t escape. There were too many eyes in the surroundings.


  It would hurt when her wrist is cut off. Superhumans were the same. Although it was possible to stick it back again, that was after all the pain subsided.


  However, what would hurt a bit more than the wrist was her pride.


  Me losing my wrist for something this meagre?


  “Kneel. I will take a finger instead of a wrist.”


  She felt extremely irritated and did not want to act subserviently.


  Kitty Brzenk inwardly raised her mana and inserted them into her skin. She then went through 7 different formulae in a row.


  [Inner Shield (A+)]


  Right underneath the skin, she created a small barrier to block the axe. The physical protection spell used by a mage in the 100’s was something that cannot be dealt with with the power of a mere retired soldier. 


  She could then scoff and walk away.


  The fake identity could be discarded and she could create another one with the name of the Brzenk Family. Although there would be less entertainment for the time being and it would be boring, she could act based on the things that had happened today to have a more fun time later.


  “Go on. Try swinging it down.”


  Saying that, Kitty Brzenk nonchalantly showed her wrist. With no questions asked, Mihailov immediately swung the axe down.


  Kaang–!


  The skin near the wrist was slightly cut but the axe bounced off as if it had struck a piece of metal. 


  “…!”


  Mihailov was surprised by the mana that immediately invaded his body through his hand. Due to the reaction of the inner shield spell, sharp lines of mana entered his body and wreaked havoc. Quickly, he raised his mana and blocked it but his insides had been damaged already. “Mhmm…” he quietly muttered.


  “What’s wrong? Come on.”


  Was that violence? No. There weren’t any victims yet. Since the situation was flowing in a strange manner, the guardians and guards that were watching the situation didn’t know what to do. It was then.


  “Do you mind if I do that?”


  “Hmm?”


  A man began walking towards them in large strides. The man was tall and had wide developed shoulders and a hazy gaze that was difficult to look back at.


  Surprise spread across the crowd like a wave.


  “Ah. Of course.”


  Mihailov nonchalantly handed him the axe while inwardly giving a smile.


  *


  He wasn’t going to care much about it, but the dog he was seeing often in the town got bit by a bug and was about to get bitten even more. 


  A dog he knew crying in pain wasn’t a welcome sight so Yu Jitae decided to crush the bug and kill it.


  Standing in front of Kitty Brzenk, he raised the axe.


  Guardian of the Yu household.


  The superhuman that overwhelmed Sillardo Leo.


  Kitty Brzenk was visibly surprised as she pulled her hand back. Then, she shouted at Mihailov.


  “Oi! You can’t make someone else do…!”


  Yu Jitae raised his shoulder. Right when people thought he was about to swing the axe, his arm turned hazy.


  Bamm—


  A sound resembling the chopping of firewood resonated. The axe fell down and so did Kitty Brzenk’s wrist.


  “Ahhhkkk!!”


  


  Episode 76: Change of Seasons (6)


  Kitty Brzenk soon stopped shouting.


  Although it did hurt, high-ranked superhumans were all trained in pain tolerance. The pain did not reduce, but their tolerance did increase.


  However, Kitty Brzenk soon felt a slightly bigger sense of fear. After walking right up to her nose, Yu Jitae grabbed her by the forehead.


  She was frightened, thinking how a human could have such a powerful grip.


  Even now, her ‘inner shield’ spell was still active. If a tank drove into her, she might feel the shock in her body but the tank would still fail to leave any direct damage on the bones or her skin. 


  Despite that, Yu Jitae’s hand that was grabbing her head ripped through her skin. Blood oozed out as the mask that had become one with the skin ripped and he gripped until a part of her skull let out a crack.


  No matter how she twisted her body, it was futile. As if her head was stuck in a hydraulic press, her body twitched with the head stuck in place.


  Kitty Brzenk took a deep breath in. The two hazy eyes and gray pupils – the man was staring at her. But he wasn’t looking at her eyes and it seemed as if he was staring at her true self hidden underneath her eyes. 


  Don’t tell me, did he find out?


  Even a ranker should not be able to see through the mask created by the lord of the Tower of Mages though?


  Huuk, she took in another deep breath as her heart felt like it was being squeezed to a stop.


  Yu Jitae opened his mouth.


  “I do not know who you are.”


  A faint light of amusement spread across his hazy expression.


  That was when the guards ran in shouting, “Please let go!” and “Stop please!”. They had to bite the bullet and try to create a distance between Yu Jitae and Kitty Brzenk.


  The man obediently let go. He then raised his hands and followed their requests.


  Do not know who you are?


  Kitty Brzenk was instead certain from those words that her identity had been seen through.


  Yu Jitae’s words sounded like a warning, saying try acting up again with a different identity if you dare.


  She felt her legs turning loose so she had to use telekinetic powers to support her body.


  Yu Jitae was caught by the superhuman guards and so were Mihailov and Kitty Brzenk. They were led to the sentries and had to write a summary statement describing what had happened.


  Although he could defy them if he wanted to, Yu Jitae obediently followed their requests. Before following them, he told Bom.


  “Take the kids back home.”


  Bom, who had placed Gyeoul on her lap and had covered her eyes with her hands, gave a nod. The sudden block of her vision and the skin contact was allowing Bom’s good memories to flow into her. Therefore, Gyeoul right now was waving her hands mid-air, trying to touch things in a flowerfield.


  “…?”


  Bom let go of her hands only after Yu Jitae walked out. Gyeoul looked into her eyes with a frown.


  “…Why, did you block?”


  In response, Bom covered her own eyes before opening them straight.


  “Peek-a-boo.”


  “…”


  Gyeoul shook her head with a frown.


  “…I’m, not a baby.”


  “Oh really?”


  Fortunately she succeeded in taking her mind off of the topic. If she saw Yu Jitae swing an axe with her own eyes, Gyeoul would probably have been very surprised. 


  Even though a dragon, she was still a baby. Bom gently smiled.


  Then, Bom turned around and looked at Yeorum.


  Although there had been a commotion inside the room, Yeorum’s gaze was still fixed on the display, as if nothing else mattered.


  The display screen was a close-up full of golden colours.


  Outside the exam venue were filled with reporters.


  ***


  <Q: Cadet Yu Kaeul. What was the spell you used at the end?>
<Yu Kaeul: Umm, umm… combat magic…>


  <Q: Since when did you start learning magic, Cadet Yu Kaeul?>
<Yu Kaeul: Uhh, umm, just… (runs away)>


  <Q: Is there a reason behind why you had been hiding your magic talent all the way throughout the 1st semester of 2nd grade let alone the 1st grade?>
<Yu Kaeul: Sorry? Umm… it’s not like I was hiding…>


  <Q: Both guardians and us reporters were really surprised after seeing the test. There have been numerous people wondering if you could be stronger than Cadet Yu Yeorum at this rate. What is your opinion on that?>
<Yu Kaeul: That’s umm, I don’t think that’s the case. Unni is really really strong and…>


  <Q: Just then, you’ve mentioned that it wasn’t the case, so does that mean you have had a training bout against Cadet Yeorum already?>
<Yu Kaeul: No? We didn’t fight but…>


  <Q: So that means it’s unknown who would come out on top when the two of you actually do fight. If you can keep the distance, would that give you a slight chance of victory?>
<Yu Kaeul: ??>


  Using other people as an excuse, they asked slightly disrespectful and stubborn questions. A few of the cameras were on her right hand that was still shaking. Her right hand was red as if it had been hit by someone all around, and there were also bruises here and there.


  That was when the sentries removed the reporters in the stead of Yu Jitae and put Bom, Gyeoul and Kaeul into an elevator. There were some reporters that wanted to squeeze through the gap and come in but when Bom gave them a whole-heartedly serious glare, their bodies turned stiff and they froze on the spot. 


  They were clicking their tongues when Yeorum, who was slower than the rest, entered their sight. 


  Yu Yeorum!


  The most frightening one to interview but wasn’t she the cadet that guaranteed the most amount of traffic?


  The reportres glanced at each other. The first one to go might have their collar grabbed by her but the following reporters could ask questions from behind while the first reporter would act as the meat shield.


  Thinking that, they pushed each other. One of the reporters was pushed by others and was made to stand before Yeorum in the blink of an eye.


  <Q: Were you aware that Cadet Yu Kaeul was such a great mage?>
<Yu Yeorum: …>


  <Q: Have you trained directly against Cadet Yu Kaeul?>
<Yu Yeorum: …>


  Silence was the only reply to the several questions they asked.


  The camera focused on her expression; an indifferent expression as if nothing mattered. 


  A reporter with a good sense instead found that to be strange because Yeorum’s expression had always been full of irritation whenever she was in front of reporters. 


  In any case, she’s usually just a freaking bi*ch but she really is damn pretty with her mouth closed… it was when some of them were blankly thinking that.


  The following question led to a slight change in her expression.


  <Q: It just wasn’t revealed and just like you, Cadet Yu Yeorum, it seems that Cadet Yu Kaeul had also been training extremely diligently, right?>


  Yeorum turned towards that reporter with a flick.


  <Yu Yeorum: …>


  ***


  That night, an edited version of the footage was revealed on the official website of Lair. Kaeul’s test video was quickly spread by word of mouth and in just one day, the video recorded 6 million views. 


  – Wahh!!!!!


  – ;;;;; Yu Kaeul is seriously crazy.


  – Crazzyy! Crazzyy! Crazzyy! Crazzyy! Crazzyy! Crazzyy! Crazzyy! Crazzyy! Crazzyy! Crazzyy! Crazzyy! Crazzyy! Crazzyy! Crazzyy! Crazzyy!


  – One strike to kill a freaking minotaur holy shit;; is it like the special move of the Yu household or something?




  – What kind of spell is that?


  – From a distance, that is estimated to be a magic arrow.


  – OMG. If that’s a magic arrow, there is a leaning tower of pisa between my legs.


  – The only thing common is that they’re both on an angle…



  – At that point, isn’t she the best mage cadet in history?


  – That’s not the end is it? Look at what’s on Yong Danbi’s SNS rn.



  [Official ♥Yong Danbi _SweetRain_♥]
re: Please stop asking.
Are all the mages the same?
Jealousy is only when they’re somewhat near your level. Haha…
I watched it like 20 times.
Can’t even feel jealous. It’s just, marvelous…


  – Wah, the thing she watched 20 times. That’s Yu Kaeul’s test video right?


  – Think so, yeah… wow.


  Most of the comments at the start were like the above.


  The footage was repeatedly shared and after three days, her video exceeded 30 million views. Several broadcasting companies and superhumans talked about their opinions on Kaeul’s test numerous times.


  A cadet killing a minotaur in one strike. The distance of her short-distance dimensional movement being a shocking 60 metres. With these two points alone, she was compared to rankers in 400~500s and people praised and were in awe of her talent as a mage.


  The highlight was definitely the teleportation spell at the end of the video. Long-distance dimensional movement had different equations and use of mana altogether.


  Kaeul is a dragon who uses teleportation as easily as they would breathe and had just followed what she learned from Bom, but for humans it was a special ability that can only be used by 3-digit mage rankers.


  Actually, Kaeul’s teleportation could travel roughly 120 times the distance of 3-digit rankers but none of them knew that.


  In any case, there were several people doubting that Kaeul might be the same as a ranker in the 900s. 


  A mere cadet, having the strength equalling that of a ranker in the 900s? 


  People started seeing Kaeul as the second coming of the witch Valentine and treated Yu Kaeul as if she were a goddess. 


  In fact, just like how being born with a tall height was different from being a good basketball player, the amount of innate talent people were born with was a different thing compared to their talent to learn. 500 years would be barely enough for Kaeul to be on the same page as the witch but how would the netizens even know that?


  It was around this point that ‘strange comments’ were starting to be posted.


  – Kaeul said, “This place is too small.” That was the start of bigbang.
ᄂLolll??
ᄂYou freaking lolol
ᄂWhat is this about haha


  – Students look for past papers, Yu Kaeul looks at the future
ᄂLike what are you guys writing lololol
ᄂLmao. So funny lol


  – “My head is out so take a deep breath and take it slow,” said Kaeul to her mother.
ᄂAhkk kekekekek
ᄂLololololol
ᄂWell done Kim Yu Kaeul. Destroy humanity with your hands.
ᄂFu*k lolololol
ᄂWhat the hell is this now haha


  – One day, Kaeul accidentally dropped her apple.
It dropped on someone’s head, who said, “Uh? This…?”
ᄂStop the crap lololol
ᄂIs it a gravity joke now lol
ᄂYES you’re right. That’s why the word for something falling is ‘fall’.
ᄂWtf lololol the hidden origin behind the word lolol
ᄂAh lolol. Stop taking it so far lololol


  At the start, they simply deified Kaeul and joked among each other. 


  However after a week or so, when the number of views on Kaeul’s video exceeded the 89.87 million views that Yeorum’s video had, Yeorum naturally became a target for a comparison.


  – The alarm wakes Yeorum up each morning.
But Kaeul does not need the alarm. She decides the time herself.
ᄂLolololol
ᄂLike seriously lmao
ᄂKekekekek


  – The commonality between the First World War, the Second World War and the East-Asian great war is that they started in ‘Summer’ and ended in ‘Fall’.
ᄂHoohh;;;;; got goosebumps just then.
ᄂThat’s crazy lolol;;;
ᄂEhng? No that’s wrong?? Not sure about the rest, but the Second World War started on the 1st of September and ended on the 2nd of September. Unlucky mate.
ᄂ(Fact) Yu Kaeul is born on the 2nd of September.
ᄂ???
ᄂWhat the freak; how does this make sense?
ᄂWow. That’s crazy lololol


  Some of those jokes raised Kaeul while lowering Yeorum. It was done in a natural manner. That was just how impactful Kaeul’s test was.


  Yu Jitae and Bom confiscated Kaeul’s watch.


  Kaeul obediently handed her watch in and didn’t go to school for the time being. 


  Although she was now receiving a lot of attention, Kaeul was somewhat like an absent-minded person and didn’t show that much of a reaction. Whenever someone asked her questions, she would just say, ‘Wow, it feels good.’


  “I’m sorry Kaeul.”


  “Nn? I’m alright. Unni.”


  “How do you feel?”


  “It does feel good, but right now it’s kind of weird.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I don’t know either. It feels good but…”


  After that, Kaeul generally smiled as if there was a screw loose on her head and did everything Yu Jitae told her to do.


  Despite that, her appetite did not decrease at all so the only times the lack-lustre child showed passion was when she was eating.


  Yeorum looked at her for a long time, before going into her room.


  *


  It was night.


  Her body was more exhausted than usual and her heart even more so.


  However, she just couldn’t fall asleep so she turned on her watch. She came across something and looked at it.


  For a long time, Yeorum fidgeted with the watch. In the process, her sleepiness went away even more and by the time she realised it, she noticed light seeping in through the curtains.


  Fuc* it’s morning already…


  *


  It was earlier in the morning than usual.


  Waking up before anyone else, Yu Jitae opened the curtains before going outside to buy breakfast for the kids.


  Around that time Bom also woke up and readied herself because it was time for Yu Jitae to wake up.


  When the two of them returned after buying breakfast, he saw Yeorum who was about to leave the house without even having breakfast. It was a lot earlier than when she usually left. Wearing a pair of leggings and a tank top, she was putting her feet into the shoes.


  Those were the clothes she wore for training, but this early?


  “You going already? What about food.”


  Yeorum glanced at him.


  Would she say, ‘None of your business’ again? Thinking that, Yu Jitae waited for her reply.


  “…”


  Seemingly pondering about something, Yeorum twitched her lips and slowly opened her mouth.


  “You know.”


  “Yeah.”


  That was when Bom, who had gone back into her room to tie her hair, walked out of her room while tying her hair into a ponytail. Yeorum threw a glance at her, before stealthily turning around and whispering quietly.


  “Nothing. I’ll message you later.”


  Episode 76: Change of Seasons (7)


  After Yeorum walked outside, Yu Jitae turned towards Bom. When their eyes met, the thought that her slanted eyes looked pretty abruptly appeared in his mind so he shook that thought away before asking.


  “What do you think.”


  “Hmm…”


  She thought for a bit and replied.


  “I think it’s about time now.”


  “Is it.”


  “Yes. Did you know that Yeorum was constantly avoiding Kaeul quite a bit these days?”


  Was she? Looking back at it now, that did seem to be the case.


  These days, Kaeul had been learning how to control her power during the day from Bom and she had finally gotten a chance to rest today.


  In any case although it wasn’t that obvious, he could still remember how Yeorum had been slightly avoiding Kaeul.


  Soon, the kids walked into the kitchen.


  “Good mornningg~ Ahjussi. Unni.”


  “…Hello.”


  “Nn. Hello Gyeoul? What’s for breakfast today?”


  While the kids chattered and ate their breakfast, Yu Jitae thought about the state Yeorum was in. Reflecting on the slightly hazy memories of the past, he could understand a little bit of how Yeorum would be feeling right now. 


  The Regressor was not talented.


  Despite repeating his life several times, he had been weak.


  “…”


  He did not pity or empathise with her but he still wanted Yeorum to be happy.


  She would probably be feeling slightly confused right now since her eyes had only been looking forward till now. Just like how he had been, her vision was probably narrowed, her mind rash and easily shaken by tiny things. 


  Most importantly, her vision narrowing down had to be avoided since her mind would ultimately break down, like himself of the past.


  Thus, it was time for her to take a slight breather.


  ***


  Yeorum thought to herself.


  Wherever she went these days, she would hear stories about Kaeul.


  During lesson, restaurant, training centre… wherever it may be, people were always talking about Kaeul.


  After the number of views of her video exceeded her own, there were more and more people who would sneakily try to hear her opinion about the matter.


  She felt very complicated. 


  Drenched in sweat after finishing her early morning training, Yeorum smoked a cigarette in the back alley by herself and turned on her watch.


  [1. Dick Jitae]


  On the messaging app at the very top of the contacts, she wrote Yu Jitae’s number in and started writing the message.


  [Me: It’s me. I have something to say after school if you have time—]
[Me: I have something to say. If you have time today—]
[Me: Do you have time—]


  Yeorum wrote several words down before deleting them. Repeating that several times, she realised that she didn’t know what to say.


  To be frank, what exactly could she do after sending him a message?


  Be mad at him? No. There was no reason for her to be mad.


  Then do I tell him I’m feeling complicated? That would hurt her pride too much. It’s not like she was a kid so how would she even say that?


  Then? Should I ask him if we could start training again? The memories of how she had been acting disrespectfully to him these days held her back from saying that.


  Why did I do that… I must have empathised too much with Yu Bom after seeing her tragically cry. Maybe because her future was also destined like myself…


  But I do also know that Yu Jitae is not the type of person to swing his lower part left and right. I do but…


  “Fu*k…”


  Due to all those thoughts, she couldn’t send him the message. Only the smoke continued leaving her mouth.


  She was confused and the emotions that sometimes reared their heads were mostly negative.


  Yeorum was a relatively weak hatchling. She was the slowest to leave her egg, with an almost 100 year difference between herself and her oldest unni.


  She knew it herself that she had no talent.


  She would die after going back home and in order to live, she had to try harder.


  Fortunately, she had the best teacher. A human that could use the martial arts of the red race.


  Learning how to fight from him was an extremely daunting task. Everyday her body had to live through muscle pain while her heart cried out from pain due to being squeezed dry. Covered in bruises, her body had unsightly dots and she wanted to run away from pain whenever Yu Jitae gave her a massage.


  The hardest one among them was the training with the chains attached. It was hard to breathe and her heart was squeezed until she was ready to embrace death. It felt as if her body was squeezed into an extremely small room and squashed. Maybe this is actually how I die? Yeorum had to endure through the chained training with such thoughts in mind.


  Taking another cigarette out, she placed it in her mouth. She ignited it and breathed out a mouthful of smoke.


  She looked at her hands filled with blood clots and calluses.


  “I had to go through all that and yet…”


  Yu Kaeul. She was fairly strong.


  Yeorum thought to herself. Would I lose if I fought against Kaeul? No. I wouldn’t lose for now. Although blink was great, 60 metres could be immediately covered using the footwork of Karl-Gullakwa stand-up martial art. The [Magic Arrow] was also definitely quite powerful but the speed of the projectile wasn’t that great. It was for sure avoidable. And after closing the distance? Teleportation required a lot of casting time and there had to be no mana interference so Kaeul would be unable to escape. Then, then…


  “…”


  …Why the heck am I seriously thinking about this?


  She felt confused.


  It was the first time she was feeling this way ever since her birth.


  Back in Askalifa, everything was taller than herself. She was at the lowest place in the world and there were only existences and targets that she had to overcome. Those targets that she had to overcome were great existences so she had to struggle desperately.


  But what about now? Right now, next to her who was still diligently running forward, someone was about to overcome her. Extremely easily at that.


  She wasn’t as desperate as herself. She didn’t try hard either. Until recently, she had been smiling like an idiot from sweet stuff and playing with a baby chicken in her room, and yet…


  The world praised her in awe as if it was the most natural thing.


  Her teacher, stingy with compliments, repeated his compliments all too easily.


  – Kaeul is very good. Right, ahjussi?”


  – Of course. She’s good.


  Back then, Yu Jitae wasn’t hesitant at all.


  “…”


  Thinking back, she felt lethargic. Going through another cigarette, she started resenting Bom who asked a strange question like that as well as Yu Jitae who answered it.


  How could you say she’s good so naturally? Have you ever said that to me even once?


  Then what were all those things that I went through just for that one compliment?


  Yeorum found it slightly unfair.


  Only then did she notice a portion of the identity of the emotion that was harassing her right now. It was a sense of inferiority and a sense of deprivation.


  Ever since she was born, Yeorum had never pitied herself because pitying herself was the same as acknowledging the fact that she was a pitiful child. 


  Even if everyone else in the world found her pitiful, she didn’t want to find herself pitiful. But when the thought that everything was all unfair started creeping in, Yeorum felt some emotions surging up within.


  She was not pitiful – that had to be the case.


  [Dick Jitae: Yeorum]


  That was when a message was sent from Yu Jitae.


  [Dick Jitae: What are you up to]
[Dick Jitae: Did you finish your morning training?]


  Seeing his messages drove her heart into further confusion. With the current state of her emotions, she was not confident in writing a reply while hiding her weakness.


  That wasn’t the end.


  If he was so content from teaching Kaeul, how pathetic would she have been in his eyes? She felt pained from being made to face her weakness but if he found her pathetic on top of that, she might even want to kill herself.


  She was scared.


  Thus, Yeorum did not reply to his message.


  *


  All kinds of things popped up in her mind as her emotions surged up and down. By the time she came to herself, it was already past lesson time. Her phone had rung several times and she had gotten several messages. They were all from Yu Jitae but she didn’t reply to them.


  In order to waste time and have dinner outside, she headed to a restaurant with Team Mochi. She didn’t feel like eating so she ordered some simple noodles.


  But even there, it was the same.


  “Wah, by the way. You guys saw that too right? Isn’t she like super insane?”


  “What is?”


  “Yu Kaeul video. That, ukk–”


  Yeorum was on the way back carrying a tray of noodles when Soujiro, who was murmuring something, got hit by Kim Ji-in’s elbow and shut his mouth. Kim Ji-in glared sideways at Souijro before glancing at Yeorum but Yeorum pretended to have missed it and sat on her chair. 


  “…”


  Her hair constantly dropped while she was having her noodles and it annoyed her. Yeorum tied her hair behind her head but perhaps because her ears were now revealed, she could hear voices whispering in the distance.


  ‘Isn’t she actually weak as fu*k?’


  ‘Right. I think Yu Kaeul was a lot more insane.’


  ‘You know, I didn’t even see Yu Kaeul take any magic studies classes.’


  ‘Apparently she did take it for a little bit.’


  ‘Then it’s not Yu Yeourm that’s amazing but just the Yu household that’s insane right? Do they have like a dope ass curriculum?’


  ‘People do say that they have the full support of the Association or something…’


  ‘Dude I don’t care about it. I just wanna see them two fight.’


  ‘Why?’


  ‘What do you mean why. It’s because I wanna see Yu Yeorum get smacked of course.’


  ‘Kik kik. I do wanna see that too.’


  Yeorum placed her chopsticks down.


  After the settling of her emotions, irritation surged up. There was blazing heat rising from the depths of her heart, making her feel like immediately pulling their eyeballs out. She stood up from her seat and carried the noodles which she wasn’t even eating.


  “Yeorum?”


  “Hey. Where are you going.”


  Kim Ji-in and Sophia talked to her but Yeorum ignored the two of them and walked towards the babbling cadets.


  She wanted to pour the soup over their heads. And the moment they turn around, she wanted to smack them on their mouths and crush all their teeth.


  However, Yeorum endured it. She held in the emotions that threatened to burst forth. Maybe the anger management training she had been doing with Gyeoul was proving to be effective. 


  Yeorum pulled the chair and sat next to the cadets who had been bad-mouthing her. Once they saw her, they rolled their eyes in a fluster as silence covered the table.


  “Wasn’t there someone calling me?”


  “…Uh, huh?”


  “Since I’m here anyways, should we eat together?”


  In fact, Yeorum didn’t hit people or sabotage the place that much, but her public image was a lot worse than the reality because of various rumours.


  They had been bad-mouthing her till now. If she didn’t hear them, then there would be no reason for this red-haired girl to come sit next to them.


  It was hard for them to even breathe properly and each second felt like a minute. “We are done eating…”, “Uh, nn.” Saying that, the cadets nervously stood up carrying their plates.


  Only then did Yeorum reveal her irritation.


  “Oi.”


  The cadets who had been awkwardly trying to stand up turned stiff.


  “Do I have to spell it out for you? Are you that stupid?”


  “Nn…?”


  “Are you gonna apologise or what.”


  Finally, the cadets awkwardly smiled and apologised to Yeorum. Sorry. That wasn’t what I was trying to say. It was a mistake… One of them even showed an unsightly behaviour by saying that he was sorry despite not personally saying that much. However, they still weren’t foolish enough to mention Kaeul again.


  When the cadets acted serviently, Yeorum felt her irritation dissipate albeit by a little. However, confusion retook its place once her irritation disappeared.


  What am I even doing…


  *


  It was when Yeorum was smoking alone in a corner. A shadow appeared in front of her. 


  It was unknown when he even came here but Yu Jitae was in front of her. 


  Crouching on the ground, she looked up into his eyes. However, she wasn’t confident in staring into his eyes for too long so she looked away before indifferently opening her mouth.


  “What’s up.”


  “Why didn’t you pick up the call.”


  “It’s nothing…”


  Dense smoke from the cigarette left her mouth along with a sigh. She turned silent again so Yu Jitae opened his mouth.


  “Skip the training today and skip the lessons tomorrow. Let’s go somewhere for a little bit.”


  “Why.”


  “Just do as I tell you to.”


  It was his normal voice but it sounded more pressuring than usual. 


  She did not want to show him her weak sides. 


  She did not want to be dependent on him.


  She did not want to be compared.


  Whatever the case, Yeorum did not feel like talking to anyone right now.


  “…Don’t want to. I want to stay alone for a bit. Leave me alone here.”


  “Yu Yeorum.”


  “Ah what! I get depressed as well sometimes. Just leave me alone.”


  “No.”


  “Why? I’m not doing anything. I’m just gonna stay here okay? I won’t leave the house or anything and I won’t cause any problems. Fu*k, I just need some time to think–”


  It was when she was refusing him with an irritated voice. Yu Jitae suddenly walked up to her and pulled her by the wrist to make her stand on her feet.


  There was nothing she could do in terms of power. While she was surprised, Yu Jitae pulled her wrist and walked somewhere. Like a young kid being pulled by an adult, she could only look at his back as he took her somewhere else.


  At the end of the alleyway was a car.


  “Ah, what are you doing? What is this! Let go!”


  “Go in.”


  Opening the door, Yu Jitae shoved her inside. Due to the difference in power, she could not escape at all and she was inside the car by the time she realised it.


  “Like what are you trying to do right now! Are you ignoring me?”


  “I told you. We’re going somewhere to play.”


  “Like I said, I don’t feel like playing right now!”


  Without saying anything else, he stepped on the accelerator. As the car suddenly started moving forward, Yeorum gave a frown.


  “I heard from your friends on the way. I heard you were about to get mad but you held it back.”


  “What?”


  “Well done.”


  A compliment she wasn’t expecting in the slightest came flying in from him. Her mouth that had previously been showing its fangs slowly came to a close and with a slightly softer voice, she asked.


  “Where are we going?”


  “Seat belt.”


  “Fu*k. Telling a dragon to wear seat belts…”


  Despite saying that, she was slowly putting the seat belt on when a surprising word left Yu Jitae’s mouth.


  “Las Vegas.”


  Yeorum widened her eyes.
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  Is the child happy?


  Yu Jitae looked at her but she didn’t really seem that happy. Yeorum had her legs placed on top of the passenger’s seat and was lowering her head. As always, there were several black bruises on her legs and since those weren’t simple bruises, they weren’t fully cured yet. 


  Her attitude remained the same even when the rental car travelled through the warp station to arrive in the USA, all the way till they arrived at Las Vegas. 


  However, she would probably like it very soon.


  He was certain because it was Bom’s idea.


  – What about Las Vegas?


  It was her response to his question, when he asked what Yeorum would enjoy the most in her free time. He was concerned, thinking that it might be excessive.


  – Hmm. Not at all. Because she’s from the red race, Yeorum would actually find those things more comfortable and pleasant. 


  He couldn’t really understand so he asked what she meant.


  – The red dragons are a barbarous race of beasts. They are conquerors and fighters. Their word choice is very coarse and so are their actions. The things that are on their minds are fundamentally different from other races.


  – Even the nicest and the kindest red dragon in the world enjoys gambling, drugs and both men and women. Not because those are stimulating but because it puts them at ease. That’s just the way of their life.


  Yu Jitae could somewhat understand after hearing up to that point.


  In the 3rd iteration, there was a time when he was afraid of daily lives.


  Hunting monsters for 10 years, every day was spent stabbing, killing and shedding blood… Once fighting became a part of his life, he had felt greatly anxious whenever he wasn’t fighting. It was more comfortable for him to break his body and he felt more at ease when shedding blood.


  But for that to be the case, isn’t Yeorum too serene? Yu Jitae asked.


  – Hmm. I think it’s partly because we’re still young and we aren’t influenced yet. And I also think Yeorum is special. Her heart is very gentle, kind and she has both consideration and patience.


  – The red race tends to live by themselves. Even the parents live in separate places as well as the hatchlings. It’s because their race would go extinct if everyone was living together. But Yeorum lives with us fine right? This is an extremely shocking thing. Which red dragon in the universe would get slapped by a blue dragon to control their anger? If it was any other red dragon, Gyeoul already would have…


  – Anyway so in truth, Yeorum is an angel.


  ‘Oh, right right,’ said Kaeul while nodding from the side. Gyeoul also nodded with a smile but she was probably just nodding after her sisters despite knowing nothing. 


  In any case, it was an interesting opinion.


  That Yeorum was an angel among the red dragons.


  – But ahjussi.


  – You have to come back early okay…


  He then remembered the soft whisper that Bom let out right before he left the house and her red whispering lips. He didn’t know why something like this was randomly popping up so he shook those thoughts away.


  In the warp station, he paid $10,000 per person and received a bracelet.


  “In Las Vegas, you must wear this.”


  A thin rubber bracelet was placed on the wrists of Yu Jitae and Yeorum. This Level 1 bracelet artifact was a device that sensed the flow of mana and recorded it. It was a device for better security and all the superhumans of this city except for the police had to wear this.


  Soon, the rented sedan left the warp station and drove into the city. The centre of the world’s entertainment and pleasure. Even the scenery of the town was fancy.


  There were all sorts of famous building replicas including the obelisk, sphinx, pyramid, the Statue of Liberty, and a replica of Haytling in the sky as well as the absolute wall (where the ceasefire declaration of the great war had been written on).


  The sedan drove past those buildings and headed towards the hotel.


  During all that, Yeorum did not say a single word.


  *


  They checked in at the lobby. 


  He added two $100 notes under the card and handed them in. Casually taking the tip, the hotelier allocated a bigger and better room for Yu Jitae.


  This was something called a comp upgrade where a better room was given for free. However, it didn’t usually happen for free so it was a rather paradoxical word.


  “If you need anything, please press the call button whenever.”


  Yeorum, who had followed Yu Jitae into the room, appeared slightly surprised. The furniture and the room were very fancy and elegant, plus an extremely wide bed.


  Pulling the curtains open revealed the entirety of this fancy city with the McCarran International Warp Station in the centre.


  “…”


  Her eyes were vacant. Although she still hadn’t said a single word, she still couldn’t hide her cheeks from being flushed. 


  “You like it?” asked Yu Jitae.


  “Huh? Well, just…”


  “Change your clothes first. You’re not gonna make it too far wearing cadet clothes.”


  “Clothes? I don’t have any though?”


  He opened his internal dimensional storage and the white hands pushed Yeorum’s wardrobe out.


  “Did you bring the whole thing here?”


  “Hurry and change.”


  There was another room attached to the main room. Yeorum walked out after changing her clothes in the other room. She didn’t have any formal or one-piece dresses so she was wearing black slax pants and a white t-shirt on top. Since she was tall and skinny, it suited her nicely.


  “How is it,” she asked.


  “Looks good.”


  “You too.” 


  Yu Jitae was also wearing a shirt and a pair of slax pants. His wide shoulders and solid muscles made the simple clothes more attractive.


  “Are you not going to change your face?” He asked Yeorum.


  In fact, Yeorum was quite famous and there were also several people glancing at her in the warp station. The people did not create a fuss since this was a place frequented by various celebrities but even then, it wasn’t a great idea to walk around with her bare face out in the open.


  “I don’t want to change my face though… I’ll just grab a hat and a mask or something.”


  “How about you change your hair colour then. To an inconspicuous colour.”


  “What?”


  “You know, like brown or black.”


  It seemed that there was something wrong with his words. Yeorum shook her head in fright.


  “Are you crazy!?”


  She almost shouted even.


  “What’s wrong.”


  “No. No. It’s nothing. Whatever. Just go! And don’t tell me to do stupid things.”


  “You’re not gonna change your hair?”


  “I’m not! Never!”


  She stubbornly refused to do so.


  *


  Throughout dinner at the hotel, Yeorum diligently ate meat, had a piece of souffle and a dense cream cheese soup although she usually wasn’t that interested in food. During that, she glanced at the people walking past.


  “What are you looking at,” he asked.


  “The hell is that.”


  “What are you talking about.”


  “Look. Look at that person. What a freaking big ass butt.”


  Yu Jitae looked at where she was looking. It indeed was an amazing butt…


  “…”


  …for a man.


  “And look at that person over there.”


  This time, she was looking at a woman who had plattered herself with a gold tooth, a gold necklace, a gold bracelet and all sorts of gold accessories.


  “She looks like the owner of a jewelry store. I wanna smack her head, steal all that stuff and sell it.”


  “Why would you do that to a stranger.”


  “No like, f*ck, I was just saying it… but you know, our world had something similar to that.”


  “What was it.”


  “A gold goblin. They always stick all those things around their body,” she said before adding, “Ohh, and look at him.”


  “The one with white clothes?”


  He looked normal though.


  “Nn. He’s a normal baldie.”


  Saying that, Yeorum quietly giggled to herself.


  It was slightly dumbfounding. Yeorum did not smile a single time despite staying at a hotel that was worth 1,000 dollars a night, and having a 500-dollar dinner but was laughing at a bald guy.


  Whatever the case, anything was fine as long as it could better her mood. After finishing the main dish, the waiter brought a dessert along with a decent wine.


  It was 8 pm by that time. Darkness covered the city outside as fancy lights of the town seeped through the window. Taking a sip of the wine, Yeorum murmured a question.


  “Why did you bring me here?”


  “How many times do I have to say it. We came here to play. Don’t worry about anything and just play to your heart’s content while we’re here.”


  “…”


  Putting a piece of cheese into her mouth, she said.


  “It is nice, but this is not good.”


  “Why.”


  “You know yourself. Now’s not the time for me to do this.”


  “It’s fine.”


  “It’s not fine.”


  “People that run with their eyes looking only at the front need to take a rest sometimes. Or what, do you not like this place? Do you want to go somewhere else?”


  “Nn? Well, it’s not like I hate it but…”


  “Then just play. Put everything down.”


  Yeorum blankly turned to the scenery outside the window. Her pony tail that left through the hole of her cap appeared like the tail of a puppy.


  “Hmm, but you know.”


  “Yeah.”


  “Like, I don’t know.”


  “What?”


  “I, don’t really know…”


  “You don’t know what.”


  “C’mon like, what can it be? Do you really not know what I’m talking about?”


  It seemed that she was somewhat embarrassed by it. She glared at him for a little before avoiding eye contact and whispering.


  “…I don’t know how to play in places like this.”


  Her words left like a sigh.


  Wasn’t that natural though?


  Yeorum right now was not only unaware of how to play, even watching people walk by was an interesting sight for her. Everything for her was a new experience.


  Ever since she opened her eyes to this day, her life was just a repetition of fighting, getting stronger and fighting stronger enemies. It was the same when she just arrived for her Amusement as well as at Lair. She had been fighting wearing a wooden mask back then but was now fighting cadets wearing a cadet uniform. 


  He didn’t know why she would be embarrassed by the fact that she didn’t know how to play.


  Naturally Yu Jitae himself didn’t know how to play either but could imitate it to an extent. It was because there was a time when he had to live in Las Vegas for a few years in the past.


  Thus, he nonchalantly said to her.


  “Just trust me.”


  ***


  He first took Yeorum over to a circus.


  Alpha Monsters – it was a monster circus show. Under the splendid spot lights, well-trained ogres and sabertooth tigers either bounced balls or danced. As cheerful music came flowing out, the monsters rhythmically shook their heads and sometimes, male and female dancers wearing risque clothes came out and danced with the monsters. Yeorum couldn’t take her eyes off the stage.


  “Wow. What was that.”


  After the show, Yeorum was very talkative.


  “That was freaking interesting. How did they do that? It was like perfectly on beat.


  “Are all those stupid monsters crazy? They don’t have any pride…! They just listen to whatever they’re told.


  “That’s actually freaking interesting. Did they like bash the monsters up when they were teaching them? Because they listen better that way?”


  Excluding the time when she was doing great in the competition, Yu Jitae had never seen Yeorum this excited. 


  “Was it fun?”


  “Huh? Well…”


  But the question of whether it was fun or not might have come across to her as if he was treating her like a child. Maybe the fact that she had enjoyed a small entertainment like that might have touched her pride, but Yeorum placed the cigarette in her mouth with a grumble.


  “It wasn’t much.”


  “…”


  Sure. Of course.


  Suppressing her excitement, Yeorum smoked the cigarette. Yu Jitae was next to the child but could see the ponytail popping out from the cap.


  When Yeorum turned her head looking at the shiny and colourful buildings around her, the hair appeared like the gently shaking tail of a puppy.


  It was a fairly strange thought on his part. Had he ever seen something so common, and link it to something different that it resembled? For some reason, he wanted to touch it so he reached his hand out and touched the hair…


  “Nn? What you doing?”


  “…”


  “Go away.”


  Yeorum flicked her hand so he retrieved his arm. Weirdly enough, there was a very faint sense of reluctance. It was a strange thing because he wasn’t interested in puppies or cats.


  The tail of a puppy huh…


  “What are we going to do now?”


  “Casino.”


  She appeared very pleased after hearing it.


  “Oh. I love it.”


  “It’s your first time right?”


  “Yeah…”


  “Let’s go.”


  He moved his feet. Yeorum’s feet as she walked right behind him were very light and on the way there, Yu Jitae explained a few things.


  “It’s good to play but there are a few things that you must keep in mind.”


  “What are they.”


  “Mentally prepare yourself first. Whether it’s exciting or enraging, this is just a little bit of a pastime activity. You can’t forget that. You can’t get absorbed in it, no matter what it is. Okay?”


  “Of course. Do I look like a kid?”


  He didn’t reply to that question. He simply opened his watch and gave her a card.


  “I’ve prepared this for you. There are 1,000 dollars inside it. Go change them to chips and go to a slot machine, do black jack, baccarat, whatever you want.”


  “Yeah. You’re not coming with me?”


  “I have something else to do. If you don’t know how something works, just watch and learn from the side. There’s nothing too hard inside.”


  “Ah… How about you still come with me?”


  “There’s just something I have to buy. I’ll go to you after buying them. Call me when there’s a problem.”


  “Okay.”


  Yeorum nodded. In fact, he would be acutely raising his senses so there wouldn’t be a problem even if she didn’t call him.


  *


  After sending her off, Yu Jitae headed to a store outside the casino. He had glanced at it on the way but there was a variety of ornaments in this place that girls would love, ranging from small jewelries to cute mascot plushies of Las Vegas, and accessories like bracelets and rings with the mascot engraved.


  He hadn’t given any accessories to the kids before. Now that he was at a fairly distant place, it might be a good idea for him to give a gift to each of the kids. They would probably like it.


  Maybe this hair pin with a pink flower attached would suit Bom’s hair quite well – that was the first thing he thought of. Pink suited her quite nicely perhaps because her hair had the same colour as grass.


  After buying a hair pin for Bom, he bought bracelets for Kaeul and Gyeoul, as well as a piercing for Yeorum. That was when someone called him – it was Yeorum.


  “Yeah.”


  – Sir…


  Sir?


  “What.”


  – Little Yeowum ish f*cked…


  She spoke with a lisp. It sounded as if she was trying to act cute.


  He could somewhat guess what it was about without even having to hear the rest.


  “Did you lose everything already? It’s only been 20 minutes since you’ve gone inside though?”


  She was silent for a short period of time. Soon, a chuckle sounded from the other side of the phone.


  – Nn ♥
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  Going through the storage inside his pocket, he searched for the pocket watch. In the process, he came across Yeorum’s socks. Putting them away he grabbed the pocket watch, took it out and checked the time. It had exactly been 17 minutes after Yeorum had gone inside.


  “Where are you.”


  – The same place. Third floor, hihi.


  “Excited aren’t you. After losing a month’s worth of the dormitory fee in just a few minutes.”


  – Eeeinng~ Sorry ♥


  “What did you even do and how did you lose all that money already.”


  – How did I lose it? Like, the person next to me was going at it like crazy so I thought, f*ck it, life can’t be that hard but… I guess it is a little bit hard…


  “Enough, whatever. Just stay there for now. I’ll be there soon.”


  After paying for the gifts, Yu Jitae headed to the third floor of the casino. The moment he entered the building, he was met with fancy lights and tourists in party clothes who had come here to enjoy their tour.


  A few of them had slightly different gazes. Those people had a different objective than playing.


  When he arrived at the third floor, Yeorum found him and ran up to him.


  “Welcomee!”


  “Yeah. Give me my card.”


  “Here!”


  Las Vegas Member Credit Card. He checked the remaining cash and saw that there were roughly 8 dollars left inside. 


  “You really blew off the whole thing.”


  “Nn. Do you have no more money or something?”


  “I do have it.”


  Some time ago, he had sold the byproducts of a dungeon to the Swiss auction. Excluding tax and the commission fee, he got around 40,000 dollars in return. If he wanted to, he could easily earn millions a day but he intentionally only earned the amount of money that would be needed, because that was closer to the general framework of daily lives. 


  “What, so you do have more money? Give them to me then.”


  “And what if I do give it to you.”


  “What?”


  “Will you lose 10,000 dollars in 2 hours now?”


  “Noo?”


  Yeorum gave a bright smile in response to his comment.


  “Can I try it one last time? I’ll multiply your money tenfold.”


  “You don’t want me to come with you?”


  “Yeah yeah. I want to try it myself. Since I’m the one that lost it, I need to earn it back.”


  The right call would naturally be to ignore her nonsense and go together. However, Yu Jitae pondered for a bit. What would Yeorum need right now, and what would make her the most happy?


  He now knew it after living together for 2 years.


  Yeorum was an extremely independent dragon. She did not rely on others easily nor did she desire help. She gave her best to complete things on her own. 


  Yu Jitae respected her independence because it concerned her pride as a red dragon. Even then, a child inevitably needs the help of adults even when playing around like this let alone fighting. 


  She needed help but he couldn’t give her much help.


  In times like this, how should he, the guardian, approach the child?


  After a bit of thought, he had an idea. Adding 2,000 dollars into the credit card, he gave it to her.


  “Ohhh.”


  “Do a bit better this time.”


  “Okay. I love… not really, but, respect! I’m heading off then~”


  ***


  [Yu Gyeoul: Wat are you doinng?]


  [Me: At cafe]


  [Yu Gyeoul: Are you by yourself?]


  [Me: Ye]


  [Yu Gyeoul: Picture please]


  He took a picture of the cafe filled with chandeliers.


  [Yu Gyeoul: Twinkle twinkle. They are pretty]


  [Me: What are you up to]


  [Yu Gyeoul: I’m going to go to a cafe with Kaeul-unni]
[Yu Gyeoul: I also braided my hair]


  [Me: Your hair?]
[Me: Let me see]


  A photo soon arrived.


  Gyeoul’s face inside the picture was as big as a house. Since she didn’t know how to take pictures, she had tucked her chin in and there was a big double chin making her look fat as a result. Only half of her fingers making the V sign was caught by the camera.


  [Me: Who tied your hair for you]


  [Yu Gyeoul: Kaeul-unni did]


  It was usually Bom who did it for her but it seemed that Kaeul had done it today.


  [Me: I c]


  [Yu Gyeoul: When are you coming back?]


  [Me: Maybe the day after tomorrow]


  [Yu Gyeoul: Day, after tomorrow…?]


  [Me: So in two days]


  [Yu Gyeoul: Still so much time left…]
[Yu Gyeoul: Bom-unni said she was feeling lonely]


  It hasn’t even been that long yet. Yu Jitae was thinking of what to write when another message was sent by Gyeoul.


  [Yu Gyeoul: I want to see you too]


  Therefore, Yu Jitae took a selfie of his face and sent it to her.


  [Me: Here]


  [Yu Gyeoul: Not this]


  Like that, he spent the time sending messages to Gyeoul at the cafe. That was when his watch vibrated. Yeorum was calling him and this time, it had been around 3 hours.


  – Hello?


  “Yeah. Did you earn some money?”


  – Uhh. So the thing is,


  Yeorum hesitated before opening her mouth.


  – Would you like to know, sir…?


  Oh no.


  He called Yeorum over to the cafe. After arriving at the cafe, she ordered a long black before giving excuses with an awkward smile.


  “No. I really didn’t do anything fuc*ing wrong. This time, I was about to earn some money…!”


  “What game did you play.”


  “It’s called Texas Holdem. There are several cards at the front, and I have to make a combo with my cards.”


  “I know what it is. And.”


  “Yeah, so at the start I was really careful alright? But whenever the person next to me lost his money to me, he continued raising his bet and increasing the pool size. What is that if not a challenge to me? Right?”


  “And you couldn’t avoid the challenges, is that what you’re saying?”


  “Nn!”


  “…”


  “Ssex!”


  “Why did you roll your tongue.”


  “Because we’re in America.” 


  Saying that, she giggled. Fortunately, she appeared to be still in the mindset of simply having fun and she was enjoying herself despite losing money. She had gambled in the literal meaning of the word and had been completely defeated in mind games.


  If he continued giving her money two or three times from here, she would start getting frustrated every time she lost.


  It was about time.


  “Do you want to try one more time?”


  “Really? Can I?”


  “But, this time you have to come with me.”


  “Why? I want to try it by myself though… I can do better this time.”


  “No. Because I’m going to give you 10,000 dollars this time.”


  “Huh? For real?”


  The unit itself was different.


  When she was getting allowances, she only got ten or twenty dollars but after losing a thousand dollars, there was now ten thousand dollars at stake. Even Yeorum, who was ignorant of currencies, knew that it was a large sum of money.


  “That’s quite a lot of capital.”


  “Huh? Yeah.”


  “So I also have to be more careful, don’t I.”


  “Hmm… but still. Can’t you wait until I mess up one more time?”


  “You won’t win.”


  “Huh? No? For sure I can.”


  “Do you want to bet?”


  “Good. If I restore all the previous money, then you have to serve me as the master, like a slave.”


  Yeorum said, thinking of what she had read at a certain shoujo manga. As always, her analogies were very vulgar.


  “What if you lose.”


  “Then I’ll treat you like a master for a day.”


  “Got it.”


  He didn’t need a red dragon slave.


  But this way, he could help the child protect her pride as the adult and at the same time had an opportunity to teach her something new.


  Walking out of the cafe, they headed once again to the tables. Under the brilliant lights was a carpet of intriguing patterns that strangely urged people to spend more money. There was a whole crowd of people and although it was overall fairly quiet despite that, there were occasional laments and sighs here and there. 


  Among them, Yu Jitae and Yeorum walked towards the Texas Holdem table. Inside the credit card were 10,000 dollars. Swinging the card, Yeorum asked.


  “Do I start straight up?”


  “Explain to me before you start on what you’re thinking of doing.”


  “What do you mean? It’s simple. Go get cards and bet money. If someone picks a fight, I’ll take it on. Well… I might lose though.”


  At that rate, she was bound to lose more money but Yeorum wasn’t a fool either. Perhaps feeling a slight doubt with her own strategy, she slowly opened her mouth.


  “You know what. Don’t tell me too much but maybe just give me one advice.”


  “There’s something on the line so why would I.”


  “C’mon just tell me. Anything will do. Do you want to lose 10,000 dollars?”


  “10,000 dollars for a dragon slave is not bad.”


  “Far out… Alright. Go away then.”


  But it wasn’t like he could really let her lose all that money because she might get emotional after losing again. It would be an anger sprouting from greed and was a shortcut to gambling addiction.


  Yu Jitae walked up to the back of Yeorum who had started walking away, and grabbed her two shoulders. “Huh? What’s up?” she asked as her body came to a stop. Lowering his body, he aligned his line of sight with the child’s and fortunately found a good target.


  “I’ll explain it to you once.”


  “Huh? Oh okay.”


  “Look. Over there.”


  “Yeah. Right.”


  Yeorum obediently listened to him teach.


  In a table of 5, 3 of them had folded. It was a table where one man and one woman were continuing with the game. 


  “Who do you think will win out of the two.”


  “Hmm, the lucky one?”


  “Right. If it was a holdem of humans, you might be right. But you’re a dragon. Look closely.”


  “Hmm…”


  Yeorum looked at them with a frown.


  “What am I even meant to be looking at…”


  “As for techniques, there’s nothing you can see so far. Same as luck. And you can’t look at their cards either.”


  “Nn.”


  “In order to have the advantage in a situation like that, you must make good use of what you have. You have good eyes don’t you.”


  “Yeah? Better than a human at least.”


  “Sync yourself to me.”


  “Okay.”


  His hands were on her shoulders. Yu Jitae accepted the feeble mana of the dragon seep in. The synchronisation was done with an extremely small amount of mana, so tiny that the bracelet could not sense it.


  “Focus and look at them.”


  Yu Jitae spoke from her shoulders and she focused. Yu Jitae’s gaze looked at both the man and the woman. Firstly he looked into their eyes, and he glanced at their faces before finally scanning through their bodies. 


  “…?”


  Yu Jitae’s eyes looking at a human were as if he was staring at a block of timber. Yeorum felt slight goosebumps so she rubbed her arms.


  Without caring about that, he opened his mouth.


  “Focus.”


  “Ah, un.”


  He opened his mouth when her eyes were again back on the people. 


  “How is it. Can you see it now?”


  Yeorum could finally understand a little bit of what he was trying to tell her. 


  Yu Jitae’s gaze was focused on extremely tiny details. For example, his eyes focused on the slight twitch of the man’s eyes when he received a card.


  It wasn’t intentional nor was it a twitch visible to human eyes. It might even be a slight movement revealed by the electric senses given off by the man’s brain.


  Even a dragon like herself could not see it without consciously focusing on it.


  Straight after that, the man’s expression turned into an afraid look. This time, it was at a level that normal humans could also sense it as long as they were attentive. 


  “It looks like something’s f*cked.”


  “Does it? But there’s a lot on the line.”


  “Nn. Is he gonna fold? It’s a shame but he’s fu*ked right?”


  “No.”


  After glancing at the man’s eyes and the expression, the next thing that entered Yu Jitae’s sight was the man’s posture.


  His posture and attitude. His shoulders and his expression were greatly shrunk from visible fear. However, his legs were slightly open while his knees were bouncing up and down. He looked quite excited.


  “Hoh. He’s not folding and he’s going at it. Did he get a good hand?”


  “Let’s see.”


  After the final bet, it was the final showdown and the cards were revealed. The man had a flush, which was a fairly high hand.


  “Oh no…!”


  The opponent gave a frown. She had gotten confident from the slight look of fear on the man’s expression, not realising that it was a trap.


  “Hoh… Now I get it. He had a good hand but still acted scared right? That was very natural.”


  “That’s about right. Holdem is a fight. You have to bait them into biting at your weak points but there is almost no human in the world that can completely hide their expressions and thoughts. There are some but very few.”


  “Hmm…”


  “There was greed in the man’s eyes, and his expression revealed his intention to deceive his opponent. However, his inner thoughts were revealed by his gesture and attitude and it’s hard to hide those.”


  With a vacant look on her face, she looked back at Yu Jitae and nodded.


  “Greed from the eyes, intention from the expression and inner thoughts from the attitude and posture… right?”


  “You get it?”


  “Nn. Huu. It suddenly makes me kinda nervous.”


  “Be prudent. Don’t be caught up in the atmosphere.”


  “Not like it’s my money anyway.”


  “Oi.”


  Yeorum chuckled.


  “I’ll be back. Just wait and see.”


  She then joined the table.


  *


  In the end, gambling was about luck and it was impossible to win every time. Even if one was good at mind games, it was hard to go over 55% win rate.


  “Hoh. The pretty lady is back. Were you that worried about my pocket?”


  “Of course. I’ll give you more money so open it up.”


  But with that said, 55% win rate was extremely massive. The more rounds they went through, the 5% more chance to win slowly revealed its destructiveness. 


  Besides, after successfully inferring the enemy’s mind once, the gambler will gain information about the other player. Their gestures, feet, expression, gaze, habits. They would gain data on such things and their understanding of the opponent will therefore increase.


  And naturally, the win rate would go up even more.


  “Raise. 30.”


  “Call and raise. 50.”


  “Raise. 70.”


  There were more and more chips at stake, but Yeorum was not nervous.


  “Call.”


  “Hoh? You’re not folding here? Did you get a good hand or something, red lady?”


  “No? I have two pairs.”


  Five hours after the start, around 2 am in the morning, Yeorum leaned on the chair and heartily laughed.


  She had restored the 3,000 dollars that she had lost,


  “But I thought you would only have a pair.”


  “God damn it…”


  By five-fold. 


  “…”


  With a bright smile on her face, she looked at Yu Jitae. However, he couldn’t watch the situation unfold with a relaxed gaze and after thinking about it, he realised that it was because there was something they had betted for.


  “I’ll give you back your money first. Wait until I’m done with the game.”


  After changing the chips back to money, Yeorum gave him the card with a wink.


  “Jitae.”


  Episode 77: A Dance with Yeorum (3)


  A strong point of Yeorum he could point out as her teacher would be that she had the heart of a beast. Perhaps because there was no turning back, Yeorum had no fear driving herself into the unknown.


  That was just how her personality was like. It was something Yu Jitae, who always calmly formed plans despite having absolute power, did not have.


  And her personality was being revealed in the casino.


  “Raise. 1,000.”


  Yeorum pushed black chips into the circle. Seeing that, the opponent gave a frown.


  “Hey lady. Do you think you are always going to be the one coming out on top? You better stop. There’s this thing called beginner’s luck.”


  “What?”


  Smoking was allowed inside the casino. With a cigarette in his mouth, the middle-aged man opened his mouth.


  “If you want to enjoy the casino for a long time, let me teach you something. Look at the table. There are three hearts within the community cards, aren’t there.”


  [5♥] [2♥] [K♥] [A◆] [10♣️]


  Yeorum similarly was smoking a cigarette. A mouthful of thick smoke dispersed with a sigh.


  “And what.”


  “Think carefully. Why do you think I was raising it by a 100 but suddenly went with 500 this time.”


  “…”


  “Do you think I won’t have two hearts in my hand?”


  There was a fishy smile on his mouth. However, the bet had already been raised and the chips had left her hand. The middle-aged man gave chips worth a thousand dollars, before pushing 5 times the amount.


  “Raise. 5,000.”


  5,000?


  This time, the players and the dealer let alone the audience widened their eyes in shock. “Did he say five thousand?” “What a jump!” They clamoured because 5,000 was the bet limit placed in this casino and although it was none of their business, they were interested in seeing who would be the one losing a fortune.


  Yeorum looked back at Yu Jitae. Was it because she was scared? No. At this point, her expression was so hazy that it was hard to decipher.


  Intention revealed from expressions – that was what Yu Jitae taught her. Following that, she was making an expression that hid any sort of intention.


  However, it seemed that she still couldn’t hide the greed that was revealed in her eyes. With a faint smile, Yu Jitae gave her the card – the heart of the beast was going to make something big happen again.


  She changed all the money in the card into chips and pushed them forward.


  “Call.”


  There were $14,000 dollars at stake in just one game. Due to the large amount of money, the dealer was also very excited and raised their voice.


  “Showdown!”


  Finally, it was time to reveal their cards. The man flipped his two cards.


  [Q♥] [10♥]


  “It’s a flush!”


  “A heart flush with a Q! It’s a strong hand!”


  The audience created a fuss.


  Flush – the fifth strongest hand from the bottom. Besides, there weren’t any common numbers in the community cards so a full house or a four of a kind, which were both stronger than flushes, were impossible.


  That wasn’t the end. Three hearts in the community cards and two in his hand – most importantly, Q which was the strongest after K was in his hand. And from the 52 cards of the deck, there were only 13 heart cards from which 5 had already been revealed.


  98%


  The man considered his chance to win as 98%*.


  This was almost impossible to lose.


  There was only one hand that could allow Yeorum to win at this point. However, the moment Yeorum flipped her cards, the confidence in the man’s expression crumbled.


  Of all things, ‘that’ was in Yeorum’s hand.


  [A♥] [4♥]


  People shouted with excitement.


  “Uwaaahhh!”


  “A of hearts! A of hearts was just in her hand!”


  “She actually won it? What a fiesta!”


  It was the same flush but A of hearts which was a tick above the middle-aged man’s hand was in Yeorum’s hand. The moment his expression was filled with astonishment and shock, Yeorum giggled.


  “People would think you had a royal straight flush or something with that confidence of yours.”


  “Y, y, you damn girl…!”


  “Here’s an A of hearts, and a heart from me too. Mmwah ♥”


  Placing her hand on her lips, she blew a kiss as the middle-aged man begrudgingly stood up from his seat.


  The defeated player left the table. Yeorum also stood up from the table after changing the chips into money and putting them into the card as the audience created a pathway like the red sea divide. 


  “That was amazing, lady.”


  “How much did you freaking earn from one game?”


  “Give me a share of your luck! I’ve been losing from last night.”


  They were excited from the dramatical defeat of someone else. “Sure!” Yeorum replied as she bumped her fist with everyone on the way out.


  However, that wasn’t the end of their games of the day. When the two of them had left the casino for a little breather, three men with large builds walked out of the dark alleyway and stood in front of them. They were all superhumans that had learned martial arts.


  “What are you bunch?”


  Yeorum relaxedly asked with a cigarette in her mouth.


  “Look. No need to be so cautious. We’re not here to do bad things.”


  “Then?”


  “Don’t you want to bring your game to a bigger table?”


  With their chins, they gestured and pointed at the middle-aged man who had lost his money, waving his hand with a smile. Then, the middle-aged man pointed at a shabby building in the corner of the dark alleyway that didn’t suit this paradisiacal city.  


  That place was the underground casino, where the ‘real’ ones bet money without any limits.


  “What are you up to. Is it because you don’t want to lose all that money?”


  “No, no, no. Don’t misunderstand us okay? We can’t harm tourists either because we don’t want the police to create a hole in our heads. You are free to go if you want to.”


  The men revealed their harmless natures with a nod. Yu Jitae wasn’t really inclined because places with larger units of money tended to have bigger fluctuating madness within. 


  They had earned enough and had enough fun already so there was no reason to go in any further.


  “Let’s go, Yu Yeorum.”


  However, when he looked back at Yeorum’s expression, he found an incomparably excited look on her face.


  “Don’t want to,” she replied.


  “What?”


  “How dare you tell me to do something? When I’m your master?”


  He had forgotten it for a bit but Yeorum had paid him back.


  “Slave. Let’s go there.”


  “Oi.”


  “Ehey! You have to call me master.”


  “…”


  She dragged him by the wrist and pulled him along while he was looking for words to return. With no other choice, he followed Yeorum and the group of men into the underground casino.


  Unlike the shabby outside appearance of the building, the inside was dark yet flashy. The lights, the carpet and everything appeared like a proper casino and there were countless ‘true bettors’ playing their games.


  The moment Yeorum and Yu Jitae entered the building, several gamblers walked up and welcomed them.


  “Ohh! She’s here! The red-haired girl!”


  “You’re the one that emptied the pocket of old man Sillon right?! Well done! Kuhahaha!”


  “I heard you were in luck today!”


  Without being intimidated by their energy, Yeorum nonchalantly made a V sign with her fingers.


  “So, who’s playing against me?” she asked.


  “Right. Did old man Sillon go somewhere?!”


  “Shouldn’t have. He was gritting his teeth till now!”


  “Ah, he’s coming!”


  The middle-aged man who had lost a fortune to Yeorum was walking towards them with a short young man next to him. 


  Yu Jitae looked at the tiny young man. He couldn’t sense anything from him, meaning that he wasn’t even a superhuman. He was just a normal human but his eyes were bright and intelligent and it was a gaze that was rare to find in a place like this where people only had eyes intoxicated in alcohol, drugs and money. 


  “Isn’t that Dennis?”


  “Shameless old man. Why would you bring the winner of last year’s poker contest here?”


  “He really didn’t want to lose I guess. Kukuk.”


  The middle-aged man gave a scowl hearing the voices of the bystanders while Yeorum grumbled.


  “What, you’re gonna use a substitute?”


  “What if I am?”


  “Don’t want to do it now.”


  “Hmph. It’s up to you to take the game. Go away if you don’t want to.”


  “Stupid old man.”


  “What, you immature young kid. You scared or something?”


  His lowly provocations did not work and Yeorum simply had the question of whether it was fine to play or not. She turned towards Yu Jitae, looking for his consent. 


  He decided to let the child do whatever she wanted to do. I will take all the responsibility so do whatever you want to do today – Yu Jitae signalled that with a nod as Yeorum sat on her seat with a bright expression.


  The game soon began. There were more than 10 people watching the game and because it was a fairly big game, the underground casino dealer raised his voice.


  “Small blind.”


  Dennis, who was the first to bet, pushed a black chip forward. It was 100 dollars from the get go… Seeing the difference in the scale of the bet, Yeorum gave a frown.


  “What a lunatic. Straight up like that?”


  “…”


  The opponent was quiet. His expression was saggy like a dead man while his eyes appeared indifferent. Both his posture and attitude were stiff like a machine.


  There was nothing she could sense from his outward appearance… Realising that, Yeorum also turned serious. She bet 200 dollars for the big blind followed by the preflop – two cards were given each to the two players. 


  The two of them stealthily looked at their cards as the opponent, Dennis, started betting. He pushed forth a black chip worth 100 dollars. Yeorum called.


  Until then, the game was peaceful. There was no reason to get worked up from the start and because the night was long, the audience was also thinking of relaxedly watching the game unfold. However, the moment three community cards were revealed in the flop, the atmosphere of the game turned upside down. 


  [J♠] [J♣️] [J♥] [?] [?]


  People screamed in shock.


  “Uaaak!”


  “What?! It’s already a J triple?”


  “You fuc*ing shithead! Are you sure you fu*king mixed the cards properly!?”


  When the eyes of the crowd fell on him like arrows, the dealer who himself was also surprised, quickly pointed at the authentication certificate of Las Vegas attached to the shuffle machine.


  “My word…! I can’t believe what I’m seeing right now!”


  “Is this going to be the ultimate finisher?”


  The ones who had been planning to enjoy a long relaxed game turned bloody-eyed as the lightened mood immediately vanished. Even in ‘Texas Holdem’, one of the poker games where high hands were quite frequently spotted, a triple coming out on the flop was a rare sight that can only be seen once in three months or so. 


  If the two of them had a pair in hand, it would immediately be a full house.


  And if there was one of them with the last J in hand, that would be a four of a kind.


  And usually, a higher hand than four of a kind could hardly be seen in half a year. At this rate, the game would end in a single round.


  In the midst of the chaotic crowd, Dennis was calm. He quietly grabbed several black chips and pushed them forth.


  The number of chips he pushed were 10 in total.


  “A thousand dollars from the start…!”


  “What’s gonna happen now? Will the redhead fold here?”


  “Fu*k no! What kind of coward would take their hands off here!?”


  All the listeners agreed with the final shout. No matter how much was at stake, it didn’t make sense to turn tail from this.


  With a coldly settled expression, Yeorum opened her mouth, “Raise. 20.”


  Dennis indifferently raised it again. 50.


  Yeorum continued the raise by calling out 100, which Dennis continued raising all the way to 200.


  Only then did Yeorum call.


  One thousand dollars.


  Five thousand dollars.


  Ten thousand dollars.


  And twenty thousand dollars at the end. By the time it all ended, there were 72 black chips in front of the dealer, worth a shocking 72 thousand dollars!


  The onlookers were astonished.


  Was there something they were believing in that allowed their full-on sprint? Did one of them perhaps have another J, while the other had a pair for a full house? 


  When the fourth card was unveiled,


  [J♠] [J♣️] [J♥] [J◆] [?]


  They once again let out voices filled with screams. 


  “A four of a kind! Damn it! There’s a four of a kind on the board!”


  “Damn it! What the f*ck is going on!? You sure you mixed the cards properly!?”


  “Wait, that means none of them had a J in the first place!”


  No J in hand.


  Maybe both of them already had a full house in their hands?


  In the following bet, Yeorum raised to 50,000. Dennis followed suit with a preposterous call to raise it to 100,000.


  More and more chips were being built up and as the scale increased, tension was built upon tension like a sandwich. People couldn’t even breathe out loud as they quietly waited for Yeorum to reply.


  Nonchalantly, she agreed to the ridiculous bet.


  “Call.”


  372,000 dollars.


  A mountain of black chips were placed on the table.


  At this point, it would not end until one of them headed to complete annihilation. The onlookers knew its nature because they had seen similar situations once every few months so they watched the game unfold with eyes filled with excitement.


  It was the beginning of a race to ruin.


  


  * Actually it’s 0.35% chance that Yeorum wins at this point. I did the maths for you


  1/45 x 7/44 


  0.0035


  Episode 77: A Dance with Yeorum (4)


  The dealer gulped. Since the surroundings were so quiet, the sound of his gulp reverberated clearly.


  “…”


  River – at last, the final word was revealed.


  [J♠] [J♣️] [J♥] [J◆] [3◆]


  In truth, what the card was was no longer important at this point.


  A single game with 372,000 dollars on the line, where four of a kind was already made certain. Whatever the two of them had in hand was no longer important, even if that made a full house. 


  But although the ridiculous community cards had made countless other elements of the game meaningless, it did succeed in bringing madness to the people. The place had already become a pot of greed with Yeorum and Dennis the only ones that were calm.


  Finally it was the time for the last bet.


  Dennis spoke with a powerless voice.


  “All-in.”


  He had brought roughly a thousand black chips. The dealer raked in the remaining 827 chips.


  “Ahhhhhk!” “Uooohhhh!” “Kieeeet!” People shouted.


  An all-in!


  In just one game, the first game at that, there were about to be 2 million dollars at stake.


  “What? All-in? I don’t have that many chips.”


  “Fold then.”


  “Shut the crap you f*cker.”


  The fact that she was lacking in chips in comparison must have been under his calculation. However, she couldn’t borrow money and couldn’t fold either since there was a lot of her money on the line.


  She was giving a frown when Yu Jitae, who was quietly watching her, asked.


  “Confident?”


  Wearing a scowl, Yeorum turned towards him. There was a menacing frown in her expression, like a baby wolf whose food had been stolen away from it.


  He looked into her eyes.


  Yu Jitae couldn’t see anything within.


  It meant that Yeorum was completely controlling her greed and that instead gave him certainty.


  “Got it.”


  Drop.


  When Yu Jitae placed a card on the tabletop, the audience gazed at it with sparkling eyes. There was a gold familiar engraving on a black card. It was…


  That was when one of them gasped with a retch.


  “A D, Dungeon Free Pass—!”


  Immediately, a veteran dealer ran up and confirmed whether it was fake or not. When he stated, ‘It’s the genuine article with the official stamp of the Association,’ the people buzzed even more.


  It was the unlimited dungeon raid privilege that he got while working as Season.


  The onlookers attentively appraised Yu Jitae’s face. He wasn’t a famous superhuman. Several people present were quite knowledgeable about the superhuman industry but none of them knew who he was.


  In other words, he must have picked it up somewhere. Since it was a card with unique magic set-ups, it might net a million or two if it was returned to the Association!


  “Is that a suitable price?”


  “Of course.”


  Even then, Dennis did not look surprised in the slightest. It was instead Yeorum that was surprised because she knew of the value of the Dungeon Free Pass.


  For her, this was just a continuation of her gambling and yet Yu Jitae was trusting her so much that he was willing to put the unlimited dungeon raid qualification on the line. Isn’t that what it meant?


  “You don’t have to go that far…”


  “It’s fine even if you lose it.”


  “No. I won’t lose it. Ever.”


  Shutting her lips tight, she turned her head back to the front.


  That was the end of the bet.


  “Showdown!”


  At last, the results were revealed.


  [5♥] [2◆]


  Those were the cards Yeorum had. Some of the onlookers were so shocked from the ridiculously low numbers that they were about to faint but,


  [4♠] [3♣️] 


  Dennis’s hand was even lower than Yeorum’s.


  It was Yeorum’s win.


  People shrieked.


  “Akkkkkk—!!”


  “Aaaahh! Crazy—!! They don’t have K or a J or even an 8 and yet they do that!?”


  “These guys are crazy! What in the world is on their minds–!?”


  The screams of the crowd shook the entirety of the underground casino like a tsunami. Still dumbfounded from the shock, Yeorum was dazed when Dennis asked with a distorted frown on his face. 


  “Oi.”


  “Huh?”


  “Are you crazy? How do you follow my raises with a hand like that, huh!?”


  His question caused the crowd to settle a little. What would she say in response? Wasn’t Dennis’s raises crazy in the first place? Did she win after an intensive mind game? It was when they were all holding in their voices waiting for the redhead’s reply.


  Yeorum’s voice in return was a bewildered one itself.


  “Uhh, I, I just did it.”


  Once again, people shouted from all around.


  The dealer changed more than a thousand chips to money and added it to the credit card as Yu Jitae took his Dungeon Free Pass back. Only then did Yeorum come to terms with her victory. 


  While there were still shouts and laments of astonishments among the crowd,


  “Uwwahhhhh–!”


  Yeorum ran up to Yu Jitae with a smile brighter than ever.


  “I won! I won!”


  She jumped up and down before hanging her arms around his neck. Yu Jitae then realised that the child’s heart was beating like crazy as if it was about to explode so he hugged her back. 


  Her expression was filled with joy once her intentional look of peace was gone.


  “Wah shit. I was scared as f*ck! Wow! I, I, I was this close to being f*cked! For real!”


  “Nice job.”


  “Did I do well?!”


  “You did great.”


  “Really? For real?”


  “Of course.”


  “Then hurry up and compliment me more! Hurry!”


  “I’m proud of you.”


  “Ah f*ck! I love it! I’m about to go crazy! Ahhhh, sex—!”


  Hugging the child, Yu Jitae repeatedly complimented her while thinking to himself.


  Dennis was sprinting forward hoping for Yeorum to fold, while wearing a calm expression until the end of the game. A demeanour like that was an absurdly amazing thing for a normal human.


  It was the temperament of a hero.


  However, Yeorum also had something similar.


  Not only did she have the heart of the beast, she also knew how to be patient, knew how to hide her true intentions and also had the confidence to fight. The result wasn’t important – Yu Jitae realised for the first time that Yeorum could show calmness in front of a true battle. 


  Although there was his generous support and trust in the centre of all that, it was Yeorum who had managed to pull it off.


  Today’s gamble had a very positive impact. An experience like this would remain in a portion of Yeorum’s memories and stay there forever. No matter what battle she would face in the future, Yeorum could reflect on her current memories and settle her emotions. 


  However, the situation wasn’t just over yet.


  “You damn mother f*ckers! Stay right there!”


  It was when they were about to leave with the card. Perhaps because they had lost a million dollars in a single game, large men wearing black suits came running towards them holding guns in hand. 


  There were 7 in total, and it was clear to both Yeorum and Yu Jitae that they were related to Dennis. A million dollars was enough to drive a small organisation in the town like them crazy. 


  Bang bang bang bang–!


  Ear-splitting sounds of firearms echoed as the chandeliers dropped from the ceiling.


  “Uaah! Those lunatics are back at it again!”


  “R, run! Hide under the table!”


  It was chaos.


  The gamblers pushed each other away as they ran as some of them fell. Tables flipped and the surprised dealers quickly took out shotguns but another round of firearms caused them to fall. 


  Kyaaak! A sharp scream of a woman resonated above the gunshots, as well as someone’s desperate cry for police. 


  It was when Yu Jitae, placed in the centre of the incident, was about to move his body.


  “Yu Jitae!”


  Yeorum grabbed him by the arm. 


  Strangely enough, her expression was filled with excitement.


  “Let’s run away!”


  “What are you doing. Let go.”


  “You’re my slave! You have to listen to me…!”


  Saying that, she wrapped her arms around his and started pulling him. 


  Why was she like this, and why did they have to run away?


  He was thinking that but suddenly remembered an American drama that he had watched some time last year with Yeorum and Gyeoul. The protagonists who had been gambling in the underworld running away after hearing gunshots… maybe Yeorum had remembered the same thing.


  Yu Jitae suddenly found this red hatchling to be like a young kid. Things like the heart of a beast and the calm temperament of a hero all sounded laughably unsuitable now.


  He sometimes forgot it since she always acted like a mature adult, bleeding in her zealous efforts but…


  Yeorum had just turned seventeen.


  “Hurry, hurry up! Let’s run…!”


  Thinking that, Yu Jitae decided to play along with the child.


  Together they ran past other people, jumped over fallen tables and headed to the exit. The moment they opened the door they were welcomed by three people pointing their firearms at them to stop their escape.


  Bang bang bang–!!


  When the guns fired their bullets, Yu Jitae stood in front of Yeorum and stopped the bullets with his body. Dozens of S-ranked protective blessings within his body snatched the kinetic energy from the bullets making them drop powerlessly. He then took one of the guns and swung it like a club. 


  These guys were a bunch of rogues that put their lives on the line for just 2 million dollars. They had chosen this place as their hideout because people couldn’t use magic in Las Vegas: Paradise. That was also why they were using firearms as their weapons but they were naturally powerless before well-trained superhumans. 


  Kkang–!


  The head of one of the villains exploded. Startled, the other two placed their fingers on their triggers but a foot came flying in. It was Yeorum’s flying side kick. With a loud bang, one of the remaining two lost his chin. His head was turned to the side as his heavy body fell down the staircase. 


  Lastly, the remaining person with a body especially bigger than others tried to physically stop them. However, he seemed to have guessed that it wouldn’t work out and appeared fairly flustered. Yu Jitae grabbed the guy by his neck and casually tossed him as the large muscular superhuman weighing around 340kg helplessly rolled down the stairs.


  “Grab them–!”


  Seemingly out of their minds, the members of the gang pursued them while shooting their guns from behind. Once the two of them left the building, they found a truck driving towards them. As the hysterical chase began, Yeorum and Yu Jitae quickly turned a corner which the truck followed with an excessive drift. 


  It was impossible to dodge without using mana. Thinking that, the driver of the truck drove into the two of them despite the casino building being in front of it.


  Kwanng!!!


  A loud explosion covered the area. 


  From the midst, Yu Jitae carried Yeorum and jumped out, reaching 20 metres in height without even using mana. 


  “Kyahahaha! Those retards–!”


  Being carried like a princess with her eyes gazing at the blazing scene of the explosion beneath her, Yeorum laughed herself to death. 


  That seemed to be the end of their eventful day. Superhuman police officers appeared in the distance and the surprised rogues began running away. 


  “Ohh…! Wow. Look at that…!”


  However, the place Yu Jitae landed after the jump happened to be the terrace of the ballroom located on the 6th floor of the casino.


  “W, who are you guys!”


  “Oh my!”


  A couple that had been intoxicated by their champagne and the atmosphere had been sharing a deep kiss but startledly jumped away after spotting them. Inside the building were people entangled and dancing under the brilliant lights. The building had great soundproof walls and they were absorbed in their entertainment no matter what was happening outside. 


  “Hey slave. Let’s dance together.”


  “What?”


  “Hurry up…! I feel crazy good right now! I probably won’t dance ever if not today you know?”


  He hesitated, thinking why he had to dance all of a sudden but it just served to prove how excited Yeorum was.


  In any case, it wasn’t the right condition for a dance. Yu Jitae wearing a business shirt, slax pants and shoes was alright, but Yeorum was still wearing a t-shirt.


  “You don’t match the dress code do you.”


  Hearing that, Yeorum flicked her head towards the woman who had been sharing a deep kiss.


  “Unni. Sorry but let me borrow your clothes for a bit.”


  “Uh, huhh?! What are you…!”


  She was no different from a gangster herself.


  That night was literally a chaos.


  In the end, wearing the borrowed dress, Yeorum danced with Yu Jitae under the chandelier lights. However, Yeorum was not the protagonist of a drama and didn’t know how to dance despite the atmosphere.


  Thus, she kept on stepping on Yu Jitae’s feet until he became slightly irritated at last. He said ‘Just forget it,’ as Yeorum once again laughed till she gasped for breath.


  That was how they spent that night.


  *


  From sunrise all the way till noon, 


  The sound of laughter did not leave her mouth.


  Episode 77: A Dance with Yeorum (5)


  The next day, they played. They ate, played around, watched another show and ate again. There was an incident that happened in the middle – while she was at a slot machine inside the casino, she called it the ‘biggest fraud alongside claw machines’ and chucked the machine. 


  It was fine because Yeorum was now loaded with money. However, she couldn’t avoid getting kicked out of the casino no matter how much money she had.


  Throughout the day Yu Jitae was treated like a slave. Yeorum seemed to have forgotten about it but suddenly remembered it during the show and said to him.


  “Hey slave. Your shoulders.”


  Well, placing her on his shoulders because it was hard to see wasn’t a difficult task. Carrying her on his back because she couldn’t be bothered to walk and lending her his knee for her to tie her shoelaces were all okay.


  But once they started having a meal, Yu Jitae became slightly unsatisfied with the result of this bet. It was because she ordered chopped steak, before giving him the fork and asking with an open mouth.


  “Hey slave. I’m a baby. Gimme fud!”


  This girl. She must have seen something. She knew exactly what Yu Jitae hated doing and was trying to make him do it in this temporary master to slave relationship.


  “Use your own hands when you’re eating food.”


  “Uuunng~ Yeowum, dosen no how to use choppstwicks…”


  “Yu Yeorum. Have you gone crazy?”


  “Hinng. Eeeingg. How shuld I eet dis? If my slave feeds me, I can swallow da whole thingg…”


  For some reason, Yu Jitae really didn’t want to do this from the bottom of his heart today. Even Gyeoul eats her food by herself, doesn’t she?


  “Hello? Where’s my slave.”


  However, a bet’s a bet and he had to inwardly give up on something as he picked up a piece of steak and brought it to her mouth. That was when Yeorum stuck her tongue out and started licking the sauce that was on the steak.


  It wasn’t suggestive in the slightest and was disgusting at a glance. He frowned.


  “Kyahahaha–!”


  Staring at his indifferent frown, Yeorum laughed her heart out. She then murmured to herself as if she had figured something out, ‘Ah, so this is why Bom said that huh…?’


  What did Bom say?


  Whatever the case, up to that was fine. Yu Jitae could force himself to do such things but once they were in front of an event clothing store, he could no longer endure it.


  “Ohh. Look slave. Those clothes look pretty!”


  Pointing at one of the clothes, Yeorum turned around but Yu Jitae had long disappeared.


  “Huhh? Hey slave! Where did you go…!”


  Yeorum shouted in regret. It was because her finger had been pointing at a bunny boy clothing revealing the body line alongside rabbit ears. 


  “Aoh fu*k… he’s usually dense so how did he even know that I was gonna make him wear it?”


  In regret, Yeorum called him but his watch was already off. Thinking that he would come back soon, she waited for an hour but Yu Jitae did not return. 


  At this rate, he probably wouldn’t come back until the end of the slave contract. 


  “Where did you go? Come back!”


  Paradise – in the city quiet at noon,


  “I won’t make you wear it! I really won’t…!”


  Yeorum’s shout echoed across the town.


  *


  Night arrived while they were playing to their heart’s content.


  At a certain bar inside Paradise, Yeorum and Yu Jitae ordered an extremely expensive bottle of alcohol under the moonlight. It was a cognac named Remy Martin Louis XIII. This cognac made in Champagne was quite unique because of its rarity, not its price. 


  A bartender in clean clothes poured the cognac into a burgundy glass with a snap of his wrist. Once the bartender walked away, Yeorum glanced at Yu Jitae and asked.


  “How do you drink this?”


  “Just drink it.”


  “No ice or salt or anything like that?”


  “You can just drink it straight.”


  “What. So it’s the same as soju.”


  With a sip, the alcohol entered her mouth and Yeorum, who had been savouring the taste and the smell of the drink, widened her eyes. The soft texture of velvet. A fragrant fruity smell incomparable to average brandies filled her mouth and after swallowing it, a residue of the delicate scent of oak remained on her tongue. 


  “Ohh.”


  “Not bad is it.”


  “Yeah.”


  After having a few more drinks, Yeorum seemed slightly drunk due to lowering her body’s detoxification speed to its bottom. With every breath, the smell of cognac rose up from inside her. Enjoying that sweet scent, she quietly continued taking deep breaths in and out. 


  “This alcohol’s very interesting.”


  “In what sense.”


  “Even breathing is enjoyable.”


  “That’s nice.”


  Every breathing moment became special – that was why Yu Jitae had chosen Remy Martin Louis XIII. Outside the bar was dark so the ambient light of the bar was very snug. The two of them quietly remained sitting there for a short period of time until Yu Jitae eventually broke the silence.


  “We’ll be going back in a few hours.”


  “Nn.”


  “How was it. Did you enjoy yourself?”


  “Uh, no…?”


  Yeorum swirled the glass in a circle with a grumble.


  “It wasn’t that fun.”


  Yu Jitae ignored her comments and nodded. He had already gotten used to her way of speaking.


  “It’s fine to enjoy yourself but once we go back, you must return to what you have been doing. You know that right?”


  “I do.”


  “Do you think it’s a shame?”


  “No. I’ve enjoyed enough already.”


  Her eyes were fixed on the glass. Her fingers scratched the surface of the glass.


  Yeorum pondered for a while before opening her mouth.


  “You know. Yu Kaeul…”


  She added more words after a short hesitation.


  “…If I, find her irritating, is that a problem?”


  “Why.”


  “Nothing. I was just, curious.”


  “Who knows. If it’s to the point that you are not comfortable with living together, that would be a problem.”


  “No. It’s not like I hate living together. It’s not that but…”


  “But?”


  “…I don’t know. I do think it’s a little uncomfortable… Don’t really want to go back and see her face either. It’s also slightly annoying. Actually, I’ve been trying to avoid walking into her recently.”


  “Why.”


  “What do you mean why…”


  The pace of her breaths turned slightly more rapid.


  “But I don’t think she’s the problem. You know me right? My personality is quite trash. I’m a b*tch that hates a lot of things in the world. So… I just…”


  After that, Yeorum did not say anything else. For a very long time.


  She couldn’t speak of her weakness. It was embarrassing and disgraceful. It made her detest herself since acknowledging her weakness was like the value of her existence being denied. 


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae thought to himself.


  Although he was imperfect with human relationships, Yu Jitae could understand almost exactly how Yeorum was feeling. There was a commonality between his life and Yeorum’s.


  While he was thinking along the lines of that,


  He suddenly thought of something that he wanted to share with her.


  “I had a dream.”


  With a light voice, he opened his mouth. Still indulged in silence, Yeorum looked at him.


  “It’s a dream I have had since I was very young and extremely weak. Naturally, it was hard to achieve and I’ve repeated countless failures.”


  Yeorum appeared slightly surprised. 


  To her, Yu Jitae was the strongest human in the world. The strong was a target of worship for the red race and yet such Yu Jitae was talking about the times where he had been ‘weak’.


  “There was a method that I used to think was correct and I felt that I would achieve everything as long as I could earn it. But that wasn’t the case. I’ve gained a lot of things, but still couldn’t achieve my goal.”


  His voice sounded slightly melancholic to her.


  “Thus, I decided to grab more things, regardless of the means. More and more. Wouldn’t I reach my dream one day? I thought that but in the end, I couldn’t reach it.”


  “…And then?”


  “Repeating countless failures, I became impatient. I started giving up everything I had tried for from the slightest of mistakes. Let’s restart from the beginning whenever there’s a problem – that was my mindset. Should I borrow your words?”


  “Yeah?”


  “Fuc*~ It was going well but I got f*cked~ Let’s just do it again from scratch~”


  When Yu Jitae awkwardly copied Yeorum, she dumbfoundedly giggled.


  “That’s not the same at all.”


  “Isn’t it? Anyway, being impatient like that was a stupid thing to do. My vision was narrowed and I couldn’t look far ahead. Your head becomes a mess and it forgets what’s important.”


  With the joke set aside, there was something inside Yu Jitae’s words that rang her heart.


  “Hmm…”


  Yeorum closed her lips and contemplated.


  “What is your dream,” he asked her.


  Seeing her guardian with a different and unusual atmosphere around him, Yeorum also deeply thought to herself. She remained hesitant so Yu Jitae asked again.


  “Is it to survive? Or becoming stronger?”


  “No.”


  “Aren’t those the only two options? If not, then for what are you becoming stronger.”


  Dream…


  That mellow word touched the depths of her emotions. It pricked at something inside her heart.


  Lowering her gaze, Yeorum touched the glass with her two hands.


  Words she had never let out of her mouth. 


  Words she had never forgotten, not even for a single day.


  Yeorum had such a dream.


  “There are some words that I haven’t conveyed yet…”


  Her honest thoughts escaped with a sigh.


  “To your oldest unni?”


  “Yeah. And also to my youngest unni…”


  He didn’t ask what it was.


  “You’re becoming stronger in order to convey those words. Right?”


  Slowly she nodded her head.


  He gave the child some time to think. When he drank his glass of alcohol, Yeorum belatedly drank hers as well. Soon, he could feel her fragrant breaths.


  “Yeorum… Listen carefully to what I say.”


  Hearing his words, Yeorum raised her gaze up from the glass and looked into his eyes.


  “You and me. For lacking existences like ‘us’ the path is always narrow and is covered with sharp pebbles.”


  Us…


  From the mouth of an undoubtedly perfect existence, whom she assumed had been strong from the beginning, left the word ‘us’.


  “If you only look at what is right ahead, it is difficult to move forward. There are tonnes of sharp rocks in the world.”


  “Sharp rocks?”


  “Yeah. The world is filled with obstacles that will block you, interfere, scoff at your steps that are eager to hurt you. Sometimes it might be painful and sometimes it will be sad. You might become afraid of going forward.”


  “…”


  “That’s why we need to keep looking far ahead.”


  Yeorum clenched her lips. 


  She could finally understand why he had brought her to this place, as well as why he was giving such answers to the doubts in her mind. She started understanding all his words.


  Las Vegas.


  In this place, Yeorum got to experience various joys that she had never felt before. Enough to remind how she was a red dragon herself, each and every moment had been fun and it was a shame that she had to return despite there being more enjoyable and exciting things here. 


  However, the reason that she had to give up on such interesting things to become stronger was because Yeorum had a dream.


  Didn’t she vow to herself on the day of her Amusement? That she will definitely convey those words that she couldn’t before on the day of her return?


  “Of course, if you don’t look at what’s right ahead of you, you might easily miss trivial things. You might stumble on a rock, or get scraped by a thornbush and you might even fall in a quagmire. But that’s fine. No matter what, we can stand back up and walk forward again. Do you know why?”


  “…Because, we are looking at what’s far ahead?”


  “Yes.”


  The road sign was pointing into the distance. 


  There was no reason for Yeorum to consider Kaeul a competitor.


  “So that means I don’t have to be overly considerate of the trivial things in front of me.”


  “Exactly.”


  Kaeul was just Kaeul, a being unrelated to Yeorum’s dream so there was no reason to be jealous of her even if she was in front of her, nor was there a need for self-hatred. 


  “If you’re simply feeling the competitiveness and trying harder to overcome it, that’s fine. Because although the talent Kaeul has is great, you can be more desperate.”


  “Nn…”


  “I believe you won’t be pushed back by Kaeul but what I’m saying is that it doesn’t matter even if you do get pushed back. You do not need to be in a constant rush for now. Have your feet on today, and your eyes on tomorrow. Got that?”


  “…”


  Feet on today,
Eyes on tomorrow.


  His lesson shook her mind from its core as the complex array of emotional knots became untangled. 


  Being satisfied by getting stronger every day.


  Feeling a sense of superiority from winning the competition,


  Being anxious of a genius that was about to overtake her.


  The times she spent worrying and those childish emotions began to dissipate as Yeorum finally felt her heart gaining peace.


  “Do you understand what I’m saying?”


  She realised that this was his lesson not as a ‘guardian’, but as a ‘teacher’.


  “…”


  Yeorum looked up at him.


  Today, he appeared all the more like an adult. She had always considered him big but today he was even bigger. 


  That might have in turn made her feel smaller in comparison. The words that left her mouth after she contemplated and ruminated over his words were slightly wrong, when she reflected on it after a few seconds. 


  “Yes sir…”


  *


  That was the end of their enjoyable time in Las Vegas. On the way back inside the car, Yeorum built up everything that had happened in the last few days and carefully saved them in a corner of her memories.


  Thinking that when something unbearably difficult happens,


  That she would open it again.


  


  Episode 78: Regarding Romantic Feelings (1)


  “Ahjussi.”


  “What is it.”


  “Do I, smell by any chance?”


  Smell. A chemical reaction caused by specific molecules carried by the air stimulating the olfactory receptors of the nasal cavity. 


  Thus, this sense of smell she was giving off was indeed a ‘smell’. 


  “No.”


  “Then why are you pushing your nose towards me?”


  “Because it smells good.”


  “So I do smell.”


  “But it’s a good smell.”


  Bom pulled her body back, so Yu Jitae had to push his body forward by that much. 


  “Hmm… this thing. It’s nothing much actually,” Bom said with a nervous look on her face.


  “You mean the scent?”


  “Yes. It’s just a natural scent that spreads with the pulse of a green dragon’s heart. It’s very common actually…”


  “I know.”


  “Then why…?”


  “To be honest, there is something else I am curious about.”


  “Is it smell? Is there a different smell?”


  “No.”


  “Then what is it?”


  Since her back was already on the backrest of the chair, there was no further retreat for her. Yu Jitae’s body was a lot larger than hers and thus his body was about to cover her body.


  “I need to be a little closer to know what it is.”


  “What is that. What do you even mean…”


  When they were that close, he found it hard to look into her eyes because it was perplexing. His gaze therefore travelled down to her nose. He had been unconcerned about it before but her nose was pretty so he lowered his gaze even further. 


  Looking at her red lips brought a surge of perplexity yet again so his gaze travelled even further down. Under her neck, revealed behind her u-neck shirt was her white skin and her collarbone. That place was also unsuitable for his gaze but with that said, lowering his gaze from here on was even more unsuitable. It would be a disrespectful attitude so Bom would probably not like it. 


  Then should he look at her feet or her stomach? Thinking about it like that, there was nowhere on the body of this hatchling where he could rest his eyes. 


  Once again raising his gaze, he looked into her grass-coloured eyes. Bom was nervous and her eyes were drooping low as if she was slightly scared. Since it was always hard to tell her inner thoughts, the Regressor couldn’t figure out whether this was a made-up expression or if it was a result of her honest emotions. 


  In times like this, he tended to brush it aside thinking to himself that there must be a reason. 


  Daily life was difficult and he was a broken human. By nature there were things he couldn’t understand but he was not planning on disregarding the matter today just because he couldn’t understand it.


  This was an extremely important matter.


  He asked.


  “Bom. Are you scared of me?”


  Bom quietly pondered before giving a small nod.


  “Why.”


  “Because someone bigger is like, coming towards me.”


  “You are a dragon. And no matter how big I am, I’m just a human.”


  “But still.”


  “Still?”


  “I’m smaller right now…”


  With a slightly frightened look, or perhaps a glaring look, she appeared nervous.


  “You are a bit weird,” he said.


  “Sorry?”


  “Wasn’t it you that were doing whatever you pleased. You were the one controlling the gap and teased me knowing I was feeling troubled.”


  “Yes…”


  “And yet you are scared of me approaching you? Does that not sound weird to you?”


  He thought to himself. 


  There was something that did not make sense in Bom’s behaviour. 


  It was somewhat understandable for her to laugh at his perplexity because he too felt amused teasing Gyeoul and Yeorum. 


  And the birth of a different emotion in that process was also understandable. He knew how Bom had faint romantic feelings for himself and ridiculously enough, he too was feeling some strange emotions.


  Then what was the reason for Bom to fear himself?


  “It’s fine for me to go near you,” she said.


  “Why.”


  “Because ahjussi will be normal.”


  “What do you mean by normal?”


  “The same as yesterday and the day before.”


  Once again, it was her unique way of speech and it was clear that she was trying to enshroud the topic at hand in obscurity. However, he decided to be more stubborn this time. 


  “Yes. Let’s say you’re right. So you mean I can’t go near you?”


  “Yes…”


  “Isn’t that weird? Didn’t you want to monopolise me.”


  “When did I say that?”


  “You said it. About how you wanted to have the cake by yourself.”


  “Well that’s, umm… because, cakes are tasty…”


  Seemingly realising how nonsensical her words sounded as she said them, her lips quivered and closed. Her eyes avoided his eyes as her gaze turned even more anxious. 


  That frown – it seemed that Bom wasn’t aware of how the reluctant look on her face was stimulating Yu Jitae even more.


  “You’re a bit strange.”


  Bom opened her mouth and talked back.


  “You are also strange today, ahjussi.”


  “What about me.”


  “You usually never do this to me.”


  “What am I even doing.”


  “Look. You look as if you are trying to eat me…”


  Yu Jitae thought to himself.


  From who knows when, the range of his perplexity had widened. Even when it wasn’t an embarrassing situation; even when they weren’t overly close; even when Bom wasn’t looking into his eyes and even when she wasn’t softly whispering into his ears.


  He was easily troubled.


  By the time he realised it, he was already a step further in. He found Bom pretty and often thought about her. Looking at a pretty hair pin reminded him of her grass-coloured hair and he thought about Bom even when he was looking at other humans.


  It was no longer an issue that could be glossed over. He may be inexperienced but was no fool.


  He wasn’t clueless –


  About the fact that this was similar to ‘romantic feelings’.


  The Regressor valued logic above everything else. He couldn’t logically understand the birth of romantic feelings inside him. It was impossible for such things to occur nor should they and besides, there wasn’t even a clear cause was there?


  “Why am I like this, you ask?”


  “Yes…”


  “I don’t really get it either.”


  Like the unspecific time frame of an ice melting, he couldn’t specify the exact moment it began so Yu Jitae couldn’t believe the fact that there were such emotions existing inside him.


  He needed certainty.


  “That’s why I’m going to look into it now.”


  “Into what? Ah…”


  Finishing his words, Yu Jitae carefully reached his hand out and touched her cheek. When she gave a startled look on her face, a gush of perplexity rose in his heart, almost enough to suffocate him to death.


  “Tell me if you don’t like it.”


  Since this ‘perplexity’ had caused him to turn away from those situations, he wasn’t able to clearly discern his emotions till now.


  “Ahjussi. Wait.”


  “…”


  “What if someone comes in…”


  “No-one will.”


  Lowering his body, he went even closer to her body. The scent tickling his nose became even denser.


  “You can’t…”


  Bom didn’t say she hated it, even though she was so scared that she was almost about to cry.


  …The cause of this absurd situation was what happened a few days ago.


  ***


  The next morning after their return from Las Vegas, Yu Jitae headed out with Bom early in the morning and bought food. The breakfast menu of that day was black bean noodles with sweet and sour deep fried pork. It was one of Kaeul’s favourite menus but since Yeorum was especially into spicy food, they ordered some spicy noodles on top.


  Unit 301 was filled with tension that morning.


  “…”


  “…”


  It was because Yeorum, who tended to avoid Kaeul these days, was having breakfast with them. Yeorum was silent and so was Kaeul because she knew how Yeorum was being conscious of her.


  Gyeoul stole a glance at Bom. In return, Bom caressed her hair so thinking that it wasn’t anything important, Gyeoul immersed herself in her noodles.


  Meanwhile, Bom glanced at Yu Jitae. He faintly shook his head to the side telling her to not worry about it. 


  And soon, Yeorum broke the silence.


  “Yu Kaeul.”


  “Huh, uh?”


  “You became that transcendent cadet or whatever.”


  “Ah. Nn…”


  In fact, Kaeul had failed the test. She had returned with 17 seconds left on the clock but it was quite late compared to other successful cadets. 


  However, the details of her test were overwhelmingly unconventional and her name was being mentioned more than thousands of times a day on the internet. Since that was the case, Lair made her an exception and seated her as one of the transcendent cadets. 


  Kaeul had become one of the five transcendent cadets of Ha Sukmoo, but for some reason, she didn’t look too happy.


  “Well done.”


  “Uh, t, thank…”


  “You did well, but if you try to get on my level just because of that, I’ll smack you alright.”


  “Nn…?”


  “You might think something like this. You and I are both in the same grade, received the same military education and we’re both dragons. So you might be able to fight against me on the same level. Right?”


  Yeorum picked up her chopstick and pointed it at Kaeul. In her hand, it looked like a chisel.


  “I’ll actually f*cking smack you then.”


  Kaeul frantically waved her hands in front of her body in response.


  “Ehew. No…! Me on the same level? If you wanted to, I’m sure you can break all my limbs!”


  “Hmm. Right…”


  “Why would we even fight? Umm, if we, uhh, go and save people together, I think that would be awesome…!”


  The table turned silent after her words. Although Yeorum was silent, she appeared quite content but that instead proved how much she was conscious of Kaeul. 


  “And also, just because your output’s a little good, don’t go everywhere shooting spells.”


  “Unn?”


  “You can’t control it at all can you. Doesn’t your heart feel empty after a spell? And your fingers tremble and feel burnt?”


  “Ah, unn…”


  “That’s a problem, you know. You’re simply pouring out mana while your body is unable to handle it. If it runs out that fast like a premature ejaculation, you’ll be useless when you’re actually trying to save someone, you get that?”


  “Uunn… Thanks for your advice.”


  On the outside, Kaeul appeared to be obediently following her advice and there wasn’t any change in their hierarchy.


  But there was an incident during the meal. It happened when both Kaeul and Yeorum picked up the same piece of pork. With a servile smile, Kaeul released her chopsticks while Yeorum comfortably brought the pork after confirming the hierarchy.


  The problem happened afterwards because Kaeul took the few remaining pieces of pork and piled them on her plate.


  “Oi. Why are you taking everything.”


  Yeorum tried to take one of them but that was when Kaeul raised her chopsticks and blocked hers.


  Hoh? Thinking that, Yeorum added more power to her grip. 


  A different light appeared in Kaeul’s eyes. For a split second, a sharp light like that of a blade appeared in her eyes that were looking into Yeorum’s eyes before quickly dissipating. When Yeorum glared back into her eyes, Kaeul flinched and laughed while scratching her head.


  She then placed the plate underneath her where the large baby chicken was. Chirpy started diligently chewing the pieces of pork that it got from Kaeul.


  “Far out. Just say that you were going to give it to the chicken.”


  “S, sorry…”


  Kaeul laughed hehe… in a subservient manner.


  *


  After the meal, Bom talked to both Yeorum and Kaeul separately. Her role was to make the two of them feel competitive against each other while not harming their relationship. 


  In order to do so, she had to talk to each of them separately.


  “Is Yu Kaeul a competitor for me? No? I don’t care a single bit about her. Frankly speaking, her role is different and she just started learning magic so it would be shameless of her to try getting on my level,” replied Yeorum when she was alone with Bom.





  “Yeorum-unni? Ehew. Would I even be a match for her? Of course unni is the strongest! I won’t even be able to fight against her. She tries very hard right? And, uumm… there’s no reason for us to fight either.” That was what Kaeul said in response.


  

“Hmm… you know, by the way.”


  “Nn.”


  “I don’t really get it because I’m more into physical fights than magic… Ah, don’t take me wrong and just listen. I’m just asking since I’m super curious. Is she really that talented?”


  “Of course.”


  “…But if we fight, I won’t lose right?”


  Yeorum asked.


  

“By the way. Unni unni.”


  “Nn.”


  “Uumm, I’ve never heard my mum tell me I was good at using magic so I can’t really understand yet… Am I really a genius? Aren’t all the other dragons the same as me?”


  “Of course not.”


  “Then… not that I will fight her but… would I be able to win if I fought against Yeorum-unni…?”


  Kaeul asked.


  In response, Bom pondered before smiling and telling the same thing to the two of them.


  “Who knows? Until you actually fight her.”


  *


  It was while slight tension was budding inside Unit 301.


  A message came to Bom via her watch. Surprised, she quickly dashed and looked for Yu Jitae. She found Yu Jitae sitting on the sofa playing a game with Gyeoul.


  “Ahjussi.”


  “Yeah?”


  “I won an award…!”


  Bom appeared happy, which was quite a rare sight.


  An award?


  Yu Jitae checked the message that was on the display screen of her watch.


  [Horror Novel Contest Awards]


  – Hair Colour Broccoli
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  “Uwah, uwah. Let me see!”


  When the message was forwarded to her watch, Kaeul started reading out the words written on the invitation. 


  “Thank you for submitting your valuable manuscript for this summer’s horror novel contest…”


  As she mumbled through the words of the invitation with her clear voice, the kids that had gathered nearby started becoming more excited. Sitting on Yu Jitae’s lap, Gyeoul turned towards him with a bright smile while Yeorum tapped Bom on her back as a way of telling her, ‘Not bad’. 


  “…Congratulations to Author [Hair Colour Broccoli] for the award and…”


  But the moment her pen name was mentioned, Bom flicked her head towards Yeorum, who then looked off into the distance. 


  “Whose pen name is that lol.”


  Regardless, her mouth did not know how to stay quiet and babbled on.


  “Yeorum.”


  “What’s wrong.”


  “Do you want to die?”


  “Sorry…♥”


  “Is that all you have to say?”


  When Bom acted annoyed with a slightly serious yet joking countenance, Yeorum returned a sneaky smile while supporting her bust with her arms.


  “Wanna touch my titties?”



  


  In the New Era, Korea became the centre of horror literature. It was because there was an especially large amount of spirits and ghost-type monsters alongside intellectual and demonic monsters in Korea. 


  From an era where ghosts had simply been an object of imagination, it became so that there were now several people who had seen real ghosts. Although they did exist, only few things were revealed about these bizarre monsters, thus leading to a new horror boom.


  Besides, it was now an era where both interpretation and translation were perfect thanks to the increasing development of magic engineering so each genre of literature tended to gather to one specific place. And ‘horror literature’, which was on the minor side compared to other genres, just happened to be treated as a major genre in Korea thanks to a lot of media traction. 


  [International Horror Literature Exhibition of South Korea]


  Receiving an award in a contest like that was an honour a lot greater than Yu Jitae had initially thought. 


  Out of thousands and tens of thousands of manuscripts that had flown over from all across the world, only 13 of them got an award. Although the final evaluations weren’t out yet, it was enough to make Bom absurdly happy.


  “I wasn’t expecting it at all!”


  Kaeul brought her spoon to her mouth like a mic.


  “Miss Yu Bom! How do you feel!?”


  He wondered what this sudden role play was, but Bom in her good mood gave a wide smile suitable for an interview.


  “I feel amazing.”


  “You’ve been working very hard for it. Uhh… what was it called again? Anyway, do you think 1st place will be possible?”


  “That will probably be difficult, I believe.”


  “Why do you think so? You wrote very very well, so have more confidence in it!”


  “You didn’t read it though, did you?”


  “Aht, hehe…”


  Bom thought to herself before replying.


  “It will be hard. There is someone who came first for five years including last year and the year before.”


  “Hukk, really? For five years…?”


  “Nn. She’s really famous. You probably know her name as well.”


  Bom said while looking at both Yeorum and Kaeul.


  “I don’t know shi* about that.”


  “Unn. Me neither!”


  “No. You probably do. She’s called Carrot Girl. Don’t you know?”


  “Carrot Girl? Ah…!”


  Seemingly realising something, Kaeul gave a clap.


  “Isn’t she really famous? Like, I saw her name on a lot of romance novels!”


  “Right. She’s a romance novelist. There have been several movie, drama and manga adaptations of her novel… She’s the most famous writer in Korea.”


  750 million e-book downloads. 


  Korea’s best romance novelist with a legendary record of selling 28 million hard-copies worldwide. 


  Although Yeorum didn’t show it on the outside, her unforgetting memories clearly remembered that name.


  How would she ever forget it?


  [The House Owner’s Dangerous Secret]
[Author: Carrot Girl]


  Carrot Girl… It was the author of the paranormal romance book that she had stealthily borrowed from Bom’s room a few months ago.


  This damned author had written a horror novel pretending like it was a romance novel, but she was so good at writing that Yeorum had knocked on the door of Yu Jitae’s room in the middle of the night, thinking that he might be a ghost too.


  She also discovered later how her name was often mentioned in a fair bit of shoujo manga as the writer of the stories. 


  “Oi. Yu Bom.”


  “Nn?”


  “Then why is that bastard writing a horror novel? She’s a shoujo manga writer, isn’t she?”


  “Is she? I looked it up but she was originally a horror novelist but it didn’t make her much money apparently. She probably came back after a huge success with romance novels.”


  “What a dog-ass bastard. You better smack her away. Her writing was freaking annoying.”


  While the kids were chatting to each other assuming what the award Bom will be getting was, Gyeoul was sitting in the corner not knowing what was going on and was simply blinking her eyes. She looked back at Yu Jitae but noticed that his eyes were hazier than usual.


  “…”


  Yu Jitae was quite confused.


  Bom receiving an award with her novel? It was extremely hard to believe.


  Since he had personally read the novel she had written in the 6th iteration, plus had given it to a professional for a diagnosis, he knew Bom was not talented at writing novels. 


  A famous novelist of the time had said after reading her novel.


  – 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.


  – Especially, the emotions of the characters are very very weird. Here they are laughing, and they cry and suddenly get mad. I don’t think there will be many people understanding these characters.


  The ‘Bom’ back then was the same person as her current self. So how could she receive an award with a novel?


  – But some parts are also normal… Writers with a slightly strange mentality tend to write like this.


  When Kaeul made an ugly look with her face and called it the ghost’s face from the side, Bom giggled. 


  There was one thing that was different from the previous iteration: the current Bom smiled very often. Did she change from living a daily life?


  Her past of living like a hikikomori compared to her joyous present – it was evident that she had somehow changed.


  “Ohhh. I just looked it up, but there is a thing called a Gold Prize,” said Kaeul with flickering eyes.


  By nature, gold was the best colour was it not?


  “I hope you get the Gold Prize!”


  But when Bom told her that the Gold Prize was one level below the Grand Prize, Kaeul became slightly disappointed.


  Regardless, her wish came true.


  A few days later.


  After the end of the final evaluation, the formal invitation letter to the rehearsal of the awarding ceremony arrived at the house, and written on it were details about Bom’s award.


  [Hair Colour Broccoli: Gold Prize]


  The Grand Prize went to Carrot Girl but that had nothing to do with her. Carrying the letter she jumped out to the living room and hopped around in joy. 


  ***


  After the end of the rainy season; late summer as the heat started to die down.


  The Horror Literature Institution located in Mapo district of Seoul was busily preparing for the awarding ceremony rehearsal. In the basement parking lot of the large building were countless sedans driving by and several famous writers were heading to the venue in groups.


  Today was a rehearsal but since it was a fairly renowned event with quite a bit of attention worldwide, there were a lot of eyes on it. Several news articles had been written already and looking at an article with Bom’s pen name, a group of writers chatted to each other.


  “You know this person.”


  “Huh?’


  “The one getting the Gold Prize this year. This person is a new writer right?”


  “Probably? It’s my first time hearing that name.”


  “I guess. A unique pen name like this should be hard to forget.”


  Uhahahat. They heartily laughed out loud.


  “…”


  Coincidentally, Bom was walking out of a car and heard it while Yeorum, Kaeul and Gyeoul next to her all heard it too. Bom glared at Yeorum from the corner of her eyes as Yeorum supported her chest with her hands and pushed it forward. The smile on her face was so annoying that Bom was this close to actually pinching it, but soon decided against it.


  Bom, heaving out a sigh and shaking her head, had black hair. It was because she didn’t want to become a laughing stock in front of a camera.


  Yeorum, Kaeul and Gyeoul were all wearing a mask and a cap each.


  “Oi. By the way, is it fine to have your hair black?”


  “Nn. It’s fine.”


  “Hmm…”


  “Nothing happened yet. Don’t worry about it too much.”


  Licking her lips, Yeorum gave a nod.


  Yu Jitae wasn’t with them.


  He told them there was an urgent task and said he would be thirty minutes late. ‘An urgent task in this important situation?’ thought Yeorum but Bom said it was fine.


  She knew that him calling something an ‘urgent task’ meant it was extremely important, so she did not delve deeper into it.


  The hatchlings headed to the waiting room of the rehearsal venue. The waiting room was literally a room and ten or so out of the 13 awardees were seated already. Most of them were chatting with their managers, families or staff members so it was quite bustling with noise. 


  Finding a seat in the corner of the room, Bom, Yeorum, Kaeul and Gyeoul were chatting about what Bom would say after receiving the award. 


  That was when a middle-aged Asian man who appeared to be in his 40s entered the room after carefully pushing the door open. He said several things to the staff before stealthily heading to one of the awardees sitting next to the window and lowering his head.


  “Umm, nice to meet you.”


  “Ah, yes. Who could you be…?”


  “I’m the manager of the writer, Carrot Girl.”


  “Ahh, yes yes. What is the matter…?”


  “Umm, you see.”


  Sweating profusely and seemingly troubled, he started laying out explanations and cautiously asked if the awardee could yield the position next to the window. The awardee dumbfoundedly rolled their eyes but soon agreed and meekly moved to a different spot. 


  People started clicking their tongues and whispering to each other after the manager walked out of the room.


  “She’s doing it again.”


  “I heard last year was also ridiculous right? She flipped everything or something.”


  “That’s nothing. That person is…”


  It was already famous what kind of person ‘Carrot Girl’ was but still oblivious to it, Bom was blinking her eyes when a loud and sharp voice of a woman resonated from outside the waiting room.


  – It was you who wanted me to come! I said I didn’t want to come!


  Kwang! 


  The door was pushed open with a deafening thud as a woman with an orange hair walked in with her heels creating loud clicking sounds. She was in late 20s but her crumpled and discontent face appeared a lot younger due to her being a superhuman. 


  She was none other than Carrot Girl herself.


  While everyone’s eyes were on her, Carrot Girl took deep breaths in and out. When the same manager from before grabbed her by the arm in a flustered attempt to calm her down, she flicked her arm and shook his hand off.


  She appeared very upset and turning around, she glared at her manager.


  “Manager. Why do you always do this?”


  “M, Miss. That’s because…”


  “How many times have I said it? I told you I had to take time off tonight!”


  “No that’s, I did contact them but…”


  “Do you even know how important that meeting is? If I’m even five minutes late, it will drench my face with ink. Can you take responsibility for that!?”


  “P, please calm down… the Institution did say that they will make the rehearsal fast…”


  “Enough! Go and tell them to be faster thanks.”


  “O, okay.”


  “The lack of inspiration is driving me crazy already. If you keep working like this, I’m not going to write again. You guys are not the only management company.”


  When she shouted, “What are you doing!? Hurry up and go right now!” the manager in his 40s quickly left the room with beads of sweat. 


  She turned around as the people, whose eyes had been fixed on her, quickly looked away. A different manager gave empty laughs before apologising to the surroundings and leading her to the cushion placed next to the window which the previous manager had prepared. 


  Clicking her tongue, Carrot Girl walked noisily with her heels before finding the girls of Yu Household staring at her.


  Although their faces had been covered with a mask, each person had an aura that was difficult to hide. Their bodies, eyes and the shape of their faces were all like a ray of light shining outward.


  “Who are these girls?”


  Pointing at the four seasons with her finger, Carrot Girl asked her manager.


  “An idol group here for a performance?”


  The manager frantically shook his hands and exclaimed.


  “N, no no! She’s the writer, Hair Colour Broccoli, the winner of the Gold Prize.”


  “Ah. That broccoli…”


  Carrot Girl looked at Bom. She glanced past her hair before giving a grin.


  “More like a tyre…”


  Saying that, she went to her seat and sat down as the surrounding people distanced themselves away from her. For a short while, the waiting room was filled with silence but people started chatting to each other again once she was engrossed in her watch. 


  “That f*cking bi*ch. Look at the way she talks…”


  Yeorum who belatedly understood Carrot Girl’s words murmured to herself.


  “She freaking called your hair colour a tyre just then right?”


  “Yeorum. Calm down.”


  “Her own stupid head looks like bird crap. Wish I could rip her damn mouth out.”


  Yeorum swore looking at the yellow and red hair pin on her carrot-coloured hair, and Bom had to tell her it was fine.


  “I know right. Why does that ahjumma say whatever she wants to? So annoying…”


  But even Kaeul chimed in and glared at Carrot Girl with a frown. It was different from her usual self, so Bom had to soothe her with an awkward smile.


  “It’s alright, Kaeul.”


  “You feel bad right, unni…?”


  “I’m fine. I heard other people talking about it, but she apparently has quite the personality.”


  “But even then…”


  It was when Kaeul was complaining that the door of the waiting room was pushed open.


  Thinking that it was her manager coming back to the room, Carrot Girl glared at the door with wide eyes but the one that came in wasn’t her manager.


  Tall height, large body – it was a man who appeared extremely vicious. ‘Shi..’ grumbled Carrot Girl when her eyes met with the man’s for a split second.


  In that instant, Carrot Girl was so surprised that her body froze right on the spot.


  “Sorry for being late.”


  “It’s alright. Come here.”


  While Yu Jitae was giving coffee to the kids, the manager hurriedly came back for Carrot Girl, telling her that there was a place she had to go to.


  “Huhh? O, okay.”


  Carrot Girl walked outside in slow strides and conspicuously looked at Yu Jitae until the door closed behind her. With a gaze as if she was honouring something great, as if she was moved by something.


  Feeling that gaze, Yu Jitae turned towards her for a bit but soon forgot about it. When he turned his head back to the kids, he found Bom directly staring at the door.


  “What’s wrong.”


  “Nn? N, no it’s nothing.”


  “Why. Do you know that woman?”


  “No. It’s just…”


  “She’s Carrot Girl apparently. She’s a freaking crazy bi*ch,” said Yeorum. Her voice that abruptly jumped out was a bit loud and the bustling waiting room suddenly turned quiet, amplifying the sound of someone’s laughter that followed it.


  One of the other writers, who had accidentally laughed, embarrassedly lowered his head. 


  They sat there waiting until one of the staff members ran into the room and shouted.


  “We will start the rehearsal in 5 minutes!”


  *


  Sending Bom to the stage, Yu Jitae stepped outside for a bit and contacted the Association. That was when a middle-aged man walked towards him from a distance and bent his back.


  “Hello sir?”


  “Ah, yes.”


  “I’m a manager of the writer, Carrot Girl.”


  He was wearing a very anxious-looking smile, which at the same time appeared very servile.


  “Yes, what is it.”
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  The rehearsal was being held on the stage. Fitting their genre of horror, dancers in bizarre paranormal clothing danced like ghosts in alignment with mysterious music. While the camera director and the audio director were pointing at different places with their fingers, various writers sitting in the audience seats were stealing glances at one person.


  ‘Hair Colour Broccoli’ was a person outside their expectations. 


  She was dumbfoundingly beautiful but there was a sense of distance alongside her beauty. They were scared to start a conversation with her but their curiosity made them continue stealing glances. Her slightly slanted eyes appeared decadently appealing while her indifferent pout made her look like a discontent goddess.


  She didn’t seem like a ‘pretty girl’ and gave off a holy aura. Like an otherworldly person she appeared, and she in fact didn’t even seem like a human. 


  Whenever she looked back into their eyes, people felt stifled regardless of their gender. 


  That was when a faint smile appeared on her uninterested expression. It wasn’t something to be genuinely happy about however, as people unknowingly felt frightened. Carrying that mysterious atmosphere around her, she opened her mouth.


  “It’s a little nerve-wracking. It’s my first time getting an award in my life, you see.”


  Ah, right. Haha. Me too… It was when some of the other writers were looking for words to say. A middle-aged female writer opened her mouth after a little cough.


  “By the way.”


  “Yes.”


  “That, Miss Carrot Girl said something before right?”


  “Ah…”


  She did call her hair-colour a tyre. Bom nodded as the middle-aged writer glanced at Carrot Girl sitting in the distance by herself with her legs crossed. 


  “Tch. It must have been your first time seeing her and I thought you might be surprised. But you don’t have to worry about it too much.”


  Others nodded, seemingly in agreement. 


  “That person has always been very short-tempered.”


  “She thinks she’s the best in the world so…”


  It seemed that her reputation wasn’t good as they continued bad-mouthing her.


  “Ah… I’m fine. Thank you. But did something happen to her? She wasn’t in a good mood.”


  “I’m in the same company as her. It seems that she’s scrapping everything she writes these days.”


  “Oh really?”


  “Nothing to write anymore. Lack of inspiration. Things like that… It’s normal since she’s been writing stories non-stop for several years but the problem is that she’s blaming others for it.”


  “Ahh…”


  As people whispered, ‘Crazy…’ ‘Does she think she’s the only one with a writer’s block?’ Bom curiously asked another question.


  “She must have gotten the Grand Prize because she can write horror novels though, right?”


  “Of course. But that’s simply for her self-satisfaction.”


  “Self-satisfaction?”


  “Because she’s originally been a horror novelist. A hobby so to speak.”


  Some of the writers gave a frown. A manuscript written as a hobby coming first did prove her talent but they were nonetheless discontent.


  “But both her company and herself earn money with romance. Romance novels probably give her around 80 times more money than horror novels.”


  “Ah…”


  “Don’t know the details but it’s clear why she’s creating a mess all around. She’s just hysterical after losing her way to earn money.”


  “That would be stressful.”


  “She’s already earned a lot of money so how greedy can she be… But I don’t know the details. She doesn’t have many friends in the first place so… well, it’s just the staff of her company that are dying out in the process.”


  Ehew. After another sigh, people continued talking behind her back. ‘How can a person like that write romance novels?’ ‘I know right. There won’t be anyone willing to take her.’ A few of them giggled while some threw glances at Carrot Girl.


  Bom thought, is that so, and didn’t think much about it then.


  ***


  Left alone, Carrot Girl remained in a corner until the start of the rehearsal.


  She didn’t like her own habit of chewing her fingernails but today, she couldn’t help herself. The face of a man was stuck on her mind.


  Dark lips and jawline, pale skin and an exhausted gaze that seemingly considered everything in the world beneath him. 


  He was a rather shocking man.


  Carrot Girl bit her fingernails.


  When she was young, there were a lot of tall and great people near her but as she aged, she realised that most of them were insignificant. By the time she became a bestselling author, called Korea’s Jowen K Rowling, the world became full of insignificant people for her.


  She was still just 29 years old.


  – Miss Juhee. No more no less. Let’s just do one more novel. China is going crazy right now. There are so many people waiting for your novel – are you going to betray all of them?


  “Betray? Since when was it a mutual relationship. Aren’t those people going to point fingers at me straight away if I write a terrible novel?”


  – Listen. Miss Juhee!


  “Am I writing for loyalty? How many times do I need to say it? I’m going to do what I want to do now!”


  What brought her to the top funnily enough was ‘romance novels’, which she had started writing just to earn some cash.


  She wasn’t interested in romance and she preferred horror which touched the depths of a human.


  But as she continued writing, Carrot Girl became dissatisfied with her own work. Perhaps it was because she had been writing romance novels for a long time but now, she could only write a novel that others enjoyed, and forgot how to write what she herself wanted. 


  She had gotten awards from it but it honestly didn’t make her feel any better. 


  This wasn’t the horror novel she wanted to write, and she had become a broken author who didn’t even know what to write.


  A life that others might see as blessed. While she was going through a hellish time all alone – that was when she saw him.


  “…”


  When researching for materials to write about, she had visited a superhuman mental hospital, interviewed a haunted criminal, met actual ghosts and talked with murderers. Those were all ‘comprehensible’ things.


  But today, she met an incomprehensible person for the first time. Despite a short eye contact, there was tons of inspiration filling her mind.


  She wanted to know him better. She wanted to talk with him. What did he think about and how could she best express a person like that?


  The things she had long forgotten were coming back to life.


  Dante the poet had Beatrice while Nietzsche, Freud and Rilke had all been courting for Lou Andreas-Salome’s attention. 


  It had been her lifelong question. How would it feel to have a ‘muse’? A person whose existence alone flooded out inspirations?


  Today, she had found the answer to that question.


  “Manager.”


  “Yes!”


  “The idol kids just then.”


  “Ahh, you mean the Gold Prize writer, right?”


  “Yes. Whatever. Do you remember the man that was with them? The one with a good body.”


  “Ah, yes of course.”


  “What was that person like?”


  In response, the younger manager who had been left inside the waiting room, replied.


  “Hmm, he looked really kind.”


  “Kind?”


  “Yes. Not sure if kind is the right word… but he was a very good listener, and the girls that were with the writer Hair Colour Broccoli all looked very attached to him.”


  He was kind?


  It was a little weird but that would be even better. Thinking that, she dropped a bombshell.


  “I’m thinking of meeting him.”


  “Sorry?”


  “Bring him to me. Whatever it takes.”


  It was an absurd statement but the manager was already used to it. ‘Only if I was rich…’ grumbled the manager as he awkwardly looked for the said man and requested some of his time for dinner.


  However, the words that came back from him were firm.


  “Sorry but no.”


  “Sorry?”


  “I have no plans on meeting her.”


  The manager felt as if he had become a door-to-door salesman.


  Doesn’t he know who Carrot Girl is?


  “Umm, we will be happy to give quite some cash for compensation.”


  “That’ll be fine thanks.”


  The manager would even cling to his pants if he could, but for some reason he just couldn’t bring himself to do so. With no other choice, the manager reluctantly called Carrot Girl and conveyed the situation.


  – @#%@%!!!


  From the other side of the watch rang a deafening voice. With beads of sweat, he tried to pacify her over the watch for a few minutes but the call suddenly ended. 


  The manager was sweating profusely wondering what was happening when he suddenly heard her voice from a distance.


  “Where is he!” shouted Carrot Girl, who had run all the way in a one-piece dress, drenched in sweat. 


  “Huh, uh?! Miss? Weren’t you in the middle of a rehearsal?”


  The manager startledly opened an umbrella to block the sunlight but Carrot Girl disregarded his question and shouted.


  “Like I said, just tell me where that man is!”


  ***


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae was calling the Association in preparation for the upcoming ‘Second Night’. 


  After ending the call with Jefferson, he turned his body and was about to head back inside to watch the rehearsal. That was when a set of hurried footsteps were heard as a woman suddenly jumped out from the corner of the building.


  “Ah, you…!”


  It was the orange-haired woman whom he had seen at the waiting room.


  “Hey. Let’s talk for a little.”


  “Regarding what.”


  It seemed that she had been running wearing heels. She was gasping for breath and appeared to be lacking in stamina despite being a superhuman. Repeatedly, she wiped the sweat falling from her forehead and took a deep breath in, before finally opening her mouth. 


  “I know it’s impolite to do this when it’s our first time seeing each other but listen. Me. I earn a million a month.”


  Yu Jitae was speechless.


  So what?


  “I have a lot of successful pieces – around 10 of them. Five of my novels were adapted into dramas and two of them recorded the best rating for their broadcasting channels. You might not know but I’m the only one in Korea who has 750 million e-book downloads. The one under me doesn’t even reach 100 million. And, also I’m…”


  “Wait. I get it. So what’s your business.”


  When he cut her words off short, Carrot Girl gave a big frown, but she wiped her sweat and returned to her prideful smile.


  “Looking at you gives me tons of inspiration. This is my first time. This might sound weird but it is very important for me because each of my novels are worth millions of dollars. But these days, I haven’t been getting many ideas…”


  Her words were about to get longer again so Yu Jitae growled with a lower voice.


  “Your business–”


  His low growl with the resonance like that of a beast silenced the high-toned voice. 


  Carrot Girl was visibly surprised and clenched her lips. But despite that, there was a look of satisfaction on her face for an unknown reason.


  “No more no less. Just meet me five times.”


  “Meet you? Why.”


  “I told you. I’m getting inspirations from you. I also want to know you better. It won’t take long. Just a meal along with some conversations.”


  “Don’t need it. You should go.”


  “What? Wait! I’m not just trying to meet you for free. You are probably also busy with your work.”


  “Like I said, I’m not doing it.”


  “Why are you so rash? You won’t lose anything. How about I buy your time. Ten thousand dollars an hour. How is that? I can give you more. That much is nothing to me.”


  A smile full of confidence flashed past her lips. It was the attitude of a person who thought everything went according to their wishes and was an attitude he had seen often from superhuman rankers.


  Her neck without a single wrinkle was very thin.


  During her chatter, he imagined grabbing and twisting that neck. It would be an effective method for silence but that would ruin Bom’s awarding ceremony.


  “Do you understand human words.”


  “Sorry? What did…”


  “Go before I break your neck.”


  A sense of disgust was overflowing from his voice.


  “W, w, why do you say such a thing?”


  “Go away.”


  Frozen stiff, she stopped on the spot. What? Wasn’t he kind…? She was speechless and she couldn’t open her mouth but at the same time, she felt satisfied. Right, a man like him should be like that of course…


  However, him turning around and heading into the building wasn’t a welcome sight.


  “W, wait! Wait a second!”


  With her heels clicking against the floor, Carrot Girl ran in an attempt to grab him. 


  However, her heels broke in the process due to the unreasonable pace. “Akk–!” About to miserably fall on the ground, she shouted and that was when the man turned around. His wide chest was right in front of her.


  There’s no way he doesn’t catch me right? She thought, but Yu Jitae slightly pulled his body away and Carrot Girl ended up straight on the asphalt floor with a large thud.


  “…”


  Yu Jitae was dumbfounded from that slapstick comedy or whatever it was meant to be when Carrot Girl flicked her head up.


  “Why, why did you pull back? No. Whatever. That’s alright. Is there something you wish by any chance?”


  Drip… The moment she raised her head, blood dripped from her nose. Seemingly ignoring that, she reached her hands out and grabbed him by his pants.


  “A, are you dissatisfied because I was trying to buy you with money? Let me apologise then. I’ll apologise.”


  “Let go.”


  “W, wait. The second place! Broccoli! Are you her boyfriend? You’re not, right? Besides, I’m not doing this because I’m interested in you as a man or something!”


  At this point, even he felt doubtful.


  Yu Jitae was suppressing her right now with quite a bit of killing intent. It was hard for anyone to be this desperate even if it was their life that was on the line. That in turn meant that she was so desperate to the point that she was literally about to die.


  However, that was none of his business. Whether she was desperate or not, everything else apart from the hatchlings had no meaning to Yu Jitae. He stepped on her hands that were grasping at his pants as a sharp shout echoed across.


  “Ahhkkk–!”


  He was about to turn around when the woman shouted again.


  “Wait! Wait! Th, the contest! Right. Only the Grand Prize is guaranteed for an OSMU movie adaptation! I’ll help with that. That girl got a Gold Prize right? I’ll help you with the movie adaptation! I know a lot of people that work there!”


  But this time, the woman proposed a decent offer. A bit of money and authority couldn’t be compared to the power born from connections – the power created over a long time as money, connections and credit built upon each other.


  “Do you still hate it that much? Just having a meal with me?”


  Yu Jitae thought to himself.


  Bom had been very happy when she got the message saying that she would be getting an award. It was extremely rare for her to be that happy.


  If her novel were to be adapted into a movie, how happy would she be…?


  


  Episode 78: Regarding Romantic Feelings (4)


  That day, only Bom and Gyeoul were home for lunch. Yeorum had gone for her training while Kaeul was at a spirit beast cafe with Chirpy.


  “Gyeoul.”


  Inside the quiet house, Bom called the child who had been blankly staring at the tropical fish inside the aquarium of her room. Gyeoul turned around and looked at her.


  “Do you want to eat something?”


  “…Nn. Where’s ahjussi?”


  “Probably off to work.”


  Yu Jitae wasn’t in the dormitory but it was nothing to worry about. Bom was the only one in Unit 301 that knew of Yu Jitae’s connection with the Association, and also knew that he was busy with Association-related tasks. And she also had a vague idea about the ‘Hostility’.


  “…He’s, outside a lot these days.”


  Until then Bom wasn’t concerned in the slightest. She decided not to think about where he was or worry about when he would be coming back. There wasn’t anything in particular that she was seeing from Providence either and she just assumed he was busy.


  “What do you want to eat with unni, Gyeoul?”


  “…Uumm, instant noodles?”


  “Didn’t you have them yesterday?”


  Whenever he wasn’t home, she simply had to play his part.


  That was what Bom was thinking.


  ***


  He had watched a movie where the protagonist was a regressor. The story was about the protagonist returning to the past from the future, rebuilding his future.


  But being an actual regressor, Yu Jitae found it difficult to concentrate on the movie. In the movie, the worldly affairs affected by the protagonist had turned out to be mysteriously advantageous for the protagonist.


  It was as if the protagonist of the movie had entered a world of his dreams instead of returning to the past.


  Real life regressions weren’t like that.


  The ‘flow of time’ was like a continuation of pushing through the starting points of various domino lines. There might only be several dominoes falling in the near future, but those mingled and turned in the distance, leading to thousands of other outcomes.


  Extremely insignificant elements twisting the future and impacting important figures didn’t happen just once or twice. 


  An example would be how the Second Great War had broken out in the 5th iteration after just 2 years of Yu Jitae’s regression point. It had taken 20 years in other iterations but it was dragged forward due to his reckless rampage.


  What was fortunate was that large incidents like the Great War required some inevitable prerequisites. Unless one was trying to intentionally twist the future, the flow of a grandiose incident like that tended to stay in place. 


  However, small things like a ‘daily life’ tended to be damaged all too easily. 


  To protect daily life, he had to clearly separate normal life from abnormal life.


  ‘Daily life’ couldn’t be too different from other people’s lives. A life that is happy and joyous, a life that is sometimes upsetting, sad and painful. It was the life of everyone else.


  And adding a few spoonfuls of joy and happiness in the process was the life he was pursuing in the 7th iteration.


  Daily life had to be normal. Thus, the Regressor did not collect money meaninglessly and did not seek out unnecessary authority. He did not influence the surroundings with things that weren’t necessary.


  He was cautious. 


  The daily life he desired had to be probable in the eyes of normal people, and he had to fit himself into the realms of the normal. If he didn’t do so and gained everything the kids wanted all too easily like a deus ex machina, it would mess up the compensation system in their minds. They would no longer be able to find small bits of joy precious, and that in turn would no longer be a daily life.


  One of the most natural powers within the probabilities of daily life was human connection. A relatively distanced connection that was not too far and not too close. 


  “It’s a beef omakase. Do you like beef?”


  That was why Yu Jitae started having a meal with this orange-haired woman. 


  With 3 meals, he would create a decent connection and the woman would add more joy to Bom’s life. An adaptation into a movie was an exceptional event and since it wasn’t a direct solution he forced, it would fall under the realms of probability.


  Bom would be happy, and she would consider it great.


  “Just so-so.”


  “But this place should be different. It’s quite expensive.”


  Throughout the meal, Carrot Girl stared at Yu Jitae. The promised number of meals was 3.


  As if bewitched by a spell, she observed his expression, face, gesture and paid attention to his voice. She continued writing something down on her notes as if there was a constant flood of ideas.


  “Were you a soldier? Or maybe a criminal?”


  “Soldier.”


  “From which force?”


  Yu Jitae gave a frown and she quickly changed the topic.


  “Ah, that’s my bad. Well, it could be a military secret after all. Have you killed monsters before?”


  “I have.”


  “Have you killed a lot? How was your military life?”


  “I fought a lot, and killed a lot. It’s nothing great. Just the duty of a soldier.”


  After a short silence, she slyly asked.


  “…Then, what about beings other than monsters?”


  It was a cumbersome question and his face turned stiff.


  “What do you think.”


  “…”


  She again wrote something down on her notes.


  Throughout the three encounters, Yu Jitae repeated giving short responses but she returned every time in a visibly brighter mood.


  These people called writers were impossible to understand.


  And in the process, Yu Jitae felt unfamiliar with these types of meals. 


  There was not a sliver of joy or pleasure.


  It was as if he was eating in front of a block of wood. This was what he had been feeling whenever he was with other people until the 6th iteration, but had now become unfamiliar to him. 


  For him, meals had become naturally pleasant times.


  Why was that the case?


  Looking back, he realised it was because all his meals had been with the hatchlings.


  “Here.”


  Towards the end of the third meal, Carrot Girl gave him a business card. [Hinari Pictures. Vice President. Kang Yungoo] It was the business card of a person he did not know.


  “What is this.”


  “Hinari Pictures. Don’t you know? It’s the best horror movie production company in Korea. They have good connections with cinemas as well.”


  “This is the one?”


  “Yes. Two of my movies have been released here. I’ve already talked to them about it and though it’s not certain yet, they will contact you before the end of the awarding ceremony. You can then sign a contract with our company to talk about the OSMU publication rights.”


  Is that so…


  There wasn’t anything certain yet, in other words.


  “You ended my long writer’s block. Thank you. I’ll talk to you again when the movie is confirmed.”


  “Thank you.”


  She seemingly wasn’t expecting a thanks from him, and widened her eyes in surprise.


  “Let’s meet again for the contract. I’ll help you out.”


  ***


  It was night when he arrived at the dormitory. The kids were gathered in the living room, eating fried chicken and chatting to each other. 


  “I’m back.”


  “Ohnng, ahjussi. Hi. Come and have chicken…!”


  Kaeul flapped her arms with chickens dangling on both of her hands as Gyeoul also welcomed him with a wide smile on her face. 


  “Where were you?”


  “Just meeting someone.”


  Yeorum apathetically nodded and bit through a piece of chicken.


  Tomorrow was the awarding ceremony.


  Tomorrow, Bom would be acknowledged by others for the story she had been writing for almost a full year. A party was a must for a happy occasion like this, thus the chicken and coke they were currently having. 


  “Hihi.”


  In the midst of their noisy chatter, Kaeul suddenly opened her mouth with a bright smile.


  “Oh, right right. Ahjussi. Do you know?”


  “What?”


  “Bom-unni prepared her lines for the awarding ceremony, you know? It’s about…!”


  “Kaeul!”


  Kaeul was swinging a piece of paper when Bom, in a fluster, quickly snatched the paper away from her hands. Seeing that, Yeorum, Kaeul and even Gyeoul bursted into laughter.


  “Why. What is it.”


  “Nothing. It’s nothing.”


  He was curious but Bom had no plans of telling him what it was. She seemed to find it funny herself as well, and giggled while hiding the paper. 


  The sound of laughter in Unit 301 continued till late night.


  Even after returning to her room, Bom couldn’t control her joy. There happened to be a person with whom she wanted to share the joy so she called her.


  – Nn. Bom?


  “Hello? Granny.”


  – Aigu. What’s happening? Your voice is very bright. Something good must have happened right?


  “I got a Gold Prize.”


  – Nn? You mean your novel?


  “Yes.”


  – Aigo…! Well done! Very well done!


  Throughout the night until the break of dawn, Bom continued talking to Li Hwa about this and that.


  She wasn’t at all fatigued.


  Was it because she was a dragon? 


  Perhaps so, but she probably wouldn’t have felt tired even if she were a human. 


  That was how happy she was.


  *


  The day broke.


  With only three hours left till the start of the awarding ceremony, Bom arrived alone at the waiting room wearing a beautiful modernised version of a traditional Korean dress. 


  The Horror Institution offered makeup and hair stylising and the awardees were gathered in the waiting room for their makeup.


  “Hello everyone.”


  “Ohh, Miss Broccoli. Welcome!”


  Several writers who were acquainted with Bom welcomed her.


  With bright lights above them, the awardees excitedly chatted while receiving the services of the makeup artists and hair stylists. From talks about their work, to companies and congratulatory comments for each other, the conversation topic naturally moved to that one woman who wasn’t currently inside the room. 


  “By the way, do you know how Carrot Girl is really quiet these days?”


  “That ridiculously annoying person?”


  “Yes. She’s suddenly become a different person. She doesn’t get angry at all and smiles amiably… Like she even greeted me first at the company!”


  “Oh my, wow… Oh right! I also heard something about her.”


  “What is it?”


  “Carrot Girl, I heard that she’s meeting a man these days.”


  “Ehng? She’s been complaining about inspirations so much… Maybe she got inspiration for her romance novels?”


  “Maybe. Why do you think she was constantly peeking her head into horror? It’s because she ran out of ideas for romance and tried to do something by changing genres.”


  “Well. That’s good for both of us I guess.”


  Bom listened to their conversation and nodded when appropriate. As usual, she wasn’t thinking much about it and simply thought, is that so…


  After her makeup, people gasped in admiration around her as Bom smiled embarrassedly and gave a nod. Then, she took out her script for the award acceptance speech from the dimensional storage and read through it, before putting it back in. 


  She completely memorised it already, but wanted to look at it again for some reason.


  “Dear writers, please enter the venue!” shouted one of the staff.


  Bom sat at the very front seat of the audience in preparation for the start of the ceremony. That was when she heard the sound of clicking heels from a distance as Carrot Girl, who had completed her makeup and hair stylising at her own store, nonchalantly sat next to Bom. 


  As people had been talking about behind her back, she appeared to be in a very good mood and her previously sharp countenance was full of comfort. 


  Whether that was the case or not,


  Bom wasn’t concerned about her but Carrot Girl suddenly started a conversation.


  “Hello.”


  Bom turned around.


  “You look really pretty today.”


  “Sorry…?”


  “You look pretty. Even without makeup you looked great but you look really cute with makeup on.”


  “Ahh, thank you. You look great too.”


  “Can I touch your cheeks?”


  Bom shook her head with a smile.


  “Unlucky. You could have made your hair green as well. In that way, there could have been a headline going Carrot vs Broccoli. Look at me. I’m carrot-coloured right?”


  She fluttered her orange-coloured hair and Bom replied with a smile.


  “I’m alright. It’s already an honour to receive a prize.”


  “Hnn. Really?”


  Despite smiling on the outside, Bom wondered why this woman was suddenly acting familiar. Even the other writers next to her were dumbfoundedly stealing glances.


  Did her personality really change that much?


  “How do you feel?”


  “It feels very nerve-wracking, because this is my first time.”


  “That’s good. You know what’s coming up after the ceremony right?”


  “…Yes?”


  “Aren’t you going to thank me? This unni had to use a fair bit of influence.”


  Bom closed her mouth for a bit as she couldn’t understand her words.


  What was happening after the ceremony?


  Despite thinking that, she didn’t forget to put an amicable and kind smile on her face but…


  “I read your manuscript but it looked quite suitable for a movie adaptation as well. You described the atmosphere quite well. This was your first work right? You must be talented.”


  “Movie… adaptation?”


  “Nn? Don’t you know? Didn’t Jitae-ssi tell you about it?”


  “……Jitae-ssi?”


  The smile disappeared from Bom’s face.


  “I guess he didn’t tell you yet. Well, the production company just gave their ‘OK’ sign this morning so that must be why.”


  Carrot Girl who had been lacking romance inspiration.


  Meeting a man these days.


  Yu Jitae who had been busy these days.


  Carrot Girl’s personality changing all of a sudden.


  And… a movie…?


  An ominous feeling reared its head. Like a black rose, when the smile disappeared from her lips, Carrot Girl curiously asked.


  “Why are you frozen stiff like that?”


  “What are you talking about.”


  “‘What are you talking about’…? Where’s your manners? And did you really not hear anything? Well, that’s fine. You can figure out what’s happening from now. Come with me for a bit after the ceremony. We will go meet people from our company and–”


  “No. Say it from the start.”


  Her voice was like a bucket of cold ice.


  While Carrot Girl vacantly blinked her eyes, Bom asked.


  “What did Jitae-ssi do?”
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  “Bom. There is something you must keep in mind.”


  “What is it.”


  “One day, your jealousy might hold you back.”


  Inside the forest, Li Hwa said during her romantic advice to Bom.


  “My jealousy?”


  “Yes. Jealousy. Jealousy blurs a person’s eyes, blocks their ears and clouds their mind. It is the most spiteful power that causes misunderstandings.”


  “Ah…”


  “But do you know what the funny thing is? The thing about jealousy, is that it’s not something I do but it’s things that others do that pulls it out of me.”


  “You mean it’s not something I can control.”


  “Yes… Telling you how dangerous jealousy is will be pointless unless you put it down yourself. But I’m sure you won’t be able to, right?”


  Bom nodded with a bitter smile.


  “Something happened already.”


  “What was it?”


  She explained what had happened with Yeorum and Li Hwa let out a solemn lament.


  “Oh no…”


  “What should I do…”


  “What can you do about jealousy itself? It simply happens because you like someone.”


  Reminiscing in her younger days, Li Hwa added.


  “It is normal to get angry and that is unavoidable nor should it be avoided. But you must listen carefully. Open your eyes wide. Then you can avoid making mistakes.”


  “…”


  “Do you get it? When you’re jealous, you must open your eyes and your ears.”


  Looking at the wrinkled eyes of the old lady, Bom nodded.


  Thanks to that memory, she was able to endure it a little bit more.


  .


  .


  .


  What’s wrong with this kid.


  That was what was on the mind of Carrot Girl.


  When her eyes were drooping low, she appeared gentle. Suiting her pen name, broccoli, she resembled herbivores from animals and especially ones like koalas and deers.


  And yet the same deer was pointing its antlers at her.


  “What are you trying to do right now?”


  “…”


  “What’s with that way of talking to someone who was trying to help behind your back? Do I look easy just because I’m smiling and talking to you?”


  As soon as she finished her words, Carrot Girl felt extremely strange.


  The bloody look on the eyes of the writer, Broccoli, vanished and her eyes returned to the docile look. An appearance so gentle and delicate…


  “Sorry…”


  “Is sorry going to cut it?”


  “I’m seriously sorry. I was just surprised by the word movie…”


  It was bizarre.


  It was really really strange, but as she looked into the eyes of Broccoli, Carrot Girl felt a bizarre inspiration surging up. Quite different from the inspiration she had felt when looking at Yu Jitae, this was closer to romance than horror.


  The sensation she was feeling from the eyes of Broccoli, was the emotions of a royal princess whose country had been taken away from her. 


  Is she jealous yet intentionally hiding it? Thinking that, Carrot Girl looked into her eyes but that didn’t seem to be the case. 


  There had been opportunities for her to be the scenario writer of several dramas and had supervised various actors. If that was acting, she should be a Hollywood actress.


  “…”


  It was perhaps the same principle as how Carrot Girl had felt a strong image of a tyrant when looking at Yu Jitae. Since Yu Jitae, who appeared to be in his 30s, had no way of being a tyrant at a different place, the imagery of the girl in front of her losing her country should also be a mere illusion.


  However, it was enough to feed her inspiration and there was already a book finished inside her head.


  “Hmm. Alright. I’ll let you off this time.”


  “Thank you.”


  “So you were asking what was up between me and Jitae-ssi right?”


  “Yes. And I also wanted to hear what you meant by a movie.”


  Broccoli asked with a calm and questioning voice, as if she was sincerely curious.


  The emotion of a royal princess losing her country…


  Was it jealousy…?


  This refreshing stimulus was exciting the mind of the lunatic writer and so Carrot Girl decided to stimulate the opponent even more.


  “I’ll speak casually since I’m older than you. How do you write when writing a novel?”


  “…I write what’s on my mind.”


  “You must be the same type as me then. I write based on inspiration but my head was blank until recently. Because of that, I was very temperamental but I felt a strong sense of inspiration when seeing Jitae-ssi a few days ago.”


  “Ah…”


  “That’s why I asked him to meet me for a bit. That’s all.”


  “Jitae-ssi doesn’t meet people easily though…”


  “Is that so? Yeah, he didn’t want to see me either at the start.”


  “Then?”


  “I added a condition. That I would help with the movie adaptation of your novel.”


  Her lips twitched before coming to a close and Broccoli calmly nodded with slightly wider eyes. At a glance, she seemed surprised by the great fortune.


  At the same time, her eyes jerked and the moment Carrot Girl saw that, a surge of inspiration hit her mind once again.


  There were two books in her mind now. 


  Was it jealousy? Probably not. Her eyes had twitched for a split second so Carrot Girl disregarded it.


  “So what. Do you have any problems with that?”


  “No.”


  “And what’s your relationship with him? Are you lovers or something?”


  “We’re a family. Distant relatives.”


  Saying that, Broccoli stealthily asked.


  “What did you do together?”


  “What else would we do? We had a meal together, and walked around at night.”


  “Like a date?”


  “Close, I would say? A man and a woman meeting and having a meal together – that’s a date.”


  Broccoli’s eyes convulsed yet again as Carrot Girl got another set of inspiration. Characters, complications, background information and lines – everything popped up in a row.


  This would be enough for three books.


  “But why are you asking that?”


  “It’s nothing… Did you get enough inspiration?”


  “Of course. Your Jitae-ssi is like a painting and it feels good to just look at him. Aggressive, indifferent and somewhat like a tired soldier. But at the same time, he’s hard to understand… It’s my first time feeling like this.”


  “He’s handsome right?”


  “No? There are tons of people that are more handsome than him.”


  In response, Broccoli gently laughed saying, ‘He is though…’ so Carrot Girl returned a light smile and added.


  “But he is sexy.”


  Her smile vanished.


  Was this jealousy? No, she looked surprised and her gentle demeanour was still there, same with her relaxed breath and gaze.


  “Do you like Jitae-ssi by any chance?”


  She did like him as her muse.


  It made her realise that Nietzsche, Rilke and Freud weren’t all competing for one woman’s attention for nothing. A muse created a storm in one’s mind just with their existence alone. 


  She just found it a shame because he was as closed off as a fortress.


  “…To be frank, he was appealing.”


  Broccoli didn’t say anything back. 


  Her eyes simply remained on Carrot Girl for a few seconds after the conversation, with the quivering covering a large portion of the muscles around her eyes.


  “I see…”


  Seeing that gave her the fourth inspiration of the day.


  It was crazy… Is there something special in their blood?


  She wanted to say something more but Bom had already turned both her face and her body around. For some reason, she gave off an aura that made it hard to approach her. 


  With Carrot Girl still feeling regretful, the awarding ceremony began.


  ***


  After all the arranged performances came to an end, several renowned horror novelists gave their speeches and the actual awarding ceremony started after that.


  – We will now announce the winner of the Silver Prize award. A story of both comedy and chills – the story of ghosts seen by an athlete. Ghost of the Field!


  – Writer Evil9. Please come up to the stage!


  The announcer called the pen name of a writer as the awardee climbed the stage and received a plaque alongside a cheque for the prize. Around ten writers received their awards in a row going from the bottom. The camera filmed them one by one and at last, it was Bom’s turn.


  – We will now be announcing the winner of the Gold Prize award. An ardent revenge of a vengeful spirit. A shocking work of twists upon twists – Out of Sin of Daybreak!


  – Writer Hair Colour Broccoli. Please come up to the stage!


  ‘It, it’s coming. It’s coming…!’ Kaeul and Gyeoul slapped Yu Jitae’s arms from the sides. Walking up to the stage, Bom received her plaque, bowed to the people and stood in front of the microphone.


  – Are there black broccolis these days?


  Wahaha. A laughter broke out.


  Wearing a crimson dress amplified her black hair and made it glow as Bom calmly started reading her lines. It was a fairly common award acceptance speech: It is an honour to receive such an important award. Thank you. I worked hard but will continue to try harder and create better novels…


  But Kaeul, listening to the speech, widened her eyes into circles.


  “Huh? What’s wrong with her lines?”


  “Why.”


  “That wasn’t the original script though… Ah, it’s finished already…”


  After saying her lines, she elegantly covered her chest and bowed before the flashing cameras.


  “What was it then?”


  “It was like, about a horror human being in our house, and teasing ahjussi.”


  “Okay.”


  “The way she put it was really funny… Why didn’t she do it?”


  Nnn? In doubt, Kaeul scratched her chin like a monkey.


  Yu Jitae looked into Bom’s eyes. Now that he thought about it, there was something else that was also strange.


  It was that Bom had never looked at him a single time.


  ***


  After the awarding ceremony, Yu Jitae sent the kids back home. There seemed to be an afterparty which only allowed up to one guardian. 


  Looking back, it was strange.


  Has she ever not looked at him before for an extended period of time? Especially when it was something grand like an awarding ceremony?


  Bom was sitting in the banquet hall, drinking champagne with other writers. Bom in her red dress under the yellow spot lights appeared like a painting.


  “Bom. Congratulations.”


  He walked up to her and said that as Bom turned towards him with a smile in response.


  “Thank you.”


  “You did well saying your lines without shaking.”


  “Right. I thought I would get nervous.”


  She was back to normal again however. Was he misunderstanding it then?


  In any case, there was something he had prepared for this happy occasion.


  “Bom.”


  “Yes.”


  “I have a gift for you.”


  This morning.


  Director Kang Yungoo of Hinari Pictures came looking for him in person. Hinari Pictures was the world’s most renowned horror movie production company, known for several megahit movies like Blue Day and Necklace.


  After reading the manuscript, Director Kang Yungoo stated that there was a definite possibility of it being adapted into a good movie. It had already been confirmed by the company thanks to the support of Carrot Girl.


  “What is it?”


  “Ohh. You’re here!”


  Carrot Girl, who happened to be nearby, discovered Yu Jitae and walked up to him with an amiable smile. She then stood next to Yu Jitae in an extremely natural manner.


  “Are you telling her now? What should I do. I accidentally spoiled the fun already!”


  She then blabbered as such, and started saying words that Bom could not understand – words that were shared only between Yu Jitae and Carrot Girl. 


  As Bom indifferently stared at her, she took a paper bag out of her Hermes Birkin bag. It was the contract document with her company.


  The protagonist of today, Carrot Girl, was together with one of the main stars of the day, Broccoli, and thus had naturally gained the eyes of a lot of other writers nearby. 


  Although Yu Jitae was slightly annoyed by the fact that Carrot Girl had told Bom about it already, he nonetheless gave the business card to Bom and Bom gazed down at his hand with an indifferent look on her face.


  “Hinari Pictures. Do you know?”


  “Yes. It’s a famous horror movie production company.”


  “Yeah. She suggested your novel to the company. They went through it a few days ago and the result came out this morning, that they will help with the movie adaptation.”


  After Yu Jitae’s words, Carrot Girl made a ‘V’ with her fingers next to her eyes, while murmuring, ‘I had to use a bit of my powers’.


  “She supported your work but it’s fine to say that it’s something you earned with your own hands, since the company liked your manuscript as well.”


  “…”


  “Here you go. This is my gift.”


  Raising her eyes from his hands, Bom looked into his eyes.


  “…”
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  After slight hesitation,


  With an ever so delicate movement, Bom received the business card as other writers, who had been intently listening from the sides, let out gasps of admiration.


  “Here is the contract. Look through it first and when your manager comes later, you can sign both that and the movie adaptation contract.”


  This time, Carrot Girl chimed in as her elbow brushed past Yu Jitae’s arm. Bom looked at her with a sluggish gaze before taking the paper bag of contracts that was in her hands.


  That was when other writers began opening their mouths.


  “Wow! That is amazing!”


  “It really went well for you…! Congratulations!”


  “Wahh…”


  The surrounding people gave her a round of applause, saying “Congratulations!” and “Wow, it must feel great…!”. Some of them had discontent looks on their faces because that was how big of an opportunity this was. 


  Bom remained silent and simply held the papers in her hands. A veteran novelist, one of the executives of the Horror Institution, shot out of his seat and raised a glass of champagne with a hearty laugh.


  “Haha! This truly is a happy occasion. We were inadequate and could not promise movie adaptations for everyone… but you helped us out like this! Thank you, Miss Carrot Girl.”


  “Try better next year. Shouldn’t people above the Silver Prize all have the OSMU contract at least? It’s true the genre isn’t mainstream but still.”


  She was showing an extremely arrogant attitude that made the entire Institution appear incompetent, but it was tolerable today. It was because the movie adaptation of a novel given the Gold Prize by the Institution could be seen as the result of the Institution’s support. 


  “Haha! We will devote ourselves more. Let us do a toast together in this happy occasion!”


  “Ohh–!”


  “Sounds good!”


  Raising their champagne glasses, the writers stood up from their seats. The very last one to stand was Bom, who slowly stood up with a glass of champagne in her hand.


  “Now! If Miss Broccoli could start us off with the toast statement please?”


  She did not reply.


  “Come on!”


  “Yes. Please give us a share of your luck!”


  People pressed her from the sides. With the glass in her hand, Bom slowly opened her mouth.


  “I will give up on the Gold Prize.”


  A cold bucket of ice was dropped. Someone who was parroting her statement murmured, ‘I will give…’ before immediately shutting their mouth.


  The atmosphere immediately settled.


  Wondering if they were hearing things, people blinked their eyes, but Bom remained headstrong.


  “I will also destroy the manuscript.”


  “P, please wait a second. Miss Broccoli?”


  “Sorry to say this on such a joyous occasion.”


  Saying that, Bom lowered the champagne glass and ripped the contract in front of Carrot Girl’s eyes.


  It was a contract strengthened by magic but was powerlessly ripped before the grip and mana of a dragon. 


  Everyone was shocked. Movie adaptation was like the dream of every novelist so what in the world was she doing?


  More than anyone else, it was Carrot Girl who was the most pissed.


  “Look.”


  Without listening to her words, Bom continued ripping the contract.


  “Oi! Broccoli! Have you gone mad?”


  Her hands became even faster. With trembling hands, Bom ripped the contract and ripped it again, as if trying to grind it into powder.


  After throwing away the shedded contract, she grasped the business card that Yu Jitae gave her but hesitated before ripping it. In the end, she could not rip the business card. 


  Why exactly was she like this?


  Yu Jitae was also dumbfounded and was staying still while Carrot Girl shouted at Bom, thinking that she was being ignored.


  “Ey, ey! What are you even doing?”


  The startled writers near her raised their arms and blocked her body.


  “I’m asking you. What are you doing right now!”


  “I don’t want the movie adaptation,” replied Bom.


  “Then just say that and don’t rip it! You impudent brat. Just with a little award you dare look down on me like this?”


  “And what?”


  “What?”


  “How long do I have to play around with you humans?”


  In an instant, Carrot Girl’s body froze from her words.


  It was bizarre. Not because it was impolite but because her words were sending chills down her spine. 


  Her pupils appeared to be with a vertical split for a moment but blinking her eyes, Carrot Girl realised that it was an illusion. Despite feeling chills, she couldn’t withstand her anger from the rudeness so Carrot Girl yelled out loud.


  “Oi Broccoli. Do you think you can ever succeed in this field after doing this!?”


  Carrot Girl was shouting furiously to the point that veins were popping out of her neck. “P, please calm down!”, “What is happening…!” The onlookers ran up and hurriedly tried to dissuade Carrot Girl.


  There was no point in hearing any longer. Yu Jitae looked into the eyes of Carrot Girl and thought of shutting her mouth with a gag. Immediately afterwards, she turned silent and stiff.


  It was then.


  Bom raised her champagne glass, and moved her feet towards Carrot Girl.


  He was sceptical of what she was trying to do, but still had to stop her.


  “Bom. Calm down. This is something you were happy about.”


  Yu Jitae stood in front of her. And that was when Bom’s expression that had been indifferent no matter which words were being thrown at her, changed for the first time.


  “Are you going to render all your efforts into nothing?”


  “…”


  “Bom–”


  “…”


  The faint change in her expression slowly became all the more apparent. Beads of liquid appeared under her eyes; her eyebrows sagged low and she clenched her lips.


  He felt that he shouldn’t stop Bom here as it would surely affect her happiness. Her eyes were conveying something to him: that she wished him to be on her side. 


  When he stopped his body from the instinctive feeling, Bom walked past him. On top of the face of Carrot Girl, whose arms were being grabbed by other people,


  She poured the champagne.


  Huh huh? People gasped in shock but it was already too late by then. She dumped it so hard that it splashed above Carrot Girl’s head.


  “Ahhkkk! You crazy b*tch—-!”


  The champagne that had been filling the glass wetted Carrot Girl’s face, hair and all her clothes. Her hair that she had carefully tied up was undone, making her look like a vagabond while her thin dress was also drenched. Her managers dashed towards her in fright and quickly covered her with napkins.


  It was chaotic and the writers inside the room couldn’t make anything out of the situation. Why in the world would that gentle-looking Broccoli do this? They were frozen stiff from shock when a low and soft voice resonated across the banquet hall.


  “Sorry for pouring cold water on such a joyous occasion. Please deprive me of every qualification and right. If there is anything I must take responsibility for, please contact me.”


  Lowering her head, she said with a sorrowful voice.


  “…I won’t write a novel, ever again.”


  From her dragon heart beating like crazy left an uncontrollable language of mana. She was pretty much using her [Dragon’s Voice] for this declaration.


  After her words, Bom slowly walked out of the hall, and due to being suppressed by her aura, no-one could go after her.


  Except for Yu Jitae.


  *


  Bom walked fast.


  He chased after her.


  Suddenly, her body rose into the air before vanishing into thin air – it was teleportation. Yu Jitae closed his eyes and tracked her aura. He felt traces of her from the waiting room they had been at, a relatively close place.


  He quickly moved his body. Going through walls, he closed his eyes and enshrouded himself in darkness.


  By the time he reopened his eyes, he was in front of the waiting room but the lights of the corridor couldn’t sense him and remained off.


  Yu Jitae opened the door of the waiting room and walked in. He found Bom sitting on the sofa with her back towards him, under the bright lights of the room.


  He walked towards her.


  “Bom.”


  “……Yes.”


  “What did you just do. Why did you do it.”


  “…”


  “I’m asking you why. Why have you done it.”


  “…”


  Bom was silent for a very long time.


  “I’m not trying to blame you. It’s just that I cannot understand. When was it that you and I decided to write a novel together? It was one year ago. You were working hard on it for close to a year so why did you mess it up with your own hands.”


  “…”


  “Same with the movie adaptation. That was something I prepared in my own way, so what did you not like and what made you do such an unreasonable thing, huh?”


  “…”


  “You could have stayed still and everything would have gone well. And yet you messed it up like this. Answer me. Why exactly did you do it.”


  Her quivering voice oozed out.


  “…A bit of time.”


  “What?”


  “…Please give me a little bit of time.”


  Her body was once again covered in light, in an attempt to teleport somewhere else. 


  However, he couldn’t let her do so since this problem had to be taken care of right here. He grabbed her by the shoulders and dispersed her mana.


  “Yu Bom.”


  When he pulled the child by her shoulders, Bom was forced to turn towards him. 


  Bom gazed up into Yu Jitae’s eyes with an indifferent expression,


  With tears flowing from her apathetic eyes.


  “…”


  Bom was crying. Wearing an extremely familiar expression.


  His head turned blank.


  Several times, he had seen Bom cry in the 7th iteration. Once, she cried from regret and once she cried from heartache.


  But it was different this time. Her eyes indifferently looking at his eyes with flowing tears –


  It coincided with how she cried,


  At the end of the 6th iteration, emptying out words that had filled her heart. It was the result of a lack of communication.


  “What will you do by running away. I still don’t know anything.”


  Both now and back then, there was a definite reason behind her tears. But back then, he did not try to hear and this time, Bom was not trying to say it.


  “Tell me. So that I can listen and understand!”


  His voice became a little louder.


  With tears still travelling down her cheeks, Bom coarsely gasped for breath seemingly both agitated and anxious. But soon, her eyes formed a frown as if she was unable to hold it in any more.


  “…likes you.”


  “What?”


  Swallowing her tears, Bom opened her mouth.


  “…That woman, said she likes ahjussi.”


  Words he had never even imagined, left her mouth.


  “…She said to me, that you had a date.”


  “A date?”


  “…Didn’t you?”


  What did that crazy thing babble about? Swallowing the surge of irritation inside him, Yu Jitae opened his mouth.


  “No.”


  Like a child, Bom continued speaking under her breath.


  “…That woman, calls ahjussi Jitae-ssi… she said you ate together… she likes looking at you… she thinks you’re sexy… she said, ahjussi, ahjussi was appealing…”


  Bom continued whilst swallowing her tears.


  “…I, I hated that so much.”


  She lowered her head in tears.


  Seeing the child cry, he gave her a hug. Her body flinched in shock.


  He did not know what he was supposed to say. However, he did have the wisdom of hugging a child until she could calm herself down again.


  In his arms, she at last bursted into tears and started pouring out her honest thoughts.


  “Actually… I don’t need anything like novels. One year, ten years, a hundred years… it doesn’t matter how much time I spend on it… I don’t feel pain even if others ignore and look down on it…”


  “…”


  “But, why does my heart ache so much when ahjussi has a meal with someone else…?”


  Instead of a reply, he returned a tight hug and quietly hugged her until her tears came to a stop. 


  After roughly 6 hours, only once the veil of night covered them did Bom stop her tears.
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  “Granny.”


  “Yes.”


  Li Hwa prepared a warm tea. It was a Taiwanese tea with a fragrant scent of flowers. 


  The old lady with a bent back had already lost most of her body’s physical abilities. She used telekinesis to make her heart beat and move her body. Despite that, she was always carrying a walking stick in her hand, even though she shouldn’t need it.


  Bom had always been curious about that walking stick.


  “Is it a special cane?”


  “Nn? It was bought for five dollars at a market, so what could be so special about it.”


  “Don’t you not need it?”


  “No? Of course I do. Wouldn’t people give me more seats if I’m carrying this?”


  It was a reason she had never expected so Bom giggled.


  The two of them shared the tea together, sensing its gentle scent and enjoying the refreshing breeze of the forest. Soon, the old lady finished organising her thoughts about the troubles that the young girl had talked about.


  “Girl.”


  “Yes. Granny.”


  “You said you were worried about it, didn’t you? How your emotions become extreme when you get jealous.”


  “Yes… because Yeorum almost got hurt as well.”


  “Let me tell you something.”


  “Yes.”


  “When your fists are about to go out in anger, attack with things that don’t hurt.”


  “Okay…?”


  “Dumping people with water actually soothes your anger quite a bit, you know that? And it often helps you avoid the worst case scenario.”


  “Is that from your experience?”


  “Definitely. My husband did get hit by pillows a lot.”


  Hulhulhul… the old lady laughed followed by the child’s giggle. After wetting her lips with the tea, Li Hwa added. 


  “However… you also need to confront the more fundamental problem.”


  “Yes.”


  “You are very much like an adult than others your age. Perhaps it’s that part of you that is making you suffer even more.”


  “Sorry?”


  “I mean the problem is because you are not honest. You are hiding and suppressing your emotions, so the explosion it causes is even greater.”


  “Mhmm…”


  “To your precious people, it’s better to show more of what you are as is. If you like something or hate something, tell them straight. You need that for a more genuine relationship.”


  “But, I’m not used to expressing my emotions honestly.”


  “Why is that?”


  “That’s what I learned from my mother when I was young.”


  “Hmm.”


  “Besides, if I’m too honest, wouldn’t that make me look like a child…?”


  Li Hwa chuckled in response.


  “Adults don’t worry about that.”


  In response to her words, Bom once again realised how she was a young hatchling. 


  She was right. Acting like an adult thinking that she could control her emotions, Bom had been hiding her true emotions while the conflict was escalating even more.


  Bom blankly etched her advice into her mind.


  “Honest emotions…”


  Even if that would make you appear like a child.


  ***


  Five minutes passed by after hugging Bom. Her shoulders touching his arms were small.


  Her loud heartbeats and her sniffles filled the waiting room.


  He thought to himself that she was different from usual, but he had trouble defining what was actually different. Thus, he started going through the events from the start while consoling the child crying in his arms.


  Her unusually happy self after receiving the invitation message.


  The script of her awarding ceremony she had been preparing with the kids.


  Her sudden anger at Carrot Girl; her facial expression that seemingly wanted him to move aside; her voice that complained like a child about the things that had made her upset and the words she used.


  In all those situations, Bom had been subtly different from her usual self.


  Her normal rhetoric packed with metaphors and analogies was no longer there.


  ‘That woman said she likes ahjussi. I hated that so much…’ Those were the words Bom said. Childish expressions and words had been used and her expression that tended to skilfully hide her emotions was clear.


  Looking back he realised that Bom, who had usually been acting like a mature adult, was relatively childish these days. 


  Was this a part of her acting? 


  The reason he doubted it was because it had originally been extremely difficult to read her inner thoughts.


  In any case, there were two problems.


  Problem 1. The ‘Hatchling of the Green Dragon’ had never acted childish in any of the previous iterations. The green hatchling that had been maintaining composure no matter the situation changing like this was a matter that he could not deal with, due to a lack of data.


  Problem 2. If possible, he would have loved to deny it but at this point he couldn’t even do so. It was such a clear thought that he even felt slightly repulsed by himself. 


  Even the crying child appeared pretty in his eyes.


  *


  It had been 30 minutes since he hugged Bom.


  She was crying for a long time to an incomprehensible degree. Her polymorphed body resembling the physical body of a human could continue changing liquid into tears so long as the owner of the body wished to do so. Therefore, Bom continued shedding tears without taking a single minute of rest. 


  But considering those were tears, it wouldn’t even amount to a handful even if he were to gather all of it.


  When the green dragon cried, her body gave off the scent of a wet forest after a rainfall. It was a smell which he, who disliked the rain, did not like.


  And because of that, his self-hatred continued to rise ever so slightly as time passed.


  The scent he had been hating thus far, was slowly becoming likeable.


  *


  5 hours after he hugged Bom, she finally stopped shedding tears but her hiccups and gasps still remained. 


  Until now, Bom had been standing still and he loosened the arms that had been wrapped around her body.


  She looked up into his eyes. Reddened eyes, flushed cheeks, eyes drenched in tears. After crying her heart out, she seemed slightly exhausted judging from her fatigued expression.


  After calming herself down, Bom asked him the details of the incident and Yu Jitae straightened out the misunderstanding. It was a misunderstanding from the start till the end and the only problem was Carrot Girl having good feelings for Yu Jitae.


  “…Since you understand everything now, I have my share of words to tell you. You need to get scolded a little.”


  “Yes…”


  “Do you know what you did wrong?”


  “…”


  With wet eyes, Bom gave a nod.


  “You were selfish, Bom. Your emotions got the best of you.”


  “…”


  “To be honest, to me it doesn’t matter whether you’re selfish or not. If it was in the past, I probably would have cared even less. I don’t care if Carrot Girl and other people get disadvantaged by it as long as you feel better about it.”


  “…”


  “But one day, wherever it may be, when you are with people you sincerely consider important, the emotional bursts you have been showing so far will break a lot of things. I can tell you for sure, because it’s happened to me before.”


  “…”


  “And you can’t do that.”


  Bom continued nodding her head, but had a somewhat dissatisfied look on her face.


  “What is it. Do you have something to say?”


  She shook her head saying nothing, but her expression remained in a pout as if there was something on her mind. When he repeated the question, Bom opened her mouth with a sigh.


  “I wasn’t selfish before…”


  “What kind of excuse is that. Are you telling me what you did just then wasn’t you acting selfish?”


  “But that’s the truth. I really wasn’t selfish before…”


  Hicc, she collected her breath after a hiccup.


  “When I was young, I gave my younger sister all the toys whenever she wanted them. When I was on my Amusement, I didn’t feel bad even when my whole life was stolen by someone. So I rationally thought to myself that it would be better to help the kidnapper.”


  He wondered if she was blaming it on him.


  “That is weird. Why were you like that.”


  “Because I’m not greedy. I’m not planning to live a long life and there’s nothing I want to do so why would I be selfish? Do you think precious relationships or whatever breaking apart matter to me?”


  “…”


  “And yet why am I like this now? Ahjussi, you…”


  She hesitated as a melancholic light resurfaced on her face. Then, she buried her head into his chest and whispered.


  “…You are making me selfish.”


  Her words flew in like a harpoon. His mind turned dizzy.


  She indeed was blaming it on him, but wasn’t bearing a grudge against him.


  The child was confessing to him.


  Perplexity surged forth. After finishing her words, Bom coughed out before gasping for breath again. Listening to those sounds, Yu Jitae had mixed feelings and at this point, he not only felt self-hatred and even felt disgusted by himself.


  He must have truly gone crazy.


  Now, even the resonance of her breath sounded pretty in his ears.


  *


  It was on the way back to Unit 301.


  Crying herself to exhaustion, Bom used up all her energy and her hair had returned to grass-colour. She was tired and couldn’t even use teleportation since it was an S rank spell.


  Early in the morning, Yu Jitae and Bom arrived at the warp station. It was closed but being a VIP, he was able to use it.


  While the staff on duty turned on the artifact they had turned off in preparation for the long-distance warp, he sat Bom in the VIP lounge of the building after showing his Dungeon Free Pass.


  All sorts of thoughts shook his head, and the emotions he had been denying started wreaking havoc in his mind. Half-lying down on the sofa, Bom used her pink flower-shaped hair band to tie her hair, revealing her white neckline.


  It was the present he bought with Yeorum at Las Vegas. Looking at the child’s hand and her ponytail swinging left and right like the tail of an animal,


  Yu Jitae realised that he couldn’t delay it any longer.


  The Regressor thought to himself.


  In order to not crumble the 7th iteration, he had to clearly discern what his emotions were and a judgement required clear logical evidence for this dialectic situation.


  The Regressor pondered on.


  Human greed could be presented in two different forms.


  One was the mind and the other the body.


  ‘Bom is pretty’ – if his thoughts weren’t romantic feelings and was just his aesthetic preference aligning itself to Bom’s appearance, he had to stop there. 


  However, if he couldn’t help but crave for Bom’s body as well, he would no longer be able to deny that it was a romantic feeling.


  Therefore, he walked up and sat next to Bom who was powerlessly lying down on the sofa. Then, he shoved his head in to smell the scent of the child.


  And that,


  Was how it happened…


  *


  Whether this was the VIP warp lounge, or not.


  Whether the people on duty were here or not,


  None of that mattered at this point.


  “Ahjussi, wait.”


  “…”


  “What if someone comes in…”


  “No-one will.”


  No-one was nearby nor were there any eyes on them. He immediately started the test.


  How about putting lips together.


  No.


  This was not enough to be used as a logical proof. He had to crave her body.


  But he could not damage daily lives in the process so he gave her the keyword, ‘hate’. If Bom ever showed her hatred of the situation, he would immediately end the test without any questions asked.


  “You can’t…”


  However, she did not say it. With his body on top of hers, he brought his face closer towards the child’s face. As the tension was rapidly reaching its explosion point, Bom started tearing up again. 


  Her powerless arms tried to stop his shoulders but she couldn’t.


  “You can’t…”


  As their lips drew closer, tears started forming under her eyes. She couldn’t refuse him but was trying to refuse him.


  It was a situation he couldn’t understand. Unlike himself who still wasn’t sure yet, Bom should have genuine romantic feelings toward himself, so why was she refusing it?


  Yu Jitae did not know what physical relationship meant to Bom. 


  Her hair had returned to grass-colour. If Bom was to be embraced by him now, the thought of the black-haired girl who would later come up and be embraced by Yu Jitae would haunt her from hell as she trembled in fear – there was no way for the Regressor to know that.


  Besides, Bom did not want to tell him that. She thought he would probably never shower her with love if she told him, and thus could not tell him.


  She was stuck between a rock and a hard place.


  “Stay still.”


  Twisting her head and her body, Bom twitched so he pinned the child down by her neck. His hand was large in comparison to the small Bom, so once his hand took a hold of both her neck and her collarbones, Bom could not avoid him at all.


  Was he craving her body?


  He still wasn’t sure yet.


  He brought his hand to the back of the red dress, and lowered the zipper. Her clothes slid down from her shoulderlines, as her white skin that had never entered his sight before slowly revealed itself. Her collarbones – beneath them were curves imitating human breasts being displayed over the underwear.


  Did he want to delve even deeper?


  Even now… he couldn’t be certain.


  A little bit more – he had to go a little more.


  Lowering his hand, he laid it on her stomach. Going even lower, his hand touched her thigh beneath the hems of her dress. ‘Ah…’ Bom faintly moaned.


  That was when the situation turned.


  “Ahjussi.”


  Her grass coloured eyes closed as a drop of tear travelled down her cheek.


  Soon, she faintly opened her eyes, and whispered with a very soft voice.


  “I’m, scared…”


  Hearing her words, he stopped his body.


  As a myriad of thoughts flashed past his head,


  Bom’s lips suddenly closed in and touched his.


  A soft and foreign texture and warmth spread across his lips – Bom had kissed him on his lips.


  In that instant, he felt the world coming to a stop.


  A sense of perplexity exceeding its limits shook his head. His composure was torn apart and shaken to its core, as his mind turned dizzy.


  “…Only this for now.”


  Bringing her lips back, Bom tightly closed her eyes. As another drop of tear travelled down her cheeks, she buried her head into his chest.


  From around his chest, he heard her whispering, ‘Can’t we…?’ for permission. Bom had given up now and it was completely up to him whether they would continue or not. 


  Despite crying and being scared, Bom did not say she hated it but at this point, even he realised that there was something with Bom and that he should not continue hereon. But right when he decided to stop his body, an undeniable evidence finally revealed itself.


  Now that he was trying to stop,


  There was a part of him that found it a shame.


  It felt as if his head had been driven into a bucket of water. Absent-mindedly, he laid his hand on her back and slowly raised the zipper he had lowered.


  The Regressor realised that something had gone terribly wrong.


  He couldn’t deny it any longer.


  The feelings he had for Bom.


  …Those were clear romantic feelings.
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  [1304. Being born in the midst of darkness and being tortured for a long time in a cave, I remember the first sunlight I saw outside. Back then, I cried for a long time. It was a warmth I was feeling for the first time in my life.]


  [1305. So were thy lips.]


  Bom’s hands that were about to close the notes came to a stop.


  Her vacant gaze reached the stars that were at the front of the book. The stars she had been adding as she got to know him better had reached 16 at this point, but she did not need the 17th star.


  Slowly, she started erasing all the stars.


  And she filled the empty place with a new symbol.


  [Ahjussi Observation Diary ♥]


  The 17 symbols she had drawn were gone but there was no hurry.


  She would start again from one.


  The deeper it went, the more symbols there would be.


  


  It was daily life again.


  Going to elementary school hand-in-hand with Gyeoul, preparing time for 3 of them with Chirpy as Kaeul’s guardian, starting a new training schedule as Yeorum’s teacher – he resumed his daily lives with the children.


  Meanwhile, he overlooked the clones, the underground labyrinth and Jung Taebaek’s corpse; went to and from the Association starting the investigation into Anti-Association terrorist groups and prepared for the upcoming Second Night which was right before them.


  Hectic days went past.


  And from time to time, Bom was with him.


  Bom wrote a separate apology letter to the Institution and Carrot Girl, and Carrot Girl who had been rampaging about for a few days suddenly turned quiet. There were rumours that her rampages both in and out of the company had settled after meeting a man for a short time. 


  After somehow managing the situation, Bom really stopped writing novels. She threw away the glasses she always wore when writing novels into the bin.


  It was morning – time for breakfast.


  Yeorum was interfering with Kaeul’s meal next to him, which Gyeoul also joined. “Uahh– go away both of you!” shouted Kaeul.


  During the last few days, Bom had been treating Yu Jitae in the same manner, as if the whole kiss and whatever had never happened in the first place.


  “Why? Is there something to tell me?”


  Bom asked when their eyes met.


  She showed not a sliver of greed, and did not seek any answer or explanation about the sudden change in his attitude. She must have pondered in her own way after the kiss and that attitude must have been the one she decided on.


  Then what attitude was he supposed to have?


  “Who knows.”


  “Hmm…”


  “Just finish your food.”


  “Where are you going?”


  “Outside for a bit.”


  He said that but standing in front of the front entrance, he casually looked back at Bom. The breakfast menu of that day was takoyaki and Bom was chatting with the kids while slowly bringing the spherical takoyaki into her mouth with a toothpick.


  Right before it was about to go into her mouth, she closed her lips and gave a light kiss on the takoyaki. She then licked off the soy sauce and the mayonnaise of the takoyaki that had smudged her lips.


  Her red lips and her small and attentive tongue resembling a cat’s entered his sight. Feeling perplexed, he looked away.


  Bom then stealthily looked at him from the corner of the kitchen with a crafty smile. She quietly giggled to herself before throwing the takoyaki into her mouth.


  It was absurd.


  Bom had teased him for the first time in a long time, but it didn’t put him in a good mood in the slightest.


  In fact, it was extremely painful.


  ***


  There were things he had done to the green hatchling.


  Those were extremely wrong and evil deeds.


  After the 4th world was covered in ashes, in countless iterations that had become hazy in the corner of his memories, the flower had been trampled, torn apart and burnt. Not only once or twice but countless times. The flower bled a tremendous amount of blood and was in pain for an extended period of time.


  Who was it? That had mistreated such a young and small flower?


  It was me.


  Although it was in his hazy memories, it definitely was his own wrongdoing. 


  There was no guilt in the process and there was a reason why he had to do it. He had never done it because he wanted to and he could also come up with excuses if he so desired. But looking back, it was definitely his sin. He admitted the fact that he was evil and had no intention of justifying it.


  Then how could he hold something like romantic feelings?


  All the iterations he had gone through felt futile. He wasn’t a boy in his puberty so why was it that he was having such emotions now?


  It was fine for Bom to have romantic feelings for himself, since Yu Jitae was the first for Bom. 


  However, Yu Jitae should definitely never have any romantic feelings for Bom.


  Bom was just one of the hundreds of green hatchlings in his memories and every one of those hatchlings except for one had met miserable ends. It was true that it all started from an unfortunate event, but it was also true that he had added to their misfortune.


  He imprisoned them, used violence and dissected their bodies. There was no particular reason behind why it had to be the green race. It was only because they had the most vitality.


  And yet he was having romantic feelings for Bom after all that?


  Why?


  To kiss those lips that he had gagged before?


  Or to embrace that small body which he had crushed?


  Was he going to wipe those tears that he made her shed?


  Was he craving those breasts that he had not even spared a glance when he was dissecting her body?


  Did he truly want to share affection with the poor young thing that requested him to kill it instead? Really?


  How disgusting and abominable feeling could this be.


  He had never asked for romantic feelings.


  To him, ‘daily life’ was nothing but a unique leash. He was simply using a tool he had never used before after a research to safely send the kids back home. But now, that leash had begun strangling his own neck.


  His senses irritatedly rose up. 


  It was a type of annoyance, and was a type of guilt. That damned leash began lighting up the road he had trodden. A dirty road covered with blood and organs that he had somehow hidden in the darkness was now being lit on.


  Daily life.


  It was something he thought was the solution he had discovered at last, but this clean and bright thing started affecting him like poison.


  The light was overwhelmingly bright. Only now was he being reminded that the things he had walked past without a second consideration were vomit-inducing sins under the light. 


  Thinking about it caused a corner of his emotions to be polluted in blackness and he felt unbearably disgusted by himself. To the point that he was willing to slice his own neck off, so long as there would be a meaningful result. 


  “…”


  In the Shallows of the Abyss, he adjusted his thoughts all alone. Skimming off his self-hatred, he calmly pondered.


  Not everything was over yet.


  There was one way to solve all the problems.


  Getting rid of his romantic feelings.


  And giving fake love to Bom, until she eventually returns home.


  As long as he could do so, he would be able to distance himself from the sin covering his body and Bom would remain happy. In the end, for Bom it would be the same as her love being betrayed but so what? He had already been living as a human butcher, covered in sinful filth and adding one more hypocrisy would not even be that relevant. 


  But why was it that he was laying such lowly excuses and self-soothing statements for himself unlike his usual self…


  He could not come up with the answer to that question.


  Even now, the first thing that came to his mind when closing his eyes were the grass-coloured eyes curving at him, and her mischievously slanted lips. An abundant smile he had never seen despite meeting her hundreds of times.


  Yu Bom.


  That mad girl was shaking the entirety of the history he had built up.


  …This wouldn’t do.


  One of the abilities of Vintage Clock was one that allowed him to accurately read records of the past iterations. This wasn’t something he could readily ask for since Vintage Clock did not really like this ability but he had no other choice.


  After the end of the 4th iteration until the start of the 5th iteration. He was planning to go through countless iterations that had for some reason become hazy in his memories. And he would remind himself who it was that he was having these romantic feelings for. 


  So open the doors of your workshop.


  [Vintage Clock (EX)]


  However, the surroundings remained quiet.


  With a frown, Yu Jitae looked into the darkness of the abyss. 3 seconds, 5 seconds, 10 seconds. Nothing happened no matter how long he waited and in fact, Vintage Clock wasn’t even properly replying to him.


  He once again used the authority.


  [Vintage Clock (EX)]


  It was futile. The mana he sent returned without any meaningful results and this meant that Vintage Clock was refusing his entry into the workshop.


  Vintage Clock refusing his entry into the workshop was something that was happening for the first time ever, throughout all the iterations.


  “Oi.”


  In the midst of silence, he opened his mouth.


  “Open the doors.”


  The Vintage Clock was silent.


  What was this guy trying to do.


  He withdrew himself into his inner world and approached the Vintage Clock’s authority. Since his status had yet to reach the level of an EX grade authority, there was a limit to what he could see.


  In the middle of the world covered by a deep fog, a white bird was flying in front of a large wall. 


  “Are you gonna open it or not?”


  In response, the white bird flapped its wings in a fluster and repeatedly drove its head into the wall. The fact that it was avoiding communication despite being fine probably meant that it had its circumstances and also seemed to be in the middle of work. 


  But regardless, Yu Jitae shouted, ‘Open the doors!’ towards the world of fog and the white bird was even more startled as it continued bumping its head into the wall.


  In the end, it probably wasn’t going to open it.


  Time passed differently for authorities and humans. He didn’t know how long it would take and he had no time to wait.


  If he didn’t tie a firm knot, his relationship with Bom would rapidly cause the ruin of the 7th iteration.


  Therefore, he had no choice but to barge in.


  [Vintage Clock (EX)]


  Pulling out the entirety of his mana, Yu Jitae knocked on the door of the authority. Although the door was closed, it wasn’t fully locked and he had enough mana to force open the closed door. 


  With him in the centre, the world turned upside down.


  By the time he opened his eyes, Yu Jitae was in a place resembling outer space. The white bird was right next to him, and so was the wall that white bird had been bumping into.


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] is startled!>


  “Why didn’t you open the door.”


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] states that it was going to open the doors very soon!>


  Seemingly in a fluster, White Bird fluttered its wings and flew in circles around Yu Jitae. When he reached his hand out, the bird landed on his hand and repeatedly twirled its wings, as if trying to act cute.


  This guy, what was it trying to do.


  Before asking any further, Yu Jitae observed the wall in front of his eyes.


  This was strange enough already as there had not been such a wall in Vintage Clock’s Workshop before. However, the moment he looked above, Yu Jitae was frozen stiff. 


  Something sparkling in red, shaped like a square – something unknown was gazing down at him from far above.


  Thus, he hurriedly distanced himself by a few hundred metres and looked at it from afar, and realised that it was an enormous mechanical construction reaching thousands of metres in height.


  It was a large and complex machine that looked like a human. The thing Yu Jitae thought was a wall was in fact its leg.


  Yu Jitae’s confusion was due to it being an existence whom even he couldn’t perceive the end of. It had a status far out-shadowing Yu Jitae, who had armed himself to the limit of a human being with authorities and blessings.


  “What is that thing.”


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] states that everything is fine!>


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] informs you that the opponent is not an enemy!>


  Although the Vintage Clock had begun rambling on, it did not help him relax in the slightest. He had never seen such a thing before, ever in his life.


  What in the world is that thing?


  That was when a message with an indescribably immense presence squeezed into his mind.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] gazes down at you.>


  It was like forcing a radish through a coin-sized hole, and felt as if one was forcibly shoving something that could not fit into his mind. It led to a fairly big impact in his mind. Sharp pain making him feel like his brain was about to explode crept in but Yu Jitae focused on the message.


  EX grade authority? Key?


  <It’s a friend of the Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)]!>


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: (´•̥ω•̥`)>


  …A friend?


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] states that it has brought a friend to help you!>
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  Mana is the manifestation of will.


  A will to do something being revealed in an intangible form. According to its use, it was referred to as magic, skills, blessings or abilities.


  A strong will required a strong mana but there was a limit to how much will a human could output. For example, it was difficult to add an unprecedented amount of mana into the act of simply smacking someone on the back of their neck, which was why Yu Jitae’s Knifehand Strike remained as a D-grade skill. 


  Ever since the New Era,


  The tower of mages located in Northern Europe, commonly referred to as the Silicon Valley of magic engineers, ‘Blue Belt’, the centre of magic research discovered something strange during their investigation into skills and magic.


  A stronger will required more mana but there was always a wall blocking the way. And once one was to increase the size of their will and overcome that wall, they discovered that the efficiency of their magic would explosively increase.


  They discovered 6 walls which they decided to measure with grades.


  From the bottom, it was E, D, C, B, A and after the last wall was S grade. Added to that were SS ranked authorities which only sovereigns could access and with several restrictions at that…


  Later, more objects from other worlds flowed in as more dimensional fissures opened and people realised that intellectual beings of other worlds were also using similar types of grading systems. 


  Kikril, Kataran, Kutra, Kotrin… although they used different words, it was just a different way of expressing 6 walls and 7 grades. This proved that the magic research of Earth had reached the foundations of mana and magic to some extent.


  However, there was something strange they also found. Going through the record of a certain Level 5 artifact discovered in a dimensional fissure, they came across a grade higher above the Kulyata (SS) grade.


  The superhuman researchers of the time were shocked. Even the sovereign of Earth, Witch Valentine, couldn’t proceed after placing a foot into the boundaries of SS grade. Back then, the witch had talked of how it was a ‘world too high for me to climb’. 


  So how could there be a grade above SS?


  But despite their repeated research, humans couldn’t even come up with any concrete statements about the SS grade let alone what was above (Because the witch, who was the only one in that grade, was scared of human experiments and ran away). In the end, the rank above SS was left an unsolved mystery.


  Countless magic engineers and mages struggled to hold back their curiosity. 


  SS grade alone had the power to shake the entirety of Earth. The reason why the International Superhuman Association could exist, with its nonsensical principle of not allowing other nations to interfere with their military, was because of one individual – the witch. 


  So what could be the EX grade that exceeded all of those grades?


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] scolds the Authority, [Key (EX)].>


  <[Key (EX)]: WHY…>


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] suggests to hide its unnecessary presence.>


  <[Key (EX)]: NO…>


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] scolds the Authority, [Key (EX)] again to protect the mortal.>


  Kong kong! The white bird constantly drove its head into the leg of the large mechanical human. It was a childish appearance, considering that it was the target of the human race’s long-time curiosity.


  …That had been his thoughts on the matter when seeing Vintage Clock.


  But looking at the large mechanical human in front of him made him change his mind. The guy had a status and presence fitting the size of its authority.


  That was the pinnacle.


  The ones he had been faintly sensing from the distance – those monsters that decided on the standards of the world were all large and great, so it was Vintage Clock who was the size of a small white bird that was the odd one out instead.


  In any case, an authority like that couldn’t affect him physically in any way. He was just feeling fatigued by his mind being suppressed by it.


  Around 10 centimetres behind the white bird’s back, a dimensional gap with a length of dozens of metres appeared as a large weapon left from within. 


  This pair of scissors that had the hour hand and the minute hand of a clock as its blades showed off a presence similar to [Key (EX)] as it slowly revealed its mighty body.


  This large pair of scissors with unmatching blades was the [Connection-severing blades]. It was the tool Vintage Clock used before rewinding the world’s time, to cut off the flow of the world. 


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: ( ́•ω•̀)✂ >


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] threatens the Authority, [Key (EX)], its friend.>


  Soon, the hour hand and the minute hand of the scissors flew up and headed to a certain part of the mechanical construct. 


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: ( ́•ω•)✂ 　　　　 ╰ひ╯>


  <[Key (EX)]: OH.>


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: ( ́•ω•)✂ 　 　  ╰ひ╯>


  <[Key (EX)]: OHHH…>


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: ( ́•ω•)✂     ╰ひ╯>


  <[Key (EX)]: NO.>


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: ( ́•ω•)✂ ╰ひ╯>


  <[Key (EX)]: STOP>
<[Key (EX)]: OK>
<[Key (EX)]: OK…>


  Soon, the large presence of the authority vanished as a pair of yellow eyes appeared in front of Yu Jitae.


  Its body was hazy under the veil of darkness.


  It was a black cat.


  *


  From what Yu Jitae knew, EX-grade authorities each had one role and one ability. 


  Vintage Clock’s role was to make sure dimensional records of various worlds like the Earth did not stop. And its ability was controlling the flow of time in specific dimensions, with several restrictions in place. 


  In other words, it could be seen that the time of this enormous dimension was being rewound by Vintage Clock alone, and that proved how godly an EX grade authority’s power was. 


  Then what was the ability of [Key (EX)]?


  “What are you.”


  [I am. Key. One who opens doors.]


  The will of the black cat was conveyed straight into his mind.


  “Why did you come here?”


  [Vintage Clock. Requested. Open the basement doors.]


  The jet-black cat swung its tail.


  Fitting its name, it seemed to be a tool that opened things. He was curious what this basement was, when white bird opened its wings out wide. 


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] clarifies that the [Basement] is the name of the new [room] created inside Vintage Clock’s Workshop!>


  He did know what the new room was.


  Back when he felt the authentic feeling of life once each from Bom, Yeorum, Kaeul and Gyeoul, Vintage Clock had mentioned the opened possibility of new growth, and called it a [room].


  But now wasn’t the time for him to concern himself with that.


  “Vintage Clock. You may open the doors of the basement later. Please take me to the top floor of the workshop.”


  The white bird blinked its eyes.


  “I must open the records of the dissection experiments of the hatchlings past the 4th iteration. Don’t know why but my memories are hazy and I cannot remember them.”


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]:?>


  “Why do you pretend to be clueless. Do you not know my circumstances yourself? There has been a big problem in the 7th iteration and my relationship with the hatchlings is crossing the line. I have never asked for such a process.”


  His memories of mistreating the green hatchling. For some reason, it wasn’t a memory he defined as an iteration and was therefore very hazy, like a scene of a drama from a few years ago. 


  Thus, he was planning to remind himself of the plain atrocities he had committed and drop the affection he was feeling for Bom.


  This was a very very important task.


  Because otherwise, it might crumble the extensive zealous efforts of the Regressor in just one blow.


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] states that the guest cannot stay for long, and requests to go to the basement first.>


  The Vintage Clock then fluttered its wings and flew beneath. 


  It was not going to listen to him at all.


  [Follow. To Basement]


  When the black cat also started following the white bird, Yu Jitae looked at them going further away and had no choice but to move his body. Although discontent, he still followed them.


  In fact he was also curious.


  There was a life he had lived through. Though it might have been a wrong direction, the objective of his life had always been power. He wanted to become stronger.


  After the 5th iteration, repeating at least hundreds of iterations, he became stronger and after becoming stronger than the strongest existences of Earth – BM, Chaliovan, the witch and Oscar Brzenk, he began hunting sovereigns of nearby dimensions. 


  There, Yu Jitae hunted [Demon Archduke, Baal], [Black Dragon, Lugiathan], [Monarch of the Highest Heavens, Gaum], [Immortal, Shin], [Destroyer of World Tree, Yutahn] etc. By killing all the sovereigns near him, he absorbed their powers. 


  And at last, his power reached the limit of a mortal. 


  Even after that, he repeated dozens of lives, throwing his body into whatever possibility that could allow him to become stronger, but Vintage Clock had denied any possibility of growth in him. And yet in the 7th iteration, it was suddenly stating that there was a new possibility of growth.


  He was doubtful since it didn’t coalign with what it said before, but he was nonetheless curious. 


  What was waiting for him under this place?


  If he were to become even stronger from here, what would he become?



  *


  There is no reference point in space and there is therefore no direction.


  Despite that, after following Vintage Clock and Key, Yu Jitae realised that he was at a place low enough to be called the ‘basement’. There was a familiar door there – it was a spitting image of Unit 301’s door.


  Although it felt a little strange, shortly after, he remembered that ‘authorities’ existing in conceptual appearances tended to show up in a structure familiar to its target. 


  The original Vintage Clock wasn’t actually a white bird. It did not have an actual body.


  In any case, this door too was something he had never seen in the workshop. He quietly stood there as the will of the key flowed into his mind.


  [Unlocked. May open. The door.]


  “Let me ask one thing before I go in.”


  [Rejected]


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: ( ́•ω•)✂ ╰ひ╯>


  The black cat sneaked a glance at the bird before slowly raising its body and walking towards him.


  [Question. What is it.]


  “To you authorities, the word ‘existence’ means the same as mortals. Is that right.”


  [Right. With conscience. Living in Providence. All disappear one day. Organics that die.]


  “Then can the thing inside make me live forever?”


  [That. Cannot.]


  Yu Jitae had made an assumption, that him becoming stronger than this would make him into something other than an existence. He presumed that he might become a part of the authorities overlooking the world like Vintage Clock, but that seemed to have been a wrong assumption. 


  “Got it.”


  Saying that, Yu Jitae pushed open the doors of the Vintage Clock’s Basement. Inside he found 11 pillars resembling obelisks placed in an arc with 5 of those pillars lit up. 


  In the centre of the fan-shaped array of pillars was an altar and above it was a mysteriously formed solid resembling both a rock and a metal buoyantly floating in mid-air. 


  It looked like a rock crafted by men – there was a regular pattern, as if there were multiple staircases attached to it. At the same time, like a crystal of a metal or mineral it appeared. 


  What is that.


  He wanted to ask but both Vintage Clock and Key were tilting their heads in front of the obelisks, and it seemed that these authorities also had no idea.


  That was when an illusion appeared in his mind.


  Inside the illusion,


  Yu Jitae was opening the door, walking into Unit 301.


  A very small child with sapphire eyes and sapphire hair started tottering her way towards him with a worried look on her face. She was Gyeoul before shedding her skin.


  He raised her up with an extremely natural movement. Gyeoul pulled down his clothes around the chest and confirmed the necklace woven with her hair and scales before glancing at him.


  Then, she moved her tiny lips to ask.


  – …Did somessing, happen?


  Yu Jitae stayed silent, and baby Gyeoul asked again with a slightly more worried look on her face.


  – …Un? Somessing?


  Only then did he reply.


  – No. Nothing happened.


  He then said with a genuine smile.


  – What about you.


  That was the end of the illusion.


  “…”


  By the time he came to himself, he was back inside Vintage Clock’s basement.


  That illusion.


  It was when he returned to the dormitory after fighting Noah in the masquerade. After wasting several months fighting Noah in his dream, he had been mentally fatigued and for the first time, he felt that fatigue melt away after returning to the dormitory.


  Wearing a frown, Yu Jitae glanced nearby. There were four lit up obelisk pillars apart from this one.


  He laid his hand back on the white obelisk and looked at the recollection with Gyeoul. He wondered why this memory would be here and pondered before coming to a realisation.


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: ( ́?ω?`)???>


  [Curious. What is it]


  In the 7th iteration,


  It was the first time he felt genuinely happy.
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  “Curious what this is?”


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: ( ́?ω?`)??????>


  [Speak. Curious.]


  Yu Jitae stared at the bird and the cat.


  These guys had no idea what this was. He already assumed that they couldn’t see it but their reactions made him all the more certain.


  He gestured to the bird. Vintage Clock flew, drawing a refined curve behind its flight and sat on his hand, as he whispered into its ears.


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: ( ́OωO`)!?>


  The white bird nodded its head.


  [What.]


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] asks for your permission.>


  Yu Jitae shook his head in response.


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] states that it cannot tell you!>


  [What. Tell me. Too]


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] refuses to do so.>
<The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] clarifies that it is a secret between the two of them.>


  [Why. You not tell. Me.]


  The black cat showed its white fangs as its yellow eyes turned a level sharper.


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] asks of the size of the curiosity.>


  [Curious. Very.]


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] bragfully demands for a more desperate request.>


  [Please. Desperate. Tell me. Curious.]


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] refuses to do so!>
<[Vintage Clock (EX)]: (๑>ꇴ<๑) Lol>


  [Kill.]


  The white bird started running away into the distance. Letting out a growl, the black cat dashed out and chased the white bird for tens of metres in circles. While narrowly escaping from the claws and teeth of the cat, the white bird swung its wings and teased the cat. It resembled Bom in the sense that it had another being on the top of its hand.


  Meanwhile, he thought to himself that they looked like mischievous kids. Authorities that surpassed the human world seemingly didn’t need fake faces or unnecessary dignity.


  There was also something new he understood. Perhaps the thing called honest joy only occurred from childish acts like this.


  Joy has a common aspect with childishness…


  However, he didn’t have the time to quietly watch kids play around. While the two of them were in the middle of a fight, Yu Jitae glanced through the obelisks located in front of him. 


  The two playing next to him were genuinely solemn beings who decided on the world’s standards. And yet Vintage Clock and Key did not know what these obelisks were.


  That was the core clue.


  Authorities in charge of the management of the world’s Providence were in contact with several truths. His experience told him that things those authorities weren’t aware of could be classified into two categories.


  1. Works of another authority.


  2. Something instigated from outside the Horizon of Providence – works of the Non-providential World.


  Vintage Clock was the type to have a seizure whenever things were influenced by the Non-providential world and it was also fairly displeased when ‘basement’, which it had no idea of, suddenly appeared. 


  What did Vintage Clock say back then?


  – The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] feels slightly displeased by the uncertain element nonexistent inside Providence.


  – ‘So what if you’re displeased’.


  – ‘Go do something if you have the time’.


  – [Vintage Clock (EX)]: (´•̥ω•̥`)]


  …Right. That was what happened.


  However, the fact that it wasn’t necessarily displeased after its identity was revealed meant that this was not something instigated by the Non-providential World. 


  Thus, it was safe to assume that these obelisks were caused by a different EX grade authority outside of the two of them. With that in mind, Yu Jitae called the two of them that were still fighting and asked them.


  “How many authorities are there that regulate the world’s system like you, and what are they.”


  [Impudent.]


  The cat revealed its claws alongside its displeasure.


  [How dare. Outside your right. Mortal. Cannot say.]


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] states that there are 7 authorities in total!>


  [Stop. You crazy. Stupid clock.]


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: (๑>ꇴ<๑) Lol>
<[Vintage Clock (EX)]: (๑>ꇴ<๑) Lolol>


  “Can I ask what those 7 are?”


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] states that apart from [Vintage Clock (EX)] and [Key (EX)]…>


  [Stop! Shut it. Stop!]


  It seemed that this time, they could not answer the question no matter what. In fright, the black cat grabbed onto the white bird with its four legs, bit its head and rapidly scratched with its claws.


  <[Vintage Clock (EX): (´ᗒωᗕ`)!!>


  [Can never. Say it. Give up. Your curiosity.]


  Yu Jitae tried to persuade them a bit more but Key (EX) was dead stubborn. He wanted to tell the Key what the obelisks were in return for the answer to that question but that too was refused. 


  Listening to these seemingly mischievous and childish responses despite his own destiny being on the line slightly drained him of energy. 


  “I see…”


  In any case, the two of them noisily bickering with each other had nothing to do with him.


  By earning daily life, he had changed. Admitting the fact that certain elements could touch his emotions, he decided to have a brief look over the other obelisks.


  He felt it the moment he looked at them.


  The second obelisk gave the illusion of the time he had been dancing with Yeorum. Although he didn’t show it on the outside, it seemed that he was also quite enjoying it at the time. This was therefore [Pleasure] or [Enjoyment].


  The third obelisk was an overlapping repetition of the time he had spent with Kaeul. In the 7th iteration, the person he was thinking about the most was Kaeul, and the person he was the most concerned about was also Kaeul. This would therefore be [Thought], or [Worries] or [Concern].


  Seeing the fourth obelisk brought him to the first time he saw Bom. He couldn’t tell what this was, because his emotions back then were quite muddled and complex.


  Lastly in the fifth obelisk was an unexpected person. The short Chinese girl who fumbled for words – memories of Ling Ling wanting to apologise for her guardian’s wrongdoing as well as her guardian, Lyun, treating her like a small prostitute appeared in his mind. Looking back, Yu Jitae realised that it was the first time he got angry for a private matter, and this was therefore [Anger].


  Every one of them made him guess that each was the starting point of those emotions. 


  Then what were the 6 remaining obelisks with no lights on?


  One of them was slightly flashing, as if it was about to be lit on. He touched it as an illusion of Bom’s face appeared right in front of his eyes, as well as her lips.


  This seemed to be [Affection].


  He thought to himself.


  Humanity defined human emotions as joy, anger, sorrow and pleasure or with 7 emotions, namely joy, anger, sorrow, pleasure, affection, contempt and greed.


  What if it was a continuation of that with 11 emotions? Things like greed and sorrow were turned off and he had no idea what the rest of the four obelisks could be.


  “…”


  It suddenly appeared very meaningless.


  The biggest problem was that there was no way that he would feel the likes of sorrow or depression.


  Why?


  It’s because he was always depressed.


  There were a lot of things to be sad about in the times passed, but he couldn’t specify the last time he felt sad or depressed let alone remember it. From a certain point in time, depression attached itself to his life without ever letting go. 


  It was the same even when living together with the hatchlings. There were times he felt happy and times where he enjoyed himself, but those were simply momentary feelings. He endlessly wished for the 7th iteration that he achieved with extreme difficulty to not crumble and had never at all considered the entire process comfortable.


  Although it might be a happy daily life for the kids of the 7th iteration, this was simply another test for him after more than a thousand fails. 


  If it went south, that would eventually lead to the start of the 8th iteration. All the connection he zealously built with the kids and the world he protected would leave him behind all alone and vanish…


  He didn’t know what principles these obelisks used when regulating his emotions but if these did not find his current emotion to be sorrowful, it meant that he would never feel sorrow in his entire life.


  Because he was already depressed.


  Pushing those futile thoughts behind, Yu Jitae turned around and spoke to the white bird.


  “Done. We have seen everything there is to see. Take me to the top floor.”


  In that instant, the white bird turned stiff.


  And was silent.


  He gave a frown, thinking what was wrong with this guy this whole time.


  “What’s wrong. Take me there. Do you not hear me?”


  White Bird was silent and simply looked back into Yu Jitae’s eyes.


  “Oi.


  “Why aren’t you saying anything.


  “I’m asking you to take me there. Am I not?”


  White Bird did not move or say anything.


  “Are you refusing to do so? Why? Are you not attached to my memories? You should also clearly know the reason behind my request.”


  The silence went on. The black cat who was next to them stealthily buried itself into darkness and vanished, leaving only Yu Jitae and Vintage Clock inside the dark workshop.


  “If you know the situation, then how can you ever refuse my request? Answer me. Or do I have to persuade you now? Or threaten you?”


  It was still silent.


  He felt extremely irritated.


  Right… it was strange that it wasn’t trying to open the doors. And it was also strange that it took him to the basement when he was trying to go to the top floor. 


  “Who is the one that forcefully regressed me. Isn’t it you, Vintage Clock? I have never in my entire life chosen to live in such a stupid way. I’m but a mortal chosen by you to complete your goal as your substitute. Am I wrong?”


  Even now, it was silent.


  Lowering his back, Yu Jitae grabbed the white bird that was on the ground. Without running away from his touch, the bird was obediently raised by him.


  With the bird in front of his face, Yu Jitae continued.


  “The world regressing with my death is because the Earth you’re trying to protect inevitably meets the Apocalypse if I die. I’m nothing but a scapegoat. Can you deny that?


  “So how could you possibly refuse me here. Huh?”


  His voice slowly became louder.


  In fact, he didn’t resent the bird that much. The times he had cursed and hated Vintage Clock were all in the past and it was just that he couldn’t understand Vintage Clock’s decision as well as its silence. 


  “Why is it that I must be anxious in front of the opportunity that I’ve barely found. Why is it that the 7th iteration is so unstable? Isn’t it all because you couldn’t deal with the Non-providential problems?


  “You couldn’t foresee that damned Hostility and you’re still clueless because of your powerlessness. You said Hostility cannot directly impact reality that much? What kind of irresponsible attitude is that? …What if.”


  The worst case scenario he could imagine appeared in his mind.


  He had a past he could never erase.


  What if.


  “If the memories of the kids get connected to the previous iterations, how are you going to handle it…”


  The Regressor’s eyes turned bloody.


  From time to time, he felt it. The more value he placed in it and the more precious he found it, the more worried and anxious he became. The world turning brighter made his shadow all the more darker.


  He hadn’t been planning to hide such a past until now. He was simply silent about it because there was no reason to tell them. 


  However, as he slowly started retrieving the lost daily life, he noticed his own thoughts changing.


  He had to hide his past. It was a must.


  “It’s not nonsense either. Don’t you know yourself. Ha Saetbyul received memories of the 2nd iteration.


  “If memories get sent in fragments, it might be better off for the others. There were more times I spent worrying and working for the Gold Dragon, and I had less contact with Red and Blue. Imprisonment alone might not even be that detrimental.


  “But what about the Green Dragon. Don’t you know what I did to that young thing to know more of that damned Origin Fragment? The higher the connection between me and her, the steeper the fall will be when it all falls apart.


  “The past is already out of my hands. It’s pointless to regret and there is nothing I can do.


  “A regressor? A regressor? Am I not also one of the fools that can’t do anything about the past?


  “Say something. Why am I like this? Who made me into this. Who made me into a sinner!”


  Like a howling beast, he shouted.


  “There’s nothing I can do other than change whatever I can, and yet you’re refusing even that? How far are you going to drive me into the gutters till you’re content. Vintage Clock—!”


  His shout echoed across the basement, but was in vain in front of the broad outer space of the workshop. 


  His hand holding the white bird clenched along with his scream. However, Vintage Clock was still silent and the gaze of the bird and its black eyes were the only things coming back to him.


  Soon, after his irritation and rage settled.


  “Let me say it for the final time. Open the top floor.”


  He continued with a calm and lowered voice.


  “Before I resent you again.”


  At last,


  Only then did the Vintage Clock start showing its will.


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] refuses to listen to your request.>
<The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] has something to tell you.>
<The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] uses up all the spare authority it had been building up for a long time for this moment.>


  In that instant, a large sense of presence started emanating out of the white bird’s body. It was an overpowering pressure that he couldn’t dare hold with his hand and was the same status that he felt from the encounter with Key (EX).


  A presence that shakes the outer space,


  One that overwhelms even the transcendent who has reached the limits of an existence.


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] looks into the prohibited world of [Definite Providence]. And alerts you of the inevitable future revealed within.>


  Soon after that, Yu Jitae heard something he had never heard before.


  The true voice of Vintage Clock.


  [You will. Definitely. Become happy.]
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  The clear timbre of Vintage Clock he was hearing for the first time failed to ring his heart.


  “Who asked such a thing?”


  Becoming happy meant nothing.


  Did that mean he could let everything go and become happy? Probably not because there was no fixed shape of happiness. One still had to move desperately and finally grasp it towards the end of the journey and that was why the revelation that he would be happy was meaningless. At least that was what he thought. 


  He wasn’t curious about his future. He simply wanted to be guided to the top floor with the door opened before him.


  “Or do you not have ears to listen to what I’m telling you to do? Do I just have to listen to you ramble on and on?”


  Affection isn’t something given or received.


  It appeared by itself and deepened by itself.


  It was the same with love. He had never wished for this pointless emotion but woefully by the time he realised it, it had appeared out of nowhere and had deepened by itself.


  He had to go back.


  “If you truly think and wish for me for even the size of a flea then stop blabbering nonsense and take me to the top floor. Now!”


  His affection for Bom was like lighting up the most dangerous fuse and their relationship would definitely deepen the more attention and love he gave. If he could go through the atrocities he had committed and remove his romantic feelings for Bom, that should at least let him avoid the worst case scenario.


  Vintage Clock however completely countered the Regressor’s thoughts head-on.


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] expels you from the [Vintage Clock’s Workshop].>


  His eyes turned into circles enough for his eyeballs to pop out.


  “You are expelling me? You? Expelling me?”


  Before long, an intense and irresistible wave of power flooded his body and pushed it back.


  “Why.”


  The force pushing him back intensified. Yu Jitae clenched his teeth and stood his ground as veins shot out of his skin from chin all the way up to his cheeks. He could not leave just like this.


  “Are you trying to stop me from misfortune now that I’ve laid hands on daily life?”


  The force was pushing not his physical body but his soul itself. However, it was physically revealed in this conceptual world as a storm of wind and pushed him back while the world dissipated into a fog. 


  “Do you wish for me to escape my hideous past? Bury that and become happy? Is that truly what you wish for?”


  It was the same process as the end of iterations; where the world would crumble and leave him behind. Yu Jitae stood firm. Grasping at the darkness of the dissipating workshop, he stabilised his body.


  “What kind of hypocrisy is that, huh?”


  Despite his words, Vintage Clock appeared resolute.


  From afar, the large pair of scissors – [Connection-severing blades] overwhelmed Yu Jitae with its sheer force. A tempest of pressure struck his body like the pellets of a shotgun bullet and pushed his body back.


  The concept became blades that ripped his clothes apart and carved several wounds on his body.


  With chattering teeth, he screamed.


  “How can you do this to me. Who’s the one that drove me into the gutters. You—”


  His feelings for Bom –


  It made him feel the guilt he had been denying, forced him to hide the past he had no plans of avoiding, uneasily shook the upcoming future,


  And made him hate once again,


  The Vintage Clock whom he thought forgiveness and hatred no longer mattered, and even his own destiny.


  The white bird disappeared into the distance.


  “How can you dare do this to me—!!”


  Yu Jitae screamed and shouted.


  In the end, he was chased out of the Vintage Clock’s Workshop.


  No message was sent by Vintage Clock ever since.


  *


  Three days went by.


  Even when the 4th, 5th and the 6th iterations came to an end, even when Hostility affected Ha Saetbyul and Wei Yan, Yu Jitae’s mind had never been shaken so much. Stupidly enough, only after learning how to smile again did he learn once again the displeasure caused by the shattering of that smile. 


  His mind was all over the place and he had no time to objectively view his own actions and words. Whether he was in the right mind or not, time passed. He was still a member of the daily life, a guardian of the kids, a life stabiliser of the dead child and a prophet of the Association. There were a lot of things that had to be done.


  He observed Gyeoul at her school, started training Yeorum and Kaeul again and focused on life at Unit 301 regardless of the awkward distance with Bom. His usual mental calmness was no longer there. He was anxious, and discontent and sometimes, random thoughts popped up in his mind.


  If Bom were to remember the past iterations, what should he do?


  Habit was scary. The first method that came to his mind were the things he had done in the previous iterations. A different way to put it was that he was spending just over 2 years with the kids in the 7th iteration, while he had spent dozens of years imprisoning the kids. Therefore, he was still more used to that kind of method.


  If things went south, he might even unknowingly lock her up.


  “Ahjussi. Have some of the whipped cream as well.”


  “Uh? Ah…”


  That was why he couldn’t stare at her eyes for a long time when they were at the cafe together. 


  Today, Bom ordered a caramel macchiato with whipped cream for him and to Yu Jitae, who still only knew how to slurp a drink with a straw, she gently scooped some cream and brought it to his mouth.


  “I’ll eat it.”


  “You say that but you don’t eat it…”


  “I will.”


  “But it’s more fun for me to feed you.”


  “It’s alright. Give it to me.”


  He reached his hand out. With the straw in hand Bom narrowly avoided his hand and soon, his hand had nowhere to go and had to go back down. 


  Bom was teasing him. The smile on her face proved it, and so did her pointless evasion. Therefore, he shook his hand as usual. In a situation like this, he would say, ‘Give my straw back,’ and add ‘Whatever. Don’t need it,’ if she continued pulling a prank. It might be somewhat strange but he had no time to worry about that.


  He did what came to mind. Was it natural? It probably was considering the faint smile that was on her lips.


  Going back home and acting his part in daily life, he suddenly realised that their dinner was a lot louder than usual.


  “Uaahh, this is too salty and sourr…!”


  “Which one? The kimchi?”


  “Nn! I don’t like it…!”


  “Stop eating you monkey. You said it was strange a while ago so why the heck are you still eating it?”


  “But! They gave this with the meat so we have to eat them together right…!”


  “Ehew.”


  “But why did they put so much vinegar on kimchi? It’s weird! Hehe…”


  No, it was just Kaeul that was more bustling with noise than usual. Now that he thought about it, she was like that recently. Maybe there was something she was happy about.


  But in comparison to the noisy Kaeul, Gyeoul was a lot quieter than usual.


  “Gyeoul. How are you eating this?”


  “…Just.”


  “You just eat it? Uhh, that’s incredible. You’re so small so how are you so good at eating things like this!?”


  “…”


  He asked, ‘Should I wash it for you,’ and Kaeul frantically shook her hands.


  “Who washes kimchi before eating it…! Right, Gyeoul?”


  “…”


  Gyeoul sneaked a glance at his face and turned towards Bom before giving a nod.


  *


  It was night time. When Yu Jitae walked into the living room, Yeorum casually walked up and wrapped her arm around his. 


  “What.”


  “Let’s have a chat for a bit.”


  “Huh?”


  “Come here.”


  She was stubborn. Yeorum pulled him along so he followed her onto the terrace. With a cigarette in her mouth, she frowned.


  “What’s wrong? Did something happen?”


  “What do you mean.”


  “Did something happen between the two of you.”


  Two of you?


  “Yu Bom and you. You’re both acting strange. How many days has it been already? Why are you scaring others?”


  Her words shook a corner of his mind. Whenever he doubted his attitude and found it questionable, he tended to look at Bom but she had been treating him all the same. 


  Was there something wrong there?


  “Nothing happened.”


  “Are you seriously saying that right now?”


  “Yeah.”


  —-


  Breathing out a gush of smoke, Yeorum scattered her hair that was reaching below her shoulders and suddenly screamed.


  “Stop saying freaking nonsense!”


  His expression didn’t change but he was inwardly quite surprised. It was because he couldn’t understand the suddenness of her outburst as well as the outburst itself. 


  “What’s wrong. Calm down.”


  “What calm down. Calm down what? Don’t you know Yu Kaeul and Yu Gyeoul are scared as heck ‘cuz of you guys?”


  “…What?”


  “That food-loving pig isn’t finishing her meal these days and doesn’t even freaking eat anything sweet. And Yu Gyeoul? That noisy little brat constantly looks at you and is too scared to make a damn sound. How many days has it been already! Why are you like that if nothing’s happened?”


  “…”


  “Same as Yu Bom. Why is she suddenly like a stringless puppet and blank like someone who got smacked on their head everyday?”


  Seemingly upset, Yeorum continued sucking through her cigarette. It seemed that her temper wasn’t going to die down anytime soon and she placed another cigarette in her mouth.


  “Did something happen between you guys?”


  “…”


  “There is. There must be. Fuc*. You’ve already done that huh.”


  What was this about.


  “I knew from a while back that Yu Bom liked you.”


  “…What?”


  “The other kids don’t know but I do. So what is it. Be honest. What did you guys do? Sex?”


  “No. No. Calm down. Nothing happened.”


  “If nothing happened, then why the f*ck are you like that? Say something! You’re usually not like this. You’ve been acting all gentle so what are you doing right now?”


  She appeared as if she was ready to come punch him on the face. His mind that had already been shaken was easily shaken again.


  For starters, his goal was to calm her down.


  “Calm down. I must have been tired. You know how I’ve been busy these days.”


  “…”


  Hearing his words, the cigarette dropped from her mouth. 


  The ember dropped from the dark sky onto the ground. As if she was staring at something bizarre, Yeorum was staring at him with a strange look on her face.


  “What now.”


  “You’re seriously weird right now, you know that…?”


  Her words caused something to drop inside him as he asked with a dazed voice.


  “…What?”


  “Are you acting like a normal person, just because you’ve been with us like a normal person?”


  “What are you on about.”


  “How can you be tired? How can there be such an insincere excuse…”


  
— It was a mistake. A wrong word.


  He was trying to use a word fitting daily life and had unknowingly spouted a word that didn’t suit him. 


  “Seriously, what is wrong with you…”


  Seemingly scared, Yeorum took a step back. Yu Jitae tried to carefully and sincerely choose the words to say but her next words made his mind blank.


  “…You’re now scaring me even.”


  Her red eyes gazed deeper into his eyes than usual.


  He lowered his eyes.


  A thought intensified – a thought that something had started going wrong.


  This was an element he couldn’t do anything about. Human emotions which he had earned after a long time was the problem. It was causing him to be so unstable.


  At the same time, a different impulse intensely rose up.


  What about distancing himself from them before these kids got more scared and got repulsed by him?


  Or perhaps for the whole remainder of their time?


  Even from a distance, he could protect them and guard them. The kids had now formed a small society of their own and they could help each other out when necessary. Even without him Unit 301 would be fine and that would also be a natural way of distancing himself from Bom.


  There had to be no hazards to kids but the biggest hazard right now was himself.


  Thus, he simply had to distance himself. Quite a rational judgement was it not.


  “Can you say something?”


  “Sorry. Wasn’t trying to surprise you.”


  “What?”


  “Let me go somewhere for a few days.”


  Saying that, Yu Jitae turned around.


  He wanted to escape this place. He wasn’t a human suitable for a place like this. It was the same thought he had as the day when he had gathered the kids. A hideous rock in a colourful field of flowers – that was him.


  “Where are you going!”


  Without replying to her question, Yu Jitae opened the terrace and walked back into the living room. Yeorum could not stop him but this time, someone else did. 


  It was Kaeul.


  “Where are you going…?”


  He had blocked the sound after going to the terrace, so why was she here.


  “I’ll go somewhere for a bit.”


  Moving aside, he tried to walk past her but she also moved to the side and blocked him. She had a very withdrawn look on her face and her eyes were quivering.


  “Why are you in front of me.”


  “Where are you going?”


  “Just stay here. I’ll be back soon.”


  He moved to the left but Kaeul once again blocked him and did the same even when he moved again to the right.


  “What’s wrong. Let me go past.”


  “Uh, uh… Please don’t go.”


  “Why. I’m just going somewhere for a bit.”


  “J, just don’t go. Let’s have a chat today…!”


  He couldn’t understand. Why was she stopping him? Now that the situation was well beyond his comprehension, his mind was more in a rush and he wanted to leave this place as soon as possible.


  Yu Jitae grabbed the child by her shoulders.


  “Let’s do it at night. Okay?”


  Kaeul, who was mumbling for words, soon closed her eyes. He released his hands but that was when she suddenly grabbed him by his wrist. 


  It should be fine to be strict at this point.


  “Yu Kaeul.”


  However, he couldn’t say anything else. 


  It was because Kaeul was staring at him with a gaze different from before. Her eyes were no longer quivering and there was a strong vigour in her eyes.


  “Don’t go.”


  The voice leaving her lips was calm and low.


  “I can’t stay like this any more. Have a conversation if there is a problem with someone right? That’s what you taught me.”


  A gaze full of vigour.


  He remembered the words he told her.


  When she wanted to hurt someone or had to convey her sincere thoughts, Yu Jitae said it was fine for her to immerse herself in BY.


  “So have a conversation with us.”


  Despite that, his confused mind still pushed his feet forward but Kaeul pushed her arms out straight and stopped him by the chest as if pushing a wall.


  She then softly tried to pacify him.


  “Please…”


  And his feet finally came to a stop.


  


  Episode 80: Discussion Topic: Our Ahjussi (2)


  “C, come here…”


  Kaeul grabbed him by the wrist and pulled him into her room. Yu Jitae obediently followed her like a sinner tied by a rope.


  There were a lot of plushies in her room, and there were a lot more plastic bags, cartoons and devices rolling on the floor since the last time he saw her room.


  She pulled him and sat him down on the bed.


  “Stay here, ahjussi. Okay?”


  “…”


  “Nn? Okay…?”


  Yu Jitae nodded his head. Even then, Kaeul wasn’t at ease and looked at him with anxious eyes before starting to grab a cake ribbon that was on the floor next to her. 


  “When I, unn… was like, going around causing trouble, so, when I was very young… my mum tied me with something like this…”


  She tied his wrists together. It seemed that she didn’t know how to tie a ribbon properly. She randomly wrapped it around several times and connected it to one of the pillars of the bed. 


  “Ahjussi, you’re like my mum, so what my mum did should work… What am I even saying.”


  Her face soon turned gloomy.


  “Uaah… It’s like I’m locking you up. Sorry! I didn’t want to do this…! But you can’t go somewhere else now. Okay?”


  “…”


  “Please say something… Nn? Nn?”


  “Kaeul.”


  “Yes?”


  He was saying something because she asked him to but Kaeul flinched a little.


  “Why did you stop me.”


  “Sorry?”


  “I told you there was somewhere I had to go for a bit. Why did you stop me.”


  “…”


  Kaeul hesitated before opening her mouth.


  “I felt like you were going to go somewhere far…”


  Recently, throughout the time she spent with him, playing around and having a meal together, she couldn’t help but feel that.


  “You are not going anywhere? Right?”


  “Yeah…”


  “Stay here for a bit. I will talk to unnis. You know, this place might be a bit dirty… Uun… but it should be fine. Because I live here fine…”


  “Alright.”


  She was still uneasy, and threw several glances back at him on the way outside. 


  Yu Jitae looked at his own wrists with hazy eyes.


  Him saying he would stay here was nothing but a word of formality and even now, the impulse that he should immediately leave this place was filling his mind.


  The ribbon was so loose that even a child would be able to break free and something like this couldn’t stop him in the slightest.


  He simply had to rip it and leave.


  So why was it that he couldn’t readily do so? It felt as if this fragile and feeble string was the last rope connecting himself to Unit 301. 


  It could be very easily ripped apart and the decision was completely up to him. The same was with the relationship between Unit 301 and Yu Jitae. He was the guardian – because he was above the kids, the relationship was that of a one-sided dependency and it would crumble the moment he wobbled. 


  But what was broken wouldn’t stick back. 


  And even if it did, the trace of the snap would remain forever. 


  “…”


  However, shouldn’t he still tear it apart?


  Not because Bom was a problem. She had never been the problem. The problem was his feelings for Bom and the life he had lived through. The past was not something he could change, and would stay that way forever.


  …Vacantly, he continued thinking for a while, 


  But soon, he added power into his hands. 


  *


  “If ahjussi wants to, we should let him go.”


  Bom’s words caused Yeorum to wear a deep frown while Kaeul widened her eyes in shock.


  “U, unni! What are you talking about?!”


  “Oi. Have you gone crazy?”


  The two of them said at the same time but Bom’s hazy gaze wasn’t on them.


  “Why?”


  “What ‘why’ you b*tch. What kind of f*cked up question is that?”


  “Is there a reason he shouldn’t be able to leave?”


  “What?”


  But her next words shut Yeorum’s mouth.


  They can’t let him go.


  They can’t but… Yeorum couldn’t think of a reason to support her claim. Bom then added more words to her confused mind.


  “Maybe we are too used to receiving everything from him?”


  Yeorum twitched her eyes.


  “We’ve been getting everything from him ever since we came here. Ahjussi is a person too and there will be things he wants. If he wants something, I don’t think we should stop him.”


  “…”


  “B, but…! No!” shouted Kaeul.


  “Why, Kaeul?”


  “He can’t just leave like this! How do we know when he will come back? He said he will be back soon, but I can’t trust that!”


  “Then when should he come back by?”


  “Nn…?”


  “We can negotiate on the time with him. One year?”


  “No?”


  “Then? Half a year?”


  Kaeul shook her head in fright.


  “N, no… Half a year is still too long.”


  “Then what about three months?”


  “No! It’s weird. Why do we have to negotiate on something like this!?”


  In response, Bom gave a faint smile.


  “You’re right.”


  Bom suddenly changed her attitude. Finding her voice and her smile odd, doubt appeared on the faces of both Yeorum and Kaeul as Bom opened her mouth with a sigh.


  “I thought about it, but it might be a little better if I leave.”


  “What? Why!?”


  “Because I might be the problem.”


  “Stop saying nonsense unni…! What’s gotten into you now?!” Kaeul sorrowfully shouted.


  “Do you know something?” Meanwhile Yeorum, who knew of the relationship between Bom and Yu Jitae, asked for something more fundamental but Bom shook her head in response.


  “I don’t…”


  It was true. Bom was quite fast at reading the atmosphere and realised that there was a part of Yu Jitae that wanted her. But she couldn’t understand why he would try to create a distance despite those emotions.


  However, her instincts told her that there must be a reason. Like herself who couldn’t go all the way despite loving him.


  The three of them soon turned quiet.


  The baby chicken was mindlessly blinking its eyes in Kaeul’s arms, not knowing what was going on. Kaeul hugged the chicken a little harder and said with a sunken voice.


  “He needs to take responsibility…”


  “What?”


  “That’s what ahjussi said. A guardian should protect and be responsible for happiness. Ahjussi brought us in, right? So he should take responsibility. Leaving now is too irresponsible…”


  “Even if he’s only leaving for 3 months?” Bom asked.


  “…”


  Kaeul hesitated. Inside her confused mind was only black and white and anything gray in between them only made her more displeased. So the only words that left her mouth were her honest thoughts.


  “No. I just don’t want him to go…”


  Yeorum heaved a deep sigh. 


  Kaeul was right. There was no logical reason why he shouldn’t be able to leave – it was just that they didn’t want him to leave. 


  Kaeul threw a glance before talking to Bom.


  “You look more weird to me, Bom-unni.”


  “…”


  “Like, I’ve been thinking you were weird for a long time. Whenever we are talking about ahjussi, you pretend you are not a dragon or something. What kind of dragon thinks and speaks like you?” Kaeul added.


  The expression vanished from Bom’s face.


  “Then, what am I?” she asked.


  “I don’t know… but, what’s weird is weird. Unni you always think based around ahjussi, as if you might even give him your dragon heart if he wanted it. Don’t you think about your own wishes?”


  Her words struck deep into Bom’s heart.


  “I have my wishes too…”


  Bom said with a slightly melancholic voice.


  “What wish?”


  She had a lot.


  Bom wanted Yu Jitae to love only her.


  Bom wanted Yu Jitae to be a better person.


  Bom wanted Yu Jitae to be happy.


  And Bom wanted to understand Yu Jitae.


  However, he was bound by something and didn’t reply no matter how much she asked what was binding him. Those things were grabbing his ankles like shackles and were stopping him from going forward. Bom thought about all those before slowly realising what it was that she truly wished for. 


  Not being able to become a human. Not being able to become happy and refusing to be understood. And withdrawing from the affection that finally bloomed within all those.


  Something was restricting him from all those.


  Thus, all her wishes led to one conclusion.


  “Ahjussi becoming free…”


  If she herself was a part of those shackles, it was right for her to leave.


  Bom added those words but Yeorum simply couldn’t understand her.


  “Shut your trap. Yu Bom.”


  “I’m being honest.”


  “Just stop it. For real. I feel like smacking you right now…”


  Yeorum had to suppress her anger because of Bom’s disjointed way of thinking. And because Bom understood why Yeorum was upset, she couldn’t retort in any way.


  That was how the three of them were.


  There was one who treasured their guardian so much that they had to let him go, as well as those that treasured their guardian so much that they couldn’t let him go. 


  They were all treasuring their guardian in their own way and there was no clear solution.


  “We can’t even come to a conclusion so how are we even going to talk to him…” Kaeul said with a melancholic voice.


  In front of the complex array of emotions so complex and difficult, Gyeoul silently stood up. Until now, she couldn’t follow the conversation because it was too complicated for her. 


  With a blank gaze, Gyeoul glanced at her unnis. She couldn’t understand why they were having such conversations in the first place. She thought to herself that this discussion itself was wrong.


  Thinking that, the blue-haired child turned around. She then headed straight towards Kaeul’s room, ignoring the one that called her name from behind. 


  ***


  A slight sense of resistance was felt by his wrists as he was about to rip the string.


  The door was pushed open and Gyeoul walked into the room. She closed the door and stood completely still facing him, so he had to stop his body as well.


  “…”


  “…”


  The two of them didn’t say anything;


  Gyeoul looked at him with extreme caution in her eyes, and with an even more cautious movement, she moved her feet.


  He stayed still.


  Taking another step forward, Gyeoul approached him like a baby walking to a lion for the first time. At last when she was next to him, Gyeoul reached her arms forward.


  Was she asking for a hug?


  There was a strong feeling that he shouldn’t get too close to her, and so he gave an excuse.


  “As you can see, my hands are tied up.”


  Seemingly convinced, Gyeoul gave a nod. She carefully resumed walking towards him, and placed her hands on his lap before floating her body. 


  He unknowingly pulled in his large and thick thighs together and belatedly realised that it had become a habit. Because he had to stick his legs together for Gyeoul to be more comfortable on his lap.


  But this time, she didn’t sit on his lap and she sat next to him on the bed.


  “…”


  Without saying anything, she looked at him.


  Only after sitting side-by-side did she start understanding what the mission given to her was about.


  – My dear daughter.


  It was when Gyeoul was still very small and young.


  When she was around 80 days old.


  She went sledding with him with just the two of them, and had instant noodles that he cooked for her for the first time. She heard the long-awaited ‘Here you go’ from him and went to sleep at night grasping onto his finger.


  That night, the young and small blue dragon had heard the voices of her forefather. 


  – From now, you need to protect your precious ones with your own hands.


  The grandpa said.


  There will come a long night so prepare for it. Realise what is precious to you and ponder on how to protect it.


  – It will be very dark. With nothing visible, someone would inevitably fall. Merely standing up with those injured legs will be difficult and they therefore might not even be able to stand up properly.


  Inside the swarming tempest, there were a lot of words Gyeoul couldn’t understand.


  – When that time comes, my child, do whatever you can.


  But she vowed to etch the words of her forefather into her brain, and contemplated endlessly on what it was that she had to do.


  – And protect what you must.


  This time, it was her turn to do something.


  The likes of a paper string was tying Yu Jitae up like a sinner and Gyeoul just couldn’t understand that. In her mind, he wasn’t a bad person. And it didn’t matter even if he was a bad person because she herself didn’t think of him as a bad person. 


  However, if there was some kind of darkness permeating around him that made him consider himself a bad person, she wanted to get rid of the darkness with her own hands.


  Slowly raising her body, Gyeoul stood on Kaeul’s bed and walked towards his back.


  His usually wide back appeared small today.


  – Protect.


  Following the clear mission inside her head, Gyeoul opened her mouth.


  “…Can you, not go?”


  He closed his eyes and stayed silent.


  “…I will be happy, if you don’t go.”


  He was still silent so Gyeoul added more words. Soon, Yu Jitae unknowingly let out an excuse.


  “I think I must go.”


  “…”


  “There’s a reason I have to go. I won’t go that far and if it’s me, I can look at you and protect you from a distance.”


  “…Nnnn.”


  Gyeoul stubbornly shook her head. ‘…You can’t.’ Her soft voice touching his ears gave rise to a myriad of thoughts.


  “…I will ask questions. Only reply.”


  “…”


  “…With one word, okay?”


  Yu Jitae decided to drop all the complex thoughts and agreed to follow Gyeoul’s pace.


  “Okay.”


  “…If I’m sad, how will you feel?”


  All sorts of words, complex thoughts and situations could have been used for the reply, but he followed Gyeoul’s request and gave a simple response.


  “Wouldn’t feel good.”


  It was then.


  Gyeoul wrapped her arms around his neck from behind. It was always him that was hugging her, so this time, she wanted to be the one hugging him instead.


  When the body of the small child touched his back, Yu Jitae quietly remained still until she continued.


  “…Then, don’t go.”


  He couldn’t move. The feeble arms wrapped around his neck gripped tighter. Gyeoul’s lips, forehead and cheeks were all warming up the back of his neck and he couldn’t move.


  “…If you go, I will be sad.”


  Her voice; and her breath,


  They touched his ears and his heart as the murky darkness slowly dissipated and brightened. The fundamental thought popped up in his mind.


  “…A lot.”


  To achieve their happiness, he had seeked for their safety and individuality. Helping with that and walking down the journey together, the time he had spent with them was way too much.


  “……A lot.”


  The relationship they had built in the present was too deep,


  For them to distance because of the past.


  *


  Sometimes, it was the simplest of solutions that solved the most complex of emotional knots. Millions of people who had cursed each other and shed blood under different ideologies – like how the large wall that separated them came crumbling down immediately (sofort) without delay (unverzüglich) from a simple mistake of a representative.


  But at the base of that was the people who had wished for harmony with innocent hearts.


  Innocence sometimes had the power greater than anything else on earth. And when innocence conveyed through Gyeoul’s voice reached his ears,


  The complex knot of emotions started loosening itself.


  


  Episode 80: Discussion Topic: Our Ahjussi (3)


  Gyeoul did not want him to leave. Him leaving meant Gyeoul’s misfortune and for her happiness, he had to stay here.


  Should he honestly tell them everything and ask for their forgiveness? He had thought such a thing for a split second but in the end, he didn’t think these kids would be able to handle a shock that big. 


  For example, Kaeul was a child who found it hard to send off a baby chicken who had been with her for a bit more than a year, and asked for advice everyday. She was a very young and fragile child who had yet to experience the world. 


  The other kids were the same.


  Hostility was an uncertain element and even the godly EX authorities were powerless. Since he had lived all his life forming plans, an uncertain element trying to interfere with his plans made him morbidly look for a better plan, and that was where the problem laid.


  In any case, it wasn’t certain that the kids would retrieve their memories of the past iterations.


  He decided to put himself in the shoes of countless other people living daily lives – people who didn’t know what tomorrow had in plan for them. Among those people, there surely would be a lot of them living with big problems like himself, who still had the power to smile today.


  Putting it that way, Yu Jitae realised something new.


  Since he had always called it the 7th iteration, thinking of the whole thing as the ‘present’, he was unable to think that a certain time frame within the 7th iteration would also become the ‘past’.


  ‘…Then, don’t go.’


  The child who had stopped her own heart at the end of the 6th iteration,


  ‘…If you go, I will be sad.’


  Was now saying she would be sad if he left her.


  Both Yu Jitae and Gyeoul were the same people, so what was it that was now different?


  – …More, please.


  Gyeoul, who pushed her bowl forward asking for more noodles.


  – How should I help you?


  Himself helping Gyeoul who had lost her bottle of gummies.


  – Doesn’t that already make me a good person then?


  – …Nn?


  – I play with you already.


  – …A lot… Someone that plays with me a lot.


  The conversation he had with her as she ached in pain in the cold and dark place.


  They had all changed.


  Even apart from those, Gyeoul and Yu Jitae had spent countless moments in the 7th iteration that differed from the 6th iteration, and looking back, those had also become a part of the past embroidering the path they had trodden.


  All the upcoming future will again become a part of the past and remain forever in the child’s head. Realising that, he started thinking that an unnecessary worry should never ruin the present. 


  Mysteriously, something changed the moment he changed his own thoughts.


  Yu Jitae gazed down at the string binding his wrists.


  Until then, it had felt like the last string supporting him and Unit 301 together. But now, it looked like something that shook his emotions, making him come to such a childish decision; like a shackle formed from the past.


  Rip–


  He snapped the string.


  The string that he originally had to embrace his mind as if he were breaking the universe, was broken all too easily.


  He stood up on the spot as Gyeoul’s arms loosened around his neck. 


  The child was small and was still smaller than him despite standing on the bed. Bending his back, he brought his arm behind her knees as she sat on his arm.


  It was an extremely natural and familiar gesture.


  Her faith originating from the past told her that this arm would never drop her, and made her enjoy the close distance.


  “…You won’t go?”


  “Yeah.”


  Gyeoul nodded with a bright smile.


  Looking for words to say, he was blankly gazing at her face when the child suddenly reached her hand out and laid it on top of his head. She then started running her fingers through the coarse strands of his hair.


  “What are you doing,” he asked.


  “…You look like, a kind tiger.”


  Her response made him dumbfounded.


  “…And also, one more.”


  “Yeah?”


  “…If you are like that again, tell me.”


  He gave a faint smile.


  Something like this would never occur again.


  Quietly lending his ear to the sound of the child rustling her fingers through his hair soothed his mind. The words he was supposed to say naturally left his mouth.


  “Sorry.”


  He apologised,


  “…Okay.”


  And the child forgave him.


  There were 3 left to go.


  ***


  When everyone was there, he gave a light apology.


  He admitted that he was being overly sensitive recently and told them that he would take a rest today to settle his mood. It was such a simple sentence and yet it made the children visibly more relaxed. 


  The most heated response was Yeorum swearing out loud and angrily leaving the dormitory. 


  Only after seeing that did he realise how much he himself had shaken Unit 301. Overly worrying about something that hadn’t even occurred yet, he was close to ruining the daily life that he had built up with difficulty.


  He was literally about to be doomed.


  “An apology?”


  It was obvious where Yeorum would go. He went up to the roof and found her smoking a cigarette there.


  “Far out, you guys freaking…”


  Remembering something similar that had happened quite recently at the same spot, Yeorum opened her mouth.


  “Is sorry going to cut it?”


  “Then, how do you want me to apologise.”


  “Kneel.”


  Yu Jitae quietly kneeled down. For a split second, he wondered if he should do it or not, but he was truly feeling sorry so it wasn’t like he couldn’t do it.


  However, Yeorum’s expression turned funny after seeing that.


  “Huhh…?”


  With her mouth full of smoke, she walked towards him and pushed forward her foot wearing slippers. 


  “Kiss my foot.”


  “…”


  “Are you not gonna do it?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Why?”


  “It stinks.”


  “Nonsense. How can a dragon’s foot stink?”


  “Your socks did.”


  She frowned.


  “Anyways, you don’t wanna do it?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Hmm… right? It’s weird to obediently kiss the foot when told to do so right?”


  Yu Jitae didn’t know whether he was supposed to reply to her question or not.


  “No. Whatever.”


  Letting out another mouthful of smoke, Yeorum looked directly into his eyes.


  “Anyways, don’t make others feel miserable again.”


  “Alright.”


  “I’m not joking. Tell me straight. Looking at you doing crap by yourself from the side sucked my blood dry. It felt disgusting.”


  He wasn’t even in the right state of mind to care for himself, so he had no idea what Yeorum would have been feeling back then. 


  “Do you know what actually makes me feel like shi*? I can’t do anything. If you drop everything and suddenly leave, what can I even do? Should I grab onto your pants and cry? Let you touch my titties? Are you gonna stay then? No right? You always do whatever the f*ck you want to, don’t you?”


  “…”


  “What can I do then? Nothing. I feel freaking powerless. Why do you make me feel that way?”


  “I’m sorry.”


  “Fu*k you…”


  Once again, she started taking in and out breaths of smoke. She then suddenly asked.


  “So did you do it?”


  “What?”


  “Did you have sex with Yu Bom.”


  It was an extremely abrupt question and he was dumbfounded.


  Yu Jitae didn’t even want to reply but realised that he couldn’t not say anything in a situation like this. It was a situation where he had to say something back.


  “No.”


  “Sex.”


  “…”


  After a stupid QnA time, she seemed to be in a slightly better mood.


  “Ah~ Where did my ashtray go off to.”


  Standing right in front of him, Yeorum twitched the cigarette that was half its original size. Yu Jitae looked at the cigarette before standing up from the ground. He then snatched it from the child’s hand.


  “Huh, uh? What are you…”


  Soon, Yeorum widened her eyes.


  He placed the cigarette in his mouth and sucked in the smoke. Very deeply – so much so that one breath of his made the cigarette close to burning out. The following exhale of smoke that left his mouth was therefore extremely dense. 


  “What…”


  He intentionally turned off the blessing related to the body’s detoxification system, but it was a weaker cigarette than he thought and wasn’t much. Yu Jitae was about to throw the cigarette butt, but soon turned the fire off with his fingers and took it so that he could throw it into the bin later. 


  “Do you smoke?”


  For some reason, her expression was slightly brighter than before.


  “In the past.”


  There were now 2 to go.


  *


  “You really need to get scolded, ahjussi!”


  Kaeul shouted.


  “Why did you do that? And surprise me? Hnn? Unn?”


  “…”


  “I was really really surprised. Nn? Do you know? Do you know what I’m saying?”


  “Yeah.”


  “No you don’t! You don’t know anything!”


  When Yu Jitae took a submissive attitude, all her feelings seemingly exploded and Kaeul angrily shouted.


  “How can you suddenly do that! Huh? Do you know what it feels to have your precious friend suddenly trying to leave you behind and disappear? The person left behind feels like being thrown away you know! Were you trying to throw me away? Really? Like, reallyyy?!”


  Her words poked through his memories.


  How could he not know? The world had left him behind and disappeared six times. 


  “…Sorry.”


  “Is sorry going to cut it?!”


  “I’ll buy you something delicious. Apparently the bakery store next to the commercial district has a new menu.”


  “I don’t need that!”


  “Apparently it’s a strawberry inside a chocolate brownie.”


  “I don’t need that either–”


  “I’ll also get you some macarons and ice cream.”


  “I’m fine! Do you think I’m like, a fool or something, that only loves food?”


  She then started preaching again. It wasn’t going to end any time soon, so he gave her something he had obtained with much difficulty.


  “Right. I’m sorry. First, take this and calm down.”


  “What! Ehng? Bakery coupon? Like seriously! What do you take me for!!”


  “It’s for you. It’s the premium ticket of Lair Hotel’s bakery store.”


  “Like I said, how many times do I have to say it. Seriously! Stop trying to gloss over it with things like this. I, I…”


  Kaeul slurred the end of her sentence as her eyes rested on the ticket. 


  Was it tempting her? He thought this was the opportunity to push forward.


  “They have a new chocolate pie apparently.”


  It was a store that was always mentioned whenever there was a debate over the best bakery of Lair. It was the best patisserie with VIP entry only, fully booked for the next 6 months. 


  “…”


  Would she take it? He wanted this to help her relax a bit more so he pushed his hand forward. 


  However, Kaeul stopped his hands with her palms.


  “Why aren’t you listening to me…”


  Her voice caused a small ripple in his mind.


  “I don’t need it… I don’t need something like this… so don’t go. Nn?”


  Yu Jitae realised that he needed a more fundamental apology. Facing Kaeul, who had her eyes looking at the ground, he replied. 


  “Yeah. Sorry. I promise I won’t.”


  “Make a vow then.”


  “How?”


  “With your place of birth, name and your father’s name.” 


  “Is that like the vow of the dragons, or something?”


  “It’s not. Like, it’s not like a spell that forces you either. Don’t even know how to do those things. But please just, promise me. Otherwise, how can I be at ease, and believe you won’t throw me away…?”


  With a melancholic expression, she slurred her words.


  He had broken the credit they had built up already, so he now had to diligently build it up again. Breaking the silence, Yu Jitae opened his mouth.


  “I, Yu Jitae, born of Songpa, Seoul.”


  At that moment, Kaeul widened her eyes, but it took some time for him to remember the name.


  “The son of Yu Junghwan, hereby vow on the name of Yu household that…”


  Yu Jitae knew of the vowing etiquette of nearby dimensions, but did not know what he was supposed to promise about. ‘What should I say,’ he whispered and Kaeul whispered back, ‘Uh, uhh, that you won’t suddenly explode out?’


  “…that I won’t explode.”


  Following the etiquette of the vowing ceremony, he lowered his head when Kaeul shouted.


  “What is that…! It’s a mess!”


  “Why. That’s what you told me to do.”


  “That’s not how you do it in our world okay? Also, you are not a bomb so why would you explode? Even if I say something random, you need to, nn? Tie the knot so that it makes sense!”


  “Instead of tie, how about a chocolate pie?”


  “Ahhnng! Annnng! Again, again! You’re treating me like a pig……!”


  Kaeul glared at him before closing her mouth. In any case, he did make a vow. She said with a voice so soft that it resembled the breeze of a pinwheel.


  “But, you did promise… no breaking promises. Okay?”


  She asked carefully.


  “Okay.”


  “Then, promise me that you won’t break it.”


  Kaeul said with her pinky out. 


  Wouldn’t this be promising on a vow? He thought but still wrapped his pinky around her pinky, but that was when she showed another pinky finger.


  “Promise me you won’t break the promise.”


  Only after promising on the promise of the vow, did Kaeul take the ticket.


  “And lastly, there is something you really need to know.”


  “What is it.”


  “I’m not a pigg—-!”


  Alright.


  There was now one left to go.


  


  Episode 81: Hobo Hair – Zone


  Early in the morning, under the warm sunlight.


  Yu Jitae and Bom walked into a quiet park inside the residential district. Bom tended to stay indoors a lot but there was no suitable place inside the house where they could have a serious conversation with just the two of them, so he intentionally brought her outside.


  Bom was wearing a gray pair of pants and a tight white t-shirt and black sandals. It was the same plain outfit.


  “Ahjussi.”


  Chagak, chagak…


  Walking down the gravel path of the park with Yu Jitae, Bom opened her mouth.


  “Yeah.”


  “Why do human males like the word ‘oppa’?”


  “Who knows. Why.”


  “At school, some of the old Korean people and seniors wanted to be called ‘oppa’, by female juniors.”


  “…”


  “Why would they do that?”


  “Who knows. I would assume it’s because it would make them feel respected as seniors.”


  “‘Ahjussi’ is also a respectful title for seniors but they don’t like it right?”


  “To be honest, I’m not too sure.”


  “Then do you like being called ‘oppa’ as well?”


  “I don’t really care.”


  “Did you care about it in the past?”


  “Can’t remember.”


  Bom gave a nod.


  Once the cloud stopped blocking the sun, her grass-coloured hair reflected the sunlight like a small leaf. Bom was blankly and slowly walking forward without saying anything. Thinking that it was about time to apologise, he opened his mouth.


  “Bom.”


  But that was when she cut his words off.


  “When it’s just the two of us.”


  “Yeah.”


  “Can I call you oppa?”


  He looked at her face.


  It was the same expression as always, as if the question she was asking wasn’t that important.


  Oppa.


  It was an unfamiliar title. Excluding Yeorum who sometimes jokingly called him that, there was probably no-one in the 7th iteration who called him oppa. But whether it be ahjussi, grandpa or oppa, such titles did not necessarily make him feel anything.


  “Do whatever you want.”


  “Okay, oppa.”


  With the same indifferent look on her face, she pondered about something before opening her mouth.


  “You called me to apologise, didn’t you.”


  “Yeah.”


  “Did this happen because of me, by any chance?”


  There was no issue with Bom. The issue was in his past and in his emotions.


  “No.”


  “Really?”


  “Yeah. It’s something personal.”


  “Please tell me what happened in more detail.”


  “I told you. I was just being overly sensitive by myself.”


  “More detail please.”


  “Why.”


  “It was very painful. I want to complain today but it would be laughable if I complained despite everything being because of me, right.”


  Bom seemed sincerely worried, not about Yu Jitae but about the complaint that she was about to give now. 


  He thought about Vintage Clock for a bit and opened his mouth. 


  “I had a friend.”


  “A friend?”


  “Some guy I knew for a long time but I don’t really like that guy. Didn’t really want to become friends either, and that guy stayed next to me all the time troubling me and making my life harder.”


  “Was it really hard?”


  “I guess. I just fought with that guy. That’s all.”


  “Do I know that person?”


  “Not really.”


  Bom gave a nod. Soon, she threw her sandals away and started walking down the gravel path on bare foot. 


  “What are you doing.”


  “Please hold my hand.”


  Bom naturally gave him her hand so he grabbed it. Then, the mana of the dragon stealthily tried to pervade in so he blocked the flow of mana. 


  The two of them started walking down the gravel path.


  “You know, there aren’t many things that I found precious in my life,” said Bom.


  “Huh?”


  “I don’t have a dad. My family wasn’t precious. I hated my mum. I hated my sister… I just hated the entire dragon race.”


  “Okay.”


  “My mum thought of me as a unique child and I hated that uniqueness as well. Looking back, I think I just hated myself.”


  “…”


  “But after coming here, I started liking Unit 301. It’s very precious to me now. Gyeoul who’s just like my daughter, Kaeul who always gives me strength, Yeorum although she’s sometimes annoying…”


  Walking hand-in-hand down the gravel path, Bom whispered.


  “So the fact that Unit 301 had to be left behind was painful.”


  “You don’t have to worry. I won’t go anywhere.”


  “It’s not you, oppa, that’s leaving.”


  “What?”


  “I have to be the one leaving…”


  That was when Yu Jitae realised something strange. He was about to lower his gaze but Bom turned her body around and slowly grabbed his chin.


  “If I’m a hindrance to oppa or Unit 301, I thought it was best for me to disappear. Weird right? It was less than 10 days that oppa had been weird for, but in that short period of time, my head suddenly turned strange by itself. I was almost like a crazy girl.”


  Bom chuckled.


  “So, if that wasn’t because of me, then you need to sincerely apologise to me, oppa.”


  “Bom. What are you doing right now.”


  Ignoring her grip, Yu Jitae lowered his head and looked beneath with a frown. Her feet were smeared with something red.


  It was blood.


  “Why would you do this to yourself.”


  Bom was a dragon. Walking down the sharp gravel path barefoot wouldn’t usually cause any wounds on her feet. It meant that she had removed the blessings protecting her body to intentionally create wounds on her feet.


  “There is a reason why.”


  “What?”


  “Back then, it was painful and it was still painful even after oppa became fine. That’s why I tested it just then.”


  Turning his head, Yu Jitae looked at the path they had walked through. All the sharp gravel she stepped on was smudged in blood.


  Bom let go of his chin and pulled her hand in. Tightly squeezing her chest, she sorrowfully smiled.


  “Even now, this part hurts more…”


  *


  Yu Jitae lifted her up straight into the air. “Aht,” exclaimed the surprised child but he nonetheless took her to the pond inside the park.


  It would be fine for her to heal herself but Bom would probably not do so. In the past, she had cut her own lips just because of a slip of a tongue and had left it to heal naturally like a human. 


  The pond with an ongoing filtration system was crystal clear and clean. He placed Bom on the ground, walked into the water and bent his back.


  He then carefully grabbed her feet.


  “What is this?”


  Bom seemed surprised. She wriggled her toes and tried to pull her feet away but he grabbed onto her ankles.


  Those were white and clean feet, with blue veins over her skin but had been smeared with blood and dust. He began washing it off with water.


  He didn’t know what meaning there was behind actions like this. He didn’t exactly know how to apologise but his apologetic feelings pushed him into washing her feet clean. 


  Throughout the wash, Bom endlessly twitched her toes seemingly embarrassed.


  “Please wait.”


  “…”


  “It’s dirty.”


  “Stay still.”


  “Please stop. It tickles…”


  “Just stay still.”


  Bom couldn’t let her feet stay still. Washing it with water, wiping the dust and blood… After doing those, he was planning to apply some expensive ointment to heal her wounds but she was constantly twitching her feet so much that he couldn’t wash them properly.


  Flip flap.


  Flip flap.


  The water ended up splashing to his face in the process. 


  Yu Jitae slapped the back of her foot. “Ouch,” said Bom with a flinch.


  “Stay still. Unless you want another slap.”


  Only then did she stop moving her feet. And he was finally able to wash her feet with more ease. 


  “Can I say one thing as an excuse?” he asked.


  “Yes.”


  “I always determine whether I’m normal or not looking at you, but you were acting fine these days.”


  “…”


  “That’s why I thought I was fine.”


  “I’m a good actor, you know.”


  “I can see that.”


  Her feet without all the dust and blood was still red.


  “Heal them.”


  “No. This–”


  “Just listen to what I say. No nonsense about emotions and whatnot like the time you bit on your lips.”


  “…”


  “Do it.”


  “Okay…”


  She still looked dissatisfied, and looked like she was only doing it because she was told to. 


  Bom obediently used her magic to cure her feet, and wiped off the water with a cleansing spell. Yu Jitae put the sandals over her feet and said.


  “Sorry.”


  “Yes.”


  “Let’s go back.”


  She didn’t reply. Her feet were already wearing sandals but even after he stood up, Bom remained still while silently looking into his eyes.


  “What. Aren’t you going?”


  For several seconds, she simply gazed into his eyes.


  “If I knew this would happen, I should’ve just rolled over the stairs…” she quietly whispered.


  “What do you mean.”


  “It’s nothing. Let’s go.”


  Roll? Why?


  Thinking about that, Yu Jitae suddenly realised that his hands had been on her feet for a very long time, touching every part of her feet.


  Belatedly understanding what her words meant, he felt a sense of perplexity surging up.


  What did she just say?


  The preposterous claim incited unnecessary imaginations and those unnecessary thoughts made him all the more perplexed. After that, he turned around to look at Bom and realised that she was mischievously holding her breath in and laughing.


  “Nn? What’s wrong?”


  She then asked back with the same expression as always.


  He shook his head.


  “…”


  And shook off the bad thoughts that had popped up for a bit.


  ***


  Like that, he finished apologising to the kids but in fact, this did not solve the fundamental problem. His past would still remain as his past, and he was clearly aware there was an off chance that an incident could break out that he hadn’t prepared for.


  However, he decided to be more at ease.


  To be bound by the past and overly concern himself over the uncertain future, the present was way too important. A simple mindset like that caused a great effect in his life. His worries appeared meaningless and surprisingly, everything became less difficult like before.


  Time flew by.


  The Second Night arrived but the annihilation of the boss who had the augmented power of the [Nocturnal Cat] with 7 lives was not that difficult. 


  Although there were several problems both inside and outside the Association, he felt more at ease as he dealt with them. Letting go of the obsessive thought that it had to be perfect allowed him to approach matters in a more flexible manner.


  The interdimensional fissure that the spirit beasts had barely opened was starting to shake. He filled up their last moments with memorable times with Kaeul and Chirpy. Kaeul, who had repeatedly become both calm and bright during the confusion of her values, slowly returned to her past self after somewhat preparing herself for the inevitable farewell.


  After taking everything in, it felt better. That was what Kaeul said.


  Clone 2 gazed at the night sky of basement floor 291 with the witch. Afterwards, the witch listened to the request of Clone 2 despite finding it a shame till the very end that she couldn’t devour him.


  The 30-man special force squad of the underground labyrinth had their pollution almost completely cured and were in the process of readying themselves to leave the hospital. They now needed some time to get rid of the Light of Paradise that had permeated into their minds. 


  They all had a family to return to, and a house.


  The only one among them without a place to go was Ha Saetbyul. She was officially an enemy of the Association and all her original connections, whether it be on the human or the demon side were all completely cut off. 


  – On the day everyone leaves the labyrinth, you take Ha Saetbyul separately and bring her to a troop she can stay in.


  Following Yu Jitae’s command, Clone 2 went to the underground labyrinth and met Ha Saetbyul.


  Her polluted mind was back to normal and the Light of Paradise was also completely gone.


  Ha Saetbyul who had gone back to normal looked at Yu Jitae of the 1st iteration, as Clone 2 gazed back at her. The two of them stared at each other for a long time in silence, despite seeing each other for the first time. 



  During the holidays, Yeorum and Kaeul earned new opportunities. From the overall evaluation formed based on combat power, Yeorum came 1st and Kaeul came 2nd, but these two had records that by far exceeded those of other cadets and there were increasingly more people paying attention to them even from outside of Lair. 


  From time to time, he went fishing with Gyeoul and looked for some fish to fill the fish tank. Gyeoul caught tons of conches, fish and frogs but there were too many for their fish tank so she had to return half of her catch back to the wild. 


  Greedy Gyeoul was sad.


  Bom kept a fair line and didn’t request much from him. After being shaken once, both Yu Jitae and Bom were more stable and their complicated relationship was not easily shaken on the outside like the calm surface of the water. 


  However, when it was occasionally just the two of them, and when Yu Jitae became an oppa, she tended to tease him and enjoy herself.


  After the holidays,


  Around the start of the new spring semester of 3rd grade, Yeorum’s hair reached slightly below her shoulders while her bangs covered her eyes and went down to her nose.


  “Ah. This feels like sh*t.”


  One day, Yeorum grumbled like that in the morning.


  “Nn? What’s wrong, unni?”


  “These bangs are so freaking annoying.”


  They were long enough to cover or poke her eyes, but were too short to tuck them behind her ears.


  “Ah, that’s the beggar zone.”


  “Beggar zone?”


  “Nn. It’s messy right?”


  Kyahaha, Kaeul chuckled.


  “But how is it a problem? Just make them longer with polymorph.”


  “I can’t. Dick Jitae said I’m not supposed to use magic on my body for the next year.”


  “Ehng? Why?”


  “Dunno.”


  “Why don’t you cut them then?”


  “Ahh I hate bangs. I wanna get rid of them. It’s so annoying to have them drenched in sweat and sticking to my skin.”


  “Then let’s get rid of the whole thing!”


  ‘Kuangg!’ Kaeul shut her mouth after getting smacked on her head.


  Yeorum’s irritation did not disappear until the end of the beggar zone and she was constantly mad at her bangs regardless of the time. One day, Bom tied her bangs with the top part of her hair and lifted it up into an apple hair.
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  This time, Kaeul teased her and called her ‘cute’ so she got smacked again a few times, and Yeorum lowered her bangs again.


  And at last it happened.


  While washing her face, Yeorum tried to tuck her bangs behind her ears but they couldn’t stay there and constantly fell off.


  Constantly, she tucked them behind her ears,


  And constantly they fell.


  Inside the bathroom, Yeorum squealed out loud.


  “Ah for f*ck’s sake! This stupid hobo hair!”


  Stupid hobo hair?


  It was quite an addictive way to say it. Kaeul cut her bangs like Yeorum’s and teased her, saying, “Me tooo. Me tooo. Stupid hobo haiirr~.” After being caught by her, she almost became bald.


  The returned daily life was all over the place and just like that, it rapidly flew by.
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  Around a month ago,


  1st of October. 2:05 pm.


  The Second Night had come.


  A 2.5 metre humanoid monster walked out of the fissure. With a black body covered with thorns, it was a frightening monster having the strength rivalling that of a single digit ranker.


  The monster happened to be armed with countless abilities suited for massacre. It shot out approximately 500 black blades and only aimed at the weak organisms to effectively destroy their necks and hearts.


  The Association’s initial response to the incident was remarkable.


  ‘One’ had killed the monster in just 27 seconds.


  Immediately after that, the body of the monster let out a large thud and exploded with a burst of flames.


  That was when the monster’s ability and the identity of the ‘augmentation’ that Vintage Clock had warned of was revealed. [Seven Hearts]. It was most probably a blessing that had disappeared in the ancient past of a different dimension. The owner had seven lives and the heart exploded with every death.


  With each decreasing life, the monster’s body exploded like a bomb. The explosion would cover the entire area as the scattering fragments and ashes would come together in the distance and form a new life. 


  Season (Yu Jitae) quickly saw through that and alerted the command centre of the Association of its traits and abilities. There were 7 explosions as a result and a few towns in Mongolia were caught up in the explosion and turned to ashes. 


  However, thanks to Yu Jitae’s quick realisation, the Association’s rapid judgement and the wise response of the well-trained soldiers of the Association, there were only few casualties from the incident.


  That seemed to be the end of the incident.


  It was 11:17 pm.


  But after exactly 5 minutes, at 11:22 pm, the embassy of the United States inside Mongolia was caught in an explosion. 


  17 staff and related personnel died from the incident, with 107 casualties. And the deputy president of the United States, Rick Vanderbilt, just happened to have visited the embassy at the time to congratulate soldiers of the Association.


  The deputy president died from the explosion and the only source of consolation was that they somehow managed to find his body. 


  He was a well-respected politician and the world with the United States in the centre was shocked. Several extreme anti-Association news broadcasts referred to the incident as the ‘8th explosion’ as people began flooding the Association with buckets of criticism.


  *


  The roads were in tatters.


  The remains of the crumbled buildings rode the wind and scattered as dust. It was hard to find any place that was normal after a war. Every sign of nature was burnt to ashes while man-made structures were left behind as hideous remains.


  Yu Jitae placed a foot on that place.


  “Hello. Season!”


  From the other side of the remains, a woman approached him with a wave of her hand. She was Kang Ahjin, one of the agents belonging to the 5th Command Room. 


  “Heard everything’s going great for you.”


  “It seems it’s true that news travels very fast. Have you heard it already, Chief Advisor?”


  “Everyone’s talking about you so who wouldn’t know.”


  “I think it’s natural to do better with more hard work.”


  “Confident, aren’t you.”


  “Was that too arrogant? It’s all thanks to you, Chief, of course!”


  Kang Ahjin heartily laughed out loud.


  The ‘8th explosion’ of the embassy during the Second Night – Kang Ahjin visited the scene with Jefferson and was the first one to propose that the explosion wasn’t due to a monster’s ability with evidence to back off her claim. 


  Later, Zhuge Haiyan of the strategy council verified Kang Ahjin’s claim and the Association was able to escape the false accusation.


  Why did you think it wasn’t due to a monster’s ability?


  Yu Jitae had asked her back then.


  – It is all because I have great respect for you, Chief Advisor.


  And that was Kang Ahjin’s reply. She was saying that she had fully trusted in the sudden words of him, the prophet, but was in fact just her currying favour. 


  “Do you still think that?” he asked.


  “About what?”


  “That you discovered it out of your respect for me.”


  “I still do. But honestly, I think I just got lucky. It was fortunate that I came across a fragment of the bomb.”


  “I see you’re more honest now after a raise.”


  “Well. Some people are just born lucky right? It must have been thanks to my luck that I got to serve you from the side as well, Chief.”


  In fact, it was a problem Yu Jitae would have solved even if Kang Ahjin hadn’t done it herself.


  For the Regressor, it was just one less tedious task away from his hands but it was a hard-won accomplishment for Kang Ahjin, a 3rd grade agent of the 5th Command Room, and the Association gave her ample rewards. 


  She had a special promotion going up by 2 grades. Now, she was in charge of completing the prophet’s tasks alongside Antonio Jefferson. 


  Officially she was now a 1st grade agent.


  Her work was still the same and she still helped Yu Jitae and One, but her authority had increased by severalfold. 


  “Good morning Chief!”


  “Good morning Chief!”


  When Yu Jitae entered the temporary conference building of Mongolia, soldiers of the Association saluted him. Sitting down on the highest seat, he went straight to the topic and asked for the conclusion they drew.


  “So. Who’s the disrupter.”


  His habit of going straight to the topic bewildered some of the soldiers but one of the assistants, who had already gotten used to it, quickly opened his mouth.


  “It’s the terrorist group, ‘Quasar’.”


  They were the ones that had planted a bomb inside the embassy.


  *


  In the past, before the New Era.


  There were terrorist groups formed by Islam extremists, namely ‘Taliban’ and ‘Boko Haram’. Ones that murdered and committed crimes under their god’s name. 


  Going through the New Era, a portion of them came to a surprising and renewed enlightenment. It was the thought that ‘Aren’t we humans, in fact the same as gods?’


  Because unlike the past, where everyone had to lead lives on almost equal grounds, some humans managed to obtain all sorts of powers that exceeded other humans. They were then called superhumans.


  Immediately after the New Era, humanity faced various big problems under topics like the following. Can humans and superhumans co-exist? Can humans be considered equal despite the immense difference in ability?


  Extreme thoughts led to convictions; differences in convictions led to divided organisations and divided organisations resulted in wars. There were various wars and by the time monsters no longer became a pressing problem, wars between cold weapons and supernatural abilities broke out. 


  If the current chairman of the Association, Chaliovan, didn’t step up and repress the confused world with righteousness, and if he couldn’t move the omnipotent sovereign, Witch Valentine, around like his servant, humanity might have been divided into complete disunion. 


  Regardless, Chaliovan succeeded and the group of terrorists indulged in elitism became the first target of subjugation. 


  But for some reason, the terrorists revived again and again like cockroaches. In the end, they even held hands with demons but this was something only Yu Jitae knew of in the current era.


  They had forgotten their original objective and the sole driving power of their existence became their hatred against the Association. 


  Besides, they were so insincere with coming up with a name for themselves that they had a different name in each iteration. It seemed that they had decided on the name [Quasar] for the 7th iteration. 


  Quasar.


  A celestial nucleus, huh…


  If left alone, they would constantly try to grab at the ankles of humanity and the Association. They were a force that had to be gotten rid of.


  “Please let me take care of this again.”


  “You?”


  “Yes. We are aware that Chief Advisor is already busy so we would rather not add any more burdens.”


  He was indeed so busy whenever he was at the Association that he did not even have the time to sit down so he readily gave her the permission.


  “Right. Good luck.”


  But right after sending Kang Ahjin away, he called Jefferson.


  “It’s me.”


  – Yes Chief.


  “I need you to help locate and subjugate Quasar. Stop everything you’re doing right now for the time being.”


  – Hmm, I heard that Agent Kang Ahjin was in charge of it. Should I lend her a hand?


  “No. You form a separate group of your own. It’s not like they only have a few bases. If you need to, use my name whenever.”


  – Yes.


  “Catch all of them and bring them to me.”


  – Yes sir.


  Jefferson did not ask him for the reason. It was the proof of the small trust he had. 


  It was better to make sure things were more certain because Quasar was a tedious opponent in the first place, plus the fact that the actions of the demons of the 7th iteration were being affected by the Hostility.


  And Jefferson. This man was a military genius. In other words, he was the best suited for all types of military tactics out in the field. He was someone he could trust for a task like this.


  Before ending the call, Yu Jitae asked.


  “Are you still wearing your squid mask these days?”


  – Sorry? Ahh, I’m not. I’ve gotten rid of them all.


  “Why did you. You need to keep your rank 1 position.”


  – Don’t people only get distracted when things aren’t working out? There is no need for that anymore sir. Besides, I don’t even have the time to.


  “Not meeting any women either?”


  – Not at all. Not a single one.


  ‘Hauh… how far can you take me?’


  ‘My car always runs down the Autobahn.’


  Remembering the dirty talk Jefferson had been sharing with a woman, he joked.


  “Why not run down the Autobahn.”


  – Ouh, my gosh. Please forget about that…


  Leaving behind the voice of the middle-aged man who was made to reflect on his shameful past, Yu Jitae walked out of the Association.


  “Anyways, contact me if there are any problems.”


  – Yes sir. I will get back to you with good news.


  Yu Jitae had no time to rest.


  Some time in the near future, something very important was going to happen at Unit 301. He had to increase the time he spent with the kids a bit more.


  ***


  Gyeoul thought to herself.


  After going somewhere and playing with Yu Jitae some time ago, the red bastard was less sensitive and became more docile. Perhaps because of that, she no longer returned a serious glare from a joke and it was more enjoyable to tease her.


  “…Stoopid, hobo hair?”


  She used her hands to shake her own bangs.


  “What did you just freaking say?”


  Gyeoul would run away with a chuckle whenever Yeorum glared back at her.


  That was how she tended to tease her.


  However, teasing with the same thing more than 3 times was not fun and there weren’t that many things to tease Yeorum with. Gyeoul joked around for a few days but she lost interest after getting smacked a few times on her head.


  One day, Yu Jitae and Bom went out in the morning to buy breakfast but they did not come back for a very long time.


  “Uuung. Why aren’t ahjussi and unni coming back? I’m starving to death…!”


  “Hmm…”


  It just happened to be Yu Bom x Yu Jitae combo. With a reasonable doubt in mind, Yeorum sent a message.


  [Me: Sir]


  He replied straight away.


  [Yu Bom’s Dildo: Ye]


  [Me: Are you buying tomorrow’s breakfast or something? Where are you.]
[Me: Don’t tell me you’re doing something strange in broad daylight??]


  [Yu Bom’s Dildo: No]


  [Me: Then why aren’t you cominngg -.-]


  He soon sent a photo. The line was too long and they had to wait. Inside the picture, Yu Jitae had the usual dull look while Bom had a faint smile.


  [Me: Hurry up. I need to go exercise]


  [Yu Bom’s Dildo: Coming]


  [Me: Are you on your way?]


  [Yu Bom’s Dildo: Soon]
[Yu Bom’s Dildo: It’s our turn next]


  [Me: Kk. Hurry up. Yu Kaeul this pig is dying right now]


  “Oi. Look here,” Yeorum said.


  “Unn?”


  “Express your hunger with your face.”


  Hearing that, Kaeul gave a bizarre expression which made both Yeorum and Gyeoul burst into laughter.


  “Ah, that’s fu*king funny.”


  “Hehe.”


  Yeorum then sent the photo she just took to Yu Jitae.


  [Yu Bom’s Dildo: ?]
[Yu Bom’s Dildo: What is going on]
[Yu Bom’s Dildo: What’s wrong with her face]


  He soon called her. ‘Why are you actually surprised?’ ‘Kyahaha! Ahjussi! Was I really that weird!?’ The three of them again laughed out loud from Yu Jitae’s reaction.


  After hurrying him, Yeorum ended the call.


  Like that, the three of them were sitting down on the sofa waiting for the two to come. Unable to control her hunger, Kaeul went to the kitchen looking for something while Gyeoul, sitting on the sofa, looked back and forth between Yeorum and Kaeul. Suddenly, an abrupt and innocent curiosity popped up in her mind.


  “…Unni.”


  “What you brat.”


  “…Why is your chest smaller than Kaeul-unni’s?”


  “What?”


  Gyeoul pointed at the kitchen, towards the upper body of Kaeul who was wearing a tight t-shirt. She could see a big bulging line that was slightly even burdensome to look at. 


  That was when she received a strange response.


  “How’s that a problem? I can make it bigger anytime.”


  “……Uinng?”


  A problem?


  Gyeoul realised something odd behind her words.


  She was simply curious why one was big and one was small and the difference that caused it. Her unnis did not fine-tune their bodies with polymorphs and their current appearances were like their default versions formed naturally. Gyeoul’s question was because she was curious what her own future self would look like.


  However, Yeorum’s response was a little bit aggressive, as if there was the assumption that Kaeul was better than her. 


  Gyeoul also did not miss Yeorum’s discontent gaze staying on Kaeul for three seconds or so.


  She thought to herself. Does this red bastard feel competitive against Kaeul-unni or something?


  She could remember the two of them being like that quite recently. They originally weren’t like this but it was perhaps after they both started learning how to fight that it had begun. 


  Thus, Gyeoul decided to ask her.


  “…Unni.”


  “What now, brat.”


  “…Between unni, and Kaeul-unni. Who’s stronger?”


  Yeorum’s eyes twitched.
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  “What kind of question is that?”


  Yeorum pulled her sleeves up, revealing her arm. Her slender arm in fact had a lot of visible muscles, all the way from her forearms, to biceps and triceps as well as her lateral shoulder muscles.


  Besides, there were also various wounds and scars all around her arms. Her white hands were especially so coarse that anyone could see her and immediately tell that she was a fighter. Yeorum considered these an honour and left them, just like what other superhumans tended to do.


  “Who do you think will win now.”


  “……Hmm.”


  “What’s there to think about. Yu Kaeul equals one smack. Ok?”


  Saying that, Yeorum was pushing her fist towards her so Gyeoul reluctantly had to reply,


  “…Okkay.”


  But she couldn’t just end it with that so this time, Gyeoul decided to ask Kaeul who was stronger.


  “Uunn?”


  “…Who, is stronger?”


  “Of course Yeorum-unni is stronger.”


  “…Have you fought?”


  “Uumm, no?”


  “Hah, oi brat. Seriously… there’s no need to fight, is there?” Yeorum interjected.


  “…Why?”


  “Because I will win of course.”


  “…Hmm.”


  “Oi. Think about it. Yu Kaeul is like the type to sit on the ground shooting cannons. They hit hard but not all the time. On the other hand, I’m an eagle. Can you hit an eagle with a cannonball?”


  Gyeoul imagined a gold cannon trying to shoot down a red eagle. It wasn’t easy. It looked difficult for a ball of steel to hit an eagle.


  “If I go to her back and smack her once on the back of her head, that’s the end alright?”


  “…She can, run away with magic?”


  “Am I gonna just sit back and let her do that? You can sense the fluctuation around the area she’s about to blink to. I can cancel the flow of mana for teleportation and blink would be right next to me, so I can use my own footwork to close the gap.”


  “…But she can block you?”


  “Oi. Do you wanna try blocking my fist? See who suffers a loss?”


  “…Sorry.”


  Meanwhile, Kaeul uninterestedly tried to bite on the wing of the baby chicken. Chip chip! The baby chicken fluttered its wings and ran away in fright while Kaeul chuckled and chased after it while shouting, “Uahh, my chicken wings!”


  Yeorum clicked her tongue as if she found that pathetic.


  “Look. Just look at her. She’s just a kid so why would I fight her?”


  “…Aren’t you young as well?”


  “I’m not young.”


  “…How old are you?”


  “Around 18. I lived six times more than you at least.”


  Seeing that there was still a doubtful look on Gyeoul’s face, Yeorum felt slightly irritated. It might be that as a daughter of the red race, she felt displeased by the fact that she was being compared by a blue dragon. 


  “Oi, Yu Kaeul!”


  “Uunn?!”


  “Do you wanna try fighting me today?”


  “Ehng? Why?”


  “Apparently she’s curious who’s stronger.”


  “Aye. Of course I’ll lose if we fight!”


  Yeorum gazed down at Gyeoul with an expression saying, ‘You see that?’. Gyeoul found that prideful smile to be very annoying but following the next words of Kaeul, the smile vanished from Yeorum’s face.


  “But when protecting people against demons or protecting a fortress against monsters, I should be better, right?”


  The triumphant look disappeared from Yeorum’s face. However, the overall change in her expression was small and Gyeoul, having not noticed it, asked again.


  “…What if it’s just the two of you?”


  “Aye. I would lose that for sure.”


  “…What if, it’s in groups?”


  “Well that’s, uumm… I don’t know? Maybe?”


  “…Then that’s, 2:1?”


  “Hoh? Yu Kaeul. What do you even know about fighting?” Yeorum asked.


  “I studied in first grade and second grade as well, you know?”


  Studying at Lair meant undergoing a military education, and for the past 2 years, Kaeul had diligently gone through the military training. Despite that, Yeorum couldn’t acknowledge it. She simply thought that Kaeul was acting up just because she was a bit older now.


  “You confident?”


  “Nn?”


  “Stop this if you can.”


  Yeorum moved her hand. Grabbing a cushion, she immediately threw it as it started flying towards Chirpy.


  It wasn’t that fast. However, surprised by the fact that something was flying towards Chirpy, Kaeul instinctively moved her mana and bounced the cushion off in mid-air. It was an accident – Kaeul was still inexperienced and couldn’t properly control the direction of the mana. The cushion bounced in mid-air and started flying towards Yeorum’s head as if it was shot from a cannon.


  This time, it was as fast as a cannonball.


  Surprised, Yeorum instinctively twisted her head and pulled her head away from the trajectory but the cushion suddenly began expanding. 


  Unable to handle the sheer force of Kaeul’s mana, the cushion exploded mid-flight. With a loud bang, the cotton inside the cushion exploded out and accurately landed on Yeorum’s face. Some of them even entered her mouth.


  “Uht. Ptui, ptui!”


  Yeorum pulled the cotton out of her mouth and her tongue. Gyeoul widened her eyes into circles, wondering what had just happened. Kaeul was also surprised. In a fluster, she shouted “U, unni!” and ran up to her before flapping her arms around in confusion. 


  “S, sorry! Are you alright!?”


  Sticking her tongue out, Yeorum got rid of the cotton that was on her tongue while glaring at Kaeul. There was a small smile hanging on her eyes but that appeared all the more scary in Kaeul’s eyes.


  “My dear sister. What’s this about?”


  “No, no…! I didn’t know it would fly to your face!”


  “Do you think that makes sense?”


  “It’s true!”


  “There are tens of places it could have bounced off to but it went straight towards my face. You mean that was a coincidence? Do you think that’s a sound excuse?”


  Kaeul was feeling mortified.


  “B, but! Y, you shouldn’t have thrown the cushion in the first place then!”


  “Hoh? Now you’re being honest ey? Just from a little joke, you suddenly don’t care about seniority and try to make your unni eat shit?”


  “Like I said, it was an accident…!”


  That was when Yeorum suddenly threw a broken portion of the cushion towards Kaeul’s face.


  “Uekekk! Ptui ptui!”


  Her mouth had been open just then. Spitting out all the cotton that had entered her mouth, Kaeul screamed out loud at Yeorum.


  “Unni!!”


  What Yeorum said in response was ridiculous.


  “Oops, that was an accident.”


  Kaeul furiously clenched her trembling fists as Yeorum returned a displeased glare.


  Embers flickered between them.


  “…”


  What’s gotten into them all of a sudden?


  That was Gyeoul’s honest thought on the matter.


  ***


  “Sorry.”


  “Uun. Me too.”


  “But to be honest, it’s your fault.”


  “What? No? Ah, nn……”


  Seeing Yeorum’s fist, Kaeul acted submissively but her lips were still in a big pout.


  “What’s with that expression on your face. Huh?”


  “What! What about my expression!”


  “‘What’? Whaaat↗?”


  Her voice was for some reason very scary.


  “N, nothing. Hehe…”


  Kaeul forced a smile but after turning around and looking at Gyeoul, she threw a glance towards Yeorum from the corner of her eyes and quietly complained.


  “…Ehew,” sighed Gyeoul while clicking her tongue.


  Her two unnis weren’t mature in the slightest. How was it that they were more childish than herself?


  Their conflict persisted even throughout their meal.


  The menu Yu Jitae and Bom bought for the day was a braised pork belly set from a very famous Chinese restaurant at Lair. Thick pieces of meat soaked with soy sauce both juicy and tender with a hint of chilliness!


  Wrapping the piece of meat with bok choy that came with the set alongside a spoonful of fried rice – it was an otherworldly flavour, a luxurious mix of sweet and salty. 


  During meal time, Kaeul who had always been submissively giving up, stole the piece of braised pork that Yeorum was about to pick up.


  “…?”


  Yeorum’s chopsticks froze in mid-air as Kaeul joyously chewed on the meat.


  “Hmm it’s so nicee.”


  It was her way of showing her displeasure. Yeorum had a slightly dumbfounded look on her face but soon, she picked up the plate of braised pork belly which was located in front of Kaeul and placed it in front of her own seat.


  “Huhh? What are you doing!”


  “What.”


  “I’m eating the braised pork as well!!”


  “Is anyone stopping you? Just eat it, you gold pig.”


  But because of the distance, she was at a disadvantage. Whenever Kaeul tried to pick up a piece of braised pork belly, Yeorum intercepted it and constantly brought it to her mouth.


  “Seriously, what are you doing unni!?”


  Kaeul shouted in anger.


  “Oh wow, this is freaking great. The meat’s melting inside my mouth.”


  “I want it too!”


  “Yes yes. Kaeul. Come on and have some, alright?”


  Kaeul moved her chopsticks again but to no avail. For three more times, Yeorum moved her chopsticks first and snatched the meat away from her. She picked up three whole pieces and crammed her mouth with all the meat.


  “Anng ♥. It’s just melting inside my mouth ♥. Why aren’t you having them, my dear sister?”


  “U, uuiiii! Are you an actual devil unni? What’s wrong with your personality?!”


  Yu Jitae couldn’t watch them fight any longer and took the plate of braised pork belly before placing it in the middle. With a flick, the two of them turned towards him.


  “Ahjussi!” shouted Kaeul.


  “Dear. Aht… I mean, sir!” 


  Yeorum threw a furtive glance at Bom before changing her words.


  “This little brat is trying to get on my level all the time. What should I do?” Yeorum asked.


  “What do you mean! Ahjussi! Look here! Unni is constantly harassing me!”


  “That’s funny. She was the one that interfered with my food first and now she’s acting like the victim.”


  “You harassed me first just then!”


  Yeorum glared at her but this time, Kaeul did not look away from her gaze.


  “Hoh. Now you’re glaring back at me even?”


  “D, d, don’t you know the saying, ‘You shouldn’t even touch dogs when they’re eating’?!”


  “Hah. F*ck. Alright. Let’s make this straight. Ahjussi. If she and I fought, who would win?”


  After slight hesitation, Yu Jitae asked back.


  “…What?”


  “Right, ahjussi! To be honest! Aren’t I, in a more variety of ways than unni, you know? More useful than her?!”


  “Are you freaking shameless or what?”


  “What!”


  “You stay on your bum all day, and you dare think you can contest against me!”


  “But unni, you only know how to fight!”


  “We’re here to fight. That’s more than enough you retard!”


  “Superhumans exist to protect! Right? Right, ahjussi!?”


  They were this close to biting at each other’s necks. 


  Was the braised pork belly at fault? Yu Jitae had no idea why the two of them were suddenly so eager to fight.


  He was planning to let them compete, but wasn’t this too over the top now? Thinking that, he turned towards Bom but Yu Bom, the chairman of the anti-excessive competition committee, shook her head. It meant that there weren’t any problems for the time being.


  “Yeorum would probably win.”


  In response to Yu Jitae’s words, Kaeul’s expression changed as if the whole world was crumbling before her while Yeorum gazed down with an indifferent look on her face. Meanwhile, she stealthily intersected her thumb and her index finger into the shape of a heart and showed him under the table, so that Kaeul wouldn’t be able to see it.


  But suddenly, the situation changed.


  “Why? I think Kaeul would win.”


  “Ehng? Oi. Yu Bom.”


  “Nn?”


  “How can you do this to me?”


  I’m helping you keep your secret hidden and I’m always on your side, so shouldn’t you be on my side?


  That was what Yeorum implied with her question but Bom smiled as if it was funny.


  “Competition should be done by your head not by your heart. Thinking logically, I think Kaeul would win.”


  “…”


  It made sense but Yeorum still had a frown on her face. 


  On the other hand, Kaeul gave repeated nods towards Bom and showered her with a gaze filled with love.


  There happened to be five people at the dining table, so the gazes of the two of them soon landed on Gyeoul.


  Gyeoul on the side was diligently trying to carefully fold the white part and the green part of the bok choy into a clean half. During that, she blankly raised her head but suddenly found four pairs of eyes looking at her.


  “…Unn? Why?”


  Yeorum moved her chopsticks. She then placed a meat on top of the bok choy Gyeoul had opened.


  “Awh, our cute little Gyeoul.”


  “……?”


  “You heard what unni said just then right? Who do you think will win?”


  Gyeoul felt goosebumps popping up on her skin. Yeorum was smiling warmly as if she was staring at something precious. Gyeoul had originally been thinking that Yeorum would definitely be the winner but Yeorum’s expression dissuaded her from saying that.


  “…Kaeul-unni.”


  “Ah, you freaking brat.”


  “Kyahahaha! You know babies don’t lie right, unni!?”


  Patty cake, patty cake~. Kaeul grabbed onto Gyeoul’s hands and shook them up and down. Gyeoul also wore a bright smile on her face.


  It was now 2:1. There were more people that believed in Kaeul’s victory!


  Suddenly, Yeorum shot out of her seat and brought the protector who was watching and following the morning yoga show in front of the living room’s TV.


  “You know, Cleaner Ahjussi.”


  “Gururuk…?”


  “Me or Yu Kaeul. Choose one.”


  “…”


  The protector flickered its red eyes.


  “C’mon choose. Hurry up.”


  “Hmm hmm. Based on which is it? Beauty? Or is it the one who has been nicer to me?”


  “What kind of question is that? The first one would be me of course!”


  The protector’s eyes became little dots. It blinked its dotted eyes in confusion as silence covered the house.


  Being one to hold grudges, the protector still remembered how Yeorum had kicked the rubbish bin that it had gathered and was about to choose Kaeul.


  “No no no. I mean who do you think will be stronger.”


  Ah, based on that, huh?


  However, even the protector couldn’t guess that so standing still, it pondered on the spot. The following words that left its mouth made the kids burst into laughter.


  “Please show your sincerity.”


  When Yeorum was about to run up and break the cleaning tools, the protector stopped joking and gave a judgement fairer than that of Solomon’s.


  It was now 2:2.


  ***


  That evening,


  With the kids inside the car, Yu Jitae drove to the ground. From the passenger’s seat, Bom glanced at the rear mirror, at Yeorum and Kaeul who were sitting at the back seats without saying a single word to each other.


  Stuck in the middle of the two, Gyeoul seemed amused by the situation and giggled, ‘Uhihi’ staring at the two of them.


  “Right right. By the way, where are we going to right now?”


  “I told you already. We’re heading to the Korean branch of the International Superhuman Association.”


  “But why are we going there??”


  “Actually this morning, I applied for this semester to be your ‘Self-regulated Class Participation Semester’ at the education department.”


  In response to his words, both Kaeul and Yeorum looked at the back of his head.


  “Ehng?”


  Self-regulated Class Participation Semester.


  Starting from the 3rd grade, cadets were allowed to start working outside despite several restrictions being in place. Of course, their grades had to be decent as well.


  Yeorum and Kaeul naturally had more than enough grades, and from now on, Yu Jitae was going to start leading the kids outside.


  “Why?”


  “Because the Association’s official superhuman world rankings get updated at the end of the year.”


  “Huh, wait what?”


  His words caught her off guard and Yeorum leaned forward with only her bum on the chair. 


  “What? World ranking?!”


  Inside Lair, there were no longer any cadets that could fight against the two of them, and the gap between them and other cadets was already starting to increase exponentially. 


  Yeorum was just that desperate.


  While Kaeul was just that much of a genius.


  To the kids that were frozen from the unexpected turn of events, Yu Jitae added more words. 


  “It’s time for you guys to get yourselves a world ranking as well.”


  Episode 82: Who is at the Lead (3) 


  It was like a droplet of water dripping on the calm surface of a lake. That was Kaeul’s expression in a nutshell.


  But Yeorum especially was all the more surprised. If Lair was a slightly big well, the world was like the ocean and right now, Yu Jitae’s car was moving towards the sea.


  “Uh, uh…”


  “There’s no way…”


  They weren’t expecting to stay inside Lair the whole time. However, since they had already become used to life at Lair, the fact that they were now advancing to the wider world came as a fairly big shock to them. 


  Until now, Yeorum had only been running forward with her eyes on what was beneath her, but she now had to look up to the skies.


  And Kaeul, who had only been the target of protection till now as the ward, would now have to protect others. 


  “B, but ahjussi. I, don’t really need rankings though…”


  “Alright. Then what do you think it is that you really need.”


  “Uum, uum… getting love and attention from other people?”


  Right. 


  In all the previous iterations, Kaeul had thought the same thing and until recently, Yu Jitae had also been thinking the same thing.


  “From now, your thoughts will change.”


  In the 4th iteration, Baby Yellow committed suicide by slitting her own wrist. 


  Back then, Yu Jitae thought to himself. Earth just happened to have the monster called ‘media’ that vomited out excessive attention. He thought it was a world too poisonous for the young and fragile gold hatchling to achieve its dream. 


  However, living through daily life together with Kaeul and watching over her take care of the baby chicken, and observing the deepening connection between the child and the baby chicken, his thoughts started to change. 


  “You know what you yourself really need, don’t you.”


  He had come the long way around, but was now certain. Kaeul had already found a path that suited herself, and that was in alignment with the identity of the gold dragons. 


  “What is it…?”


  Although she couldn’t become a singer or an actress, there was something Yu Kaeul could become.


  “You don’t know?”


  “Nope!”


  “You really don’t know?”


  “Nope! I really really don’t know…!”


  “Hmm…”


  “You’re not going to tell me? You’re making me curious…!”


  In the end, the Regressor didn’t tell her, because there will come a time when she realises it herself. 


  Soon, his gaze landed on Yeorum through the rear mirror. She appeared even more shocked about this situation than Kaeul. 


  “…”


  Escaping the children’s playground, and going into the world.


  What would be on her mind right now? He guessed that she would probably be thinking about that one specific superhuman. 


  The strongest powerhouse of South African Nations united (SAN).


  Rank 8, Javier Karma.


  Back then, Yeorum had fought and destroyed things to her heart’s content after coming here for her Amusement. Although she had a destined end, it was still far off and she probably enjoyed the Amusement that was right in front of her. 


  Javier Karma was the one that showed her the ‘reality’.


  Reality was sometimes cruel and Yeorum’s reality was one of them. When her death that had seemed so distant came across as something visibly close, Yeorum had silently let out tears from the sense of defeat and powerlessness. 


  “You know what,”


  After some thought, Yeorum opened her mouth with a mutter.


  “The, umm, isn’t it, too soon?”


  “For what.”


  “I don’t think I’m like, prepared for it yet.”


  Now, it was time for her to stand on the same world as Javier Karma, receiving the same numbers called ranks as him.


  “You scared?”


  “No. What would I be scared of? Who do you think I am.”


  “Then what’s the problem.”


  “But like, I’m still only in my 3rd grade. I haven’t graduated yet and there are things I haven’t learned… Didn’t you say the same thing? That there was still a lot I had to learn?”


  “I did.”


  “So me going out like this without even being prepared, is too early is what I’m saying. To be frank, if I fought against that African ranker right now, I’d just be smashed right?”


  “You have to look at the long-term for that as well.”


  “What?”


  “What you have to prepare for in the end is how you will do after returning home is it not?”


  “Well yeah.”


  “Then even things like this will be a part of the preparation for that day.”


  “Hmm…”


  “You don’t have to be stressed about it. Don’t think too much about the world simply becoming broader and there’s no need to do well either.”


  Yeorum was silent. However, thinking that this too was just a part of the preparation lessened the burden she was feeling about the idea.


  “But I am gonna do well.”


  So the only grumble that left her mouth was just her nitpicking on his words.


  ***


  Following Yu Jitae’s suggestion, Yeorum and Kaeul put on sunglasses before leaving the car.


  The Korean branch of the Association was crowded by countless superhumans and civilians. The moment they entered the building, they immediately gathered a lot of gazes due to their eye-catching hair colour and cadet clothes, as well as stories about Yu Jitae that some of the crowd had heard about.


  “Mommy…”


  Kaeul dropped her head low in a fluster but Yeorum, who was walking next to her, tapped her on her back.


  “Be more confident. Are you a criminal or what.”


  “The embarassment is killing me…! They’re all looking at me aren’t they…?”


  “Bullshit. You’re just being delusional.”


  Yu Jitae completed their cadet-to-superhuman application with ease as the ‘Newborn Superhuman’ licences were given to the two of them. Newborn Superhuman was a status given to reserve superhumans.


  “Here. Take these.”


  He handed the cards over to them. These cards to the kids appeared like an entry ticket to a new world. 


  After bringing the kids back to the car, Yu Jitae started explaining the future plans to them.


  “Listen carefully. Soon, they will start the Newborn Superhuman Competition.”


  “Okay.”


  “Nn.”


  “People that either just finished their studies or are in the middle of their studies like you, will be the first competitors for your rankings.”


  Renowned competitors had already finished their registrations, because they needed the fame of being a superhuman.


  “Look here. These two teams are the ones that are currently being viewed as the top tier.”


  Yu Jitae showed the kids the document.


  +++
[Team White]
★White McDonald (971)
Alianne Gray (5421)
Bang Won (7871)
Gu Joongun (8897)
+++


  “The star is probably the team leader… What are the numbers next to their names?”


  “Their ranks.”


  “What? Didn’t you say these guys were newborn superhumans? Why do they have ranks already?”


  “Right. Three of them are Lair graduates and they used a bit of an expedient strategy. They postponed their application a little so that it sits in two separate newborn superhuman test periods.”


  “Can they do that?”


  Yu Jitae gave a nod. It was a common thing to do.


  “Team White in this case is a team dedicated for the team leader, White. Others are also rankers, but they all funnel for the overwhelming Rank 971 of their team.”


  In short, it was a one-man team.


  “That sounds like a f*cking dogshit team comp though? Do the other teammates even have a sense of pride?”


  “As long as the team leader is skilled, it is quite effective. Since they can control the team however they want.”


  “Tch tch.”


  That was when Kaeul asked with a worried voice.


  “B, but… Rank 971, isn’t this too much…?”


  White McDonald.


  Despite being a newborn superhuman, he was in 3 digits. 


  The gap between Rank 900 and Rank 2000 was immensely large. And the gap between Rank 2000 to Rank 5000 was also extremely big. One or two months of hard work would never be enough to shorten that gap.


  It was because the superhuman world ranks in reality were things superhumans dedicated their whole life to.


  “Ah, that’s because he’s a mage that was sent from the Tower of Mages and not Lair. He’s a superhuman grown with extreme care by the Tower. His education was a bit longer and so he’s also quite old.”


  “His rank is too high… this is unfair…”


  He placed his hand on top of the sullen child.


  “This is not a sport, Kaeul. How many things are there in a war that is fair? Besides in that case, isn’t it already unfair that you are competing against humans as a dragon?”


  “T, that’s true…”


  “Don’t worry about it. Rankings are given to individuals anyway. Regardless of the procedure or method, in whatever way you want to, just prove your worth and beat other people.”


  Kaeul worriedly gave a nod before turning her gaze towards the document again. This time, she saw some familiar names.


  +++
[Team Lair]
★Tyr Brzenk (4881)
Yong Taeha
Ling Ling
+++


  “What’s up with these bunch of fools? Why are these guys together?”


  The three training institutions – Yong household, Noblesse School and Erfan Guild. The 10th year’s enrolment of Lair had been a mix of all these institutions. 


  And the strongest of each institution had formed a team together.


  In the past, Zhou Luxun was the strongest of China’s Erfan Guild, but Ling Ling’s recent growth had been in an entirely different league, thus earning her spot in Team Lair.


  “Wow, these guys just have no freaking eyes for people.”


  Yeorum scoffed.


  “Why wouldn’t they contact me?”


  “Of course they wouldn’t,” replied Yu Jitae.


  “Ehng? Why?”


  “While Team White is a one-man team, this team is composed of similar-level cadets so that they can stay together for the long run. Unless you are willing to be more submissive, everyone knows how your personality is like.”


  “Hmm… You’re right but it still feels like sh*t.”


  Just like that, they went through the list of teams that will be their competitors. Next, it was time to choose which team they would enter.


  “From now, you guys must form a team of your own.”


  “Nn.”


  “Yes.”


  “I’ll send you the list. There are people there that you can form groups with, so contact them and form a basic party of four. After that, I will have a look at your teams.”


  But Yu Jitae’s attitude was somewhat strange. He simply sent a document to their watch without doing anything else.


  “Nn? Wait, you didn’t prepare them for us?”


  “What do you mean. Why would I prepare them for you.”


  “But you should, right? You’ve been doing it for us…” grumbled Yeorum while Kaeul also said, “This is my first time though. I don’t know how to do this…”


  Yu Jitae pondered on how to explain this to them while touching the back of his neck.


  “Guys. I’m not your guardian anymore.”


  “Ehng?”


  “Sorry?!”


  Yeorum and Kaeul had a dumb look on their faces as if they were smacked on the back of their heads. 


  “Of course I will be at the house when you return and I will lend a ear to all your worries. But I’m not going to do everything for you like what I’ve been doing at Lair.”


  “…”


  “Uh, uhh…”


  “Think properly. The place you will now be living in is the field. You were thrown out into the battlefield from your warm houses and you need to make decisions for yourself.”


  No matter how precious their child was, no guardian would go to their child’s workplace and raise their voice in their stead. 


  The two were now in the field.


  They were now soldiers. 


  Although Yeorum and Kaeul were slightly saddened by his seemingly cold attitude,


  “Alright.”


  “Okay…”


  They obediently accepted it.


  ***


  But now that he thought about it, maybe he should have helped them with forming their teams. It was because the next day, what Yeorum brought to Yu Jitae calling them her teammates was none other than the exact members of Team Mochi. 


  “Hello, sir!”


  “Hello.”


  Sophia, Kim Ji-in, Soujiro, Yu Yeorum. It was a familiar combination.


  Yu Jitae was lost for words for a bit.


  “…”


  These guys, did they even have grades good enough to apply for the self-regulated semester? After looking through it, it seemed that they did barely make it through.


  “Oi. Yu Yeorum. Come here.”


  “Huh? Uh, why?”


  Grabbing her by the arm, he took her to an alleyway devoid of people and asked.


  “Are you really going to do it with them?”


  “Yeahh.”


  “Why.”


  “What do you mean why? You told me I have to do that to manipulate the team however I want to right? Team White was like that.”


  “…”


  He did tell her something, but that was on the pros and cons of a one-man team.


  “Didn’t you condemn it for being a bad thing to do?”


  “Ah, not when I’m the one doing it.”


  Yeorum said with a giggle.


  “You need to think this carefully,” he said.


  “Why?”


  “They might not be the best suited team for you.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Aren’t you close to them? A group with a big difference in skill doesn’t tend to last long. The newborn superhuman competition lasts for a whole year and so will your group.”


  “Ahh, don’t worry. I know they are retards but I didn’t bring them because of empathy or anything.”


  “Then what.”


  “We have fairly decent teamwork and those guys are all desperate too.”


  Seeing that Yu Jitae was still in doubt, Yeorum said with a frown.


  “Sophia that b*tch. She apparently failed the transcendent cadet test and didn’t make it into Team Lair either. You see the bruise on her eye right? After getting rejected by Team Lair, she apparently tried to kill herself with a knife and got smacked by her guardian.


  “Kim Ji-in and Soujiro are, as you know, freaking retards. But their grades still went up by a lot. In the first year they were in 4000s but, they’re now both in 300s you know?


  “And, honestly I really don’t want to admit it but… I’m also a freaking retard for a dragon right? We have something in common. Because retards have their unique desperate mindset.”


  Despite her long attempt at persuading him, Yu Jitae didn’t say anything back. He was silently thinking to himself whether that party would be able to operate decently but seemingly misunderstanding his silence as a no, Yeorum repeatedly stamped her feet.


  “Ahh, whyyyy~ Can’t I?”


  “…”


  “Don’t stay with them? For real?”


  “…”


  “But, ah… then why did you tell me to make the team by myself? I already told them the whole thing and they applied for the self-regulated semester for this… How am I going to sort this out now…”


  From his lifelong data, it was rare for sardines to get along well with sharks. If the world they’re living in and their abilities were vastly different, it was natural for their thoughts and convictions to also differ.


  That was what he was worried about.


  However, Yu Jitae admitted that they had fairly decent teamwork and could also remember their desperate struggles.


  “Alright. You can do it.”


  “Huh? Really?”


  He wasn’t that pleased by it but decided to let it be. Just like that, [Team Mochi] was registered in the Superhuman Association as a new newborn superhuman combat team.


  Next up was Kaeul.


  Receiving a call that she had found a team, Yu Jitae headed to the academy district of Lair. And after entering the waiting room that Kaeul talked about, he came across something surprising.


  “Nn?”


  “Uht…!”


  Young cadets quickly rose to their feet and bowed their heads to Yu Jitae.


  “Hello sir! It is an honour to see you.”


  There was a black-haired boy looking at him with sparkling eyes – he was Yong Taeha of the Yong household. He constantly talked about how he respected him, and it seemed that the fact that Yu Jitae had knocked Sillardo Leo down in one strike wasn’t even a secret anymore. 


  “H, hello… great to see you again…”


  And the girl that slowly walked towards him after a flinch was a very small girl with red hair. She was Ling Ling of Erfan Guild.


  Looking at Yu Jitae, she seemed slightly afraid but that was understandable considering how he made the face of the Chinese guardian, Lyun, into a rice cake. 


  “Nice to meet you sir. I have heard many things. I am the team leader of Team Lair, Tyr Brzenk.”


  Lastly, a male cadet with a slightly gloomy look on his face greeted him with respect. He was a spitting image of his Rank 1 father. 


  Yu Jitae quietly nodded and greeted them back but was inwardly slightly dumbfounded so he turned towards Kaeul.


  Kaeul had joined Team Lair.


  “Kaeul.”


  “Yess.”


  “Let’s have a chat for a bit.”


  Taking her out onto the corridor, he asked her about the current situation.


  “What’s with them. Are you going to join their team?”


  “Yes yes.”


  “Why.”


  “Uumm… because they’re strong…? If I’m next to other strong people, wouldn’t I learn something?”


  “Is that the decision you made yourself? Not them inviting you in?”


  “Yes. Hehe… Is it bad…?”


  There was nothing bad about it.


  It was in fact extremely good for her.


  Rankings were given to individuals but being in a good team meant it was easier to have good results, which would then lead to good ranks.


  One concern was that for some reason, the composition of Yeorum and Kaeul’s team fell all too perfectly into the picture.


  On one side there was a team without talents that had to be desperate.


  While on the other hand was a gathering of geniuses.


  At this rate, Yeorum would be made to be more conscious of her position whether she wanted to or not.


  “It’s fine. Can you do it well?”


  “Yes yes.”


  “Alright… For now, that’s good.”


  “Ah, so…”


  “Yes.”


  “Did I do a good job…?”


  Yu Jitae nodded back. As a matter of fact, Kaeul had made the best possible decision.


  “You did a great job.”


  Only then was Kaeul relieved.


  Just like that, the roster of [Team Lair] was updated and re-registered at the Association. And like what he expected, this caused a great ripple in the newborn superhuman industry.


  The next day,


  There was a flood of articles talking about Yeorum and Kaeul.


  Episode 82: Who is at the Lead (4) 


  [The strongest cadets of Lair in history, at last leave their nest.]


  [President Yun Gujoon, “This year’s Korea’s newborn superhumans will in the future be one of the world’s powerhouses.”]


  [The overwhelming 1st place of Lair’s competition record, Yu Yeorum takes a step to the outer world.]


  [(Superhuman Reviews) Team Mochi? A king and its servants?]


  [Yu Kaeul. Enters Team Lair as its last member. With Tyr Brzenk, Yong Taeha and Ling Ling… A gathering of young geniuses]


  [Manager of Team Lair states, “A newborn superhuman team whose contenders won’t be seen for the next 30 years.”]


  [(Column) Summer may be long, but it surely ends in Fall…]


  Countless media broadcasts poured out articles. At the centre of all that was Yeorum and Kaeul; Team Mochi and Team Lair.


  ***


  The long rainy season finally came to an end. There would be a refreshing breeze in the morning – a weather perfect for a light jacket to be put on top.


  Under the especially tall skies and cleaner sunlight of a certain countryside village, ‘Team Mochi’ was waiting to be sent in for the first mission they received from the Association.


  Sitting on the middle of the mountain, they had to keep on waiting so in the meantime, Sophia kept on fidgeting with her watch. 


  “Oi, Sophia,” Yeorum called her.


  “Huh?”


  “Stop looking at your watch.”


  “Why. There’s an article about me. Do you wanna have a look?”


  “Like I said, just stop looking at it. It’s gonna distract you.”


  “No. It’s my first time getting so much attention.”


  “Ey.”


  Yeorum tried to snatch the watch off her hand. “Okay, I won’t. I won’t. So damn strict,” Sophia said irritatedly before finally turning off the hologram of her watch. 


  “Are you guys alright?”


  “Huh? Uhh… fuu, a bit nervous.”


  “…Just so-so.”


  Soujiro and Kim Ji-in both touched their respective weapons – the bow and the musket. The metal feeling colder than usual was probably due to the climate of early Autumn. The chill touching their fingers made their hearts colder as well. 


  Blankly sitting in silence, the four of them turned quiet. Before long, Kim Ji-in broke the silence.


  “……Do you think, we can do well.”


  Her words represented the thoughts of everyone else.


  “I know right, f*ck. People were so freaking expectant. My guardian was cheering me up like crazy as well. Tch…”


  “I got a call from my mum as well. Haha… Apparently there’s another placard at the entrance of my village. Do you want a look?” 


  “No.”


  “Ah okay… sorry Sophia.” Soujiro apologised.


  “Kim Ji-in, what about you?”


  “My mum was expecting a lot. It’s probably all because I’m with Yeorum though.”


  Her words reminded them of the core focus of the team.


  They were here thanks to Yu Yeorum and without Yeorum, they would have never gotten this much attention.


  But that worried them even more. The three of them knew better than anyone else that they were too lacking for a treatment this special, and also knew that people might point fingers at them later on. 


  Although they reached a high place thanks to Yu Yeorum,


  They had to do way better because of her.


  To the young kids who had only been competing with cadets their age, the burdensome feeling of an actual fight was definitely not small.


  Can we, do well?


  That was a thought that was on all their minds. And that thought created tension that suffocated them despite this being a simple monster subjugation mission. Soujiro felt stifled and had to take deep breaths in. 


  With both silence and that doubt covering the area, Yeorum finally opened her mouth.


  “Let’s try our best…”


  Yeorum murmured.


  “At least let’s be as desperate as we can until we get our first ranks…


  “Let’s try our hardest…


  “Even if we can’t be the best…


  “If people were to give ranks based on hard work, let’s be the one at the very top…”


  In Kim Ji-in’s eyes, it seemed like Yeorum was saying those words to herself. After saying that, Yeorum raised her red gaze and looked at the three of them before adding more words.


  “There’s something I think about these days. Before, I thought most of the people in the world were retards.”


  Sophia giggled in response, “Sounds just like you.”


  “But no. I realised living just like other people was also quite incredible.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I thought there was no point in their lives since they were weaker than me, but that wasn’t the case. Everyone’s trying their freaking best. Living like everyone else is actually already quite hard…”


  Everyone was fiercely running forward in their own way. In a place like that, in order to be ahead of everyone else, what should they do as people without any talents?


  “So what else can we do. Just try harder.”


  “Honestly, I’m sick of that word,” said Sophia.


  “Trying harder?”


  “Yeah yeah, f*ck. Trying ‘harder’.”


  “But what else can you do? You just have to try even harder.”


  “What more can I do from here? I already feel like dying so lashing at me to try harder is too cruel isn’t it?”


  “Then should we kill our desires? No, right? If I’m not cruel to myself, won’t the world be cruel to me?”


  “…”


  “Maybe you’re right if you don’t have any desires. But we do, don’t we? When I suggested we form a team together, you guys told me yourselves that you wanted to become a world ranker.”


  Kim Ji-in and Soujiro nodded. Soon, Sophia also reluctantly gave a nod.


  World ranker. Being given a higher number was the dream of every superhuman in the world.


  However, things that everyone desired were precious because not everyone could earn them. Anyone could have desires. Even a small baby bug might want to soar through the skies, but as always, it was just the reality that didn’t support them. 


  “But haven’t we been doing fine till now?”


  Yeorum opened her mouth while the rest of the kids were looking depressed.


  “People don’t change easily, they say, but we’ve changed a lot of things till now right?”


  “…”


  “Let’s be honest. Other cadets look at you and they’re jealous right? About being fu*king carried by Yu Yeorum.”


  “Nn.”


  “Y, yeah…”


  “But those bastards don’t know. They don’t know how you’ve been training behind their backs. They don’t know all the blood and sweat you’re shedding.”


  They have endured through hardships. There were things they achieved by sacrificing their bodies. 


  Each and every one of the four in this place was a living proof of possibility.


  “Dude. How hard was it when we were training huh?”


  Soujiro with drooping fat was no longer there.


  Now, Soujiro had a well-trained body of a superhuman that couldn’t be hidden by his short height. He had that presence. 


  “We almost felt like dying, didn’t we? Fainting, vomiting, bleeding and our skins breaking apart…”


  The always-gloomy Kim Ji-in was longer there.


  She did not try to erase nor hide the scar reaching all the way from her chin to her neck. Kim Ji-in was now a person who knew how to fight when necessary.


  “We’ve come this far because we changed.”


  There was no longer a child who threw everything down and cried from a sense of defeat. The hunting dog of RIL, who could stand back up with a weapon in hand no matter what was ahead, was here. 


  “Even if we’re trash, we can have desires. But for people like us to be greedy, we need to try harder.”


  Even caterpillars had dreams.


  “I really want to become stronger. I want to learn more, and I want to get higher ranks. Don’t you guys feel the same?”


  That one day, they would spread their wings apart,


  “So let’s be more cruel to ourselves.”


  And soar through the skies.


  “Let’s push ourselves a bit more.”


  The kids had a dream.


  The words Yeorum shared to everyone including herself, pushed away the anxiety that was crawling up their hearts. 


  Her words were mysteriously consoling and encouraging. After a long silence, Soujiro started wiping his tears with his wrist.


  Not fond of that warm atmosphere, Sophia suddenly laughed out loud and opened her mouth.


  “But the other teams will probably have the same thing on their minds right? Try harder and get good rankings, yeah? With a future plan in mind so that they could live great just like how they have been till now?”


  “Of course. We’re not the only ones.”


  “Shame they would be wasting their time then.”


  “What?”


  “Bi*ches that only look at tomorrow will be held back by me.”


  “…You bi*ch. What are you even on about?”


  Thinking she was about to say nonsense again, Yeorum was about to smile but the following words erased the smile from her lips.


  “I’m serious. I’m a b*tch that only lives the present.”


  ***


  “We have to look far ahead,” said Tyr Brzenk, the team leader of Team Lair. 


  A gloomy voice and a dispirited gaze. He spoke at a slow pace in a strange rhythm.


  “I’ll say it one more time. There’s no need for us to overdo it. Safety is the best.”


  Team Lair was also waiting for the sign of the Association, preparing themselves for the fissure raid. In front of the black crack in the air, the geniuses shared a conversation.


  “Ah, uun uun.”


  “I mean it’s fine to do what you want to, but excessive greed is prohibited. It’s best that we don’t injure ourselves. We should look far ahead and look at the long run.”


  “Uun.”


  Kaeul replied, while Ling Ling asked.


  “Thenn, umm, what after thatt…?”


  “After that? With safety in check, next priority is the pursuit for our own individuality. You wouldn’t want to be the same as every other superhuman right. Think about what our own roads are. Ling Ling, what kind of superhuman did you want to be again?”


  “Someone that protects people…?”


  “More specifically?”


  “If our China gets attacked, I want to be the one standing in the most dangerous placee…”


  “That is quite a romantic goal. Yong Taeha, what about you.”


  “Well, I want to become a superhuman with no equal,” Yong Taeha replied.


  “Like 5 Transcendents of Chaliovan?”


  “Similar. Fighting is of course important, but a symbolic superhuman that could keep peace before the fight even happens. That’s why image-making is very important.”


  Black hair, black eyes, and a face full of dignity and leisure. Yong Taeha, whose appearance was often voted in fashion magazines as the most suitable appearance for a hero, shared his goal.


  “I want to be a superhuman that can break threats ahead of time before they even appear,” said Tyr Brzenk, as Ling Ling and Kaeul nodded.


  The concerns and plans of the four of them were in a different league compared to the worries of other superhumans. Ever since they were born, they were ahead of other people and knew themselves that their starting points were different. 


  They ran ahead and suddenly realised that the ones behind them were very far behind. Therefore, their concerns and plans for the future cannot be the same as those who got exhausted from simply running. 


  In fact, they already knew that they would eventually be at the top. Rather than the question of how far they would go, they were more concerned with where they should be and how.


  That was when Yong Taeha asked.


  “But Brzenk. You’re saying something different than yesterday.”


  “On what?”


  “You said thinking about our future was more important yesterday.”


  “Well that’s because I wasn’t expecting us to be greedy in the first place.”


  “Greedy about what.”


  “Now we might unknowingly get quite greedy during our missions, you know? Even if you were the team leader that is.”


  “What do you even mean.”


  “Think about it. If we only had a knife in hand, we would run away from bears and kill rabbits but now we have a missile launcher in our hands. Wouldn’t you get greedy?”


  Ling Ling and Yong Taeha seemed to be in agreement with his words. Despite knowing that they were talking about herself, Kaeul didn’t know how she was supposed to react so simply blinked her eyes.


  Facing her, Brzenk asked.


  “What about you.”


  “Uun? M, me?”


  “Yes you. Missile launcher. What kind of superhuman do you want to be?”


  “Ah, I, uuumm…”


  Kaeul pondered before asking with a foolish smile on her mouth.


  “What can I become?”


  “Who knows. I don’t know what a missile launcher’s future dream might be.”


  “Hmm, how about a nuclear weaponnn…?”


  Yong Taeha and Ling Ling joked with a smile as Kaeul chuckled out loud in response. It was the first time she laughed wholeheartedly with them and it was such a pretty smile that the three of them were caught off guard regardless of their gender and age. They had to intentionally cough out loud to wake themselves up.


  “I think I will slowly think about it as time goes…!”


  “Yeah, alright. Just listen to the orders until you think of it then. We’re all going to be in for some hard work so it’s best that we don’t interrupt each other.”


  Tyr Brzenk ended the conversation there.


  “Uun uun.”


  ***


  “No, you stupid fool.”


  Yeorum slapped Sophia on the back of her head.


  “What, you f*ck.”


  “I was told to look far ahead without being in a rush.”


  Yeorum using someone else’s words was a rare sight, considering how she was a massive cluster of ego. Doubtfully, Sophia asked.


  “Who told you that?”


  “The dildo in our house.”


  Sophia giggled.


  “Does the dildo in your house know how to speak?”


  “Even makes some jokes these days.”


  “What does that even mean. That’s hilarious. So what was the last thing it talked about then?”


  “To rely on him if it’s tough.”


  Sophia blankly wondered what this was about, but after remembering that there was only one man inside Unit 301, she bursted into laughter.


  “Kyahahaha! You crazy b*tch!”


  Kim Ji-in and Soujiro also threw glances with faint chuckles. After smiling, they realised the pressure suffocating them easing up a little.


  That was when the Association’s call for them to enter the operation was relayed.


  When Yeorum stood up on the spot with her sword, the cadets also belatedly rose up with their weapons in hand and lined up. 


  They were in for the most advanced task they could get for their first mission. In order to become stronger through extreme and authentic battles, they would struggle and perfectly finish the operation to soar into the skies.


  With tension building up again like an elastic band, Yeorum opened her mouth.


  “Team Mochi. Operation start.”


  Episode 83: If you swing your tail just because it’s short (1) 


  [[TL: A twist of the Korean saying: 꼬리가 길면 잡힌다 (You will get caught if your tail is too long)]]


  [Team Mochi, Oct 6, Nd04-1642 Completion of Tropical Rainforest dungeon raid. Subjugated 231 monsters in 17 hours and 34 minutes. Fissure destroyed.]


  [Team Lair, Oct 6, Mo17-0149 Completion of Ruin dungeon raid, Subjugated 188 monsters in 9 hours and 5 minutes. Fissure destroyed.]


  [Team Lair, Oct 8, Participated in an urgent Gyeongwon Village rescue mission. 3 hours and 55 minutes, successfully rescued 38 people.]


  [Team Mochi, Oct 11, KK18-9490 Completion of dungeon raid. Subjugated 595 monsters in 49 hours and 31 minutes. A casualty of four among other superhumans of the group. Successful rescue of isolated superhumans plus the destruction of the fissure]


  …


  Going through the records of the kids, Yu Jitae opened his mouth.


  “Yeorum will win for sure.”


  Bom looked back at him and shook her head.


  “I’m sure Kaeul will win.”


  They looked at each other for a long time. Soon, Yu Jitae opened his mouth with a solemn voice.


  “It’s already the third mission for Team Mochi.”


  “Team Lair is on their third mission as well.”


  “What I mean is Team Mochi finished their mission yesterday.”


  “I know. But that’s only a one-day difference?”


  “You are looking down on one day too much. Do you not know how big of a difference that is?”


  “How big of a difference is it?”


  It actually wasn’t that big of a difference…


  Although the ranks of the top achievers were decided by small differences, the overall flow of the missions was still several times more important than the difference of a day considering that there were still 100 days left. 


  Thus, he closed his mouth silently as Bom asked a different question.


  “Why are you saying something different now, ahjussi? I thought you said Kaeul would win a few days ago.”


  “I did. I still think the same.”


  “Then why? Are you favouring Yeorum just because you taught her?”


  “No. What about you. Aren’t you favouring Kaeul?”


  “I am.”


  “Because you taught her magic?”


  “That too, but actually, I started hating Yeorum this morning.”


  Saying that, Bom gave a faint frown.


  “Again?”


  “Yes. I just happened to glance at her watch this morning. Do you know what name Yu Yeorum saved my number as on her watch?”


  “What name was it.”


  “…”


  She mumbled for words before heaving out a sigh, as if it was a word that she couldn’t dare voice out loud. 


  “Anyways, I was sexually harassed…”


  “Oh no.”


  “So I changed Yeorum’s name on my watch as well.”


  “To what.”


  “…”


  It must have been a terrible name. After saying, ‘It’s nothing important…’ Bom stealthily walked away.


  Why wasn’t she telling him any of the two names?


  He turned his head to the side and found Gyeoul looking directly back at him. After the eye contact, she suddenly started throwing furtive glances at Bom.


  Yu Jitae whispered to Gyeoul.


  ‘You know something, don’t you.’


  Her head moved up and down.


  ‘What did she save Yeorum’s name as?’


  Gyeoul placed her hands in parallel lines, perpendicular to her mouth. When he lowered his body, she started whispering into his ear.


  ‘……Kaeul’s stepping stone.’


  Gyeoul immediately started giggling after finishing her words so Yu Jitae also unknowingly let out a smile.


  Calling a person a stepping stone… It seemed that Bom was really upset. She didn’t even swear a single time when pouring a bottle of champagne over someone’s head, so considering her lexicon, wasn’t that almost the same as extremely offensive profanities?


  Meanwhile, that in turn made him curious.


  It meant that Yeorum had made her so upset with her naming. What exactly did Yeorum save Bom’s number as?


  ***


  Yeorum and Kaeul’s heated competition was well underway and on the other side of the spectrum, there was also the heated competition inside the Association.


  This side’s competition was between Jefferson who finally got the chance to do what he wanted to do, and Kang Ahjin who wanted more success after her initial success.


  The day after he ordered for them to track Quasar, 


  Kang Ahjin located a base of the Anti-Association terrorist group, Quasar, in Inner Mongolia but only the remnants were in there, with none of the higher-ups and executives to be seen. 


  And on the day after that, under the command of Jefferson, a small group of elites tracked the executives that had fled from the Inner Mongolian base but all of them threw small grenades into their mouths and killed themselves without leaving any traces behind. 


  During the morning conference, Jefferson condemned Kang Ahjin.


  “Ahjin. It would have been better if you were more cautious. It seems you were in too much of a rush and made it too conspicuous.”


  “I admire a lot your relaxed attitude despite a potential terrorist attack that can happen anytime,” replied Kang Ahjin.


  There were thorns in her words. Jefferson twitched his eyes.


  “Jefferson. The fact that all 8 executives killed themselves when there was a possibility of catching them alive is a concern that should be addressed and improved first instead, is it not?”


  “Improve, you say? What a convenient way to look at things. How would you capture terrorists that are running away with the resolve to die?”


  Yu Jitae quietly watched them.


  In the end, both of them had done well but were lacking the final 1%. They lost Quasar’s tracks that they had managed to find with difficulty and had simply alerted them that the Association was right behind their tail.


  They probably wouldn’t stay silent.


  And on the next day, Yu Jitae’s thoughts became reality.


  While the Association’s forces were focused in Inner Mongolia, the enemies went for a different target. 30 soldiers in the Mongolian base of the Association located at the centre of Gobi Desert, was attacked and most of them were found as corpses.


  *


  South of Mongolia, Gobi Desert.


  Taking his two assistants, Jefferson and Kang Ahjin, Yu Jitae inspected the barren site. There were signs of broken and burnt tent artifacts nearby, as well as corpses of animals and trash rolling around.


  And in the middle was a large spear with human heads skewered in a row, seemingly there as an exhibition. 


  Letters were carved on the faces of the corpses with knives. His ability, [Fallen Babel (S)] allowed him to immediately read the words that insulted the Association.


  Yu Jitae walked towards it and touched the face of the corpse that had the most number of holes in it.


  “Ah, it’s not clean, Chief.”


  Paying no regard to the dissuading words of the soldier, he pulled down the closed chin of the corpse. Then, he pulled the tongue out and on the tongue, behind the wriggling maggots was something blue. After dusting the maggots away, he scraped the blue thing with his finger and smelled it.


  Along with the odour of the corpse was a familiar smell.


  “Our analysis team is currently looking into the substance. Their current assumption is that it is poison.”


  No.


  This smell was that of KSR-08a. A not-so-famous yet strong hemostat that stopped bleeding. 


  It was a trace of torture. Since they had to survive for longer for the torture to continue for as long as possible. 


  He put the soldier’s tongue back in, and closed the wide-open eyes of the corpse.


  “How many corpses?”


  “There are 25 sir, but 5 of them seem to have been dragged off by beasts. There are blood trails.”


  It was already close to a day since they had left, and there was no way he could catch them for the time being.


  The geological location was a problem. The endless dusty gust of Gobi Desert had murky mana mixed in it alongside the grains of sand. This ruthless breeze erased all the traces of everything it touched.


  The strength level of the opponents was another problem. The ones that had done this had such meagre presences that he couldn’t easily track them. If rankers had done this, he would have been at their door already, breaking their heads. 


  Another problem was that their course of action was different from previous iterations. Even five or six average superhumans would easily be able to dig a hole in the desert sand and hide themselves. There was nothing in this place that would stop them from doing so.


  Even Yu Jitae, with his 90 years of service at the Association and close to 10 years of being near Mongolia, couldn’t think of any decent plans.


  How should he catch these lowly weaklings?


  If he were to walk across the desert for three days looking for tracks, he would probably find something but that wasn’t efficient. It would be a waste of time. 


  He was wondering what to do when the signalman of the troop shouted.


  “An urgent message from the Association sir!”


  “What message.”


  “Quasar has sent a video to the Association!”


  “When?”


  “J, just then sir!”


  His eyes twitched.


  These guys had animosity against the Association. It was clear what kind of video it would be without even having to look at it.


  Jefferson and Kang Ahjin came to his side as a hologram video soon appeared from his watch. A face of a man with buck teeth filled the entirety of the screen.


  A foreign language started leaving his mouth.


  – Hi there? You damned dogs of Association?


  Kahahahahk! He laughed, as others laughed along from nearby.


  Yu Jitae immediately thought to himself.


  At least six voices.


  They were in an enclosed space, with metal for the ceiling and the walls. It was a familiar sight – it was the inside of the large mana-activated desert-type armoured car, A50. The noisy sound of the engine was heard from behind and it seemed to be a video they took while driving somewhere. 


  – I am Kadan Nihum, you fu*kers. I am the son of Kurun Nihum who you f*ckers killed.


  – Talking about the world’s order or something at the front while preparing for a war behind our backs, ey? It’s not gonna be as easy as you think.


  – We will not run away. We will not submit ourselves to strength.


  – God will judge you with justice.


  – But you know who that god is?


  – It’s me.


  Once again, he laughed ‘Kahahahat!’ as others bustled from nearby. Kill! Kill! They chanted, as the man pointed the barrel of his gun somewhere. 


  The screen moved and revealed a man whose eyes and mouth were covered by a cloth. One of the missing young soldiers of the Association was there.


  He seemed like a private, judging from his outfit. His tattered clothes showed wounds underneath and his entire body was drenched in blood, as tears flowed from his eyes. 


  – Nnn? Why are you crying? You’re touching my compassionate heart.


  The man insulted.


  – Open your stupid mouth. Oi.


  – Hello? Ahh! Open it!! Ahh right. Very good.


  – Now, you have two options.


  – Between a gun and my thing, what do you want inside your mouth?


  When the mouth closed from his words, the terrorist swung his spiky gauntlet and struck the young soldier in his chin. With a thud, the soldier’s chin broke and fell open. “Ouhh!” they yelled from the side.


  – Ahh, lord! We are sending another retarded child of the witch Valentine. Where should this pitiful young boy go off to?


  – He is a devil’s child, so straight to hell.


  After a one-man show of praying and giving the revelation by himself, they laughed out loud before the gun blasted forth.


  Bang!


  Kang Ahjin twitched her eyes, as Jefferson also gave a menacing scowl.


  Other people watching the video also let out gasps. The head of the soldier exploded as its innards spreaded across the armoured car. 


  Yu Jitae carefully observed all that.


  – This is only the beginning. Please wait for the next one! Okay?


  – God breast you!


  The buck-teethed bastard touched his breasts that didn’t even exist. That marked the end of the video.


  “This fuc*king son of a bi*ch–!”


  Unable to hold himself back, Jefferson furiously asked with a shout.


  “Oi! What did the headquarters say! Where are the coordinates of the origin of the video!?”


  “They have been on it since they received the video, but it’s not clear sir!”


  “For f*ck’s sake! It’s not even clear in a stupid desert! Are you telling me there are no clues at all!?”


  Jefferson obstinately shouted as Kang Ahjin also started ordering her subordinates.


  “Replay the video at 0.2 times the speed! Look for any clues!”


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae also replayed the video several times. The only traces inside the video included the dashboard that was accidentally caught by the camera as well as flashing images of the outside scenery that could be seen from the armoured car’s hologram display. 


  He had to find something from here.


  Yu Jitae focused, and raised all his senses.


  The time of his perceived world slowed down. He started paying attention to every single clue that could be spotted from the video. 


  “Put the map up.”


  “Ah, yes!”


  In response to his command, one of his subordinate soldiers hurriedly floated up the hologram map of Gobi Desert.


  It’s not easy.


  How was he supposed to look at a land full of sand all the way to the horizons and specify the location? It was different from when he was looking for the baby dragon that subconsciously released its aura. 


  Whether a regressor or not, it was impossible.


  He was not a god.


  However, after quietly going through the video several times, he discovered something – one object that could be used to specify the location.


  The clouds in the sky were all in different shapes.


  Today happened to be on the clearer side, with a great visibility of the distant skies. Inside the 3-minute video, the appearance of the clouds reflected on the hologram display were exceptionally clear. 


  He calculated the time. It had been exactly 17 hours and 31 minutes since the incident occurred in this place.


  He analysed all the data in hand.


  A50 weighed 17.8 tonnes, with the mana engine having a horsepower of 1950. It could climb hills up to 72 degrees tall, but going through a road filled with hills was not mana-efficient and they wouldn’t have enough mana stones.


  They must have avoided the high hills. He could imagine their movement path.


  He checked the dashboard.


  They were running at 81km/h, with fuel hitting the bottom. It was almost completely empty and an empty fuel meant low output, with inability to use protective spells. There was no reason for terrorists to voluntarily run on low fuel.


  This meant that they did not have spare fuel.


  Lastly, he remembered something bizarre.


  They killed the hostage inside the vehicle.


  Question: Why would they do that when it makes the vehicle dirty?
Answer: Because they will get off soon.


  In that case, all they would have to do is either clean the car or throw it away.


  Question: When would people get out of their car?
Answer: When they are at their destination.


  Opening his eyes, he looked at the skies. His vision intensified as the world began being pushed away with himself at the centre. The distant parts of the world beyond the horizons entered his sight.


  He discerned all the clouds.


  Comparing them to the data inside the dashboard and the outside of the armoured car, he drew seven dots on the map around the place he was currently in. Those were the places with similar cloud shapes. 


  “Season? That’s…”


  He ignored Kang Ahjin’s words.


  The reason there were still seven, was because the shape of the clouds in the nearby skies were changing in real time. Seven… there were still too many options, and besides, the enemy was still in motion.


  It was then.


  “We have received another video from the target!” shouted the signalman.


  In response, Jefferson lamented once again. Knowing that the Association wouldn’t be able to easily backtrack them, they were openly provoking them like this.


  “When was this!”


  “Just then sir!”


  Yu Jitae shouted.


  “Send the video to me first. Now!”


  “Yes Chief!”


  The signalman sent him the video, and it was a similar video. A video about slowly decapitating another hostage with a knife.


  They were still inside the same armoured car.


  Scanning through the video at 8 times the original speed, Yu Jitae carefully observed the sky outside the armoured car before again raising his eyes to the sky around him and confirming the location of the clouds he had specified. Only one of the seven dots of the map showed almost exactly the same clouds as the video.


  He drew a V on the map.



  There you are.


  Episode 83: If you swing your tail just because it’s short (2) 


  His eyes were on the skies. Sensing the unprecedented amount of mana soaring into the heavens, powerful superhumans nearby paid attention to Yu Jitae’s movement.


  He marked a spot on the map in red.


  Several superhumans had their eyes on him. In this frustrating, hopeless and irritating situation, a few of them wanted that V sign to be the location of the enemies.


  There was not a single element they could use to specify the location of the said Quasar troops but… perhaps the prophet might be able to somehow find where they were. 


  They couldn’t help but have such blind expectations but surprisingly enough, their expectations were soon realised. 


  “Antonio Jefferson. Kang Ahjin.”


  “Yes sir!”


  “Yes.”


  He drew a red line connecting to the back of the V sign.


  “Take your men and head here immediately. Get behind them.”


  “Sorry sir?”


  “There will be at least the size of a platoon, or more of Quasar in that location. Both of you, take the fastest of soldiers from the headquarters and surround this place from behind.”


  “Understood sir… but, how did you…”


  “There is no time to explain. How many minutes will it take.”


  “The sandstorms are currently quite calm. After specifying the coordinates, we will be able to use the teleportation device to arrive there in an hour and a half sir.”


  “Get on with it right now.”


  “Yes sir!”


  He simply commanded with neither evidence nor any attempt of persuasion.


  Despite that, there was an immense power behind his words. 


  Season was the prophet of the Association, and Jefferson, who had seen his omnipotent power unravel before his eyes, couldn’t dare retort in any way. 


  “This is Antonio Jefferson. Convey my words.”


  “1st grade agent Kang Ahjin here! Making a request for the immediate reinforcement of mobile troops…!”


  While Jefferson and Kang Ahjin started noisily talking to their communication devices, Yu Jitae manipulated his mana.


  He would now be jumping high above.


  It wasn’t anything difficult.


  He formed a cone-shape with his mana above his head and suppressed himself with it. It felt as if the entire heaven was suppressing him from above.


  The sand beneath his feet exploded out and his body started creating a hole through the weak foundation of sand. A storm of sand gushed away from him to the surroundings as people shrieked and shouted from nearby.


  At the epicentre of that storm, Yu Jitae added a large amount of mana into his legs. His thighs as thick as building pillars endured through the explosive pressure of the atmosphere. While the heavens were pushing him down, his thighs were pushing away from the earth with the same amount of force in them.


  The strengthened tension exploded as dust scattered beneath.


  At last, he erased the pressure weighing his body down and simultaneously kicked off the earth as hard as he could.


  Kwaaaaaannggg–!


  Yu Jitae bounced off the ground. Like a fighter jet or perhaps a missile, he sped through the skies and started flying somewhere. 


  When his body exceeded the speed of sound, noises of the space getting ripped apart resonated across and when he again exceeded the supersonic speed, white ripples began spreading away from him like ocean waves.


  Cutting through the sky, he gazed down at the world rapidly shifting away.


  After flying for around 20 minutes, Yu Jitae discovered a large armoured car with the same colour as sand on the ground.


  It was exactly where he estimated.


  They were inside it.


  Immediately, he dropped on top of the armoured car.


  Kwaaangg–!!!


  The roof made of 15-centimetre-thick mana-enforced alloy crumpled beneath his feet. The large piece of metal heavily shook up and down, but he did not stop there.


  Lowering his hand, he pushed it into the cannon barrel placed on top of the armoured car, looking like the head of the car. He started ripping the entire cannon barrel out. He looked like a certain Nazirite of the Old Testament that pushed the pillars of a temple and crumbled it. 


  His strength exceeded even the standard beliefs of superhumans as the metal was bent and ripped apart. The piece of alloy that should never be lifted started creaking while being separated from the body of the vehicle. 


  “Uaaaakk!”


  “W, what’s happening!!”


  From inside, he could hear shrieks full of fear.


  “What is that! S, stop it! Stop it!”


  “Don’t let him come in!”


  He heard such voices,


  “Contact the base! Send the emergency signal right now!”


  “Y, yeah! Got ya!”


  As well as those voices.


  Picking up a piece of metal that he ripped apart, Yu Jitae threw it at the signalman sitting next to the driver. The ball of metal exploded his head, pierced through it and destroyed the communication device behind him. 


  Immediately afterwards, magic firearms were pointed at him.


  Bang bang bang bang–!


  Bullets flew in but were blocked by dozens of blessings protecting his physical body. Before even touching his body, they lost their kinetic energy and the mana inside them were dissolved. They touched his body but soon powerlessly dropped. 


  Yu Jitae slowly looked at the inside of the vehicle. It was the same as what he saw from the video. 


  There were exactly 6 people alive, including 1 alive hostage. The shock caused by him landing killed the four that were sitting at the back seats of A50.


  There were six corpses in total, including the hostages they killed.


  “The guns aren’t working!”


  “What in the world is that monster!”


  “S, stop him! You fu*king retards!”


  They couldn’t stop him and Yu Jitae easily walked into the car.


  One of them ran at him with a sword in hand but even he himself wasn’t positive about the idea. His eyes were filled with doubt and seemed to be aware that his attack wouldn’t lead to any meaningful results.


  Before the sword could even touch him, Yu Jitae threw his fist. The body of the terrorist flew behind with both his eyes and chin crushed.


  After crashing into the wall at a rapid speed, the terrorist’s body fell right in front of his comrade. However, surprised by the sudden speed, the comrade ended up shooting his own comrade’s dead body before being surprised yet again. 


  In the blink of an eye, Yu Jitae moved his body and smashed two more people to death.


  The only remaining two were the driver and the buck-teeth. 


  The buck-teeth was shocked but quickly pointed the barrel of the gun at his own chin. 


  He was trying to kill himself but Yu Jitae didn’t allow it just yet.


  Looking into his eyes, Yu Jitae thought about something as the buck-teeth immediately froze on the spot. He turned powerless and the gun dropped from his hand onto the floor.


  In a seizure, he grabbed onto his own neck with his eyes all white. He drove his body into the bloody floor of the car, trembling while foaming at his mouth. As if something was strangling him by the neck, he had trouble breathing.


  Yu Jitae threw a glance at the soldier who was caught hostage. He looked back at him whilst trembling but there didn’t seem to be any other problem in terms of health. 


  Finally, he approached the driver. 


  Despite shaking tremendously, the driver couldn’t even look away but his mind was still conscious.


  A dirty armoured car would either be cleaned or disposed of, but something like this should be quite costly for them so they shouldn’t be willing to throw them away easily. It was obvious where they would end up by the time their fuel ran out.


  Their base was nearby.


  He spoke to the driver.


  “Go straight.”


  “P, pardon?”


  “Just go. To where you were going.”


  At one point, the armoured car drove into the sand. It wasn’t up to the armoured car to decide the timing. As if it was alive, the desert moved and accepted the car in, as if the barren land was absorbing the car with its own will. 


  The Regressor knew of the nature of these underground bases of the terrorist organisations. That was also why he hadn’t touched the core of the armoured car despite breaking parts of it. 


  By suppressing the mana above him, he used it as the roof of the opened armoured car. With no sand coming into the car, it slowly drove further into the ground. 


  They soon arrived at a certain underground fortress.


  The parking lot, with seven desert tanks parked in it. 


  There were various tunnels here and there and in the distance was also a plaza as well as a place for people to take a rest at.


  He could sense roughly 150 people stationed at the plaza. Not all of them should be on guard so there would probably be around 400 people in the entire base.


  If it was the size of a small squad, it would’ve been a shame. He would’ve been content as long as it was the size of a platoon but lo and behold, it was a company of terrorists.


  Several armed soldiers of Quasar approached them, while being curious about the state of the armoured car. 


  Hiding his presence, Yu Jitae prepared to leave the car. In his right hand, he formed killing intent into the shape of a blade and with his left hand, he grabbed the buck-teeth by the back of his neck.


  “Get up. Let’s go.”


  Now that he was hiding his presence, the pressure suffocating his throat vanished and the buck-teeth was able to finally open his trembling lips.


  “Huk, huk… Who are you…”


  “What do you think.”


  “A, a dog of the Association?”


  “Close.”


  Grit, the man gritted his teeth.


  “What do you plan on doing by keeping me alive, you damned dog of the Association. Looking to torture me or something?”


  He was trembling in fear and yet still blabbered on. 


  Unexpectedly, the buck-teeth’s question allowed time for Yu Jitae to ask himself the same question. 


  Right, why am I doing this?


  All he needed to do was quietly kill all the terrorists in this place. He could knock the buck-teeth out and take him back but Yu Jitae wanted to show him the disaster that would befall this place. 


  After thinking to himself for a bit, he discovered the answer.


  Yu Jitae added.


  “You almost slipped through my fingers.”


  “W, what?”


  “If not for your videos, I never would have been able to find you.”


  “What do you… but there shouldn’t have been any clues in the video.”


  “Did you not show me the clouds?”


  “N, nonsense…”


  He seemed to be in disbelief.


  His body shook heavily. 


  Looking at his reaction, Yu Jitae felt his frustration dissipate. He wanted to see this guy make such an expression.


  Unlike usual, Yu Jitae wasn’t being rational. He was emotional.


  It seemed that the video of killing and insulting young superhumans had unknowingly irritated him quite a lot. This was a side effect of retrieving daily life, and he admitted the fact that this wasn’t a good thing to do.


  “Kadan Nihum. Long tails are easier to catch.”


  That was when a soldier of the underground base asked from nearby, “What’s up? How did the car end up like that?” Thus, Yu Jitae lowered his voice even more and softly continued.


  “But your tail was short. So I thought it would be hard to catch it.”


  One of the soldiers jumped into the armoured car through the back door. Yu Jitae threw his arm and it travelled past the soldier’s chin, through the nose into the temple, completely dividing his face into two.


  The man fell into the car.


  “But you swung it too much.”


  That was the start.


  Yu Jitae wrapped a rope around the neck of the buck-teeth and took him outside like a dog. Buck-teeth crawled on four legs but couldn’t keep up with his speed and fell face-flat on the ground. His body was dragged across the ground but he couldn’t even let out a single shriek, because his throat was blocked by something.


  In the far-off entrance of the fortress were armed guards.


  Picking up a fist-sized stone from nearby, Yu Jitae casually threw it.


  Bam–


  One of the heads exploded causing the yawning soldier next to him to turn around.


  “Huh?’


  Immediately afterwards, the soldier’s perception of the world tilted diagonally. He thought it was weird but his gaze soon landed near the ground. That was the last thought he had before his head dropped on the ground. 


  “……!”


  Buck-teeth gasped for breath and frantically threw his arms and legs around but Yu Jitae continued forward. After walking into the fortress, he could see a small yet decent training ground as well as training soldiers.


  Yu Jitae walked towards them. 


  Buck-teeth desperately struggled. He thrashed around trying to tell his comrades to run away but they couldn’t see him, as Yu Jitae had obscured the space around them to full. He was powerless and could only watch Yu Jitae’s Shapeless Sword decapitating people. 


  He thrashed around before finding a sharp piece of rock in the training field. Buck-teeth tried to stab his own eyes with it so Yu Jitae swung his Shapeless Sword and sliced the tendons in his wrists.


  “…!!”


  Due to being strangled by the neck, he couldn’t even scream out loud and in the blink of an eye, everyone in the training grounds were killed. Using the ability of the black dragon, [Eradication (S)], Yu Jitae burnt the corpses leaving nothing behind.


  He then grabbed onto the hair of the crying buck-teeth and pulled his head up.


  “What are you doing. Etch it into your eyes.”


  “…!!”


  Buck-teeth moved his mouth and mumbled but Yu Jitae wasn’t really curious.


  He was probably asking him to kill him, but he had no plans of doing so. After watching everything here, he would be handed over to the Association.


  “Come.”


  Once again, Yu Jitae walked forward with the leash in hand. Walking down the inside of the fortress, he killed every human without a sound and erased their corpses.


  At last, he arrived at the heart of the fortress.


  Immediately he pushed open the door of the command room. Officials of Quasar that were in the middle of a conference looked at him with confusion in their eyes. One of the skilled superhumans instinctively ran in with a spear in hand but he was the first to turn into a corpse.


  Yu Jitae killed everyone except for the commander and the deputy.


  “Speak. The location of the regiment you belong to. And the commander’s name.”


  “I, I do not know! I’m just following the commands of higher-ups…!”


  The authenticity in his Eyes of Equilibrium was ‘true’.


  Terrorist groups were unique organisations. Despite moving based on convictions and faith, they always distrusted each other. That was the same in every iteration and because of that, they tended to cut off their own tails easily and run away.


  However, Yu Jitae had the experience of being in the Anti-Association groups for around 5 years in the 5th iteration. It was in order to kill Chaliovan.


  This was a battalion-sized force.


  The only hotline connected to troops like this was the direct superior that gave them commands and in this case, it would be a battalion. However, battalions would not exist in remote wastelands like this and there was always a specific place for battalions. 


  The organisation had a different name in every iteration.


  However, the battalion-sized troops were always in one of the 100 or so of locations. It was because the formation of their base had a strong correlation with the geographical advantages around those areas.


  Yu Jitae had a way around it himself. 


  Turning his head, he glanced around the surroundings. As he expected, there was a hotline communication device inside the command room that couldn’t be tracked.


  “What’s the password for this.”


  He turned on the hotline, and ordered the frightened commander to input the password.


  “You come here.”


  Since buck-teeth loved video calls, he sat him in the commander’s seat and waited until  someone’s face appeared inside the hologram screen. It was someone he had no recollection of but it was probably someone random taking the call in the stead of their commander. 


  The man inside the screen frowned after seeing buck-teeth.


  – Who are you? What’s going on?


  In a daze, buck-teeth blankly stared at the screen. Meanwhile from nearby, Yu Jitae carefully observed the background of the video. It was a familiar sight – troop 0713. The following troop was located at the centre of the African continent.


  – What are you! I’m asking you right now! Where did Farwell go?!


  Since he specified the location already, he didn’t need to continue the call any longer. After ending the video, Yu Jitae hit buck-teeth on the back of his head.


  “Thanks. It was easy to find where they were.”


  “W, w, what…?”


  His eyes trembled.


  All his comrades were killed and the troop he belonged to was destroyed in a single day and he had to watch everything unfold in real time. 


  The game he played to simply screw the Association over had led to such results. He would probably be in so much regret that he would rather die. 


  “All thanks to you.”


  Episode 84: Who is our Enemy (1) 


  That marked the end of the ordeal.


  Reinforcements of the Association belatedly arrived and began investigating across the underground fortress. They found 137 deceased and 2 survivors. 


  Although they had found 3 survivors, a rash action of a superhuman ended up killing one of the surviving terrorists on the spot. The private that killed the terrorist was a 15-year-long friend of the dead hostage who had entered the military together. 


  He got punished with paid suspension of 3 months, and 120 hours of mental therapy as a measure of security.


  Yu Jitae conveyed the information he found from the underground basement about the regiment-sized force located in Africa to the Association. He wanted to go personally but couldn’t do so because he had to go to an arboretum for Gyeoul’s homework with Bom and Gyeoul. And at home, he had to spend time alone with Bom so he had no time.  


  His spot was replaced by one of the 5 Transcendents of Chaliovan, Christoph Willbald Freeman, the old man who loved talking about his instincts. An operational squad was formed with him at the centre and they attacked the base in secret.


  However, Quasar of the 7th iteration was a lot more cautious than what Yu Jitae had expected.


  In that location was a subordinate army of South African Nations united (SAN), with actual soldiers of SAN positioned. It was revealed that Quasar had been secretly using one of the unused buildings as a communication office. It was a problem that occurred due to the negligent maintenance of the troops.


  Several hotlines of battalions were connected to the building but the lines were disconnected the moment the troops of the Association bombarded in, and the one inside the communication office was also clueless.


  Until he eventually died from the torture, he continued throwing out wrong pieces of information.


  “Haha, these random retard bastards…”


  The old superhuman with good instincts, King of Mercenaries, Christoph, licked his fangs with his tongue.


  The next day, the headquarters received a report from him with a fairly shocking title.


  [My senses do not tell me where the tail connects to]


  Christoph had never said anything negative about his instincts or senses a single time in the past 50 years. In fact when he wasn’t sure about something, he simply didn’t mention his instinct at all. 


  So why was it that he intentionally used the phrase, ‘my senses do not tell me’?


  – Doesn’t that mean that the interruption of the trace is too perfect, my lord?


  That was Clone 1’s opinion to which Yu Jitae agreed.


  The old man wasn’t one of the 5 Transcendents of Chaliovan for nothing. He might have been a weak old dotard in front of him, but it was safe to say that no-one in the Association could be as efficient or effective as Christoph in terms of individual missions. 


  The fact that he wasn’t able to find anything despite that, meant it wasn’t something simply in the realms of ‘hiding it well’. 


  Hiding something would leave trails of them hiding it. And even if they were to hide those on top, it would still leave traces of hiding what was hidden.


  Christoph’s words meant that there was no such a thing in the first place. It meant that the communication station of Troop 0713 was as clean as if it had never been used by the Quasars at all. 


  In other words, it meant that the communication centre was a space created with utmost care of an ultra high ranker whose understanding of ‘location’ and ‘traces’ had reached that of Christoph’s.


  “Tch. That old man. I never liked him ‘cuz he always talked about his instincts and whatnot.”


  “It just doesn’t work anymore I guess. Or he’s gone senile.”


  But after Yu Jitae devastated them before, Christoph’s reputation by people of the Association’s Central Command Centre was being depreciated. His self-centred personality added even more to his negative reputation.


  Since he couldn’t simply ignore the matter, Yu Jitae headed to the area in person the next day. And immediately, he realised what the method that got rid of the traces was.


  “…”


  The clue instead was that the traces had been erased way too perfectly.


  There were only 2 people according to his memories in this world that could erase the traces of mana so perfectly.


  One was himself,


  And the other was…


  “…”


  It was such an absurd thought that he had to review his own hypothesis.


  Was this true? But it shouldn’t be.


  He was confused.


  …The other person that could do this was the woman who had been at the Rank 1 spot for a very short period of time, after the witch released her title of sovereign and until Oscar Brzenk rose to be a sovereign.


  Her name, Wings of Snowlight.


  She was the woman who taught Yu Jitae the manipulation of mana to manage traces. 


  However, she was already dead. She died during the Great War when trying to save people. People already found her corpse, and she also had a grave. 


  He wondered if she had revived herself but that couldn’t be the case judging from his experience. Yu Jitae had never seen her true self in his 7 iterations.


  The Regressor had simply learned her way of manipulating mana by forcibly pulling out the immense amount of mana sitting in her grave, and forming it in the shape of her avatar.


  In fact she didn’t even teach him, because the avatar of Wings of Snowlight had no plans of teaching him her skills. He nonetheless threatened her and stole the skills from her.


  So in other words, didn’t that mean someone in the 7th iteration had used the mana left behind in her grave to form it into an avatar, thereby stealing the skills from that avatar like he himself had done?


  Yu Jitae had to confirm this so he immediately headed to the National Memorial Board of Korea. 


  “No-one’s allowed past this place.”


  He then sneaked into the grave that was being protected by soldiers.


  As he had expected, the grave of Wings of Snowlight had been robbed already. He had no idea who the robber was because there was not a single trace remaining…


  Feeling slightly irritated, he returned. Back then, Wings of Snowlight was very upset and expressed her anguish throughout the transfer of her skills.


  [I was not allowed a single rest when I was alive. Now I am about to enter an eternal sleep to rest comfortably but you are tormenting me even now…]


  [Am I not even allowed to rest in death…]


  [If only I did not know of such skills. At least I would have been able to rest in my death…]


  After being exposed to daily life in the 7th iteration, he knew what feelings Wings of Snowlight had been feeling back then, and also understood that his actions from back then was a sin not so small. Because of an ethical reason like that, he wasn’t planning to visit her grave in this iteration but…


  “…”


  Yu Jitae became more vigilant.


  This was not something that should be taken lightly.


  In fact, the executives of the Association whose horizons had broadened from the previous incidents also took this to heart.


  [Quasar]


  During a meal, Chaliovan said to Zhuge Haiyan regarding Quasars.


  ‘This is not a simple group of terrorists.’


  ‘There is no way that is the case.’


  His words were firm and Zhuge Haiyan also agreed with his words. Around 2 weeks later, as if to prove their thoughts, another incident came knocking on their door.


  Near the Great Lakes of Michigan, USA.


  A boy who had been fishing in the cold weather with bodyguards suddenly vanished underwater. An extensive investigation followed it but when they discovered the boy on the other side of the coast, he was found dead with his ears and tongue ripped out.


  The boy’s name was Michael Willbald Freeman.


  The grandson of King of Mercenaries, Christoph, was murdered.


  ***


  That day, Yu Jitae wore black clothes and Bom followed him with black hair.


  Beneath the lights of the cathedral’s chandelier, they attended the funeral. A lot of people were present with unending sounds of tears.


  “Michael, Michael! Will you come back to me if I rip all those bastards into pieces? Huh?” One of them bursted into rage before being pulled away by superhumans.


  “Please open your eyes. I have your favourite candies with me…” There was another who cried with a jar of candies in hand.


  However, the dead boy would not come back.


  Magic engineering had developed and so did technology.


  Despite that, there was still no way to revive a dead person into their normal state. Death was still death. 


  Yu Jitae waited in a line and only after a long time was he able to stand before the deceased.


  In American Catholic funerals, there was the culture of allowing people to meet the deceased for the last time with the coffin open. Some people still followed these cultures despite religion having lost a lot of authority in recent times. 


  He stood in front of the coffin, and looked at the pale body of the boy. His ripped ears entered his sight. 


  Ripping his tongue and ears was most likely as revenge for cutting off the important communication line of Quasar. No-one necessarily mentioned it but it was quite obvious that it was.


  “He is about the size of Gyeoul,” said Bom. 


  The boy appeared to be around 10 years old.


  “It must have been painful…”


  Saying that, she felt sad about a child whom she was seeing for the first time. Yu Jitae wasn’t really that sad and even now, there was instead a myriad of complex thoughts muddling his head.


  “Stay here for a bit Bom.”


  “Are you going somewhere?”


  “Just to talk to someone.”


  After the funeral, he looked for Christoph. The superhuman who was old yet as big as a beast, didn’t really look that depressed. He was smoking a cigarette alone at the back of the cathedral. 


  “Christoph.”


  “Season. You’re here.”


  “Sorry about what happened to the child.”


  Christoph heaved out a mouthful of smoke. The old man nonchalantly said through the thick smoke.


  “There is no way the prophet came all the way here to console a lowly old man. So, what brings you here.”


  “Let’s have a talk about what happened after the communication office operation of Africa’s Quasar branch.”


  “Alright. What is it. Don’t beat around the bush.”


  “What did you do after the operation.” Yu Jitae asked.


  “Why are you asking that.”


  “I have gone through the records of the 5th Command Room and discovered that you had nothing scheduled for a long time, with neither work-related or personal schedule written down.”


  “As you turn older, it’s natural to rest more.”


  “Don’t you think of yourself as young.”


  “Don’t pretend like you know me well.”


  Christoph sucked in a very deep breath through the cigarette. His consequent sigh was just as deep.


  “…Nothing much. I was just personally looking into it.”


  “Looking into Quasar.”


  “Right. Chief Advisor Season. You’re aware that there are around 7 special troops tracking Quasar apart from you, yes?”


  Yu Jitae nodded. The communication office connected to battalions that he found was the most relevant recent success with no other troops having meaningful outcomes. 


  “With all their data in mind, I followed my instincts and scavenged through everything.”


  “What everything?”


  “All the governments around the world… I went through them a lot. They probably haven’t told others yet because of my fame as an old veteran hero of the war, but there is most likely a lot of governments that do not like me.”


  “So, any results?”


  “There is one thing. One very strange point.”


  Christoph held the cigarette with his other hand.


  “There is someone…” 


  “Someone?” Yu Jitae asked.


  “I have no idea who it is though.”


  “A group? Or an individual.”


  “Don’t know about that either. But it feels more like an individual.”


  “Their gender? And age?”


  “Not sure about either of them.”


  “Any traits, or their rank.”


  “Not too sure about their rank, but it’s probably high. As for their trait, it’s that the being can control human relationships and societies exceptionally well like a monster. That’s what I felt.”


  “What you felt? You mean everything you said is based on your instincts?”


  “Yes.”


  “…”


  Yu Jitae gave a faint frown.


  The word ‘instinct’ was one that didn’t sit well with him. However, he still didn’t disregard it. According to Christoph, the opponent was an individual that could manipulate the relationships of human society well like a monster.


  And that person might as well be the very person that robbed the grave of Wings of Snowlight. 


  “What made you think that.”


  “There is something. In some countries… there is something, something strange with them. But there was nothing weird on documents and none of the people were doubtful or skeptical either.”


  “If neither the documents nor people find it weird, then what makes you claim there’s something strange. Is there anything else apart from that instinct of yours?”


  “Even the god doesn’t know, so how would an old man like me know?”


  “I’m not a god. I’m just another desperate human. Tell me everything you know.”


  The old man pondered as he burned through another cigarette. Soon, he opened his mouth while throwing the cigarette butt away.


  “They were too fast.”


  “About what.”


  “Prophet. Following your words, the Association was preparing for the ‘Night’. But us gathering power is buying the wariness of other nations. Because of the growth of the military organisation, Association, governments are feeling pressured.”


  “Is that not natural?”


  “Right, but I’m saying that their reaction is way too fast.”


  “On what standards?”


  “My experience. That’s why I’m saying it’s based on my instincts.”


  “So, you mean there is one ‘individual’ that is inducing that situation from behind?”


  “Exactly.”


  After that, Yu Jitae threw several more questions but the conclusion was the same. 


  According to his instincts, there was one suspicious guy moving the world, to antagonise the Association.


  “…”


  Yu Jitae nodded and was about to head back. However, right before turning around, he felt slightly soft inside. Reflecting on the principles of daily lives, he carefully asked.


  “How do you feel.”


  “You’re asking that now.”


  “If there’s something to do, leave it to me or One. We will help you take some time off.”


  “It’s fine. Just go. I am still young.”


  When the hesitant Yu Jitae was again about to turn around, the old man’s voice flew in like a lingering regret and stopped him by his ankles.


  “Are you, not a god?” he asked.


  “Like I said, I’m a human.”


  “A human huh… You were behaving just like an old god but… so you mean you are a creation just like me, yes?”


  “If the doctrine of creation is correct, then yes.”


  “I happen to be a creationist. Then can you listen to one of my stories as the same human?”


  Yu Jitae turned and faced the old man.


  “I had a son and a daughter.”


  Episode 84: Who is our Enemy (2) 


  “My son died fighting monsters.”


  He started sharing his story.


  “My only remaining daughter, that foolish girl, was also a superhuman but I wanted to make her live like a normal person. By then, my wife was already dead so I couldn’t have another child. My daughter was so stubborn that we fought very often.”


  Yu Jitae remembered the woman that was crying on her knees in front of the portrait. 


  “Season. Does a prophet have children too?”


  “Who knows. I don’t have any myself.”


  “Then don’t make a child for the next decade at least.”


  “…”


  His deep sigh was mixed with smoke. Soon, he reopened his mouth along with another sigh of smoke escaping through his white moustache and beard.


  “Time sometimes flies. It was already time for that young girl to get married. She wanted to show me a grandchild – a child giving birth to a child. But like what I said to you then, I told her not to. My foolish daughter married before the war but the war broke out when they were newlyweds.”


  And yet the baby was born.


  “Who could stop a married couple sleeping together? In the end, near the end of the war, she did bear a child. I should have known she was as stubborn as myself, and should’ve separated her from her husband or something… but they had a child already and she was pregnant. What could I do then?”


  “Did you scold her?”


  “Of course. How long has it been since your brother turned into a corpse? How could you bear a child in a time like this? I admonished them a ton. The two of them cried together and yelled. I was going to tell them off for the rest of my life but when the baby was actually born…”


  He smiled with a low voice. Before long, there was a slightly denser smile on his lips.


  “…His little dick was so tiny and cute, alright. My DNA is quite powerful though, and he looked just like my dead son. So I bought a stroller for him. It was a very expensive, large and pretty stroller made in Japan. The shock absorber in it was great. It didn’t shake an inch even when going over speed bumps.”


  Christoph turned towards Yu Jitae.


  
Because of the smile that was on his lips, when killing intent suddenly sparked from his face, he looked even more sinister. The gaze of a beast that was seconds away from dashing forward and ripping someone to pieces was in his eyes.


  “The Korean government floats an island in the sky to nurture kids into killing monsters. Chaliovan announces that it will be a peaceful period – Valentine said the world would be fine even without her and buried herself in the forest with young men. The sovereign, little Brzenk – that young man is twice as strong as the witch. Seeing all that, this old man’s brain must have softened.”


  He spoke faster and faster.


  “I was dreaming,


  “Watching children peacefully grow up,


  “Teasing my foolish daughter ageing with her husband,


  “Like a retired old dotard, I was going to sit back and wait until I could eventually meet my wifey.


  “I thought it would be okay.”


  To the old superhuman, this was not simply the death of a young life.


  “I was going to decorate gardens and flowerbeds,


  “People around me teased me for going senile.


  “But I meant it. As you turn older, you funnily get more attached to flowers.


  “So I grew flowers, looked after the garden,


  “Bought a slide and a seesaw so that kids could play around.


  “I thought it would be okay.”


  In his mind, an entire era had ended.


  “When Michael was born, I planted an oak tree in my garden.


  “Wouldn’t he later become a father himself?


  “Wouldn’t he tell me that he would show me a great-grandson in the future?


  “By then, it would be another twenty to thirty years and the oak tree should have grown enough. If I was still alive, I would have cut that tree and used it for the entrance of that kid’s house.


  “That’s what I thought. I wasn’t expecting the tree to become the child’s coffin.”


  Because the era around him had changed, the old superhuman couldn’t simply be the grandpa of the young boy. He had to be a soldier, and soldiers did not cry from people’s death.


  “People say you become more childish as you age. Maybe that happened to me.


  “Or maybe I got a screw loose like what the people talking behind my back are saying.


  “I was too soft-hearted, thinking it was an era where I could grab a stroller and not a sword, live peacefully growing flowers, and die without worrying about a single thing.


  “I thought my life had finally regained that era.”


  His eyes turned bloody. Veins popped out of his hand carrying the cigarette. His skin turned bloody from his fury as one by one, dense words oozed out of his mouth.


  “It was all an illusion.”


  The old soldier quietly revealed his rage.


  ***


  ‘Me rummaging through everything might indeed have been a problem.’


  Finishing it off with those words, Christoph turned around. The old man, who thought an era of peace had finally come, grasped many things but he now had to let go of them all, and the old soldier was not the only one seeing this as the turning point.


  [A relative of the 5 Transcendents of Chaliovan murdered.]


  [The international Superhuman Association announces a radical response to the terrorist group, Quasar.]


  [Chairman Chaliovan sternly claims to retake the price of blood]


  The Association didn’t make a fuss over the incident. But their reaction was slightly different from the past where they tended to remain silent no matter the incident. It was a small yet visible change and the world in turn also noticed the small shift. 


  After a few days, people gathered in the main conference room of the Association. 


  Chairman Chaliovan, BM, 4 transcendents including Christoph, the Druid of Regeneration Myung Yongha, the Sword of the Royal Family Minamoto and other members of their group – added to that was the chief of strategies Zhuge Haiyan and other advisors, and lastly Season and One. 


  The chairman of the Association, Chaliovan, opened his mouth.


  “I heard the said communication centre was for military support.”


  “Yes sir. As you have likely seen from the reports, it was the communication centre of Quasar’s military support and was being used as a type of control tower.”


  “Who was the one that made the underground fortress we found prior to that?”


  “It is estimated to be a mage above Rank 200 at the very least sir.”


  Chaliovan slightly tilted his head to the side, slowly with composure. As if in deep thought, he touched his lips with his long and white fingers.


  “…How strange.”


  He then said slowly with a relaxed tone of voice. 


  “It is as weird as Christoph not finding any traces at the communication centre. How can a mere battalion-sized underground fortress of an Anti-Association terrorist group be made by a Rank 200 mage?”


  “Let me explain from there.”


  Someone else replied this time. It was a slender woman with a short height, circular-framed glasses, neat ponytail and a hazy, dry gaze.


  She was the chief of the strategy council, Zhuge Haiyan.


  “There were heterogeneous objects from what we have secured. KSR-type drugs, 407-bullet artifacts, and one-way teleportation gate v04.”


  “…”


  Hearing her words, the listeners were filled with doubt.


  KSR-type drug was a medicine produced in Japan, renounced due to its side effects.


  407-bullet artifacts were human-encroaching bullets used in Mexico, that were later banned due to its extremely inhumane effects.


  And one-way teleportation gate v04 was something used by the old Russians that eventually got substituted by superior versions during the Great War.


  It was strange for those objects to all be at the same place.


  “…Have they been preparing these for a long time?” said one of the advisors in doubt but Zhuge Haiyan shook her head in response.


  This was not that simple.


  “Our internal tests have allowed us to confirm the authenticity of the items. All the military equipment was genuine. V04 was in fact proven to have been used in Russia while other consumables were also newly crafted.”


  Items that weren’t meant to be used were being used. And items that should have been abandoned by the countries were all newly crafted.


  “A sponsor huh.”


  Chaliovan concluded it with one word.


  “Yes. There are people sponsoring Quasar from behind. Governments. That would explain the underground fortress and the communication centre perfectly.”


  People gasped hearing Zhuge Haiyan’s voice filled with certainty.


  An Anti-Association terrorist group – that much was already a headache. But when there were groups sponsoring the terrorist groups from behind, that would be even more of a headache.


  And if those groups happened to be governments?


  It was something they had to watch out for.


  “And the source of the military supplies?”


  “We are looking into every possible source as of yet but there is nothing that stands out. They were known to have all been disposed of directly by the military companies of the respective countries themselves without going through a number of steps.”


  “Then I assume it’s not one specific government then.”


  “However we still need to consider that as there are several who are discontent with the Association’s current affairs…”


  Zhuge Haiyan and Chaliovan’s conversation was too fast. One of the advisors shot his hand up with a frown.


  “P, please wait! Doesn’t that mean there has to be an organisation that has connections with the military companies of all countries? How could there be such an organisation?”


  In response, Zhuge Haiyan turned around.


  “What else could it be. Of course it’s the Undetectables.”


  As if a heavy piece of lead had dropped on the room, the atmosphere rapidly turned grave. The transnational group of demons – Undetectables. 


  Her words however made them sceptical.


  “Undetectables… But I remember them stopping all of their actions after Noah recently died.”


  “Right. As always, they hid themselves again. Discarding their bases and cutting tails.”


  Seemingly irritated by thinking back on what happened, Zhuge Haiyan replied with a frown. She still was not able to find any concrete evidence on who Noah’s killer was. 


  On the other hand, it indeed was strange. Demons were always sly and cautious, and they were composed since they had a long life ahead of them. They tended to watch from the sidelines until they were certain and it didn’t make sense for them to provide aid to the Anti-Association group and willingly create traces that way. 


  “That is the weird part. They don’t gain anything by opposing the Association right now, so it doesn’t make sense for the demons to be the sponsors of Quasar, right?”


  “That’s what I wanted to say. Who would like to guess? Why are they doing this?”


  Zhuge Haiyan placed her hands on her waist and tilted her head. Why was it that the frightened dog was acting up again?


  “…”


  No-one replied so Zhuge Haiyan continued with an empty smile.


  “They want to blow their nose without using their own hands. Trying to have someone else make things fall on their lap.”


  “Who is that ‘someone else’ though?”


  “Who knows. There is no proof yet, and I do not like talking based on circumstantial evidence. They are wrong sometimes.”


  Turning her gaze, she looked at one of the people inside the room. She speculated that that man was the one who killed Noah, but there was not a single concrete proof to back off her claim, so she didn’t even bother saying it out loud. It was the same this time. 


  The prolonged silence was then broken by Chaliovan.


  “Speak.”


  “Sorry?”


  “Say it Haiyan. Who do you think is the sponsor.”


  “…”


  In response, Zhuge Haiyan closed her mouth and pondered.


  “May I postpone my response for now?” She then asked.


  “As you wish.”


  After saying that, she turned towards Yu Jitae.


  “Prophet Season. Who do you think it is?”


  Zhuge Haiyan was scratching the itchy spots of everyone present with her question. Ever since they received the report, a few of the advisors had been curious about Season’s thoughts on the matter, while Zhuge Haiyan herself was also curious. There just wasn’t enough evidence to come to a conclusion and it was one’s basic instincts that mattered the most at this point. 


  Usually it was a question they tended to ask Christoph, but his expression dissuaded them from asking him. 


  Therefore, their eyes naturally gathered on Yu Jitae. 


  He was leaning back on the chair, quietly listening to them talk and despite the question, he was still silent. 


  Was he about to reveal the profound secrets of the heavens? They curiously waited for him to open his mouth.


  But actually, Yu Jitae didn’t know either…


  The advisors would probably be thinking along the lines of this:


  The source of the supplies was Japan, Russia or Switzerland.


  It was well-known that the royal family of Japan had various different faces and everyone knew how the Russian government was leaning more towards an anti-Association constitution. The neutral country Switzerland was a good place to secretly move military supplies.


  That wasn’t the end. After the Great War, there were only 2 countries that were close allies with these 3 countries.


  Korea and USA – but wasn’t the vice president of America killed in the process? So it has to be either Korea, Japan, Russia or Switzerland right?


  No.


  According to what he thought, this marked the start of an era. An era where countries were discontent with the military expansion of the Association and fought against it. There might be a ‘certain existence’ as Christoph mentioned at the centre of all this, but that guy was simply accelerating the process. Even without that ‘certain existence’, the world nonetheless would have naturally flowed into that era.


  Something similar had occurred in the 6th iteration.


  Back when he killed Chaliovan and declared the dictatorship of the Association in order to rule over the Earth by himself. With his overwhelming power he suppressed every country across the globe. 


  Back then, it wasn’t one specific nation that was cautious of his increasing dominion.


  “Prophet. Speak. Who is our enemy?”


  Unable to handle the long silence, Chaliovan hurried him and at last, Yu Jitae opened his mouth.


  “The entire world.”


  He dropped a bomb into the conference room.


  Episode 84: Who is our Enemy (3) 


  [Systematic Concepts (S)]


  It was the name of the blessing Zhuge Haiyan had awakened to. 


  This was like a small computer appearing in her mind. Thanks to this, she was able to become the head chief of the strategy council and naturally, her reaction speed and her ability to cope with sudden situations were a lot faster than other superhumans.


  An unexpected word came out of Season’s mouth but after deeply considering it for 0.08 seconds, she realised what he was trying to say. 


  ‘The entire world’… it was a crude expression but it was accurate.


  Suddenly, she thought of something else and immediately checked the time of the computer inside her brain. It was a rare chance to check the reaction speed of everyone in the Association.


  1 second.


  Chaliovan’s eyes that had formed a frown straight after those words eased up. 


  2 seconds.


  Myung Yongha’s eyes were the first to hold a different light. Before long, several advisors and other transcendents including BM and Christoph also had a shift in their expression. It was against Zhuge Haiyan’s expectations that even Jefferson behind them clenched his jaws. 


  3 seconds.


  At this point, almost everyone seemingly understood Yu Jitae’s words. People who still had no idea required even more time not because they were stupid but because their perception of the world was different. 


  4 seconds.


  Suddenly Chaliovan’s lips twisted and formed a smile. Why was he like that?


  That was when someone opened their mouth.


  “Sorry…?”


  “The entire world?”


  Those were the ones whose perception of the world was different.


  Zhuge Haiyan opened her mouth.


  “By saying the entire world, you actually mean the flow of the world right? Prophet Season?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Do you believe there’s not even a 1% exception?”


  “There isn’t.”


  “What makes you believe as such?”


  Yu Jitae pondered for the right words to return. That was mostly the case in previous iterations, and this time there is even a guy that is trying to accelerate that flow. 


  …That wasn’t suitable for the evidence.


  Constantly referring to himself as the prophet whenever things like this occurred didn’t suit him and that was probably not the answer they were asking for either. 


  He had volunteered for the role of the prophet and at least inside the Association, it was a must for him to keep that abstract image. In other words, he had to constantly appear like the ‘guy who knows it all’.


  After some contemplation, he opened his mouth.


  “The demons… the Undetectables aren’t moving hand-in-hand with Quasar.”


  “Why is that the case?”


  Despite also knowing that very well, Zhuge Haiyan asked back, curious about the rationale and logic behind his claim. 


  For now, he had to play along with her.


  “Like what was mentioned prior, the Undetectables cannot challenge the Association head-on. The demon group hides their strength and does not contend for victory until their time fully arrives. They failed at Melissia Masquerade and one of the top three catastrophe demons, Noah, was killed. Right now, they will never openly antagonise the Association.”


  “Then?”


  “Think about the characteristics of demons. Demons live for a long time. They know how to use their lifespan as a weapon. Delving deep into each government, they induce corruption and squeeze in through the gap. It is difficult for them to do so for military which is constantly under the careful maintenance of governments and the Association but on the other hand, they are quite powerful in funding, media and politics.”


  An example would be the catastrophe-ranked demon holding his seat in Lair, the Seat of Covenant Ma Namjoon.


  “But then it doesn’t make sense that the Undetectables are sponsoring Quasar, right?”


  “Enough of acting foolish, Zhuge Haiyan.”


  Zhuge Haiyan poked her tongue out and gave an apologetic smile. Since Yu Jitae knew that she was in fact trying to make his point clearer, he decided to play along for a bit more despite it being tedious. 


  “At this point, Quasar is but a claw sticking out. It is evident from the communication centre and the underground fortress that there is a foot moving behind it.”


  “What is the foot?”


  “The foot may be an organisation, or an individual that sponsors Quasar. An existence that can rival the King of Mercenaries. You can say the Undetectables are cooperating with them, which would explain why military supplies gathered from the black markets of various nations are being discovered there.”


  “If there is a foot, you mean there is also a body.”


  “Do you think governments wouldn’t know that the Undetectables are in motion?”


  “They probably would.”


  “Right. And what is their response?”


  “Nothing from what we know.”


  “No. It’s not that they’re not reacting. They are intentionally overlooking it.”


  The Undetectables and the existence of demons were headaches for every government. They had roots so deep that they were hard to get rid of. Therefore, the demons had to carefully tread between the lines making sure they didn’t overdo anything.


  But this time it was different – the Undetectables clearly crossed the line. While confronting Quasar, the Association would see more military supplies connected to other nations and they could use that to pressure each government.


  It would put the governments at the weaker side of the table.


  “Even then, the governments will not move.”


  Why?


  “Because they do not like what the Association is doing.”


  The increase of military power advised by Yu Jitae was bringing about their opposition.


  Listening to him, the advisors lamented. They all knew this. Although they knew it, the scattered pieces of the puzzle weren’t being put back together neatly but they were finally slowly coming together.


  As such, the entire world was starting to antagonise the Association.


  From a distance, they would watch the claw called Quasar.


  Without involving themselves in the sponsoring of the Undetectables.


  However, their indifferent attitude would only be the starting point.


  That was when Chaliovan gave a smile. He was sitting at the chairman’s seat and the change in his expression was spotted by everyone. Their doubtful gazes landed on the spreading smile on his wrinkled lips.


  “Who is one that caused all this? Prophet.”


  It was just one sentence.


  That sentence was poking at the essence of the situation.


  Quasar carrying out terrorism, a mysterious existence sponsoring Quasar, the Undetectables chiming in in this chaotic situation, the world antagonising the Association – all this, added to the unsolveable fundamental problem mentioned in this conference was all because of Yu Jitae.


  …That was what Chaliovan was saying to pressure him.


  “Chaliovan. Who do you think is the one that caused this.”


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae claimed that he was the one responsible.


  It was simple. If Chaliovan had the strength and experience matching that of Yu Jitae’s, a situation like this would have been solved very easily.


  “…”


  Knowing that, Chaliovan meekly nodded his head.


  “We will try every possible means. It is indeed up to the Association for these tasks.”


  However, there was a reason why he pressured Yu Jitae.


  “But Prophet, I am nothing but a mortal that can’t do anything above my abilities.”


  “How modest for the man who pacified the New Era.”


  “That is the reality of it. The witch is no longer in my hands, and the sovereign is beyond my reach. There is a limit to the abilities of a mortal and I am well and truly at the limits.”


  Chaliovan said while twitching his fingers. He didn’t look like a 150-year-old old man, and it was a refined gesture suiting his 40-year-old-looking appearance.


  “If you wish to complete your great plan, you must reveal your strength,” said Chaliovan with a low voice filled with certainty but Zhuge Haiyan refuted from the side.


  “That will be troubling, Chairman.”


  “Right. A seemingly omniscient prophet with omnipotent power. If people discover that such a being truly exists, their resistance will become even worse.”


  “Indeed sir. If you know that already, then why…?”


  Chaliovan’s following words made Zhuge Haiyan wear a big frown.


  “…If we continue playing the armband game that is.”


  Kwang!


  Zhuge Haiyan stood up, striking the table. 


  “Chairman!”


  “Why.”


  “What kind of careless statement is that!”


  The advisors, 5 transcendents and the Grand Natural Society. All their expressions were the same as Zhuge Haiyan’s.


  Then what? Put the armband down and pick up a gun? Is he trying to say that he will oppress other nations with military power?


  The thought alone gave them goosebumps. Chaliovan was spouting some crazy nonsense – at least that was what Zhuge Haiyan thought. 


  “Chairman…!”


  “Do you seriously mean it sir?”


  “What is wrong with you folks,” replied Chaliovan with a stern voice.


  “…”


  “Do you think this is a joke?”


  Suddenly they remembered a fact they had forgotten.


  Chaliovan was a cruel person. 


  In order to create a working society of people with differing capabilities and in order to found the current Association, he waged wars and killed hundreds of millions of humans and superhumans that disagreed with his cause.


  His seat was a throne drenched with blood, and what sustained the current balance of the modern world was due to corpses piling up on one side of the spectrum. 


  But waging a war against the entire world?


  ‘That’s nonsense…’


  Suddenly, Zhuge Haiyan turned around with a vacant gaze. She looked at Season and One.


  Unprecedented powers. Existences with unprecedented might that never existed within the annals of history – such existences were currently in the Association.


  Chaliovan’s idea was nonsense. However, when a nonsensical idea was added with nonsensical might, strangely enough everything started making sense.


  Zhuge Haiyan again felt goosebumps crawling up her skin. What a ridiculous sword was it that was in the hands of the Association?


  But when Season opened his mouth with a straight look on his face, her thoughts were once again shaken.


  The sword wasn’t in the hands of the Association.


  “Nonsense.”


  The sword was shaking the Association.


  “Of course it’s a joke,” said Chaliovan. His words had a strange charm to it. When he innocently shook his hands with a hearty smile, it added credibility to his words.


  Oh, it’s a joke huh.


  Of course. No way he was saying that for real.


  Everyone had the same thought in mind. As the chilly mood dissipated and the nonsensical idea discarded, the advisors regained their composure and started giving out empty laughs. As if it was funny, Chaliovan also laughed with them.


  However, Yu Jitae did not laugh as it wasn’t funny.


  “Anyways, Prophet. If you do not wish to reveal your power, then we need evidence. Evidence that can prove that there is a reason behind what we are doing.”


  Yu Jitae gave a nod.


  That much was true.


  “If not, then we need a symbol. As you probably know yourself, we need something that we can reveal to the whole world.”


  That was also true. Sometimes, a symbolic existence slightly shrouded in mystery could be used as the evidence for everything.


  If, in the case of a what-if.


  If there was a foretelling ‘soothsayer’ that the Association could announce to the public. If that soothsayer was an actual person that had the actual ability of foretelling the future; and if that actual person could stand before others, then it would naturally provide the Association with a moral cause.


  “Association continue doing Association-tasks.”


  “And what about you?”


  Funnily enough, there was one actual prophet on Earth – the one and only soothsayer. She also happened to have a miserable power level so she was the perfect fit for the position. Thinking about her, Yu Jitae drove in the wedge.


  “It is already all prepared.”


  No-one talked back to him.


  “You focus and consolidate your own roles.”


  That was the end of the conference.


  *


  He had killed Chaliovan twice.


  Once in the 5th iteration, and the other in the 6th iteration. It was because his thoughts that were revealed in the conference just then were not a joke. 


  Chaliovan was a revolutionist. A smart revolutionist that knew how to swing the right tools at the right time. 


  On Earth, there were a few individuals that could completely flip the flow of the world and its era on its head and for the Regressor, it was more effective to kill them than to regulate them. The revolutionist sitting at the highest seat of the conference room was one of them. 


  The 100 years of peace with him at the chairman’s seat of the Association was because there was nothing that warranted a revolution. The old wolf simply sat back and watched over the stabilised household.


  But sitting down did not render a wolf a dog. 


  Lying down did not wear out its claws.


  When he became the owner of the witch, he was able to remove all the side effects of the New Era by waging wars. That must have been a good experience.


  And because of that, he was now trying to grab him and move him as he wished.


  How insolent.


  After the conference as everyone started heading off to their personal space, the darkness suddenly cracked open and swallowed the chairman. By the time Chaliovan reopened his eyes, there was a jet-black dimension in front of him – it was a world without any distinguishable standards where he couldn’t tell apart the ground beneath his feet from the sky.


  In a place like that, Yu Jitae was looking into his eyes.


  “Chaliovan.”


  The voice of the prophet made his eyes twitch ever so faintly.


  Episode 85: Expressions of Love (1) 


  Slowly he looked around the world.


  “This place. What a familiar sight.” His indifferent voice resonated across the void. 


  Rather than the fact that he was kidnapped, Chaliovan was more intrigued by the area he was in after the kidnap.


  A heavy voice echoed.


  “Chaliovan.”


  His vacant gaze regained its focus but he did not reply.


  Thus, the Regressor called him again.


  “Chaliovan.”


  And only then did he reply.


  “…Speak, Prophet.”


  “Do not act up.”


  With a calm expression, he looked at Yu Jitae.


  “What do you mean.”


  “Just do what you’re told and stop being greedy like a fool.”


  “In what sense was I being greedy.”


  “Chaliovan. What do you think is the reason I’m leaving you alive despite having this much power?”


  “…”


  “I needed a dog that could lead the sheep. You were a decent sheepdog so I let you live and yet now you dare treat me like a sheep. How impudent is that?”


  “…”


  “Chaliovan Greenrain. Do you still think I’m a prophet? Or an ignorant pathfinder of the Association? Or do you think I’m a saviour who’s doing all this stuff to save humanity?”


  Chaliovan calmly took his words in. Perhaps because he had been thinking of Yu Jitae as a sharp claw, he might have assumed that there was a handle attached to it.


  “Answer me. What do I look like to you.”


  “…”


  A crack appeared in his expression. To Chaliovan, he… looked like a murderer.


  Yu Jitae gave a faint smile – a faint smile was drawn on the lips of the murderer.


  “The first time I killed you it was hard, and there was a sense of achievement killing you the second time.”


  The pupils on Chaliovan’s gray irises contracted. 


  “How would the third time be?”


  What did this mean?


  Hurriedly rolling his eyes, Chaliovan looked at his body. By the time he realised it, ‘white hands’ born of the abyss behind outer space were grabbing onto his body. 


  “So it was the Abyss huh… Unbelievable. How could you possibly have the [Scaffold of the Highest Heavens]…”


  Chaliovan murmured to himself before shutting his lips. His eyes widened as he finally realised something.


  “…Are you, one who has gone against the flow of time?”


  Yu Jitae did not reply. As time passed, Chaliovan’s eyes increasingly widened. Reflecting on various elements, he seemed to be putting pieces together but seemingly realised that it was all meaningless in the end.


  There was no such thing as prophets among humans. Chaliovan was aware of that fact.


  “It’s a warning. Until the end of the night, live as a dog. Dogs listen to their owner. They don’t roll their eyes and they don’t dare act up. Lead the sheep properly. If you do anything funny, I will break your legs and will sew your lips if you bark.”


  At last Chaliovan’s expression cracked.


  “Go where I tell you to go.


  “Stop if I tell you to stop.


  “Bark when I tell you to and crawl when I tell you to crawl.


  “Unless you want to see everything you’ve built by shedding your blood, sweat and at the cost of your conviction; unless you want to see them burn to ashes, do as I tell you to.”


  Each and every word of the Regressor was like a leash pressing down on his neck.


  “Do you get it?”


  His quivering gaze headed above the Abyss – at the place slightly above the shallows. Gazing at that place, Chaliovan finally realised what type of existence Yu Jitae was.


  A deep sense of powerlessness was mixed into his response.


  “…I shall be prudent.”




  


  Time flew.


  It was already time for the dazzling sunlight to start feeling warm. The sky was high while the wind felt slightly cold.


  He was on the way back from Michael Willbald Freeman’s 9-day ritual and as always, Bom was with him sitting in the passenger’s seat. They were in a car, heading towards the warp station.


  They had already changed back into casual clothes.


  It would be natural to wear autumn clothes in a weather like this, so Yu Jitae was wearing the high neck sweatshirt that Kaeul had chosen for him last year. It stuck tight onto his body and because of that, all the rigid lines of his body that had 7% body fat including his wide shoulders, thick chest muscles and powerful wrists were revealed in full.


  And Bom was furtively stealing glances at that body of his. From time to time, her gaze travelled up and looked at his face and his eyes. Yu Jitae was focused on driving so she felt relieved enough to lower her gaze again. 


  She was back to wearing a white t-shirt and short pants as she tended to wear plain clothes compared to other kids.


  The reason he started using cars more often recently was because he realised that watching the world change outside together with the kids had some kind of value to it.


  Therefore, it took them quite some time to go back.


  It was time for just the two of them.


  “Why.”


  “Yes?”


  “Why are you looking at me.”


  “Ah…”


  She turned her head back to the front with several empty coughs.


  “Mhmm… by the way, oppa.”


  “Yeah.”


  “I have a question.”


  “What is it.”


  Thinking back on the 9-day ritual, she opened her mouth.


  “If there are encounters, there will inevitably be farewells as well right.”


  “Is that how it is.”


  “That’s just how everyone lives, yes?”


  “Yeah I guess.”


  “And one day, we will also have to say goodbye to oppa.”


  “…”


  He didn’t reply.


  Bom was right. They will definitely part ways one day.


  Yu Jitae was aware of that.


  When his mind was shaken at the Vintage Clock’s Workshop and when he regained his state of mind thanks to Gyeoul after coming back, he decided to change his attitude when facing the 7th iteration.


  Reason being her exact words.


  With a destined farewell at the end, what should humans living their daily life do in this cycle of inevitable encounter and farewell?


  He pondered and came to a small conclusion.


  That he would try his best in every moment.


  In the end, there will surely be some form of regret left behind but let’s try to not have that regret be as a result of his irresponsibility. Thinking that, he wanted to give only good things to the kids. Without thinking about the complex things that might come in the future, and without calculating everything, to sincerely give them what they desire.


  But that thought chain of his came across as something slightly dangerous for one person. It was none other than Bom.


  He had to give her what she wanted but he still didn’t really know what she wanted. She seemingly wanted his attention, and seemingly wanted him. Maybe she was after his affection as well but even then, Bom kept a line without crossing it.


  There was a difference between her pranks and her honest intention, and there was also a difference with how she acted in and out of the house. 


  She nonchalantly crossed the line during her pranks and yet did not cross them for real. She, who tended to pull multiple pranks outside, drew a clear line when they were inside the house. 


  Why?


  Her actions didn’t make sense to Yu Jitae. Continuing his line of thought, he was focusing on driving when Bom suddenly turned bigger in the corner of his eyes. Glancing to the side, he realised that Bom was a lot closer to him now.


  “What are you doing.”


  “Just focus on driving oppa.”


  “…”


  He really should. Bom looked pretty today as well and he wouldn’t be able to focus on driving if he were to look at her. Yu Jitae was therefore trying to focus solely on driving but that was when her fingers touched his cheeks.


  “Oi.”


  “Yes.”


  “What are you doing.”


  “…”


  “Sit properly. And wear your seatbelt.”


  “It’s alright. I’m not a child. And not a human either.”


  Bom said that with a quiet giggle.


  Yu Jitae was slightly at a loss – her giggling voice was too clear in his ears.


  But that was just the beginning. 


  Bom abruptly touched his cheeks, and grabbed his earlobes. She then pulled it slightly with her extremely meagre strength. 


  “Oi. What is wrong with you.”


  He was even more troubled.


  He had feelings for her – after admitting that fact, his head tended to turn blank whenever Bom was teasing him like this. The problem however was that he was in the middle of driving.


  “Bom. Stop. What if I accidentally drive into someone.”


  “It’s alright, you won’t.”


  Right. Something like that wouldn’t happen as long as he was able to focus but even if he was about to drive into someone, Bom would be able to stop an accident. Without crossing the line too much, she was teasing Yu Jitae.


  “Stop.”


  “Nnnn.”


  “What is that ‘nnnn’.”


  She was stubborn so he had to try persuading her.


  “Yu Bom.”


  But what came back in response were her fingers. When he twitched from the uncontrollable urge to do so, she once again started giggling.


  Soon, the car drove past the toll gate into the highway as Bom carefully started moving even closer towards him.


  Leaning her body more forward, she touched his neck. Her fingers seemingly had a destination. Going past the neck, they touched his chin and before long, her index finger climbed up even more and reached his lips. 


  When he turned his head to the side from the sense of perplexity, her arm no longer reached his lips. However, she leaned even more forward and touched his nose.


  Nose was better off than the lips as it didn’t make him think of anything in particular so he stayed still. But that was when Bom suddenly put her index finger into his nose.


  What kind of thing is this now? He thought.


  After scraping across the shallow parts of his nose, she brought that same finger towards Yu Jitae’s lips. 


  “Ey ey. That’s dirty.”


  Despite there being nothing dirty, Yu Jitae shook his head while Bom held her stomach and quietly kicked the ground. She was holding her laughter in as desperately as possible.


  It was about time to stop after doing this much but as if she had finally found her lifelong toy, Bom didn’t know when to stop. And because she liked playing like this so much, he couldn’t force her to stop despite it being painful. 


  After a while, she dropped her hands but this time, she brought her lips to his ears. What is she planning to do now that she was so quiet?


  His head was already blank while his hands couldn’t let go of the handle. He couldn’t turn towards her either.


  Chu chu…


  That was when he heard strange noises.


  Chu chu, chupp, jupp…


  Chu, chupp, juupp…


  What was this about.


  Soon, Yu Jitae realised what Bom was doing.


  With her lips next to his ears, from the small gap inside her mouth, she was making noises by moving her tongue and lips. After realising that fact, he almost lost his sanity for a second.


  “Oi Bom. What in the…”


  Hearing his voice that was louder than usual, Bom started laughing out loud again. “Kyaa! Ahahahahh!” 


  But her body suddenly tilted forward in the process and because of her laughter, she couldn’t control her tilted body. In an attempt to support her body, her hand landed on Yu Jitae’s stomach. When her palm touched the clear lines of his abs, she hurriedly pulled her body back with a flinch.


  The weight behind her hand that touched his body for a split second made him dizzy.


  She seemed agitated. Hurriedly breathing out at a visibly faster rate, she fidgeted with her hands and stayed meekly on her seat without saying a single word for a long time. 


  He now knew it.


  This was the line between her pranks and her honest actions.


  It was fine when she was the one teasing, because it was a prank.


  But when a situation outside her expectations rose up and it no longer became a prank, she tended to break and turn quiet.


  He was at a loss. If Bom was calm about it, he wouldn’t have felt anything but seeing her embarrassment also made him slightly embarrassed.


  “Umm… you know…”


  “Huh? Yeah.”


  “It’s very, umm… bumpy.”


  “Well, yeah.”


  “Can I touch it?”


  “What?”


  “Ah, is that weird… I didn’t mean it in a weird way…”


  “…”


  When his emotions that had been dead for way too long were revived, it sat in his heart with a childish shape. It was the same when he was harassing buck-teeth at the underground fortress recently. It was an action based on a very childish desire for revenge.


  It was the same thing now. It had been a very long time since he had lost all interest in women.  And yet when that was revived in the shape of a romantic feeling, it reminded Yu Jitae of what Kaeul had told him some time in the past.


  – Ahjussi is a little kid…!


  Dumbfoundingly enough,


  She wasn’t wrong.


  “…Do you want to touch it?”


  “Umm… yes…”


  “Then, touch it.”


  While still driving on, he suggested.


  Bom stole a glance at his face before carefully laying her hand on his stomach. Yu Jitae decided to turn off the senses of his stomach for a bit since that should erase the problem.


  …


  But he shouldn’t have relaxed himself too much. Despite turning his senses off, he could still feel Bom’s hands touching from above the clothes.


  “It’s very… umm… hard.”


  “Well yeah. It is a muscle.”


  “Mine is, umm… soft though…”


  “Because you don’t work out.”


  Despite saying stuff, he didn’t know what half of his words meant himself. 


  “…”


  When Bom’s hand finally disappeared after some time, Yu Jitae finally felt relieved. With a relieved mind, he looked to the side.


  That was when he suddenly caught sight of Bom raising her t-shirt all the way up to her underwear, fumbling her stomach with her hands.


  It was as if time suddenly stopped.


  Her white stomach and her belly button.


  The thin lines of her waist.


  The faint rim of her abs and a portion of her white underwear.


  It all entered his sight in the blink of an eye.


  “…?”


  Bom, who had been fumbling her stomach till then raised her head, and the two of them looked at each other.


  At a loss, Yu Jitae fixated his gaze on her face while Bom, who was at an even bigger loss than him, slowly lowered her clothes.


  She soon covered her stomach.


  “…”


  There was an anxious look on her face.


  He quietly turned his head back towards the road.


  He had seen a lot of stomachs of women including the dragons. Because of her tendency to be in a hurry, Kaeul’s clothes rolled up quite easily while Yeorum always wore training tops but Yu Jitae didn’t feel anything looking at those.


  But it just happened to be Bom’s stomach.


  “Why would you look here when you’re driving…” said Bom after a moment of embarrassment. Her cautious voice had a hint of moisture to it.


  “Sorry…”


  A bad thought appeared in his mind.


  Fortunately, they were still inside the car.


  


  Episode 85: Expressions of Love (2) 


  Bom tended to only tease Yu Jitae and Gyeoul.


  Bom wanted Yu Jitae to become a human and among the conditions of becoming a human were being able to express emotions. To make Yu Jitae into a human that could express his romantic feelings, she was in the middle of teaching him such emotions through the ‘act of teasing’. Her own enjoyment was a byproduct.


  And although Gyeoul was a mature child in the standards of humans, she sometimes acted like a child especially when facing her food preferences. In times like that, Bom had to act the role of a mother, but she couldn’t exactly scold her so she was teaching her in a mischievous way. After doing it for a long time, she started enjoying this as well. 


  “…”


  Today’s victim / criminal. Yu Gyeoul.


  Crime: Eating toothpaste.


  “…”


  Gyeoul, who maintained the cleanliness of her body with a cleansing spell, had never brushed her teeth before because simply using a spell would cleanse her teeth.


  Therefore, she didn’t think much of it even though there was a squeezable food of some sort inside the bathroom. She saw Bom brushing her teeth with it sometimes but as all dragons were, she had limited interest in what other dragon races were doing. 


  It all changed when she received an ice cream that looked similar to it at her school. An extremely delicious ice cream that had to be squeezed…


  After coming back home, Gyeoul carefully opened the lid of the toothpaste and squeezed it into her mouth. Surprisingly, it tasted good. It was sweet and tasted like fairy floss.


  She would be caught if she ate too much of it, so she decided to eat only a little bit.


  However, Bom was extremely quick at reading between the lines and Gyeoul was caught that very night.


  Gyeoul was scolded by her.


  She said that wasn’t meant to be eaten.


  However, Gyeoul couldn’t accept her words.


  Isn’t it fine as long as it was tasty? It’s not like she would get a stomachache from eating it so there appeared to be no reason why she wasn’t supposed to eat it. Therefore, Gyeoul decided to be stubborn one last time.


  The next day, the colour of the toothpaste changed.


  Into something that had the same colour as Bom-unni’s hair colour.


  “…”


  Since she couldn’t get caught, she hurriedly squeezed it into her mouth and that was the problem.


  She was startled. Her nose started ringing as she continued sneezing non-stop. With tears flowing out of her eyes, she quickly escaped the bathroom in a fright. 


  It was wasabi.


  On the way out, her eyes met with Bom’s who was sitting on the living room sofa, and saw her floating a teasing smile. In the end, her plans worked out and Gyeoul never ate toothpaste ever since.


  But meanwhile Gyeoul, whose jar of gummies as well as toothpaste had been stolen away from her, realised that she couldn’t continue suffering a loss like this.


  “What. Me?”


  “…Yes.”


  “You want me to help with your revenge?”


  “…Yes.”


  Since a successful revenge against Bom by herself would never be possible, Gyeoul came looking for Yu Jitae. 


  “…You can’tt?”


  “Well. Not that I can’t, but what are the plans for your revenge.”


  Gyeoul put her hands together in a cone shape and whispered into his ears.


  ‘…Unni, is doing homework, right now.’


  Homework? She probably meant assignments.


  ‘So that’s why you came to me now.’


  Gyeoul nodded in response with a bright smile.


  ‘…Please, distract her with me.’


  As if they were plotting a secret conspiracy, Gyeoul appeared excited. Yu Jitae wasn’t sure if it would work out or not but the child was enjoying it, so he gave a nod back.


  ‘Alright.’


  ***


  Bom was doing six assignments at once. Books alongside a laptop were on the table, on her lap or floating in mid-air. 


  It was because she lost all the remaining interest she had in studies after ruining the writing contest. Now she was just procrastinating at the last second so that she wouldn’t have to repeat the grade.


  In the middle of her diligent work on the assignments, she felt a gaze from her sides. Turning around, she saw Yu Jitae and Gyeoul looking at a gaming console. Thinking that it must have been her imagination, she was about to concentrate back on the assignments but felt gazes again after a while. She immediately flicked her head to the side and found Gyeoul staring at her for a split second. 


  “…Lu, lulu ♪”


  Gyeoul suddenly started singing with an awkward voice. Bom stared at her for a long time before turning her gaze back to the assignments but soon started feeling the gazes again. 


  Just like that, Gyeoul was planning on doing revenge with her gaze. By glaring daggers at her and pretending otherwise whenever Bom looked her way.


  Therefore, what happened next immediately made her flinch. 


  Bom raised her head. Thinking that she was about to look at her, Gyeoul turned nervous but Bom’s gaze headed to the laptop floating in mid-air making her feel relieved.


  But that was when Gyeoul’s face suddenly appeared on the laptop. 


  The surprised look on Gyeoul’s face as well as the dull look on Yu Jitae’s face was being reflected on the laptop.


  “What are you doing? Both of you.”


  “…”


  “Are you here to interfere with my assignments?”


  How did she find out? It was way too quick. 


  In a fluster, Gyeoul turned towards Yu Jitae and asked with her eyes.


  What do we do now?


  Who knows.


  But Yu Jitae didn’t have a decent plan either.


  “You shouldn’t waste your own time. Just go. I’m busy.”


  Seeing that Yu Jitae and Gyeoul were still persistent, Bom grinned murmuring, ‘Cute…’ before focusing her mind back on the assignments. 


  There was no more turning back. Yu Jitae went and sat next to Bom on the sofa and Gyeoul, having realised his intention, occupied the opposite side of the sofa. 


  “Like I said, it’s almost due and I’m busy…”


  Bom softly mumbled that and concentrated on the assignments without even sparing them a glance. Their objective wasn’t to stop her from doing assignments and was to distract her a little. After some contemplation, Gyeoul repeatedly opened and closed her fist next to Bom in an attempt to make her look at it but it failed.


  Gyeoul slowly brought her fist closer towards her. She opened and closed her fist right next to Bom’s shoulder but Bom did not move a single inch. Thus, Gyeoul softly nudged her on the shoulder. She repeated that several times but soon realised that she was being ignored. 


  “Nnn, do that as much as you want~”


  “…”


  It was instead Gyeoul herself who was being teased now.


  Gyeoul gestured with her eyes at Yu Jitae who was sitting on the opposite side of the sofa, with her eyes asking, why aren’t you doing anything?


  In response, Yu Jitae faintly shook his head, meaning what would I even do. Gyeoul shook her head even faster, telling him to do something at the very least. 


  Harassing other people… Thinking about it, he remembered how Yeorum was harassing Kaeul.


  …No, that won’t do. That wasn’t harassing and was closer to simply inflicting pain.


  He thought a bit more and remembered Bom’s pranks – how she harassed him from the side when he was driving the car. Carefully raising his hand, he touched her by the cheek.


  “…”


  Bom ignored him. Regardless, he continued tapping or caressing it and soon, her eyes widened into circles.


  “Nn?”


  Gyeoul shot her eyes wide open. Wasit working? Copying him, Gyeoul carefully tapped Bom on her cheek when she suddenly mumbled with a sigh.


  “Ah… it was a group assessment…”


  It wasn’t very effective…


  “So annoying…”


  Gyeoul was the one that flinched in the end…


  That was when Yu Jitae remembered something else. 


  There were two types of Bom.


  #1. Depending on the location.
Bom when she’s at home / Bom when she’s outside.


  #2. Depending on her mood.
Bom when she’s pulling a prank / Bom when she’s serious.


  When she’s at home, Bom didn’t show that much of a reaction no matter what prank Yu Jitae pulled on her. Even now was the same. Although he was touching her earlobes and slightly pulling her cheeks out, she ignored him. 


  Unable to hold back her frustration, Gyeoul tickled her on the sides and on her neck but Bom was still fully focused on her assignments.


  If this was done to her outside the house, the result would have been different.


  But Bom when she’s at home… The so-called ‘Home Bom’ was like an impregnable fortress.


  “…”


  Yu Jitae suddenly noticed that her attitude was the same as himself. When he was living a daily life and living a non-daily life, he had to live as a different person due to the different objectives he had in mind. Was he overthinking it to think that Bom was the same as him in that regard?


  In any case, no matter how much they poked her on her cheeks and her sides, Bom looked as if no-one was even touching her so Gyeoul turned towards him with a crestfallen expression.


  Did we fail? She seemed to be asking.


  After some thought, Yu Jitae pointed somewhere. Gyeoul turned around and found her pencil case.


  “…”


  Wouldn’t this work for sure? With a bright look on her face, Gyeoul brought the pencil case and took out a brush and a permanent marker. 


  Gyeoul grabbed the marker while Yu Jitae took the brush.


  Gyeoul gave an extremely innocent smile as she started drawing a picture on Bom’s cheek. She drew two dots and a line underneath. :> And thus a smiley face was born.


  Next, she decided to draw an animal.


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae also started using the brush to carefully scrape at Bom’s ears, nose and her neck, like an archaeologist excavating the bones of a dinosaur. Although there was a funny tattoo on her face and her neck and a long tickling session…


  “Aigo. What’s gotten into you guys…”


  That was the only reaction Bom showed.


  Yu Jitae stared deeply at her face. Then, he brought the tip of the brush, placing it near her nose. He slightly poked it into her nostrils but she remained still regardless.


  Taking it outside, he poked her lips with it, like a child touching a mysterious bug with a piece of stick.


  It was then. Her tongue poked out, looking like the tongue of a cat. She rotated it in a circle and slowly licked the tip of the brush, all the while focusing on her assignments as if nothing was happening.


  Yu Jitae was the one that was feeling troubled now. There was still an expressionless look on his face, but he slowly pulled the brush out.


  It all failed but there was still one thing he hadn’t done. Yesterday when they were inside the car, Bom put her lips next to his ears and made weird noises at the end.


  But he just couldn’t make himself do the same thing.


  “…”


  So in the end, it was a fail.


  The two of them weren’t able to distract the ‘Home Bom’.


  “Please go somewhere else if you’re done. You too.”


  Swish swish. Bom only said that to the two of them a long time after the two of them were done with their pranks. It was an astounding level of concentration.


  Gyeoul was disheartened.


  She remembered how painful it was after eating the wasabi, but Bom-unni didn’t care even though a picture was being drawn on her…


  But she had been quite zealously indulged in her drawing. There was the likes of a crooked rabbit with sparkling eyes on Bom’s cheek and her neck.


  Since she looked visibly disappointed, Yu Jitae decided to console the child.


  “By the way, your drawing is really nice. It’s cute.”


  “…Nn? Really?”


  “Yeah. Very pretty.”


  That was when Bom’s hand paused for a split second. It had stopped from time to time even when she was focused on her assignments so Yu Jitae didn’t think much of it.


  “…I, tried my best.”


  “Seems like it.”


  “…Which parts, are pretty?”


  What?


  Her words made him speechless.


  “…Nn?”


  “…”


  “…Nothing?”


  Gyeoul was about to be depressed again.


  He couldn’t think of anything to say. The crooked drawing was only pretty because Gyeoul was the one that drew it.


  Deeply he contemplated. And looking at Bom’s cheeks, he thought a bit more. He suddenly realised that the sparkling eyes of the rabbit were probably what Gyeoul had spent the most time on. 


  “The eyes are pretty.”


  Bom’s hand stopped once again.


  “…Andd?”


  “Hmm, the slant of the eyes is cute.”


  “…Yes. Ah, there’s also hair on the head.”


  She seemed to be in a good mood after hearing compliments. 


  The child was happy, so he started adding unmatching compliments to the crooked drawing of the child.


  There were three strands of hair resembling a weed.


  “Right. I would love to caress it.”


  “…Nn nn. The entire body, is covered in fur.”


  “Must be warm to hug.”


  “…What if, hungry?”


  “You mean the rabbit? Or me.”


  “…Uumm, both.”


  “Give it a carrot. Or eat it.”


  Gyeoul chuckled out loud while Bom’s fingers twitched.


  “…Is it delicious?”


  “Huh?”


  “…Rabbit meat. Is it delicious?”


  “…”


  But she didn’t take it as a joke. It was times like this that reminded him that Gyeoul was also a dragon.


  “Who knows. But you worked hard on drawing it so don’t think about eating it. You need to treasure it.”


  “…But, it will be gone anyway.”


  “That’s a shame. Even though it’s so cute.”


  “…Nn.”


  Gyeoul nodded her head in sorrow, before asking again for the confirmation.


  “…Is it, really cute?”


  “Very cute.”


  “…Would you treasure it?”


  “Of course.”


  That was when she threw a slightly philosophical question.


  “…If it’s gone, it’ll be forgotten right…?”


  Yu Jitae contemplated, before giving a response.


  “It will remain in your memories though.”


  “…Ah.”


  “You especially won’t be able to even forget it.”


  “…Yes. Then ahjussi, will you remember it as well?”


  “Of course I can’t forget it. It’s so pretty.”


  It was then.


  Suddenly, Bom hurriedly took her books and the laptop and stealthily stood up from her seat. “…Aht,” exclaimed Gyeoul as she belatedly tried to catch her but Bom quickened her steps with an anxious look on her face. At a speed close to running away, she escaped.


  Kung. The door closed behind her.


  Standing in front of Bom’s room, Gyeoul turned towards him.


  There was a question mark floating above her head.


  ***


  There was a point Yu Jitae and Gyeoul hadn’t even considered.


  It was that they just happened to be constantly looking at Bom’s cheek during their conversation.


  Until one point in time, Bom was completely focused on her assignments that she couldn’t hear a single thing. It was as if the whole world was put on mute.


  But her ears suddenly started picking up sound.


  Since when was it?


  – Very pretty.


  It was after he called her cheeks pretty.


  Something extremely strange started happening after that. It was that Bom’s ears had started picking up only the sound of Yu Jitae’s voice.


  – The eyes are pretty.


  – Hmm, the slant of the eyes is cute.


  – Right. I would love to caress it.


  A crack appeared in her expression. Assignment and concentration or whatever, she just couldn’t continue any longer, so Bom glared at the two villains that were disturbing her. 


  – Must be warm to hug.


  – Of course.


  But Yu Jitae, who was paying all his attention into pleasing Gyeoul, seemed unable to notice it. And that was when her malfunctioning ears picked up the final words


  – Of course I can’t forget it. It’s so pretty.


  Lying face-down on the bed, she buried her face into the pillow.


  I must be crazy…


  She knew he wasn’t talking about her. She knew he was talking about the rabbit drawn on her cheeks and yet hearing such words made her heart race and jumbled up her brain. 


  Bom heaved out a deep sigh.


  She needed to keep herself in check.


  At this point, it was an illness and a severe one at that.


  *


  [1418. But I still loved it…]


  [Ahjussi Observation Diary ♥♥]


  *


  After that, Yu Jitae bought a squeezable ice cream for Gyeoul.


  She had fun with Yu Jitae, got complimented for her drawing, and was able to have ice cream… All those elements seemed to have bettered her mood by severalfold.


  For him, it was a great turn of events. He had been lost for words when he was suddenly made to compliment the rabbit but…


  All the things he had thought of when looking at Bom came in handy.


  Episode 86: E#1 BM: Pledge


  “Good work.”


  “Thanks.”


  He said with a wry smile.


  Yu Jitae looked at his half-broken sunglasses, and at his torn-apart military uniform with blood stains and dirt all over it. 


  “Are these tattered rags you’re wearing like last time a form of complaint?”


  “Well, it’s not intentional. Just didn’t have the time to,” replied BM.


  “Wear some proper clothes for today. And heal your wounds too.”


  “Why, do we need to meet some esteemed being to get the ‘seed that allows the dead to breathe’?”


  “Do you have clothes?”


  “Maybe. I do have some casual clothes but… he must be a considerably great person or something.”


  With his chin, Yu Jitae gestured at the road connecting into the distance.


  “Let’s have a chat on the way there.”


  ***


  Yu Jitae climbed the mountain with BM.


  It was his first time taking a whole day out for something that was completely unrelated to the [Hostility] or the dragons in the 7th iteration.


  Just for this day, he postponed the training with Yeorum, and assigned Bom with assisting Gyeoul’s homework. Because of that, Bom would probably be quite busy today due to teaching Kaeul magic, helping with Gyeoul’s homework while studying for her own exams. 


  She asked if she could come with him but he refused.


  Was it because this was something he was doing for BM?


  No.


  It’s because this was something he was doing for himself.


  “How’s your body.”


  The mountains were steep. They were climbing a mountain so tall that the tip was covered by perpetual snow, which they were starting to see in the distance. 


  “I’m fine.”


  “But still, you did gather all the ingredients.”


  Yu Jitae was carrying on his back the coffin-shaped Level 2 artifact that BM gave him, that had a preservation spell cast on it. Inside were miniscule amount of ingredients that would be used to connect the heart to the body.


  For example, although the originally required ATTN essence to create a human was 425mL, they only needed about 0.2mL now. Despite the small amounts, they still needed each of every ingredient so BM had to go out of his way to find them again.


  “Would I pull a trick? I’m trying to save my son here.”


  “…”


  “Kuhum… but the mana density around this place is really high.”


  Changing the topic, BM looked around. By the time he realised it, mysteriously dense clusters of mana were flooding in from the sides.


  “Have you cleaned the inner room?” Yu Jitae asked.


  “I got rid of everything. Baby stuff and pictures. Please apologise in my stead to Yeorum. I also got rid of everything she gave as a present.”


  “Good. Because those books were second-hand anyway.”


  Dumbfoundedly BM smiled.


  “She gave a second-hand item as a gift to a kid?”


  “The plushie you threw away was also second-hand. That was Kaeul’s.”


  “Kaeul, is that blondie right? The one those agents were revering as a goddess or something?”


  “She’s Yeorum’s sister.”


  “…No wonder it was filthy. Huh, at this point it’s as if the gummies Yeorum brought for Taebaek were also second-hand.”


  Yu Jitae remained silent as BM brought his palm over his face.


  “My word.”


  “She’s just like that.”


  “You must have it rough…”


  Yu Jitae gave a faint smile.


  After that, the two of them quietly walked on. The sun at the centre of the sky warmly embraced the cold autumn breezes. The refreshing air that could only be felt at the upper mountains made BM more excited today.


  BM was slender and was taller than Yu Jitae, but his long legs were probably not the only reason why he was covering more distance at a faster rate. Thinking along the lines of that, Yu Jitae opened his mouth.


  “It’s what you’ve been wishing for for a long time.”


  “Well, yes it is.”


  “Don’t people usually call that a dream.”


  “Right. A dream.”


  “How does it feel to achieve your dream.”


  “You’re asking the weirdest of questions.”


  BM said with a laugh.


  “After getting rid of everything, I bought new baby stuff and replaced it.”


  “How fast.”


  “Actually, I wanted to do that the very night after cleaning it but I couldn’t. Even though I removed everything, it still felt as if the child was with me.”


  “…”


  “I don’t understand how that small guy roamed all across my workshop. His hair was all over the ground and it just happened to be red. I could see it everywhere. Actually it seems he even went into the storage I told him not to. His hair was in there as well.”


  “Was it painful?”


  “Painful, huh?… Sometimes you ask things that girls would.”


  “What do you mean.”


  “I mean that’s what the focus of your questions are sometimes. They sound like questions young girls would ask.”


  With a hazy face as if he had just murdered a person or two, Yu Jitae pondered and realised that BM might be right. After all, who were the people he had shared the most conversation with till now?


  “Ah well. Kind of embarrassing to say this, but it honestly was quite painful. I hoped it would be fine if I got rid of the items and later even cleaned the whole place. But then I found pictures we took together on my watch. I deleted them but then, far out, they were still there inside the stupid cloud system.”


  BM chuckled.


  “That stupid cloud. It freaking recognised the face and enlarged it, and the kid was smiling. Like, why are you smiling…”


  Seemingly in deep thought, BM hesitantly opened his mouth.


  “That child, he was doing all that to survive right. Pretending to be a human, pretending to be the son of my friend so that it could devour my heart.”


  “If you think about it that way, yes.”


  “Right. It was just a child desperately trying to survive. He was smart in his own way to survive in this cruel world but who was the one that made him like that? It was me.”


  BM heaved out a deep sigh.


  “So after removing the child’s items, I cried a lot.”


  His feet started to slow down.


  “I cried a lot like a baby. Sobbing out loud and I just couldn’t hold myself in. But if I was sad for too long, I thought it would be rude to the new Taebaek I would be seeing. So, I pledged to myself that I would only cry for one day – just cry for today and forget it all from tomorrow.


  “But you see, after crying my heart out that day, I came to myself at night and went to the bathroom to wash my face.”


  His breath started to quiver, seemingly remembering the exact situation of the past.


  “And, do you know what I found there?”


  After he thought he had removed everything and had emptied everything,


  The moment he pledged to himself to focus on the new child he would be seeing.


  It appeared right in front of him.


  “There was a toothbrush. Two of them…”


  That day, BM couldn’t follow through with his vow.


  “There were fucking two toothbrushes there…”


  And he still couldn’t.


  *


  After that, BM stayed quiet for a long time with only the rustling sound of the grass reaching their ears. The perpetual snow that appeared far-off was already right in front of them and they soon had to step through the snow to climb the mountain.


  “I kept the toothbrush.”


  It was BM who broke the silence.


  “Thought you were throwing everything away.”


  “Right. You’re right, but I changed my mind after looking at the toothbrush. What happened then shouldn’t be buried and it’s not like it would disappear even if I did bury it. In the first place, I wasn’t supposed to empty that child away.”


  “So what did you do.”


  “I kept the toothbrush somewhere else as a tombstone. From time to time I’ll go there and after I meet Taebaek again, and when the child grows up a bit, I will have to talk about that to him as well.”


  “…”


  “After changing my mind, I was finally able to mentally prepare myself to welcome the new child.”


  BM couldn’t empty out the remains of the dead child. But instead, because he decided to take everything in without emptying it away, he was at last able to empty his mind that had been intertwined with the past. 


  “Good on you.”


  “By the way, how far do we have to go? We’ve been walking for a few hours now… and where even is that great being? I’m not really feeling anything.”


  Looking at the pinnacle of the snowy mountain, BM opened his mouth. He had to frown for a bit due to the sharp storm.


  “Have you prepared yourself?”


  – And to get that, there is the need to go to a slightly dangerous place.


  – Dangerous, is it? Even for you?


  – No. Just you.


  BM remembered the words Yu Jitae had told him in the past. 


  In order to revive Taebaek, he had to stand toe-to-toe against the dangerous being waiting before him. It was a place Yu Jitae himself had personally called ‘dangerous’. 


  Sincerely, BM said with a nod.


  “I have no plans of relying on you for this.”


  “Still stubborn I see.”


  “Right. Sure I am. Whether it rips my arm out, or rips my legs out, I will take care of everything myself so just watch on from the side thanks.”


  BM started raising his mana.


  “You might die.”


  Yu Jitae’s warning – the words of the absolute transcendent weighed BM’s heart down even more. However, he shook his head.


  “If I had ever done something right, this wouldn’t have happened.”


  In his mind, BM had never done anything right.


  Like how in the distant past, when Arandot was covered in flames; like how on top of losing all his lifelong friends and comrades, he had even lost Taebaek near the end of the long war. 


  “I shouldn’t have taken my eyes off of the child just because there were a lot on my hands.”


  In his despair after 20 years of futile research; like how he brought trash items despite the advice Yu Jitae gave him.


  “I shouldn’t have tried to compromise just because I was tired.”


  When he impulsively drove the heart in without even confirming its nature; and when he ignored it even after realising that it was wrong. Thus when he had to rip that beating heart out and hold it again with his own hands – those were all his mistakes.


  “And I shouldn’t have dismissed something wrong just due to affection.”


  At last, the final opportunity had come.


  That was how BM approached this matter.


  “Now I want to do something right for once, so please watch over me from the side.”


  All the history he had built up in his body – the times he spent contemplating over things day and night, dreaming of the change in Arandot’s history – all of them, he was willing to give up for this one moment.


  If needed, he was willing to give his whole body even.


  It was then.


  Yu Jitae said with a faint smile.


  “Sorry.”


  BM twitched his eyes.


  What did he mean sorry?


  Soon, a black fissure appeared with a crack behind Yu Jitae as white hands carried something out from within.


  It was the dead body of Jung Taebaek.


  “That was a grandiose pledge but I’ve actually done it all already.”


  “What?”


  What was this about?


  What about the being they were to meet now? The dangerous place?


  Even though BM was still confused beyond what his mind could handle, Yu Jitae flicked his fingers.


  Click–


  On top of a small hill among the snowy mountains surrounding them, snow suddenly exploded out like firecrackers and started fluttering into the air. When the snow covering the ground scattered on all sides and enshrouded the surroundings and the sky,


  And when they started flickering under the late night sunlight,


  Just like a dream,


  Or perhaps a magic spell of a movie,


  It filled BM’s perception of the world with fragments of light. Only then did the old returnee realise that the hill he was stepping on was a large living life of its own. 


  Was this the ‘seed that allows the dead to breathe’?


  “You ready to meet Taebaek?”


  BM felt goosebumps rising up his skin.


  Was everything ready already?


  “Wait, wait!”


  “Why.”


  “What is this on about? Meet him already? I haven’t mentally prepared myself yet.”


  “What preparation. You’ve done that for 20 years already.”


  “But still wait— I’m telling you to wait–!”


  BM touched his sunglasses. Unable to stand still, he walked all around the seed with anxious hands and an even more anxious pair of legs. He looked down at the seed, before glancing through the snow that had risen to the air and the fragments of light. 


  When the encounter was suddenly right in front of him at an unexpected timing, this superhuman in his 60s was as scared as a young child.


  “Look at me please.”


  “Huh?”


  “H, how do I look.”


  “What?”


  “I’m asking you how these insignificant casual clothes look! I didn’t even do my hair. If I knew this would be the case, I would do the hair and yeah? Wear some better clothes too.”


  “…”


  “So how do I look. Wouldn’t a child seeing me for the first time be frightened?”


  He asked Yu Jitae, who replied after some thought.


  “How about you get rid of those sunglasses first.”


  “Huhh?”


  “It’s your first meeting so you should show your eyes at least.”


  “N, no but. But the thing is…!”


  BM took off his sunglasses and put them into his pocket. There, Yu Jitae could see the bare eyes of BM which he was seeing for the first time including all the previous iterations.


  The bird monster of the other world, Arandot.


  The eyes of Abraxas were making his eyes shine in bright blue.


  “Aren’t they a little strange? Wouldn’t the child be scared.”


  Yu Jitae thought back on Gyeoul and shook his head.


  “If that’s the first thing he sees, he will get used to it very soon.”


  “I, is that so?”


  “Then you’re all done with the preparation right?”


  “Ah, r, right! Yes…”


  Would a young child meeting their first love be like this?


  Or perhaps would it resemble the heart of an old man who miraculously reunited with his family after a long separation in a divided country?


  When his lifelong aspiration was right before him, the old man felt extremely burdened.


  Prepare myself, prepare myself, prepare myself… Murmured BM, while trying to come back to his senses.


  “Get on your knees, and move your mana. Think about letting him live again, so that your will may be conveyed to the seed.”


  The life he had lost back then,


  The world so distant that it was now faint,


  The child of his two friends, more precious than anyone else in existence –


  Now that he was about to meet him again, BM kneeled with a trembling body. His quivering hands didn’t know where to go, so he grasped them together as if in a prayer. 


  [Ignite]


  The ‘seed that allows the dead to breathe’ – that special artifact started dissolving its own seal on its own accord. When the intense mana of the returnee carried his powerful will into the ground beneath his feet,


  Soon the body of child being carried by the white hands floated in mid-air.


  The empty heart borrowed the power of the seed and started being filled.


  The child was enveloped in light.


  His heart beat once.
The blood that had stagnated in one place started to flow again.


  His heart beat again.
Life was given to the dead tissues.


  His heart beat thrice.
The organs, muscles, brain, veins and everything forming a human body started being supplied with both blood and air.


  At last, a small life twitched its fingers.


  His eyes opened faintly, revealing red irises within.


  Yu Jitae walked away so that he wouldn’t interrupt them and watched the child and BM.


  How would one feel after achieving their dream? In order to get a glimpse of it beforehand, he was standing here alone.


  BM carefully carried the boy that was lying down. His chin turned rigid.


  All the times and hard work he went through to meet this small existence again flashed past his memories. 


  – Do you know? How it feels to be the only one running away when all my friends are dying next to me?”


  – But, hundreds of times a day – I just couldn’t forgive myself.


  From the time he lost his precious ones.


  – The baby, he died. It wasn’t due to something grandiose either. Some random monster shot its sting while it was on the way and it hit the baby. He died because of my stupidity. 


  To when his own fault made the child die.


  – I was lazy. I could come up with excuses, saying that I’ve repeated countless failures upon failures.


  – But I shouldn’t have done that.


  – Other people might, and maybe for other things, but I, shouldn’t have done that for that one thing…


  And the countless times he had failed throughout his long life.


  – My neck suddenly hurts… It hurts


  – Daddy… it hurts… it hurts… my neck…


  – Don’t kill meeee—-!


  The child born from his own faults who had to take the blame and die.


  It all flashed past his mind.


  As if being rewarded by all those times,


  Or perhaps being punished for all those times.


  Now, everything that he had gone through resulted in those red eyes looking up at his face.


  Suppressing the tears that threatened to burst through his lips, the man looked at his son and opened his mouth.


  “Hello…”


  The child was still weak. Only his lips faintly moved and BM was crazy curious about what the child was trying to say.


  The child didn’t look away from him. His red eyes took in the entirety of BM. BM’s blue eyes and his face exhausted by everything life threw at him were all being stored within those young and innocent eyes.


  A certain young existence, was starting to bloom to life again.


  “I’m Jung Bongman…”


  BM made yet another pledge.


  I will for sure make you happy,


  I will help you defeat this cruel world,


  And I shall create a shelter your exhausted body can come back to.


  My whole life will be solely for you.


  “I’m your father…”


  From the beginning of your life, I will be with you for the rest of my days.
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  Season said.


  “Antonio Jefferson. Head to the newly discovered Quasar base immediately and take care of the matter yourself. As fast as you can.”


  “Yes Chief.”


  “Kang Ahjin, you support Christoph alongside Zhuge Haiyan. Constantly ask him what his instincts tell him and follow his senses. I will take responsibility for everything. Just help Christoph with everything he does until I’m back.”


  “Yes sir!”


  ‘One. You go to South Sudan and assassinate Rank 399 Barun.’


  – By Barun, do you mean the Wizard of the Desert, Barun sir?


  ‘He’s someone who held the Association back in all the iterations, calling for anti-humanism. Don’t leave anything behind and get rid of him.’


  – Your will.


  After giving out the commands, he also started to move himself. It was busy all around with no time to even sit down. He was more cautious than usual while preparing for the upcoming ‘Night’. 


  It was because he wasn’t hearing anything from Vintage Clock although it was about time for the Third Night to come.


  Yu Jitae wasn’t the one that should be worried. Vintage Clock was the main subject of these incidents and it was Vintage Clock that should be worried instead, and it was also Vintage Clock who should be the first one to reach out to him.


  However the clock was silent and it didn’t even reply to his calls. Perhaps it might even be in a situation where it couldn’t talk, as a side effect of having looked into the Definite Providence. 


  Like how the First Night and the Second Night weren’t very threatening, it was highly likely for the third to be the same, but Yu Jitae remained cautious and that was why he was even busier.


  – What a surprise!


  Even amidst the frantically busy days, he turned on the hologram TV of the command room right on time. On the TV, on Channel Lair, the superhuman live news of today was being displayed.


  – They successfully managed to raid a shocking A ranked fissure.


  Said the MC, standing in front of the foreign mountainous region. A black and long vertically-split fissure was in the middle of the forest with reporters lining up before it.


  – It’s making everyone here excited as well.


  Currently, there were 3 teams among the newborn superhuman groups that were gaining the most attention. Those were Team Mochi, Team Lair and Team White.


  From them, Team White was the only team that had succeeded in an A ranked fissure raid so far. It was natural considering how it was a team with a current high ranker inside. 


  – That one and only record was finally broken today!


  – It makes us astoundingly proud. After all, they are the first among this year’s cadets to do so.


  – Ah, they seem to be making their way out now. Please stay tuned!


  As light seeped out of the fissure, reporters walked towards it as several superhumans slowly walked out of the fissure.


  A red-haired girl with bluish-black blood covering her body was at the lead. Her eyes were hollow from exhaustion and it was unclear what she had been doing inside but her reddened hands were ripped apart with red blood flowing down.


  She was Yeorum. 


  Yeorum and Kaeul.


  It had been two months since the two of them left their house and Yu Jitae was watching over them trying their best from a distance. Originally, he wasn’t planning to let the kids outside but he now had some faith in them.


  The camera filmed Yeorum walking out in tatters. Three others walked out of the fissure behind her, looking almost the same as her.


  Their eyes fatigued yet sharp with killing intent proved that the young cadets had turned into soldiers in merely two months. 


  A few of the reporters ran up and asked questions.


  – It is a wondrous accomplishment. A word if you could please!


  – What was the reason for hunting the A ranked Boss solo!?


  – You have been repeating raids recently without taking any rest. Is your health alright?!


  While the other three were cursorily replying to the questions, the seemingly exhausted Yeorum ignored the cameras. But suddenly, she turned towards a camera that was filming her. It was the one with the [Lair PR Team] mark attached. 


  With a bright expression and a faint smile, Yeorum grabbed the camera with her hands. “Aht, a word please if you don’t mind!” In response to the words of the reporter, Yeorum opened her mouth.


  – You watching yeah?


  – I’m doing fine.


  – When I go back…


  She put her index and her middle finger on her lips and made an audible ‘chu’ sound.


  – Oki?


  Her smile only lasted a few seconds. Once again with a fatigued look on her face, Yeorum entered the Lair Agency van.


  – Woah. Did Superhuman Yu Yeorum just give a kiss?


  – Who was she talking to I wonder? Does she have a boyfriend?


  – Who knows… maybe it’s her sister, Miss Kaeul?


  – It might have been to her peers in Lair.


  Yu Jitae gave a nod.


  She was doing fine.


  When she comes back, he could go through a smoke or two together which was not that big of a deal. 


  Meanwhile, he couldn’t see Kaeul from any of the videos.


  Unlike Yeorum who actively showed herself in various forms of media, Kaeul’s team was avoiding any official contact with broadcasting companies. It was because Tyr Brzenk wasn’t to be shown in the media.


  Therefore, Kaeul sent him messages every Monday.


  Today was one of those days.


  [Kaeuli♥: Ahjoosshii T.T]
[Kaeuli♥: I miss youuu TT.TT TT.T]


  It was a message from two hours ago. He saw it late but replied as soon as possible.


  [Me: Are you doing well.]
[Me: I miss you too]


  [Kaeuli♥: Ohh!!!!]


  She immediately replied.


  [Kaeuli♥: TT.T]
[Kaeuli♥: Ahjoosshii TT.TT]
[Kaeuli♥: Aree you doingg finneee?????]


  [Me: Yeah whatbout you]


  [Kaeuli♥: Perfectly fine!]


  A photo was sent and in it, Kaeul was wearing a bright smile. And sitting on top of her head was the baby chicken. Since she would be living at a dorm with Ling Ling for the next few months, she had taken Chirpy out with her.


  [Kaeuli♥: Ling Ling took it for me!!]


  [Me: Very cute]


  [Kaeuli♥: I knoww hehe. I’m, you know, hehehe]


  Every Monday, Yu Jitae looked forward to the photo of the two. The indescribable feeling he had when talking to Kaeul by the phone was something he did not hate.


  [Kaeuli♥: Are Bom-unni and Gyeoul also fine??]
[Kaeuli♥: What about Cleaner ahjussi? TT]
[Kaeuli♥: I miss home so muchhh TT.TT]


  [Me: You tired?]
[Me: Want me to go there?]


  [Kaeuli♥: Noo!?!?]
[Kaeuli♥: I’ll try my best and I’ll go back only when I really can’t handle it… T.T]
[Kaeuli♥: Ah right! Gimme your photo!!]
[Kaeuli♥: Photophoto]
[Kaeuli♥: Photophotophoto TT.TT]


  Yu Jitae also took a random picture of himself and sent it to her, as he had been doing every week.


  [Kaeuli♥: Ehng?]
[Kaeuli♥: Who are youu T.T]


  [Me: It’s me]


  [Kaeuli♥: Noo T.T Our ahjussi isn’t this ugly Q.Q]


  [Me: io]


  [Kaeuli♥: Lolololol]
[Kaeuli♥: In such a rush hahahah]
[Kaeuli♥: Hihi kekekekek]
[Kaeuli♥: You know it’s a joke rightt????]
[Kaeuli♥: Luv you♥]


  He received another picture, and this time Kaeul was making a heart shape with her fingers.


  Yu Jitae deeply observed those fingers.


  Her usually white and small hands were turned red with protruding veins on it. It was usually the result of over-abusing mana and it seemed that she had been fighting against monsters just then.


  [Me: Tell me when you’re tired]


  [Kaeuli♥: Okay~~~~]
[Kaeuli♥: Please show it to unni, Gyeoul and Cleaner ahjussi for me as well ♥]


  [Me: Good luck. I’ll cheer you on.]


  [Kaeuli♥: Uuunnnn~~~]


  Yu Jitae sent the photo to Bom and Gyeoul, before leaving the Association.


  “Chief. Where are you headed to?”


  He had no time to rest.


  Today, he had to attend Gyeoul’s Parent Attendance Class.


  ***


  All the boys nervously glanced at someone. They gasped, ‘Woah…’ ‘Wow…’


  They were looking at Gyeoul. Since it was the gaze she had always felt inside the elementary school, it was nothing new to her so Gyeoul did not react in the slightest.


  Early in the year, all the kids found Gyeoul difficult to approach because she always had an indifferent look on her face, was apathetic and mysteriously mature. Her status as a dragon was added on top of that.


  It was to the point that the teachers were worried about her not making any friends.


  However, as she started learning the sweetness of money, Gyeoul started having more interactions with her peers.


  “I lost my OMR pen. How much is it Gyeoul?”


  “…1 dollar.”


  “A dollar? Why is it so expensive?”


  “…Nn?”


  “It’s 50 cents outside though.”


  “…Go, outside then?”


  She would be scolded by teachers if she were to sit in one place and carry out a business. Therefore, Gyeoul changed her business model and began preparing more than what she needed for the supplies that were required for the day. 


  That wasn’t the end. Desperation became money.


  “Ah, I forgot today’s coloured papers. Gyeoul, do you sell coloured papers as well?”


  “…3 dollars.”


  “Ehng? Why is it so expensive?”


  “…For 2 bundles.”


  “We only need 1 bundle right? So why…”


  “…”


  “Ah, I got it. I will look for someone else to buy it with…”


  What a corrupt peddler…!


  Some of the kids didn’t like Gyeoul because she liked money so much.


  “Oi! Aren’t you overpricing them too much?”


  “…Am I?”


  “Yeah! You’re like a scammer!”


  “…I am.”


  “Huh…?”


  But Gyeoul wasn’t the type that tried to please her haters, and didn’t care no matter what people said. It was therefore kids that were protesting to her that got irritated instead.


  Besides, she also had a lot of friends nearby that stood for her.


  “Don’t buy if you don’t have money. Why are you harassing our Gyeoul?”


  “I know right! Like, did Gyeoul force you to buy anything?”


  They were the kids who had barely escaped troubling situations thanks to Gyeoul. For friends that stood up for her, Gyeoul gave them a 10 cent discount whenever she sold them something else down the track. And voila, those kids said thanks and even promoted it to their friends!


  Gyeoul was slowly starting to learn marketing and VIP management systems.


  And besides, the closer they got to her, the more they liked her honesty. They were attracted by her short yet cool and straightforward words. 


  Ever since the start of the semester, more and more kids started approaching Gyeoul and recently, there were 3 girls that always went around with Gyeoul like best friends. 


  Even today, the kids were sitting in a circle during their breaks chatting to themselves. They were in the 4th grade – and thus today’s topic was about boys they liked.


  It was a topic that Gyeoul wasn’t really interested in because it wouldn’t net her any money.


  This person wore these clothes and he was cool…


  I bumped into a sunbae and he was really tall…


  Kids our age are too immature so I hate them and I like these celebrities…


  Throughout the conversation, Gyeoul repeated nodding her head with a bored look on her face.


  “What about you Gyeoul?”


  “…Nn?”


  “Do you have anyone you like?”


  “…No.”


  “Someone you find cool?”


  There was no-one in particular so Gyeoul quietly fidgeted with her hair.


  “Why? Isn’t Aron-sunbae really handsome?”


  “…Who is that?”


  “You know, the kid model sunbae.”


  Gyeoul shook her head after looking at the hologram picture.


  “…Not really.”


  It was a reaction they were all used to.


  One of her friends wearing glasses pondered. Gyeoul always had a half-depressed look on her face but she would sometimes give a bright expression although it was very rare.


  When did she tend to do that again? Thinking that, she remembered something.


  “Kanna. Of course Gyeoul would find that ugly.”


  “Aron-sunbae? Aren’t your standards too highh?”


  “No, think about it. Gyeoul’s face is like this, so what would her family members look like?”


  Aht, they gasped in realisation.


  That was true.


  Gyeoul was commonly referred to as the goddess of Lair Public Elementary School…


  One of the other friends suddenly remembered something in shock.


  “Right, right…! You know when Gyeoul’s sister? came last time? I saw her.”


  “Ehngg? Really?”


  “Yea yeah. I was super surprised back then.”


  “Why? Is she pretty?”


  “Nn nn. It’s crazy. She’s prettier than celebrities…”


  Their eyes gathered towards her as Gyeoul floated an awkward smile.


  The kids thought about other things – it was not just the younger sister that was pretty and even the older sister was pretty. So how handsome would her father or brothers be?


  A man that looked similar to Gyeoul… if Gyeoul had been looking at a face like that everyday since her birth, it made total sense for Aron-sunbae the kid model to appear lame in her eyes…


  With flickering eyes, the kids surrounded her. They then asked with a very careful voice.


  “Gyeoul, do you have a brother?”


  “…No?”


  “What about a dad?”


  No matter how much she was exposed to situations like this, Gyeoul just couldn’t get used to the reply so had to ponder a little. He wasn’t her dad, but publicly he was her dad. They didn’t share a single drop of blood so he wasn’t her dad but he treated her well just like a dad…


  After some thought, Gyeoul gave a nod and soon, the kids created a fuss.


  “Hul. Why didn’t you tell us earlier!?”


  “How is your dad? How old is he?”


  She wasn’t sure but wouldn’t he be about 400 years old? Gyeoul thought, before describing his outward appearance.


  “…Around early 30s?”


  Kyaa– they screamed.


  “What? Why is he so young? He must have gotten married really early.”


  “What about height? How tall is he?”


  This was something Gyeoul had also asked out of curiosity.


  “…189?”


  “Woah, he’s tall as well…”


  “That’s amazing… So he’s young, tall and his face…”


  In early 30s, and a height of 189 centimetres. Added on top of that was his face that would have contributed to Gyeoul’s appearance. 


  The kids imagined Gyeoul’s father in their minds. Blue hair, tall height and the face of a young god!


  Seemingly thinking about her father, Gyeoul had a remarkably brighter look on her face.


  We must be right. Yeah. It’s insane…


  One of the children was unable to hold back her curiosity and asked her.


  “Gyeoul!”


  “…Nn?”


  “Can you please talk about your dad with us?”


  Other kids also created a fuss.


  “Yes yes. Me too me too! I’m curious!”


  “What kind of person is he?”


  Gyeoul blinked her eyes. She stayed silent for a bit, before giggling out, “Hihi”. It was extremely rare for her to smile like this and it was evident that there was something in her mind. “What is it!”, “Tell us!” shouted the kids in curiosity.


  “…Do you want to know?”


  “Nn!”


  “Quick!”


  “…Really?”


  “Nnnn! Nn! Nn!”


  “Stop hesitating and tell us!”


  Gyeoul curled her fingers into a circle with a smile.


  “…50 cents.”
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  Of course, it was a joke.


  However, her friends gave her a dollar despite complaining and she just couldn’t not take them. She fidgeted with her wallet trying to give 50 cents back for the change but that was when one of them irritatedly gave a shout.


  “Aoh! I don’t need the change so hurry up and tell us!”


  At the centre of all their attention, Gyeoul deeply contemplated before opening her mouth.


  “…Uum, what du you want to kno?”


  “Like, like, does he have a good body?”


  Gyeoul gave a confident nod, and pointed at her small shoulders before pushing her palms out wide, gesturing the width of his body. “Wahh…!” “Hul…” exclaimed the kids as more details were added to their imagination.


  “What about his personality? What’s he like?”


  “What do you do at home? Are you close to your dad?”


  “Did you do something fun together? What do you do when you’re playing with him?”


  They flooded her with questions.


  “…”


  Gyeoul quietly thought to herself.


  Yu Jitae’s personality?


  She remembered his worried voice right when she was about to shed her skin; his awkward jokes, his hand reaching out, as well as the shiritori they did… Gyeoul summarised her memories and gave a rough explanation.


  “Hul… He must be super kind…”


  “Wow, that sounds so nice…”


  “What do you do at home?”


  At home?


  They didn’t do much, and they just played together. Playing a game together, watching movies… Sometimes they went fishing to catch fish to put into the fish tank inside Gyeoul’s room.


  Gyeoul explained everything at a slow and relaxed pace. There wasn’t anything special about her explanation this time and it was just how a nice dad would play around with his daughter. However, the mere thought of a blue-haired super-handsome ahjussi doing such things with Gyeoul created a scene straight out of a movie in their minds. 


  On the other hand, there was something else that caught their attention.


  ‘Wahh, look at her expression.’


  ‘I’ve never seen her smile like that…’


  Her face was a painting in itself. Her usually bored and gloomy blue eyes that gave off the impression that she wasn’t in a good mood was now bent into a curve that put its onlookers in a good mood. 


  Even apart from that, Gyeoul continued talking about sledding together, how they went shopping together and what happened when she got caught by a teacher when selling umbrellas. Her speech was so slow that it got slightly boring in the middle but the kids couldn’t stop her because she appeared to be enjoying herself a lot. 


  That was when they suddenly realised something very important.


  “Huh wait?!”


  “Nn? Why?”


  “Tomorrow’s that thing, the parent attendance day…!”


  “Huh? Hul! Hul! You’re right!”


  The kids decided to ask Gyeoul.


  However, most of the parents of the elementary kids worked during the weekdays. Besides, the attendance classes were also once a month and were very common, so parents didn’t attend the classes that often. 


  “Is your dad coming?”


  “…Uum.”


  “Is he? Is he coming?”


  Gyeoul shook her head with an awkward smile.


  “Ah, hul…”


  “Such a shame…”


  “Hope he can come one day.”


  They were sincerely sad about it.


  Seeing that, Gyeoul felt slightly strange.


  She wanted to show him to them and brag about him but at the same time, she didn’t really feel like having them see him. 


  “…”


  In any case, they wouldn’t be able to see him.


  It was because she intentionally didn’t tell him about the attendance day. Gyeoul knew how busy Yu Jitae was – he was always busy but he seemed even busier these days. 


  They often couldn’t even have a meal together during the day and Bom was the only one helping her with homeworks. He was almost impossible to find at night. Sometimes, Gyeoul would knock on his door at night while rubbing her eyes but he was never there.


  If he’s busy, she shouldn’t disturb him.


  Sometimes when she missed him so much at night, she wanted to send a message but would soon decide against it, because he would definitely be there by the next morning.


  Yu Jitae was always there in the morning.


  That was like the truth of some sort. After all, it was extremely rare for him to not be present in the morning. 


  Therefore when Yu Jitae told her, ‘See you at school tomorrow’ that night, Gyeoul was shocked. She had no idea that the school newspapers were being sent to the parents and caregivers. 


  ***


  The next morning, Gyeoul dropped an outrageous announcement to the kids at school.


  “Hukk? He’s coming today?”


  “…Nn.”


  “Really? Yesterday you said he wasn’t coming though?”


  Gyeoul slowly shook her head before giggling, ‘Kuhihihi’. Realising that she wasn’t joking, her friends started jumping up and down in excitement.


  “Uwah. I’m so curious…!”


  “Me too me too. Gyeoul and her dad appeared in my dream yesterday you know!”


  While they were chuckling to themselves, there were others staring at them. To be exact, there were gazes on Gyeoul who was among the group of kids. 


  Dragons had a different status.


  Others with a comparatively lower status couldn’t even dare hold deep emotions for dragons, no matter what type of emotion that may be. 


  If a dragon was in a bad mood, a mere human would have trouble meeting eyes with that dragon and a large difference in status would make it difficult to even breathe, and they might even die on the spot.


  Because of that, there were a lot of children watching Gyeoul with fluttering hearts from a distance but not a single one of them crossed the line and approached her. 


  And thus, what happened a few minutes after that was a fairly rare sight.


  A boy walked into the classroom carrying a bouquet of flowers.


  4th grade of elementary school – girls of the same age tended to be taller than boys of their age but that boy was a lot taller than other girls, and had a very beautiful and handsome face.


  “Isn’t he the piano genius from Class 3?”


  “Huk. You’re right you’re right… Why is he here?”


  “Wait? He’s going towards Gyeoul…”


  Some of the kids recognised him.


  The boy awkwardly stood about 5 metres away from Gyeoul with a face full of nervousness. His well-adorned appearance, his clothes and the bouquet of flowers in his hand… All of those things gave away what was going to happen from now. 


  …No.


  That thing in his hand – those weren’t flowers.


  “Wait, what’s that? Those are not flowers? Were they folded with paper?”


  “Paper…? Dude wait, that looks like money.”


  “Did he fold flowers with real money? Wow…”


  His target however was Gyeoul, who happened to be in love with money. Gyeoul’s friends stood in front of her to block him and the boy, who seemingly wanted a 1-on-1 conversation with her was slightly intimidated.


  “Let me talk to Gyeoul for a bit,” he said.


  “Why?”


  “I have something to confess.”


  The boy was nonetheless like a bulldozer. “What?” “Confess?” asked other kids but he pushed his way through without sparing them a glance.


  Another obstacle then revealed itself – it was the status of the blue dragon. Strangely enough for him, his hands and legs trembled the closer he got and he couldn’t open his mouth properly.


  However, it was okay. That was why he had prepared something beforehand. The boy handed her the letter he had prepared alongside the flowers.


  “T, t, this…”


  Gyeoul’s friends glanced at her.


  Is she going to accept it?


  There’s no way right? Gyeoul having a boyfriend? It was hard to imagine but for her to refuse it, the amount of money that was weaved into creating the flowers was way too enormous…


  But they realised that Gyeoul had an extremely uninterested look on her face.


  “…What’s this?”


  “A p, present.”


  “…Don’t, need it.”


  “J, j, just t, take it.”


  She still had an indifferent look on her face and her lips were as usual, in the shape of a ㅅ. When she turned her head away from him, the boy immediately dropped the bouquet of flowers on her table and said, “I’ll be waiting,” before running away. 


  Staring at the bouquet of money on her table, Gyeoul frowned as if she was seeing something detestable…


  That made her friends surprised yet again.


  Why isn’t she happy? How much money is that in total…?


  A rough estimate told them that it amounted to about a thousand dollars. There were countless rich parents in Lair and quite a few of the kids received a similar amount as an allowance so it wasn’t anything mindblowing. However, Gyeoul only earned a few dollars at most by selling goods everyday.


  “Why? Gyeoul. Are you in a bad mood?”


  “Don’t you like money…?”


  The one who asked that question then received reproachful gazes from her other friends for being too straightforward. 


  Gyeoul shook her head.


  “…I didn’t work for this money.”


  “Nn?”


  “…This, is not my money.”


  Saying that, she pushed the flowers away with the same apathetic look on her face.


  While thinking about her strange logic, her friends soon felt curious about something else. The only thing Gyeoul really liked was money and yet she didn’t even smile in front of a large amount of money. 


  It was a stark contrast to how she was smiling brightly while talking about her daddy yesterday.


  How awesome and cool must her daddy be for her to show such a different attitude?


  Their curiosities would soon be answered.


  At last at 3pm, it was time for the parent attendance day.


  “Quiet, guys.”


  The first attendance class was PE. Before going outside to play together, their homeroom teacher opened her mouth.


  “Parents, please come into the room.”


  Gyeoul’s friends immediately turned towards the rear door of the classroom. Several adults started entering the room in a row. They were dads and mums of their classmates.


  At the same time, they glanced at Gyeoul because none of the parents had blue hair.


  But the moment a man came into the room, Gyeoul’s expression rapidly turned bright.


  Who is it!?


  With sparkling eyes, the kids looked at the man.


  As Gyeoul had told them before, the man was very tall and had a cool body that they could immediately tell through the clothes. And to top it all off, his face that should be more handsome than a popstar’s…


  His face…?


  “Hukk…!”


  “Aht…?”


  Shocked, the kids immediately turned their heads away. The kid wearing glasses was so immersed that she almost let out a shriek.


  “W, what…”


  “Huuhh…?”


  Amidst their shock, Gyeoul gave a bright smile and suddenly started running to the back of the room unlike how other kids were sitting still in their chairs.


  There’s no way. Right? There’s no way it’s that scary person…


  However, as if she had been waiting all day for this, Gyeoul ran up to the extremely scary adult and reached her arms out. With a natural movement, the man hugged Gyeoul and carried her in his arms.


  At this point it was not only her friends and it was the whole class that had their eyes fixed on them.


  “Were you studying well.”


  “…Yes.”


  His face looked as if he would chuck her into the wall if she wasn’t studying well so the kids became nervous.


  “Good girl.”


  “…Nn.”


  “You should go down now.”


  ‘If you don’t want to die’ … It looked natural for such words to leave his mouth afterwards but Gyeoul merely returned a bright smile in response to his words.


  In the end, she only returned to her seat after the adult put her down.


  Meanwhile, her friends whispered to each other.


  ‘My eyes are fine right…?’


  ‘I think so? So scary…’


  ‘Me too me too. I think I saw his face in a wanted poster in front of the police station…’


  ‘Ey what’s happening. You were the one that said stuff about DNA and stuff…’


  The two other friends glared at the girl wearing glasses but the glasses-girl was also confused herself.


  ‘How am I supposed to know…?’


  That was how much of a shock Yu Jitae’s appearance was to them. It was their first time seeing such a scary-looking person in their life. 


  “Parents, please sit next to the students in the empty chairs.”


  Yu Jitae slowly started walking towards Gyeoul as soon as the homeroom teacher said that and sat next to her. Some of the kids were glaring at him but looked away with a flinch when their eyes met. They would then see Gyeoul next to him wearing a wide smile.


  ‘Why in the world is she smiling…?’


  Gyeoul thought for a bit before handing the bouquet of money to Yu Jitae.


  This was a fairly shocking scene in itself as well.


  Whether she was interested in the money or not, it was still a fair amount of money and she was the owner of that money. Gyeoul being so willing to give her money away to someone else was a shocking sight for her friends. 


  “…Here. Present.”


  “What’s this.”


  “…A flower bouquet, made of money.”


  “Is it yours?”


  “…Yes.”


  “That’s a lot of money. Where did you get it from.”


  “…Someone gave it to me.”


  “Why.”


  “…Dunno.”


  “If you don’t know, you should return it. It’s a large amount of money.”


  “…Should I?”


  He returned the flowers back to her. Receiving the bouquet blankly with her two hands, Gyeoul appeared sincerely dejected for not being able to give him the money. Despite that, she soon smiled again and agreed with his words.


  Why is she agreeing with him…


  More like, what was there to smile about just then…?


  Glancing at them, her friends got more and more confused.


  “So first off for the parent attendance class will be PE. Should we head outside together now?”


  In the midst of their confusion, the first lesson began.


  Episode 87: Reason behind the Smile (3)


  Why in the world was she smiling?


  That was what the kids found the most questionable.


  On the way out to the playground, the scary adult’s phone rang. Seeing him send Gyeoul off first, the kids threw glances before hurriedly clinging to Gyeoul and worriedly whispering into her ears.


  “Gyeoul.”


  “…Nn?”


  “There’s nothing bad going on with you right…?”


  “…What do you mean?”


  “Like, a bad person suddenly kidnapping you or anything. It’s nothing like that right…? Nn?”


  “Y, yeah. If there’s anything going on, tell us. We will help you…”


  Gyeoul tilted her head, still wondering what they were talking about.


  That was when Yu Jitae ended his phone call and started walking towards them. Startled, the kids immediately distanced themselves and decided to watch over them for the time being. It was because no matter how they saw it, there was a vast difference between the ‘daddy’ inside Gyeoul’s explanation and the adult in front of their eyes. 


  The first session of the parent attendance day – PE.


  Guardians had to either watch the kids play, or match themselves with the kids and play along. That was why Yu Jitae watched Gyeoul, in order to see what she usually did during PE.


  “You can do whatever you want today,” said the homeroom teacher while throwing a bunch of balls to the ground. The kids grouped up and either played dodgeball, basketball or soccer.


  Despite that, Gyeoul was sitting down on the bench so he had no choice but to sit on the bench as well.


  “Why don’t you go and run around.”


  “…I hate PE.”


  “Why.”


  “…Might get hurt.”


  The subject she omitted here would probably be ‘someone’. Gyeoul was still not used to manipulating her mana and she thus spent her time as quietly as possible because others might get hurt by her.


  “Have you done something by mistake before?”


  “…Uum.”


  Listening to her following explanation, it seemed that she had never participated in a PE lesson ever since she almost hurt someone by mistake at the start of the semester. 


  “Isn’t it boring to watch them every day?”


  “…I have friends.”


  “Right now you don’t.”


  Hearing that, she pointed at a group of three girls who had been throwing glances at him for a while.


  “Let’s play with me for today then.”


  “…Nn?”


  When Yu Jitae slowly stood up from the bench, Gyeoul also stood up and followed him. They then walked towards the playground.


  Meanwhile, Gyeoul’s friends who had been watching the situation unfold from a distance concentrated on their movements. The scary adult paced towards the jungle gym with Gyeoul and with a ball in his hand. 


  The jungle gym of this elementary school was an assembly of equipment. There were iron bars, monkey bars, slides and other equipment.


  Why did he go there? A dangerous place like a jungle gym didn’t suit Gyeoul.


  In the midst of their worries, Yu Jitae carried Gyeoul on his back and climbed up the jungle gym. Then, while standing precariously on top of the small bars with Gyeoul, he threw the ball towards her.


  The kids found that strange as well because Gyeoul did not like playing with balls.


  “Huh…?”


  But against their expectations, Gyeoul exchanged the ball with him with a bright smile on her face. They weren’t simply exchanging the ball, and appeared to be trying to hit each other’s body like dodgeball.


  The mysterious part was that the ball would always get sucked into Gyeoul’s hands like magnets.


  “Ehng…?”


  “What’s going on?”


  The adult’s ball flew towards Gyeoul’s head. However, she single-handedly grabbed it and casually threw it somewhere random, as the adult had to wriggle his body unnaturally on top of the monkey bars to not drop the ball. 


  Finding that funny, Gyeoul laughed, “Kyaa—”


  At last, the ball Gyeoul threw hit the adult on his head.


  It indeed seemed to have been dodgeball. Due to the loss, the adult had to crawl on top of the monkey bars with Gyeoul on his back. And soon when they rode the slide down together, Gyeoul threw her arms high into the air with a bright smile. 


  Suddenly, one of the friends was reminded of the ‘kind daddy’ that Gyeoul had mentioned. 


  However, this wasn’t enough. It was still nowhere near the daddy of their imaginations. That scary adult right now was like a large dog that involuntarily had to play with a child because she was annoying him too much.


  Although it was quite surprising considering their first impression… for the kids, it was still not enough to answer the reason behind Gyeoul’s smile.


  “Our second session for attendance day will be visual arts.”


  Their observation and surveillance continued into the visual art session. The two of them drew together but neither of them were good at it.


  “Oi. Why did you colour that black.”


  “…Why not?”


  “That’s a tree.”


  “…A burnt tree, why nat?”


  “Burnt?”


  The theme of the drawing immediately changed as Gyeoul giggled, ‘Hihi’. When the adult started colouring the area around the tree in red, Gyeoul began colouring the bottom in yellow.


  “Oi. Why is there yellow underneath the tree.”


  “…It’s an ice cream cone.”


  “What?”


  “…Strawberry green tea, ice cream.”


  “What’s this black thing then.”


  “…A chocolate bar?”


  Whenever the adult tried to do something, Gyeoul constantly interrupted. Due to that, the picture changed from a tree to an ice cream and then from an ice cream to a clown. After that, Gyeoul covered it in black so it was impossible to tell what it was anymore.


  “Gyeoul.”


  “…Yes?”


  “If you do this, what happens to everything we’ve drawn so far.”


  “…It’s a fissure.”


  “You’re saying the clown we drew went into a fissure?”


  Gyeoul placed her two hands beneath her chin and stared at Yu Jitae. 


  “…Is that, what you thought?”


  “What?”


  “…Cute.”


  She once again started chuckling as the adult shook his head, seemingly dumbfounded.


  ‘They’re really enjoying themselves…’ The friend wearing glasses murmured.


  They looked like they were having a lot of fun.


  ‘Maybe he only looks scary?’


  ‘Ehng? But his voice is also super monotone…’


  ‘But he didn’t do anything bad right?’


  ‘Would he do anything bad when there’s people around and when he’s playing with his daughter?’


  ‘Aren’t you treating him too much like a criminal…?’


  The kids started having different ideas at this point. It was ‘Not sure yet’ vs ‘He’s a good person’. 


  During the break, the kids were observing the adult and Gyeoul while whispering to themselves. That was when the rear door of the classroom was pushed wide open as a boy started walking in in large strides. 


  ‘Huh? It’s him. The one that gave flowers to Gyeoul.’


  Looking only at the ground, the boy marched towards Gyeoul’s seat but seemed to have noticed the large adult at one point. Startled, he changed his direction as if nothing was wrong and naturally left through the front entrance of the class.


  Gyeoul’s gaze remained on the boy for a little longer than it normally would so Yu Jitae asked.


  “Why. Who is he.”


  “…Gave me flowers.”


  “He gave this to you?”


  Yu Jitae took out the bouquet of money from the drawer.


  “…Yes.”


  “Why don’t you go and return this to him.”


  “…By myself?”


  “Then what. Go together?”


  “…”


  Blankly, Gyeoul stared at him with blinking eyes.


  “Has this happened to you before?”


  Gyeoul shook her head. Similar things did happen in the past but it was her first time receiving a bunch of money publicly in front of people. Yu Jitae looked at the memo stuck in between the bouquet of flowers that had a name and a phone number written on it.


  “Why do you think he gave this to you.”


  “…”


  “Isn’t he trying to leave a good impression on you?”


  “…”


  “It’s related to you so you have to handle it yourself. It’s rare for me to come to school like today.”


  “…”


  “You never know if something like this will happen again. Instead of that being the first time, would it not be better to experience it when I’m here with you. I will help you if there is a problem.”


  “…”


  “It is important to tie a firm knot. The one that gave this to you might be waiting.”


  “…”


  “So go and talk to him. I’ll be here.”


  “…”


  “Mhmm?”


  Gyeoul directly gazed back at Yu Jitae without saying anything in return. 


  Nervously, the kids also gazed at the adult and Gyeoul.


  Right. Playing and having fun for a bit was not the most important part. What the adult said just then appeared to make sense but at the same time, they could also understand why Gyeoul would be reluctant to go alone.


  ‘Is Gyeoul going to be scolded?’


  ‘This isn’t something to get scolded for right…?’


  ‘But, I don’t think the scary ahjussi is wrong…’


  Yu Jitae closed his mouth and looked back at her.


  The kids were frightened and flinched because he looked even scarier now that he wasn’t saying anything. 


  However, Gyeoul did not look away.


  She simply reached her hand out and grabbed Yu Jitae’s clothes by his sleeves.


  Her hand was smaller than her peers while Yu Jitae had a body bigger than others so her hand holding onto the long sleeves of the shirt appeared extremely tiny.


  Tension built up as they silently stared at each other but Gyeoul was stubborn.


  “Alright… I got it. Let’s go together.”


  When he reluctantly stood up, only then did Gyeoul’s expression brighten up. Gyeoul toddled in small steps carrying the bouquet of flowers as he walked behind her in large strides. Her friends also furtively stood up and followed behind them.


  The boy was in the corridor. Perhaps because he was more mature than others, he appeared to be in his puberty as he blankly stood there leaning on the wall.


  He still had some hope after seeing that Gyeoul hadn’t thrown the flowers away. She likes money so maybe she would give him a message or something through the number – that was what he thought.


  That was when Gyeoul walked out of the classroom and looked around. After finding the boy, she held the flowers out.


  “Uh, uhh? W, what?”


  “…Returning.”


  “Y, you don’t have to though?”


  He didn’t receive it so Gyeoul gently tossed the flowers toward the boy. Since he couldn’t just let the flowers drop on the ground, the boy had to receive it back.


  “Uhh, uh, umm. Then, can you tell me your number?”


  “…Nn?”


  “Can you tell me your number.”


  Gyeoul had to think to herself for a bit.


  It was easier to reply when Myung Jun-il whom she knew of had expressed his good will towards her, but it was her first time getting confessed to by someone she wasn’t really acquainted with, so she had trouble looking for the right words to say. 


  But like what Yu Jitae told her, it would probably be good to end relationships with a firm knot.


  “…You know.”


  “Huh? Yeah yeah.”


  “…I’m, not, interested in you.”


  “W, why? I, have a lot of money. I’m tall and I can play the piano well…”


  Gyeoul pondered again before giving her reply.


  “…Because I’m not interested in money, height and piano.”


  “Ah, uh, then? What should I do?”


  “…No. I’m just not interested in you… You dun have to do anything.”


  “…”


  “…Sorry. Goodbye.”


  When Gyeoul waved her hand and went back into the classroom, only then did the boy realise that his confession had ended as a clean failure. Abandoning the idea, the boy returned to his own classroom.


  *


  Gyeoul’s friends watched the back of the boy.


  It seemed that everything had worked out fine.


  ‘That went well…’


  ‘Hmm… Right?’


  Kids their age often became mean for no reason from a failed confession or talked behind their backs, but it seemed that the boy had perfectly given up on the idea. 


  After returning to the classroom, Gyeoul hugged Yu Jitae who was standing in front of the door. She asked if she did well, and he replied telling her she did well.


  The kids could slightly understand what Gyeoul meant when talking about her kind daddy, but it was still somewhat lacking. Her friends still couldn’t really understand why Gyeoul was smiling so brightly.


  “Last lesson will be a test of your creativity. Let’s get into groups and make a cake together.”


  But with the start of the last lesson, the kids finally realised it.


  “Ah, hellooo… we are Gyeoul’s friends.”


  “Yeah. Right.”


  Because Gyeoul wished for it, the kids got into the same team as Yu Jitae. The kids along with the adult diligently whisked thickened cream to make it stiffer, cut the bread horizontally to make layers, plastered all the layers with cream, and decorated the top with strawberry and jam. 


  Throughout the process, Gyeoul constantly splattered whipped cream onto the adult’s face and chuckled out loud. Then, the scary adult also dumbfoundedly splattered whipped cream onto her face.


  It was the same as when they were drawing together.


  Looking at it from a close distance, Gyeoul’s friends realised that the two of them playing appeared extremely guileless.


  ‘Gyeoul’s daddy is actually very innocent…’


  ‘Hmm… Right…’


  ‘Someone fun to tease? That kind of adult…?’


  ‘Teasing him…? Gyeoul has iron nerves I guess. I don’t think I can do it.’


  During their whispers, one of the girls came to a realisation.


  ‘Hey hey! I think I get it.’


  ‘Huh?’


  ‘What is it?’


  ‘That scary ahjussi. He’s been playing with Gyeoul for real till now…!’


  ‘Nn? For real…?’


  4th grade of elementary school. Some of the mature kids would start gazing at the world through their own standards. Kids in this age group can clearly tell apart oneself from others, understand others and start thinking of how themselves would be perceived by others. They would then also realise what adults did when playing with kids.


  Adults played along with kids.


  By playing along, it didn’t mean they were playing together. They simply ‘played along’ with kids for them to enjoy it.


  As adults, they matched themselves to the children and played along with them. Standing one step back, they would be considerate of the enjoyment of the children. 


  As they grow older, children begin to understand that the adults are considerate while playing with them and after realising that, it becomes difficult to play together with a sincere heart. 


  At the start it was only the adult that had to be considerate of the child but it would later be the child being considerate of the adult’s feelings as well. There is no way that hiding their inner thoughts and being considerate of each other would be a fun way to play.


  In that sense, that scary adult was a bit unique. He didn’t seem to be enjoying it nor was he trying to play along.


  However, he drew with Gyeoul when drawing without any pretence, and asked a question as an artist when she ruined the painting. That wasn’t the end. He wasn’t trying to draw a good drawing, and he didn’t scold her for ruining what they had drawn.


  ‘He is, yeah…’


  ‘That’s true… he’s just having fun playing with her.’


  Even now, it was the same.


  Although he was making a cake, he appeared to have no concerns about the objective itself of this situation. The result was a terrible cake but he did not give any evaluations regarding that.


  Throughout the random and mindless drawing session, and even during the cake-making session, both the adult and Gyeoul were sincere and that’s what was allowing Gyeoul to enjoy herself.


  Looking at it from the side, they also started finding it funny. When Gyeoul, who was about to put the small strawberry into Yu Jitae’s mouth, suddenly changed her direction and stuck it into his nose, her friends giggled softly. 


  His reaction and his sincerely dumbfounded expression was also funny. Gyeoul’s friends also started being absorbed in the situation and their laughs became more audible. At last when Gyeoul trolled by cutting the circular cake into squares, her friends also burst out into uncontrollable laughter.


  “Ey ey ey! You ruined it!”


  “Kyahahaha!”


  “Yu Gyeoul! Why are you cutting it like that!”


  At this point, Gyeoul was almost rolling on the ground laughing.


  *


  After the end of the parent attendance day, the scary adult left the school with a wave of his hand and the kids waved back. The day passed by in a flash and only then did the kids realise it.


  “I think I get it.”


  “Me too…”


  Because they had been thinking of Gyeoul as a special child who didn’t smile often, they thought there would be a unique reason behind her smile. However, nothing special was required to make her smile – just like how they themselves had started wholeheartedly laughing at one point after dropping the thought of analysing the reason behind the smile. 


  So looking back now, the reason why Gyeoul smiled at everything related to her daddy was simple.


  It was just that fun.


  Episode 88: Those who meet must part (1)


  – You head to the underground labyrinth


  – And look for Ha Saetbyul


  – The effect of the paradise’s light should have dissipated by now.


  – Take her outside.


  – And look after her as well as you can. Provide her with a house to live in, with things to do and a life.


  – So that she can live just like others.


  – While you’re helping out, I will cut off the communication.


  – Contact me with your watch when everything is done.


  Following his lord’s command, Clone 2 stood at the underground labyrinth, and faced Ha Saetbyul.


  “…”


  In front of the door of the inner room where the Light of Paradise could not reach, she sat there with messy and unkempt hair, as well as a face dirtied from the dusty underground labyrinth despite her efforts to keep it clean. 


  Beneath that face of hers was a well-trained body with a beautiful ratio of muscles. Due to her short height, she still had a small overall body but it was evident that she had been working out zealously.


  “…”


  Now, her mind was no longer polluted and even the Light of Paradise had left her body but Ha Saetbyul nonetheless was vacantly sitting down in front of the entrance, gazing up at Clone 2. 


  The two of them gazed at each other for a long time in silence.


  Soon, Clone 2 gave a bow.


  “Nice to meet you, Miss Ha Saetbyul. I am your guide.”


  “…”


  “Let’s step outside together. I will look for a house for you to live in, and will help you look for a job as well.”


  “…”


  Ha Saetbyul was silent. At a glance she looked as if she was out of her mind. Her energyless gaze was out of focus and her body was like a stringless marionette powerlessly lying on the ground.


  “Why aren’t you saying anything?”


  “…”


  “I would love to wait for you but there is no time to waste. I have quite a few things to do, you see. Please tell me if you would like a bit more time.”


  “…”


  “Guess not… Then I shall take you outside on my own accord.”


  Clone 2 walked towards her as Ha Saetbyul’s hazy gaze headed towards the approaching body of the clone. Her eyes were still out of focus.


  When Clone 2 reached his arms out, Ha Saetbyul instinctively retracted her body. But even that was slow and powerless. 


  “Why. I’m not here to hurt you.”


  “…”


  “Please do not be nervous. I won’t do anything bad to you. My only job is to help so that you can go outside and live fine.”


  Since words didn’t seem to be getting across, Clone 2 had no choice but to carry the retracted Ha Saetbyul. Carrying her, Clone 2 started moving forward. The underground labyrinth was quite literally a labyrinth – it was a curly maze with walls on the sides so it took a lot of time for them to reach the exit.


  Throughout the way, Ha Saetbyul blankly gazed at the black ceiling of the labyrinth, which was so dark that it appeared as if it had been devoured by the darkness.


  “Where…”


  That was when she finally opened her mouth.


  “Are we going…?”


  It was such a fragile and high-pitched tone that stirred up the protective instincts of people, but her current voice was powerless and lethargic. Clone 2 pondered before replying to her question.


  “We will be going to Korea.”


  “Korea…?”


  “Yes. Isn’t it the place you’re the most familiar with, at least?”


  She was silent so he continued walking.


  At last, she slowly reopened her mouth.


  “Do you know who I am…?”


  He didn’t.


  Yu Jitae didn’t tell Clone 2 the details including who she was, and the reason she was confined inside the underground labyrinth. Naturally, Clone 2 didn’t ask him either because there must be a reason why his lord didn’t tell him the details.


  “Who are you?”


  “A homeless woman…”


  “I have told you before but I will be looking for your house very soon.”


  “Jobless on top of that…”


  “How is that a concern? It’s the same for your job. Since you have awakened as a superhuman, looking for a new job won’t be difficult.”


  “No acquaintance either…”


  “Please stop with the needless concerns.”


  “Needless…?”


  “Am I not your first acquaintance already? You have relationships now. Besides, if you find a house and a job, won’t you continue forming relationships?”


  His prompt words made Ha Saetbyul’s eyebrows curve into a 八 shape. 


  “You are making it sound easy…”


  “I see that you are very timid.”


  “But it really is concerning though…”


  “If it was me, it wouldn’t have been concerning at all. What do you gain by worrying about things?”


  “You mean I’m the problem…?”


  “I think so.”


  “…”


  Ha Saetbyul’s hazy eyes slowly closed.


  ‘So annoying. This kid…’ She then grumbled with a very soft voice but the clone still heard it.


  Clone 2 immediately stopped walking and placed her down on the ground – if not for his lord’s command to ‘look after her as well as he could’, he would have thrown her on the ground. After being suddenly made to sit on the ground, she blankly gazed up at him.


  Soon, Clone 2 opened his mouth.


  “We haven’t even gone outside yet so what’s with all these concerns?”


  “…”


  “Let’s make it straight. Please no constant whining. As someone trying to help you, it does not feel good to hear it. Do you understand?”


  “Yes…”


  “You have to promise me.”


  “Promise on what…”


  “That you won’t continue whining.”


  “Okay…”


  “I’m serious. We will have to be together for the next 2 weeks or so at the very least. If you keep doing that, you will constantly be doing yourself a disservice on top of wasting my time.”


  “Okayy…”


  “Vow to me, that you won’t whimper.”


  “How…”


  Right, how should she make the vow? Clone 2 contemplated.


  “Do I do a pinky promise…?”


  “That’s good. Let’s go with that.”


  Clone 2 and Ha Saetbyul locked their pinky fingers together. Seemingly displeased, she quickly pulled her hand back but that didn’t matter to the clone. He simply hoped that she wouldn’t whine again after doing all this. 


  Clone 2 carried her once again, and headed towards the long deep road of darkness. At last, they found the bright exit and they thus left the labyrinth.


  It was the beginning of Ha Saetbyul’s new life.


  .


  .


  .


  “Where is your hometown.”


  “Gangwon Province Jungsun…”


  “Jungsun? Let me see.”


  In the middle of his search, Clone 2’s hands came to a stop. Jungsun of Gangwon Province had been wiped off the map from the aftermaths of the East-Asian Great War and had yet to fully recover to its past state.


  “…Let’s head to the city instead of here.”


  “I like the countryside.”


  “Why?”


  “Because I hate people…”


  “There are also people in the countryside though.”


  Ha Saetbyul irritatedly glared at him.


  “Hah, alright. Then let’s head to Wonju.”


  “That’s also a city.”


  “How is Wonju a city?”


  “Because when I was young, I went to Wonju to play with my friends.”


  “How much of a countryside person are you?”


  “…”


  “Ahh, I get it. I get it. How about Goseong. Goseong Province.”


  “Okay.”


  “Hah my goodness, seriously…”


  What a countryside bumpkin. Clone 2 thought.


  “What. I’m not a bumpkin,” said Ha Saetbyul.


  “Did I say anything?”


  .


  .


  .


  “Like I said, it’s okay to get a better house!”


  “But I don’t need one.”


  “Fine, you might not need a house, but what about a 3-room officetel, hmm? A 3-room officetel sounds good right.”


  “I’m fine. A one-room is more than enough.”


  “Like, why are you trying to voluntarily go into a tiny one-room house? It’s fine to buy a good house though?”


  “Why are you constantly trying to get me a big house then?”


  Why? It was because that was the command of his lord.


  “Because a big house is a good house!”


  “To me, a small house is a good house.”


  Clone 2 ran his fingers through his hair.


  “Damn it.”


  Seeing the two of them, the real estate staff scratched his head with a smile.


  “You seem very close.”


  “No we don’t.” “No we’re not.”


  When the two of them said that with a straight face, the staff had to wipe the cold beads of sweat dripping down his balding forehead and apologise. 


  .


  .


  .


  “Aigo so small.”


  “It’s big for a one-room. Perfect to live alone.”


  “How is it perfect? You get up from your bed and it’s the kitchen. You turn your head and it’s the bathroom. One somersault and you will break the wall.”


  “Why would you somersault in your house?”


  “It’s just a figure of speech.”


  “It still has everything that I need. It has a washing machine and a fridge…”


  “Of course. Because we picked the biggest one-room with all the furniture included.”


  So who was the one that picked it hmm? Clone 2 had a boastful look on his expression while Ha Saetbyul frowned as if discontent. 


  The two of them went shopping together. They bought frying pans, a rice cooker, a computer, hangers, a table, a chair as well as electric blankets.


  Finally, the last thing to enter the room was a power rack. It was the result of Ha Saetbyul’s stubbornness of not wanting to quit working out. The one-room house was already tiny and it looked exceptionally jam-packed after the addition of the power rack.


  This wasn’t a part of his plan to ‘look after her as well as he could’.


  The clone heaved a deep sigh.


  “…♫”


  But on the other hand, Ha Saetbyul was humming. She appeared delightful staring at the power rack, dumbbells and kettlebells.


  .


  .


  .


  “You’re saying you don’t want to be a soldier?”


  “Yes.”


  “And why is that? Operator-type superhumans are always treated well no matter where you are. It is a waste of your talent.”


  “Because I don’t want to.”


  “Then why don’t you become a personal trainer for superhumans. It seems that you are really into working out.”


  Ha Saetbyul looked at him and shook her head.


  “I am not a talented teacher.”


  “So this is the only thing you want to do, is it?”


  [Goseong Province Orphanage]


  The two of them were standing in front of an orphanage.


  An underdeveloped region with less population than other cities received less budget and orphanages in such towns were therefore always lacking in funds. The shabby signboard at the main entrance was crooked to the side by 15 degrees, while only half the structures inside the premises were actual buildings, with the remaining half being container blocks. There would probably be kids sleeping in those container blocks.


  “Miss Ha Saetbyul.”


  “Yes.”


  “I don’t know much about you but I do know that you used to be an orphanage teacher in the past.”


  “Yes, I was.”


  Ha Saetbyul was a teacher at an orphanage. She liked young kids but had lost those children during the war.


  “I heard you had a dream. Didn’t you want to do something that saved more people?”


  “That’s also right.”


  “With your current abilities, you would be able to save a lot more people at a place bigger than this.”


  Clone 2 said that after sincerely contemplating her career path. Her Korean age was 28 – it was by no means late for her to start something fresh.


  “I hope you free yourself from the past.”


  “…”


  “You might think it’s rude, but it’s for your own future.”


  “…It is rude.”


  “…”


  Soon, Ha Saetbyul added more words.


  “I want to change the world. But do you think I can possibly change a world this big?”


  “What says you can’t?”


  “I worked as a soldier for a few years when my mind was hazy. I know how the governments work.”


  “It’s true there is no longer any virtue but…”


  “I am not being tied up by the past. Realistically speaking, only this much is the size of the world that I can change with my own hands. That’s all there is to it.”


  Ha Saetbyul said while pointing at the orphanage.


  “This is my world.”


  .


  .


  .


  She then didn’t make it through the interview.


  “Kukuk.”


  “Stop laughing…”


  “Kukuk, kukukuk.”


  “Stop.”


  “Ah, my bad. But why didn’t you make it?”


  “They need a teacher but apparently they don’t have enough funds to pay for one.”


  “Oh no. Well, the pay is an important topic.”


  “I guess I’m unemployed for now then…”


  Seemingly remembering something, Clone 2 giggled again before asking.


  “So how does it feel to be expelled from your world…”


  That was when his neck was grabbed by Ha Saetbyul. He was soon made to realise that her muscles were the result of excruciating isolated exercises.


  “Ahhkkk–!”


  .


  .


  .


  That night.


  Someone anonymous signed a monthly donation of 5,000 dollars to Goseong Province Orphanage.


  .


  .


  .


  The next day, Ha Saetbyul widened her eyes into circles.


  “Nn?”


  “What is wrong?”


  “Uhh…”


  She fidgeted with her watch before turning to Clone 2 with a surprised look on her face.


  “They told me to come to work starting tomorrow…?”


  “Ohh. That’s good news. It seems something good must have happened at the orphanage.”


  “I think so.”


  With a bright smile, Ha Saetbyul pushed her hand out.


  Albeit awkwardly, Clone 2 gave her a high-five.


  .


  .


  .


  “So that would mean you have both a house and a job now.”


  “Ah, yes.”


  “Thanks for your hard work during the last 2 weeks.”


  “Yes…”


  In front of the door of the one-room officetel, Ha Saetbyul and Clone 2 quietly looked into each other’s eyes.


  Like the first time they saw each other, the two of them simply looked at each other without saying a word.


  “Thanks for helping me,” said Ha Saetbyul.


  “It’s nothing. That was what my job was.”


  “I think I was quite stubborn; thank you for listening to me.”


  “It was actually quite hard to listen to all your complaints.”


  Clone 2 said that before cautiously stealing a glance. It was because his honesty had earned quite a few hits till now. But right now, Ha Saetbyul was standing still without saying anything in particular.


  It was now time to bid farewell.


  “Well then, I will be on my way now.”


  “Please be careful on your way back…”


  When Clone 2 took a step back, Ha Saetbyul slowly closed the door.


  Just like that, the door was locked shut.


  “…”


  With this, his mission was over.


  2 weeks – depending on one’s perspective, it could be seen as either a short or a long period of time. But in any case, it was true that he had done it all by himself without even contacting his lord once.


  Clone 2 prided in himself, thinking that he had now become a fairly decent shadow of an archduke.


  Should I go back now…


  However, his feet stayed glued to the ground.


  Every morning, he came here for his work while sleeping at a hotel every night, so that he could help her find a new job while also helping her with anything she might need help with…


  Now that it was finally time to leave, it made him feel weird. Perhaps the two weeks of time he had spent had already become a habit of some sort. 


  Therefore, Clone 2 slapped his own cheeks, trying to wake himself up.


  He started forcing his feet forward, and turned his watch on so that he could send a message to his lord. 


  “Umm…”


  It was then.


  Ha Saetbyul opened the door a tiny bit and poked her head out through the gap.


  “Yes.”


  “You are still there…?”


  “I was just about to leave.”


  “It’s been a long time since I closed the door though…”


  “…”


  Clone 2 scratched his head.


  “How old are you? You are not underage with that height right?” she asked.


  He was made based on the 15 year old body, but age had no meaning to the clone because he was not a human.


  “I am young though.”


  “Can you drink alcohol…?”


  “Sorry?”


  Those completely unexpected words made the clone widen his eyes.


  “Do you want to, have a farewell drink…?”


  .


  .


  .


  They were close to each other. It’s because the house was small.


  The two of them drank alcohol and shared stories about their lives.


  She talked about the strange people she met at the underground labyrinth, while he shared a story about the tall and frightening witch he met in the past.


  Stop lying, she said. But he wasn’t lying.


  Smiles bloomed once they got drunk.


  Their eyes were locked.


  There must have been a mysterious magnetic force at work.


  You are drunk. He said.


  No I’m not drunk. I can prove it, said Ha Saetbyul as she raised a kettlebell.


  But she dropped it in the middle and it landed on his foot.


  He screamed in pain.


  Shocked, she hurriedly closed the distance and in her attempt to gaze at the wound, her hands touched his. When he suddenly smiled while saying, tadah it actually didn’t hurt at all, he was put under a vicious head lock.


  


—- It’s because they were drunk. Their touching skins were warm.


  The scent of alcohol was mixed into their breath – not their breath, but the other person’s breath.


  That was the problem.


  “…”


  They were too close.


  Episode 88: Those who meet must part (2)


  The Regressor has a dream.


  In the past, he had different dreams and in the 2nd iteration, Ha Saetbyul herself was his dream.


  Now that he was sprinting towards the end of the long accumulations of his sin, Yu Jitae needed to conduct an experiment. It was a test about his dream.


  Therefore, he cut his mental connection with Clone 2 and sent him to Ha Saetbyul.


  To Clone 2, the concept of ‘his lord’ was an absolute one, but how much freedom would he be able to reveal under his restraint?


  He didn’t know the result yet and decided to wait until he received a message from the clone.


  On the other hand, regardless of the experiment, sending Clone 2 was something done for the sake of Ha Saetbyul. He now had some faith in the 7th iteration, perhaps because of the words of Vintage Clock, who said that he would definitely become happy. 


  If so, then this iteration would flow without the flow of time being interrupted again and Ha Saetbyul had to live a happy life in that continuum of time. It’s because she had done many things for him.


  That was all he felt about Ha Saetbyul.


  It was the season of golden fields of wheat rustling like waves from the wind. The international political state was very complex. 


  The Association broke one of the promises made with the International Peacekeeping Organisation. It was about the use of magic stones. 


  Although it was common for matters like that to go under the radar, it was shared under the broad daylight due to a whistle-blower.


  In a few days there was a commotion in the neutral country, Switzerland, where people raised a protest at the entrance of the Association’s embassy. It was a protest that denounced them for going against the promises, as they demanded the Association to explain their cause. It lasted several days and at last became an armed protest where people with guns raided the embassy. 


  The Association and Switzerland’s police officers reacted to the armed protest with force but it was too over the top. Although human rights weren’t viewed as important in the current era, the death of 2840 civilians still shocked the world.


  There were simply way too many deaths. 


  Naturally, none of them were things caused by the Association. After the whistle-blower was caught, it was revealed that he wasn’t from the Association, and the ones that had mixed in with the police force and Association’s soldiers to carry out the excessive repression weren’t from the Association either.


  However, those people immediately committed suicide after being caught. Someone was wreaking havoc using the Association as its mask.


  Regarding these incidents, Chaliovan wrote a 17-page statement by hand and announced it to the public.


  His statement summarised into one sentence was this.


  Association: It isn’t us!


  However, because the Association was already increasing their military might, people did not buy their explanation. The Association was excessively large and had went on for an excessively long period of time. They thus had too many weak points.


  They needed 100 lines of explanations to explain 1 criticism. It wasn’t time-efficient, and that point was what Quasar effectively focused on.


  The person behind Quasar actively started moving and because of their acceleration, various media all around the world began raising their claws at the Association.


  They were being attacked by the media of all nations, just like the advice Yu Jitae gave.


  Once again, Chaliovan announced his statements and indicated that there was an unknown person who tried to slander the Association. He named that person [Q].


  It will be the start of Chaliovan and Q’s fight for power and from this point on, it was the Association’s job.


  After finishing the preparations for the Fourth Night, Chief Advisor Season did not show his face at the Association.


  He had to spend more time with the kids.


  ***


  Yong Taeha’s eyes flickered with light.


  “Kuk!”


  His body was struck hard, floated in mid-air and flew for more than 30 metres before slamming into the dungeon wall. Yong Taeha’s chin dropped open as something gushed out from within. His mind immediately thought of the pancake he ate in the morning but what came out of his mouth was red. 


  “Taeha!” Someone’s shout echoed in his ears.


  “Uuk…”


  He slowly raised his body as a scary thought emerged in his head. The first part of his body that landed on the ground were his ribs.


  How big was the shock? Thinking that, he simultaneously scanned past his rib cages with his hands. One, two, three… a total of six bones were broken but fortunately, they didn’t pierce through his organs and were piercing out through his skin instead. 


  Only after seeing the bones protruding out of his ripped ribs did he feel pain flooding in.


  “Get up, Yong Taeha!” shouted Tyr Brzenk.


  There was no time to remain sitting down so Yong Taeha stood up. His rib cages cracked and gave him goosebumps but he endured it and tightly grabbed onto the sword.


  In front of him was a monster whose body was constructed of stone, reaching 8 metres in height.


  The large doll moved despite half of its head missing- the A- ranked mid boss, ‘Golem’, let out a roar.


  Kurururur—–


  His cracked bones cried out loud.


  “Yong Taeha! Move your feet! Do not fight it head-on!”


  Superhumans with cold weapons were powerless against such large-type monsters. Even if they were to envelope their swords with auras, they were still nothing but skewers that couldn’t pierce through the heart.


  “Look here—!”


  With a shout, he jumped high in the air, once again making himself the bait.


  From the corner of his eyes, he could see Yu Kaeul with trembling hands.


  He had to believe in her.


  *


  Team Lair was currently in the middle of a restoration operation on a monster-occupied land. Roughly 15% of Earth had become the habitat of monsters and these were the so-called monster-occupied lands.


  Most of them weren’t dangerous so it used to be more cost-efficient to leave them be, but with the passing of time, lands became increasingly more expensive and reclaiming barren lands like this slowly rose to be one of the prominent jobs for superhumans.


  Every member of Team Lair except for Kaeul wanted high ranks and the difficulty of the raids gradually increased as a result. 


  On some unlucky days, they would end up with excessively dangerous operations like this.


  “Oi! Ling Ling–!”


  Bangg–


  Her small body was struck by a fist of the same size. 


  She managed to react in time. Right before the strike, she strengthened the point of impact and protected her organs with mana. Despite that, Ling Ling after slamming into the ground had a nosebleed, bled from her ears and received a lot of internal damage.


  The golem’s movement was abnormally fast. It punched out towards the human girl on the ground that was the size of its fist. 


  Standing in between them, Tyr Brzenk took out his shield.


  [Stronghold Declaration (A): Aegis]


  Golden light gathered into a ball.


  Kwangg–!


  The ground caved in.


  Kwangg–! 


  Ling Ling’s remaining ear also erupted.


  Kwangg–!


  Tyr’s legs were bent into an unnatural direction.


  Kwangg–!


  And soon, a crack appeared on the shield of light. The moment it breaks, one of them would die for sure. 


  It was a make or break situation but Kaeul couldn’t stay focused. It wasn’t her fault as she had already used five enormous spells – it was due to the golem being a monster for surviving all of them. 


  There was a hole in the golem’s head that had been exploded by Kaeul’s spell. Yong Taeha crawled into the golem’s body but the mana moving inside its body intertwined with Yong Taeha’s mana and resulted in an explosive reaction. 


  Bamm- it exploded and Yong Taeha bounced out of the golem’s body with fractured bones and burned scars all around his body.


  After the explosion of mana, the doll with its mana flow interrupted, twisted and turned as if it was broken, but this only bought them a little bit of time.


  When the golem once again started moving properly, it changed its target to Yong Taeha who was still on the ground. Without even any time to look after Ling Ling, Tyr Brzenk immediately jumped out. He had to make the golem look his way.


  However, Tyr Brzenk couldn’t do anything to grab the attention of the large golem with only one hand. The only thing he had was a sword so he climbed up the golem’s body and constantly stabbed at the joints. His palms ripped. His sword shattered and fragments of the sword bounced into his eyes.


  Despite all his effort, the golem did not stop.


  Standing in front of the tattered Yong Taeha, it at last raised its large fist of stone into the air. 


  From the frustrating sense of powerlessness, Tyr Brzenk bellowed.


  “You fuc*ingg—!”


  That was when Kaeul’s spell finally constructed itself.


  Tuuung–


  A large and sharp ray of golden light emerged forth. The ray of light erased all the shadows nearby – it was a [Magic Arrow] with an extreme amount of mana embedded within. 


  The overwhelming power of the spell pierced through the lower body of the golem, and melted all the mana and stone in its path. The ray of light had gone through the core of the golem and only then did the golem come to a stop.


  After casting the spell from a distance, Kaeul kneeled on the ground while grabbing onto her hand. She had been using spells for quite a long time but it was still difficult to control it. Her veins were ruptured, her skin was reddened and her fingers ached all around.


  “…”


  Even then, she couldn’t sit still. Kaeul ran forward to check Ling Ling’s situation. There were all sorts of wounds around her body due to the aftermath of the golem’s punches. Kaeul used an emergency healing spell albeit awkwardly and the mana of the dragons helped them quickly recover themselves.


  “So mysterious…”


  “Uun?”


  “Kaeul-unni your spell. It feels so goodd…”


  Enveloped in her golden mana, Ling Ling murmured.


  “Don’t say anything. You’re bleeding…”


  Yong Taeha then added from the side.”


  “Thank you. I almost ended up smelling incense as a portrait. We are all alive thanks to you.”


  “You did great…”


  “Well, it was all you. You’re just in a different league.”


  He gave an honest compliment with a bitter smile.


  After receiving countless compliments for saving them, Kaeul felt weird.


  Was it because of their compliments? Maybe it was, but it felt as if there was something more to it. Even from before hearing their compliments, she had felt a greater sense of accomplishment the moment she realised that everyone was okay.


  Before long, the rescue team arrived with the post management team. Fortunately, the raid ended with everyone safe.


  The raid was more difficult than usual but it was normal for unexpected things to occur in the field – the more so if it was a battlefield.


  The after-effects of their wounds were severe so Team Lair had to rest for the next week but they had gained so many points from this raid that they weren’t losing out on anything.


  They didn’t die and that was more than enough. As long as they were alive, nothing was too serious for superhumans.


  None of us died right?


  So it was a successful raid.


  We got hurt but we are doing our best.


  So it’s okay. Let’s just rest for a bit.


  …While the young newborn superhumans were consoling their own exhausted minds back to normal, something unpleasant popped up.


  News reports on the internet ruined their mood.


  *


  [The laziness of geniuses? Team Lair not attending any operations for several days]


  [A famous newborn superhuman group, ‘Team Coin’ denounces, “If you have more, you have to know how to do more…”, “A direct comparison to Team White”]


  [Fans of Lair enraged. Team Lair should be ashamed to face all the other newborn superhumans bleeding at the forefront.]


  Tyr Brzenk twitched his eyes. His eyes that were always gloomy and dark turned even darker.


  “These fu*king bastards.”


  Yong Taeha swore out loud.


  “What the f*ck do they want… We’re trying our hardestt…”


  The one who followed him up with more swear words was Ling Ling. This small young girl’s personality tended to get coarse when upset.


  Team Coin – some random nameless team was talking smack about Team Lair. At the same time, they compared Team White who was estimated by the media to be the strongest with Kaeul’s team, with the logic that Team White had both talent and hard work compared to the lazy Team Lair. 


  “So annoying, for real. Do they think we are actual retards just because we are not saying anything?”


  Yong Taeha gritted his teeth. People knew that Team Lair was a group that had the greatest geniuses of history and requested even more zealous work from them.


  The overdogs – people with a lot of belongings – tended to be displayed as the villain. The more they had, the more they were expected to sacrifice. That was Team Lair’s situation in a nutshell.


  “Don’t bother with them. Guys, we all know how we are doing.”


  The young man who was the son of Rank 1 from his birth was used to this situation. Tyr Brzenk settled his own mood first before consoling his comrades.


  “We can prove it with the outcome.”


  But despite saying that, the young man didn’t feel too happy himself.


  Yong Taeha had rib cages piercing through his skin, had a second-degree burn all over his body, and had both small and large fractures. He also had mana poisoning symptoms and had to suffer for two days from high fever. 


  Ling Ling had both of her eardrums erupted and her organs were messed up from the shock. She discharged blood for three days and cried from pain whenever she was alone with Kaeul.


  What about Tyr Brzenk himself? Fragments of his broken sword had stabbed into his eyes and if they were even slightly deeper, he might have died during the fight.


  And yet all their hard work was being denied.


  Therefore, Brzenk only tried to console his teammates twice. He couldn’t bring himself to say the same thing three times.


  Meanwhile, Kaeul who had been quietly watching them also had a frown on her face.


  “…”


  Kaeul wasn’t in a good mood.


  Episode 88: Those who meet must part (3)


  There were several things that caused this situation. The first problem was the system in which superhuman ranks were given.


  International superhuman ranks were affected by the four elements below.


  1. Individual power level


  2. Mission Outcomes


  3. Number of rescued people


  4. Public Image


  Strong superhumans could prove their power in the form of having good results in missions. Besides, righteous superhumans would have a higher number of rescued people.


  For example, BM with his individual strength that was at the top worldwide had done remarkable things during the Great War, and the number of people he saved both directly and indirectly was estimated to be around 24 million. 


  Besides, as a transcendent of Chaliovan and with a clean personal life as well as a healthy mindset, he created a good public image without doing anything funny.


  That was why the Returnee, BM, was given Rank 2.


  There was something strange about these standards, however. The standards focused not on their might as a soldier, but as a ‘hero’ that humanity could trust and believe in. 


  That was why the fourth element was ‘Public Image’.


  Superhumans had to market themselves. Somewhat lacking superhumans would create a profile and stick to a concept, blabbering about the good things they had done. Putting their life on the line to participate in dangerous operations was one of the things they did for a good public image.


  Sometimes, they would talk down on other superhumans or teams and slander them, in hopes of going up as much as they come down.


  “But…”


  With a worried voice, Kaeul opened her mouth.


  “Can’t we, just retaliate…?”


  Until now, Kaeul’s team had not publicised their own accomplishments. She wasn’t interested in her rank in the first place so Kaeul didn’t think much of it in the past. 


  But now that it had come to this, it was strange. It was strange for Tyr Brzenk to stay quiet in a situation like this.


  “Of course not.”


  “Uun?”


  “Firstly, I’m prohibited from publicising any of my activities.”


  “Why?”


  “Because it might dishonour my dad.” Tyr Brzenk said with a frown.


  The one and only son of the world’s Rank 1. There were a lot of gazes on Tyr Brzenk.


  At Lair, Tyr Brzenk did not show himself in any of the Campus Competitions or Ha Sukmoo’s transcendent cadet exams. Because no matter how well he did, it would still be within the expectations of other people and if he happened to fail, it would create a dent in his father, Oscar Brzenk’s reputation and honour. 


  “Then what about you?”


  Kaeul asked Yong Taeha.


  “The thing is… it’s a bit bad for me too.”


  “Why? You used to do them right.”


  “In the past, I did but…”


  Yong Taeha threw a glance at Ling Ling.


  “He had a verbal fight with Zhou Luxunn…” Ling Ling interjected.


  “…Nn. Sorry.”


  This was how it went. He had been emotionally fighting against Erfan Guild’s Zhou Luxun and got caught by his father. The head of the Yong household, Yong Jungkook took his son and gave him a little advice.


  “What I want to become is a superhuman with a characteristic presence. I’ve been talking about it since a while back and my father told me to stay away from SNS if that was the case…”


  “You’re lyingg…”


  “No. I’m not lying.”


  “You were swearing a lot and got permabanned…”


  Yong Taeha flinched before changing the topic. ‘No, but I could have made another account but I didn’t…’


  Even Yong Taeha couldn’t retaliate against the SNS company’s banning system.


  Kaeul turned towards Ling Ling who opened her mouth before she could.


  “I can’t eitherr…”


  “Why?”


  “Well, because of Zhou Luxun, we got an order from the state…”


  It was even worse off for her.


  In the middle of his fight against Yong Taeha, Zhou Luxun accidentally revealed a military secret in order to display their power. It was an immature mistake. 


  Because of that, China’s Central Military Commission issued a verdict prohibiting the use of SNS for superhumans under the age of 30. At the same time, Zhou Luxun no longer received any support from the state and that was how Ling Ling who had been constantly on the rise managed to join Team Lair. 


  “The way they expressed it in the verdict was funnyy…”


  “What did it say?”


  “Little kids are prohibited from private communication until they experience the world… something stupid like that…”


  ‘Aht, I didn’t say anything.’ Suddenly, Ling Ling said that while covering her lips with her fingers.


  Seeing that eased their mood a little and Yong Taeha chuckled lightly.


  Before long, their gazes gathered at Kaeul.


  Every cadet at Lair knew that Kaeul was extremely defensive regarding all sorts of communication media including SNS. She had shown herself a few times, but she refrained from standing in front of the public often despite there being several great opportunities to do so. 


  “And why can’t you do it?”


  Unable to hold back his curiosity, Yong Taeha asked. Until now, he couldn’t ask because it wasn’t something he could casually delve into.


  “Me? I, uum…”


  Kaeul pondered for the right words to say.


  Ahjussi did not like media exposure.


  In the past, she was quite disappointed by it but not anymore. She was slowly starting to realise the reason behind her guardian’s actions.


  “Nothing. Just because of some household circumstances.”


  Kaeul always went on the internet on her watch. In the past, only the fun and exciting things appeared in her eyes but from a certain point in time, her eyes started to catch more bad things than good things.


  To Kaeul, the internet appeared as an extremely bizarre place. If handled well, one would be able to enjoy a tremendous amount of attention in real time but those attentions also tended to become poison in real time. 


  There were a lot of people she saw that fell from grace. With every passing day, several people had their privacy, problems and mistakes revealed and that would result in indescribable hostility of people travelling across the net.


  Whenever that happened, Kaeul immersed herself into their positions.


  The ones that are swearing? They are mostly people who experienced bad things. People whose trust and love was betrayed. It was naturally understandable for them to be upset and even she herself might be in their shoes depending on the situation.


  Would everything be fine as long as I did everything well? Do I have the confidence in not making any mistakes?


  No. She knew herself how careless she was.


  What if someone swore at her? Would she be able to handle it?


  She wasn’t confident about that either. It would probably ache her heart.


  In the end, she came to the conclusion that the strict world of internet just wasn’t for her.


  “But you know, who even is this Team Coin people?”


  Yong Taeha changed the topic. Who even were these guys that were badmouthing them?


  “I know that one, Taeha.”


  “Who are they?”


  “They are a little gofer of Team White.”


  “What?” Yong Taeha asked with a frown.


  The current estimate of the newborn superhuman team ranks was the following.


  +++
1. Team White
2. Team Lair
…
5. Team Mochi
…
21. Team Coin
+++


  Team White was the undoubtable first place. After all, it was a team formed by a current high ranker joining the newborn superhuman competition by using an expedient trick.


  “Then what. Did White tell them to do it?”


  “Who knows. But personally, I do think so.”


  “Why?”


  “Trying to bring us down so that they could remain at the top. Probably.”


  “What a bunch of retards.” “A group of stupid asses…” 


  Yong Taeha and Ling Ling replied at the same time.


  “Team Coin actually talked smack about Yu Yeorum’s team a while ago. You know that yes?”


  In response to Tyr Brzenk’s question, Kaeul gave a nod. Team Coin had criticised Yeorum’s team for being a one-man team but that came back and resulted in a backlash.


  Yeorum and Sophia openly retaliated in their SNS.


  [Official Yu Yeorum of MZZ]
What the fuck lolol. I copied Team White though? Lolololol


  [Official Sophia_MZZ]
For real lmao. Damn right we are a one-man team.
Feels good being carried by Yu Yeorum~~~ Haha


  [Official Yu Yeorum of MZZ]
For real lol. Team White must be so pure rightt ^^~~


  [Official Sophia_MZZ]
Their name explains it, they’re pure white ^^! Just like Yu Yeorum’s heart!


  [Official Yu Yeorum of MZZ]
Freakinn bit*h ^^♥


  For them to criticise Team Mochi for being a one-man team, the top party that instigated them was the prime example of a one-man team and besides, Team Mochi had no qualms with being sworn at. Their public image was already like that so they received no damage.


  It wasn’t a smart idea to attack any of the two teams…!


  “I thought they were going to stop with all the backlash they got but…”


  “An easy prey or something for them I guess… So now they’re taking me as some random bloke huh. These bastards.”


  It left a bitter aftertaste in their tongues.


  Team Coin had managed to strike at their weak points.


  “Let’s wait and see for now.”


  ***


  Team Coin’s weak point attack continued endlessly. Making fun of the fact that they weren’t able to publicise their raid results, they said that Kaeul’s team was ‘in fact playing around’, and ‘getting free points thanks to their parents’.


  And when other broadcasting media let out articles complimenting Kaeul’s team, they even criticised those companies for giving out false news.


  It was extremely obnoxious for Kaeul’s team because they had to sit still and watch the ones that were standing up for them get condemned.


  At the same time, Team Coin sneaked in several articles that praised Team White. Team White was already estimated to be coming first and the raid outcomes that they shared were extremely good so the praising articles didn’t feel out of place. Their team value constantly rose up and their official SNS account even reached 30 million followers.


  This was an unprecedented amount of attention for a newborn superhuman team and was followed by various news articles yet again.


  On their SNS account, they uploaded a video of a congratulatory party.


  – Ah, I would like to add my best wishes for the 2nd place, Team Lair as well. Things would be easier if we were as gifted as them but…


  – We will always put in more and more effort instead of becoming complacent!


  The team leader of Team White, White McDonald added such words near the end of the video. 


  That day just happened to be Ling Ling’s birthday. The other three bought a cake to carry out a small party with the four of them for Ling Ling. However, she was unable to control her emotions after seeing that video and threw the cake on the ground before crying out loud.


  No-one condemned Ling Ling for doing such a thing. 


  With falling tears, Ling Ling cleaned up the cake with her own hands.


  Team Lair was in a very bad mood all around.


  – Are you going through our raid records? We are trying our best so please take good care of us.


  – For humanity!


  – For humanity!!


  The video full of pretence was transmitted to places all around the globe, including the watch of a certain man who was sitting on the couch of his house.


  ***


  The refreshing morning breeze flowed in from the window.


  Chirp chirp ♫


  Kaeul opened her eyes from the morning alarm of Chirpy’s voice. Ling Ling, who had cried throughout yesterday, was still on her bed and Kaeul wasn’t in a good mood herself after seeing that. 


  She was in the process of forming her sense of identity and there were a lot of things she learned during it. Kaeul gradually realised that times like this were essential for her Amusement but she still didn’t want to see the people around her in pain. 


  “Are you upp…?”


  “Un un. Did you sleep well?”


  “Yes…”


  “Stay on the bed. I will order some food.”


  “Sorry about yesterdayy…”


  “Ehew, no no it’s nothing…! Rest up~”


  With the delivery application, she ordered some Chinese food but continued fidgeting with her watch even after ordering the food. This wasn’t her first time contemplating while looking at Yu Jitae’s number.


  Whenever things were rough, she had always been helped by Yu Jitae. He always helped her without saying anything else and told her to seek his help no matter the time.


  However, relying on him even after leaving the house made her somewhat feel like an immature and hopeless child. 


  Chirp ♪


  She was constantly worrying about it but that was when the baby chicken walked up and gave her a nudge. A bright smile appeared on her lips.


  “Are you hungry?”


  Chirp!


  “Then, give me your hand!”


  She didn’t make him do this very often. Therefore, Chirpy glanced at his wings and at his foot, seriously contemplating which one of them should be called a hand. Seeing that, Kaeul laughed despite the situation.


  Kaeul gave him the food. Watching the baby chicken indulging itself in its feed relaxed her heart a little bit. She always felt her worries disappear whenever she was with Chirpy.


  Ding dong! That was when the bell rang.


  “Ohh.”


  It must be the food delivery. Kaeul went to the door and opened up the intercom display. She then tilted her head.


  Someone she was all too familiar with was standing outside.


  “Huh…?”


  Kaeul widened her eyes.


  *


  Yu Jitae waited outside the door for a long time. It had been quite a while since he rang the bell but no-one was opening the door, so he tried pressing it one more time. There was still no response but they should be inside considering that it was still early in the morning. 


  That was when the security guard standing in the distance suspiciously gazed at him.


  The old guard slowly walked towards him with extremely cautious steps. He glanced across Yu Jitae from the top to bottom, before raising a vigilant question.


  “Who might you be?”


  “I have acquaintances inside.”


  “Which acquaintances…?”


  “Superhuman soldiers.”


  “Soldiers…? Which unit?”


  “205.”


  “What? You… Who are you!”


  Suddenly, the guard lowered his body and took out something resembling a baton in caution. 


  When Yu Jitae looked into his eyes, the guard became visibly nervous but nonetheless stood his ground. It might be because that was the last responsibility the old man had left in his life.


  “There are no superhumans inside that house! Who are you!”


  Yu Jitae wondered what was wrong with him before remembering that superhumans acted in secret. 


  In Unit 205 were Kaeul and Ling Ling. They just happened to be small and immature-looking kids so the security guard must have thought that the house was being occupied by two young girls.


  “Hey listen. It’s a misunderstanding.”


  “Ah like I said, tell me what you are! Or get out!”


  However, the misunderstanding was soon resolved.


  Kwang! The front door opened with a thunderous thud.


  “Ahjussiiiii—–!”


  And Kaeul immediately ran up and jumped into his arms.


  Episode 88: Those who meet must part (4)


  Yu Jitae gathered the kids of Team Lair into one place. Five superhumans thus gathered inside a small office.


  After hearing that Yu Jitae was visiting them, Yong Taeha wore a suit despite his body being covered with bandages. Brzenk, who avoided contact with everyone except for his manager from Lair Agency, also came.


  They shared some formalities and greetings, after which Yu Jitae revealed the purpose behind his visit.


  “Frustrating, isn’t it? All of you.”


  As expected, that seemed to be the reason for his visit.


  Brzenk frowned. The fact that he had to receive someone’s help despite being in the field out of school was something that damaged his pride as a genius.


  Meanwhile, Yong Taeha wagged his tail.


  “You knew about that, sir…”


  “It was impossible to not know.”


  “It truly is very frustrating and all the swearing is hard to take. I think it is harder because we are already trying our hardest.”


  “Of course.”


  He had heard from Kaeul beforehand and already knew how zealously they were working. That was when Ling Ling, who had been stealing glances at his face, said with an awkward smile.


  “But actuallyy, we are okkay.”


  “What is okay.”


  “We aren’t really lacking anythingg, and we will still be getting our ranks so you don’t have to helpp uss…”


  Last night, Yu Jitae had talked with Kaeul over the watch, without mentioning anything about his visit. Ling Ling who had been crying her eyes out according to Kaeul was drastically different from the Ling Ling he was seeing.


  The kids were smoothly growing up into adults, perhaps more maturer than some immature adults.


  “I’m not necessarily trying to physically help you when you’re already doing fine.”


  “Sorry?”


  “You guys can continue working on what you were doing, as you have been doing.”


  “Thennn…?”


  The problem was simple. An attack through the media added to their circumstances where they couldn’t publicise their actions.


  Since the problem was simple, the solution was also simple. They simply had to stop the attack over the media and publicise what was happening.


  Unlike the other three whose individual communication to society was being restricted due to various complex reasons, Yu Jitae was the one stopping Kaeul’s communication. Therefore, he could simply say, ‘Kaeul let’s do SNS from now,’ and that would solve the problem.


  He looked at Kaeul, who was still silent without saying a word. This was probably how she had been like the whole time. Her thoughts hadn’t matured yet and she didn’t have anything that could be thrown out as her own opinion.


  Today, his plan was to ask Kaeul about her ‘own opinion’ about the matter. 


  But of course, there were things to do before that.


  “You guys, have you ever found it strange?”


  “Yes?”


  “The rank prediction being given by the media. Team White has a higher rank than you and Team Mochi who are constantly repeating raids day and night, yes?”


  “Yes sir.”


  Turning his head, Yu Jitae looked at the son of Oscar Brzenk.


  “Brzenk.”


  “Yes.”


  “Do you think you are weaker than Rank 971 White?”


  “…I don’t think I’ll lose but objectively speaking, I think we are around the same level.”


  “Then what about Kaeul.”


  Brzenk hesitated slightly before opening his mouth.


  “I believe she will be equal to rankers in 500s.”


  “Right. That means your overall strength might be higher than White’s team.”


  “…”


  “But if you look at White’s SNS, don’t they appear to be raiding with quite the leisure? He’s meeting people, and having parties with his mates.”


  “I did find it slightly questionable.”


  “Good. I’ll show you something I’ve found first.”


  Yu Jitae fidgeted with his watch.


  “This is the raid record of the past 67 days since the start of the newborn superhuman competition. Have a look.”


  He sent the data he took from the Association last night to their watches. 


  “Sorry? Uhh..”


  “…Isn’t this illegal?”


  They voiced their worries but Yu Jitae shook his head as it wasn’t illegal.


  “Only requires some rights to view it.”


  Ahh I see, thought the cadets but after realising what those ‘rights’ referred to in the Association, they were slightly surprised. In any case, they came to themselves and glanced across the data.


  +++


  Record on number of operations carried out in the last 67 days


  – Team White: 85 times (D-)


  – Team Lair: 21 times (B+)


  – Team Mochi: 59 times (C)


  – Newborn team average: 16.5 times (D)


  +++


  Currently, out of the 2300 newborn superhuman teams that were registered at the Association, Team Mochi was the one coming second with their number of raids. They were cutting down on their sleep and desperately working on the raids.


  And that was 59 times.


  “Team White, 85 times…!? What kind of. What is up with these guys?”


  So Yong Taeha’s scream wasn’t anything strange.


  “How diligently were they… no, wait. Is this even a possible number no matter how diligent they are?”


  There wasn’t a big difference between 2nd place and 3rd place. There wasn’t a big difference between 3rd place and 4th place either.


  However, there was a gap of 44% between 1st place and 2nd place. Average rank of D- was extremely low and meant that they were undertaking easy dungeons on average. But even then, 85 raids within 67 days was still a number that was completely impossible to understand. 


  “This means they’re only sharing a portion of it on their SNS right?”


  “Yeah! Their followers were saying they only completed 60 missions or so till now right!”


  “That’s what they themselves told their followers… to the 30 million followers they’re so proud of,” said Tyr Brzenk.


  Yong Taeha’s eyes twitched after hearing his words. Cutting down on their accomplishment and only publicising a portion of it? 


  It was strange.


  Operations weren’t given out everyday at every hour of the clock. There were a set number of operations each day and the time slot was also random. Because Yeorum’s team had 59 completed missions after diligently carrying out everything that was allocated to them, 85 missions appeared comparatively abnormal.


  “Are there more detailed records?”


  “There is. But thereon it will be illegal.”


  “Damn it…”


  Their faces turned dark.


  One of the children had belonged to the top ever since his birth and had his eyes set on the far-off distance. After immediately grasping the situation, Tyr Brzenk bitterly opened his mouth.


  “I guess they are accepting failed missions from minor squads.”


  ‘Minor Squads’ here referred to superhuman squads that were not supported or sponsored by superhuman agencies.


  Yu Jitae showed his agreement through silence.


  He was right.


  “What do you mean? You mean they added 20 missions to their name like that? But failed missions don’t even happen that often though.”


  No superhuman entered a mission ready to fail. All superhumans readied themselves as much as possible and because of that, it was quite rare for missions to fail.


  “Or do you mean the Association dumped all the failed missions to Whitee…?”


  “No. There’s no way that’s the case. That’s impossible.”


  It was impossible for someone within the Association to hand over a failed mission to a specific squad and therefore, the current situation was like the following.


  1. A minor squad fails a mission.


  2. They alert the Association of their failure.


  3. The Association looks for a team that could undertake the failed missions in a fair manner.


  4. But for some reason, Team White always happened to be there and takes all the failed missions into their wings.


  5. That was why they were able to increase the number of their missions without sacrificing much of their rest time.


  6. And despite that, they publicised only a portion of what they had done.


  “Does this even make sense? Brzenk. Maybe White has an informant hiding inside the Association?”


  “No. That won’t make sense either…”


  Although the Association wasn’t a clean organisation by any means, they also weren’t a group that would allow something this ridiculous happening from within them. Thus, it was safe to assume that this wasn’t based on things that were happening inside the Association.


  Everything was happening outside the Association.


  The kids thought to themselves. What kind of team was Team White? They were the team under White McDonald who was getting explosive support from the Tower of Mages, whose reputation and fame was starting to dwindle in recent times due to Lair’s uprise. They also had Team Coin who was supporting them via media… and due to 30 million followers, they also had a lot of verbal influence.


  Finally realising something, Ling Ling struck the table with her fist. Kong! Her fist was small, and so was the sound.


  “I, I think I get itt.”


  “Why? What is it?”


  “Why do you think minor squads actually failed their missionss? That’s why it wasn’t making sensee!”


  “What? Then what if they didn’t fail?”


  “What if they pretended like it failed?”


  Yong Taeha and Kaeul twitched their eyes. As Yu Jitae had planned, the smart group of children found the answer by themselves from a simple trace. 


  1. Minor squads would fail missions – sometimes they won’t


  2. But they will alert the Association of a failed mission


  3. After getting contacted by the minor squads, Team White would accept the failed missions for themselves.


  Of course, the process couldn’t be done for free. Raid squads that fail missions will have to shoulder the blame. The Association’s trust in their ability will plummet and therefore, there had to be a bigger profit for them.


  “And there is the Tower of Mages behind White.”


  And the Tower of Mages had a lot of money.


  “So 20 of the 85 missions they have done are very likely to be ‘false missions’ that were done by them simply entering an empty dungeon.”


  0. Team White buys out the minor squads.


  It all now started to make sense and Yong Taeha and Ling Ling raised their voices from the frustration.


  “These evil trashes…!”


  “We should report to the Associationn. This is unfairr!”


  “We must screw them over or something! Oi, Brzenk! Can you get some help from your father in situations like this?”


  “I could.”


  “Then let’s screw them up! These bastards! I will also get some help from my household!”


  It was then. Right when they were about to start formulating a plan, Brzenk poured a bucket of cold water above them.


  “But how would you make this a problem?”


  “What?”


  “The newborn ranking competition only lasts 4 months. A few of the people already know about minor squads earning some money through this but it’s hard to make this into a big issue.”


  “How is it hard?”


  “Most of the raid failures would probably be at the boss raids, which really are dangerous. There are a lot of situational elements that could force the group into retreating.”


  “And?”


  “Let’s say we do report it to the Association. Would the minor squads come out and obediently say that they had received some dirty money? That they got paid to do so? They won’t. So we don’t have any evidence or witness. What are we going to do if all the minor squads group up and claim that they really did fail their missions?”


  And what if Team White just coincidentally happened to monopolise them?


  “But! How can there be such a coincidence? That’s impossible!”


  “But on the other hand, we don’t have any evidence to claim that it wasn’t a coincidence right?”


  After calmly thinking about it, they realised that Brzenk was right.


  “I also feel like shit, but we have to be calmer in a situation like this. We only have circumstantial evidence right now.”


  That was the problem.


  The minor squads were the ones claiming that they had failed the missions while the transaction was between minor squads and Team White. It was simply structurally impossible for there to be any evidence or witness.


  It was a smart move by Team White.


  “Should we just do the same thing!?”


  “Taeha. Don’t say that even as a joke.”


  “Yeahh… I would rather stop being a superhuman than do that…” said Ling Ling.


  False mission completions like this would always be carried out in the shadows based on connections so 30 million followers of theirs must have come in handy. However, Team Lair didn’t even have such a connection in the first place so they couldn’t even do the same thing even if they wanted to. 


  Yong Taeha awkwardly gave a frown.


  “I was just saying it. It’s just freakin’ frustrating…”


  Naturally, the eyes of the young superhumans gathered towards Yu Jitae. 


  Despite the abysmal situation, they thought Yu Jitae might have the answer to this issue. It was the same feeling as all the other cadets of Lair who saw the actions of the Yu household. The guardian of Yu household always made possible, the seemingly impossible – including ridiculous things at times.


  “What did they move for again?” Yu Jitae, who had been quietly watching them, opened his mouth.


  “Wouldn’t it be money sir?”


  “Right – money. But there is more. Newborn superhuman competition only lasts 4 months. They can’t ruin their whole superhuman career from some momentary cash can they.”


  The kids nodded in return.


  “I guess there is their trust in the Tower of Mages…”


  “Exactly.”


  “That’s all the more hopeless then. Because there is both money and trust between them.”


  “That’s why I met them yesterday,” said Yu Jitae.


  “Sorry? What do you mean sir?”


  Opening his wallet, Yu Jitae threw a bunch of papers onto the table. There were around 10 business cards each with a name and a phone number. The kids glanced across them, curious as to what they were.


  “Those are the business cards of the minor squad captains.”


  The kids widened their eyes in shock. Startled, Ling Ling hurriedly picked up one of the business cards she dropped on the ground. 


  “Did you go meet them personally?”


  “Yeah. All through till morning.”


  “But would they obediently open up considering all the money and trust they have, sir?”


  “They weren’t very willing indeed.”


  “Damn it… I guess so though. Because admitting that would ruin both their life and their connection with the Tower of Mages.”


  As expected, there won’t be any witnesses… or so they thought.


  “That’s why it wasn’t that easy,” Yu Jitae said, shattering their thoughts.


  ‘Sorry?’ asked Yong Taeha with his voice cracking in the middle. Ling Ling’s red eyes widened and even Tyr Brzenk appeared bewildered.


  No matter how much he intimidated them, they didn’t try to admit anything so it was a bit difficult but in the end, he forced their mouths open by using the skills he was good at. Naturally, there was no reason for him to share this part of the story with the children. 


  In any case, the evidence was with him right now. Yu Jitae unfastened his watch and gave it to the children.


  As if it was the legacy of his household, Yong Taeha carefully received it before clicking on the [1. Minor Squad Cobras Wing_Testimony] from the list of recordings. 


  – Yes. T, that is correct. 2 weeks ago we received money related to the false missions from the Magicians Tower Agency (MTA).


  The voice of the ‘witness’ flowed out from the watch. Ling Ling’s expression turned dark in real time.


  – In cash?


  – Ye, yes sir.


  – And any insurance? If the Tower of Mages goes back on their word, it’s just you falling into ruin.


  – T, the things is, we have a non-disclosure agreement. In, in paper…


  – Pass it over.


  A rustling sound escaped from the watch as the recording soon came to an end.


  While the expressions of the kids were changing eccentrically in real time, Yu Jitae took a small piece of paper from his pocket and placed it on the table. When Tyr Brzenk opened up the folded piece of paper, the kids let out shrieks of awe.


  “T, this!?” “Hukk…!”


  They guessed what it was from the recording but actually seeing it with their own eyes gave them a different feeling altogether.


  [Non-disclosure Agreement_Cobras Wing]


  There was ‘evidence’ before their eyes now, following the witness’s testimony.


  Episode 88: Those who meet must part (5)


  “There is nothing to worry about regarding the way you took the evidence, right sir?”


  Tyr Brzenk thought to himself that whatever he asked hereon would probably be meaningless. And Yu Jitae gave him the statement of affirmation. 


  “Of course not. He spoke with his own mouth and handed it over with his own hands.”


  He couldn’t ask about the details either so Tyr Brzenk merely let out a bitter smile.


  Meanwhile, Yong Taeha clenched his fist. In the past two months, all sorts of things and problems had come up during his time here which he couldn’t really share with anyone. He was so frustrated that he had cried himself to tears once but now, he was feeling all those buckled-up thoughts and emotions drain away.


  “This, this… is perfect.”


  It seemingly made Ling Ling emotional as well, and she quietly bit her lips with excitement.


  “Sir. Thank you. Thanks a lott…”


  “Ah. R, right! Thank you a lot sir.”


  Yu Jitae waved his hand and didn’t accept their gratitudes as he wasn’t doing all this for these kids.


  He looked at Kaeul who was still blinking her eyes in silence. As if in deep thought, her expression repeatedly turned brighter before becoming darker again. 


  “Anyways, this will be quite the sight to see when it gets publicised.”


  “Huh? Now that you mention it, what would happen if this gets announced? I’m not that knowledgeable on how false reports and the Association work, you see.”


  “Funnelling all the failed missions of minor squads into one group… This happens quite often in fact. Well, but it is my first time seeing 20 freaking funnelled missions in just 2 months.”


  Tyr Brzenk continued while rubbing his chin.


  “They simply did it way too much. If it was just one or two, other superhumans wouldn’t necessarily mention it but…”


  “Why would they not mention it? Something this crazy…?”


  “Why wouldn’t they. Ling Ling, how long do you think this was going on for?”


  “How long?”


  “At least dozens of years. The Association never changes their systems and the early superhumans who got some juice out of it at their own newborn superhuman competitions are now the ones judging.”


  “Ah…”


  Arms bend inward – people tend to be more generous and open-minded to the crimes they have committed themselves. It won’t explode until it’s properly grabbed and squeezed.


  “How many false missions do you think they received, sir?”


  “Above 20.”


  “Too much, I assume.”


  “Yes.”


  The result would be different depending on the way he exploded it.


  “There are a lot of ways you can go around it.”


  Yu Jitae added.


  “The biggest way to publicise it is right before the end of the ranking competition, when the ranks are mostly decided inside the Association. And you can explode it for the public to see right when there are the most number of spotlights on White.”


  Tyr Brzenk gasped.


  “…If that does happen, they would be completely ruined beyond repair. Let alone Team White, all the minor squads that sold failed missions for money, the agency behind Team White, MTA, and the Tower of Mages will all be involved. If the Association was to delve deeper into it, they would find even more involved people.”


  “Won’t Team Coin be one of themm?”


  “Most likely yeah.”


  Their 30 million followers would also come back and bite them on their backs. Both their names and faces were all known already and after betraying everyone’s trust, they would no longer be treated as heroes.


  They would immediately plummet all the way to the ground but actually, it would be fortunate for them if that was the end.


  “It will be worse.”


  “Even worse, sir?”


  “Money. You have to think about money.”


  Money – it was a very realistic word.


  “The amount of money the Tower of Mages put in to nurture the historical genius called White McDonald, is astronomical.”


  And naturally, that support wasn’t for free. White McDonald had to show some results that fit his framed image of an historical genius and had to create some sort of profit.


  In other words, it was still a debt he had to pay.


  “If White was to fall here, all the teams that got supported by the Tower, the teams that were in charge of their education, and the department inside the agency that supported them will all go bankrupt. All the sponsors that believed and sponsored White would naturally also fall to ruin.”


  It wasn’t just a story of one or two people. At this point, the expressions of the kids started to change.


  “All of his family would be out in the streets and it’s not a small amount of loan they have either. What kind of fool would sit back and watch when an astronomical amount of money has simply vanished into thin air?”


  In the current era, human rights weren’t that valued and being murdered as a revenge wouldn’t even end up in the news. Considering all that, it was easy to imagine what would happen when a family with millions of dollars in debt was to be chased out into the streets away from the protection of the Tower.


  There was a high chance of White’s family being murdered. Not because they did anything wrong, but for the murderers to ease their anger. 


  “It would be good for White if he could at least die with his family, but he won’t even be able to.”


  The young superhumans here had heard some things of how ‘usable’ superhumans would be treated after committing crimes. Their best option would be to hide in the shadows. Their worst option would be being inverted into the dirty task force of a country, and being forced into the most dangerous and dirty missions until death.


  “He will become a tool.”


  A tool was an official word used in the superhuman industry. People commonly referred to that as becoming livestock. They had to do the most dirty and horrendous deeds that humans couldn’t even possibly imagine until their death and yet they weren’t even allowed to choose when to die. 


  Livestock weren’t treated all that differently from belongings – they would be severely brainwashed before being sent into a mission. When they weren’t sent into missions, they would be forced into hibernation, soaked in preservatives resembling formalin so that they could build up power until their next mission. Throughout that process, drugs that were effective but harmful to the body – and thus cost-efficient – would be used on them. 


  After he explained up to that point, the excitement died down a little. And the change in Kaeul’s expression was even more visible.


  In any case, they would repeat brainwashing and removing the brainwash on the livestock for a reason. It was because the individuals had to have a decent mental capability for challenging tasks.


  Because of that, although their physical capabilities would be at the minimum when they are ‘hibernating’ inside formalin, they would most of the time be awake. Since they were superhumans, only two or three hours of sleep was enough to keep their mind fresh.


  According to research, ‘livestock’ in this status had egos and had their brains functioning at 95% of their normal capability.


  Unable to move – unable to neither see or hear and their bodies locked up in foreign liquid. Their minds would be confined within the smallest jail cells in the world called their ‘bodies’. Livestocks would most likely think for days, months and perhaps even years and decades…


  However, human rights weren’t of high value and no-one was interested in the thoughts of livestocks. 


  That was what Yu Jitae guessed would be the future of White.


  He indifferently explained these facts but after hearing that far, the kids made rather flustered looks on their faces. Ling Ling especially was pale and she dropped her head with her eyes fixed on the ground.


  Why, he wondered. Perhaps it was because they were young. These young superhumans might be thinking that a treatment like that was too much.


  He couldn’t really understand it.


  Why are they scared?


  What was there to be surprised about with a person paying for their sins? Thinking that, Yu Jitae quietly thought to himself trying to figure out whether there was a part of his explanation that was wrong. 


  Ling Ling opened her mouth.


  “Is, is there a reason to go that farr…?”


  Yong Taeha immediately poked her with his elbow and Ling Ling startledly closed her mouth.


  “Why. Is this too much?” Yu Jitae asked.


  He was asking with a good intention and wasn’t expecting it to appear oppressive. The young superhumans, however, shook their heads in a fluster.


  “So no objections then, I’m assuming.”


  “Yes… sir.”


  It was right when Tyr Brzenk was about to represent everyone else and put the full stop. 


  “Ahjussi.”


  Kaeul opened her mouth with an extremely anxious look on her face.


  “If possible…”


  “Say it. Whatever you have on your mind.”


  “Uum, uum… What if we only publicise it on White’s SNS… Would that be okay…?”


  Although Yu Jitae didn’t show it on the outside, he was inwardly very surprised. He was constantly pondering on whether he should ask her for her opinion, but decided against it because she had kept her mouth closed. He thought it was still too early for her to formulate her own thoughts.


  From the old BY of the past to the current Kaeul. It took a lot of time for the gold hatchling to form her own thoughts. And even if she were to formulate her own thoughts, she rarely ever let it out.


  That was the biggest reason behind BY’s death – it’s because she rarely ever expressed her honest opinion.


  That’s how it was but…


  “Why did you think that.”


  “Uum…”


  Kaeul sneaked a glance at her friends before going on.


  “Wouldn’t that be big enough already…?”


  That indeed was right.


  30 million followers – that was the most number of followers that a newborn superhuman group has ever had and there was an immense gap in popularity between them and the second place. They were at the centre of every type of newspaper and broadcasting channels, receiving the undivided attention of the media and not a single person in the entire world didn’t know them despite them being a new group of superhumans. 


  Their follower base would continue to grow larger. And therefore, even if they were to simply touch their SNS without publicising it, it would still be a great impact to White.


  “Uum… even without the false missions, they still have over 50… he saved a lot of people… he did bad things to us but still…”


  Kaeul started sharing her honest opinion. Her opinion which might appear to be trying to contradict Yu Jitae’s intention. 


  “And.”


  “So… and, it’s not like, it’s that, that big of a bad thing to do right… It is bad but still…”


  “Yes. And,”


  “It’s not the person that’s bad, uum… I think the problem is with the SNS that was used in a bad way… he won’t even have a chance to repent if we…”


  “And?”


  Kaeul slurred the end of her sentence, before opening her mouth with extreme caution.


  “It’s a bit too harsh… I think…”


  Unlike other kids, Yu Jitae was inwardly delighted.


  He had known her for 60 years at the very least, and he could say with certainty that this baby dragon sharing such a detailed and sincere opinion this early into an iteration had never happened before. 


  She wasn’t immersing herself in BY’s emotions either, so how much courage would she have needed to let out such words? It made him realise again how much Kaeul had psychologically grown after coming out onto the field.


  “Do you guys think the same?” He asked others with a slightly more pleased tone. Fortunately, the other kids seemed to have thought the same and they all gave a nod. 


  “Right. Got it. Let’s just do moderate damage to their SNS.”


  Only then did the bizarre atmosphere covering the entire office ease up. 


  “And as you said, let’s give them a chance as well,” he added while looking at Kaeul who then nodded with a slightly brighter look on her face.


  Of course, they won’t change even if they were given a chance.


  That night, Yu Jitae sent an anonymous message alongside a donation of a thousand dollars to Team White. The reason he bothered to donate is because they might not see his message otherwise.


  The message read like the following.


  [Ihavefoundevidenceofyourillegalnegotiationsandfakemissionswithminorsquads. HidethetracesyourselfandceasealltypesofSNSactivitiesincludingthedealwithTeamCoin]


  It was his first time threatening someone with a message but it appeared quite threatening. Yu Jitae was relatively satisfied with the outcome.


  Meanwhile, the young superhumans tilted their heads thinking it was slightly weird but they couldn’t say anything after sensing Yu Jitae’s satisfaction. Besides, they weren’t going to forgive them that easily in the first place.


  Whatever the case, the message had gone through.


  On one hand, he was quite curious about how they would respond.


  It seemed that he really did regain the daily lives – Kaeul had given them an opportunity with an anxious mind so even if they didn’t get punished according to their wrongdoings, he would still be okay since it meant that Kaeul’s kind heart was being rewarded.


  But unfortunately, such things did not happen.


  “Have they responded?”


  “Yeah.”


  “What did they say?”


  Yu Jitae quietly turned on the hologram display mode for them.


  [Ey listen. Who might you be, and why are you donating to say such nonsense? We are Team White, that always seeks to complete missions the right way, so a message like this is very disappointing to see. Minor squads? Fake missions? If you try to circulate false rumours like this again, then we will have to bring this to court. Please use this money to find yourself a lawyer if that happens.]


  The donation was returned. 


  Although they were somewhat expecting such a result, the young superhumans were once again upset from their shamelessness.


  They lost their last chance at survival.


  ***


  Immediately after receiving the message, Team White contacted all the minor squads that they had made a deal with. They then got the message that they didn’t come into contact with any outsider. 


  The moment they started doing these things, they had readied themselves for rumours to spread like this but they thought a strict warning would be enough to solve the problem.


  The superhuman influencer team had a shocking number of 30 million followers. It was the highest number of followers in the history of newborn superhuman teams and there were therefore a lot of small-fries that came up with nonsense.


  Of course it was rare for them to say nonsense with a large donation like this but…


  In any case, there was a large event planned ahead for them so Team White decided to shake their mind away from the small-fries. 


  “Today is an important day. Don’t make mistakes.”


  “Yeah.”


  “Got it.”


  White encourages his comrades.


  At last, it was the day of their first live broadcast.


  It was their first time doing a live stream with people as heroes and influencers. It was in the form of an online fan convention.


  Since they had a lot of influential power, they also received a lot of attention from the media as ten or so of reporters brought forth their cameras.


  Sitting in a row behind a long table, the members of Team White began communicating with their fans in real time. 


  “Hello. We are a newborn superhuman team, Team White!”


  “For humanity!”


  Hundreds of thousands of people gathered the moment they began the broadcast and before long, there were more than 3 million fans watching the video live. It was a number that allowed others to realise just how popular Team White was. 


  After their greeting and when they were communicating about this and that with their fans,


  From somewhere came a flying paper airplane.


  “Nn? What’s this I wonder?”


  The team leader, McDonald, tilted his head looking at the direction the paper airplane had come from. Although they were outside, it was bizarre since he hadn’t sensed anything with his senses.


  “Was it sent by a fan?”


  “Probably. Ohh? Something’s written on it.”


  “Haha. What does it say there?”


  There was a strange array of letters written on the paper airplane.


  [@Search_me_Plzzz]


  “What do you think this is, everyone?”


  The leader, White McDonald, made a grave mistake of showing that on live without any concerns. Since it resembled an SNS ID, some of the curious viewers searched for that ID on the SNS.


  And they came across a shocking account.


  [Search_me_Plzzz]
Here we expose Team White’s trickery


  It exploded like a bomb.


  Episode 88: Those who meet must part (6)


  “Whoa, it seems we’ve already hit 5 million viewers.”


  “We are also at the top of the board for current live stream shows.”


  “At the top? Wow! Really…! Thank you so much!”


  This was a live stream prepared by the Mage Tower Agency (MTA) for the newborn superhumans. A fan convention or a Q&A session – whatever the name may be, it was a way of flaunting their popularity which had seen a recent spike in growth. 


  It was of a different scale compared to individual streamers. MTA spent a tremendous amount of money and even outsourced a professional filming team.


  Since it was going to be on live anyway, they also invited several renowned superhuman broadcasting companies. 25 people gathered in the end just for the live stream of 4 people.


  Due to the number of people, they decided to host the event outdoors at a quiet place to spare more room for the cameras. It was normal for them to get nervous but the superhumans of Team White had already taken a bunch of psychological relief drugs so they faced the camera with wide smiles.


  “There’s nothing special about us, so to see so many people gathered…”


  “Haha. Then shouldn’t you show everyone something at the very least, boss?”


  “Hmm, then I’ll show a bit of my specialty, ‘magic swordsmanship’ which everyone was curious about.”


  “Ah, I don’t mean now though. Since everyone is curious about it, please stay tuned until the end of the live show! You can see it then.”


  Uhaha, they laughed.


  “He’ll be a great streamer.”


  “That’s the only thing he’s good at~~”


  While the members were harmoniously chatting with each other, a PD from MTA suddenly gestured towards the filming team in fright, before walking away from the site while calling somewhere.


  What’s wrong with him? Did something happen nearby? That’s what the members of Team White were thinking.


  [Waldo: ??? Search me plzzz what is this? :O]


  [なな: Nothing much? They’re putting up posts about how Team White is deceiving people…]


  [青海: Please do something about them]


  From time to time, strange comments were being made on the paid comment section. Although curious, Team White decided to ignore it for the time being. There were a lot of comments in the first place and it was just the opinion of the minority. 


  That was when the PD suddenly ran up and gestured to everyone to stop the stream.


  “Uhh? Ah, one second please.”


  “Please give us a second.”


  One of the members glared at the PD, demanding for an explanation but the PD continued moving his arms with a pale face, telling them to pause the show.


  “I think there is a problem with the broadcast. P, please give us a minute!”


  Just like that, the show came to a full pause. The outsourced filming crew was confused, while the members of Team White were even more confused. In the end, White walked up to the PD and irritatedly asked him.


  “What is this all about? Sir.”


  “M, Mister White. Please come here for a bit…!!”


  “Like I said! What is wrong with you!”


  White stopped in the middle of his furious outrage the moment he spotted the look of fear on the PD’s face. Before long, that same expression was hanging on White’s face after they distanced themselves from the site. 


  “That paper airplane!”


  “What…?”


  “The airplane! That ‘search me please’ that was put out was an SNS account name! Right now, there are posts being made that talk about Team White’s deception and fake missions but…! T, they don’t sound like utter nonsense!” The PD shouted with a pale look on his face.


  White controlled his facial expression and began to furiously blame the PD instead.


  “Do you believe that? Show me right now!”


  He snatched the device away from PD’s hands, and gazed through the posts.


  [Search_me_Plzzz]
First reveal: Is the number of missions Team White has completed within the last 67 days 61 times as they claim it to be?
No – it is in fact 82 times.


  An image of a document that was remarkably similar to the ‘mission record’ that Team White had shown to the public was attached to the post, as well as all the official schedules that Team White had carried out in between.


  It looked bizarre when it was all put together. The schedule was way too tight. Even if they were cutting down on their sleep, it still wasn’t enough time to complete all the missions that weren’t officially announced by Team White.


  “This… what is the source of this document?”


  “We are trying our best to look into it but… for now we’re not sure…”


  White and the PD were unaware but the template of the document was one that was used within the Association. However, there was nothing on the document that could allow them to guess that it belonged to the Association. 


  The PD muttered, ‘Of course I know Mister White is not the type of person to do that…! But, the reaction of the people are…!’ 


  There were dozens of thousands of comments made in just a few minutes. 


  [??? Is this real?]


  [What? They were talking about deception so I thought it would be negative but are they trying to help Team White? So Team White was working even harder?]


  [Bullcrap. It doesn’t make sense. Team Mochi is publicising all their operations. They didn’t take a single break and they only have 59 missions.]


  [Lol you’re comparing White with Mochi. They are on a different league so that’s no surprise haha]


  [Stop uttering crap. Haven’t you seen Team Mochi’s operation video? They’re at the top of newborn superhuman teams.]


  [I trust Team White. There’s no evidence in the first place]


  [frfr]


  [333333]


  For the time being, there was nothing on the image that proved its credibility. The PD tearily opened his mouth.


  “This isn’t true, right? Right?”


  “Is that even supposed to be a question?”


  “R, right…?”


  “Did you get scared from a single image and stop the live show? When it was at the top coming 1st from current live streams? Are you going to take the responsibility for this?”


  White shamelessly replied despite blood racing away from his face. In fact, he didn’t even know what his own mouth was blabbering about because even his head was turning pale.


  82 times was too accurate for comfort…


  It was an extremely clever reveal. No-one other than the directly related personnel of the Association would be able to accurately tell the exact number of missions, which was 82.


  But there was no reason for related personnel of the Association to get involved and threaten a newborn superhuman team, because that wasn’t what the name of the Association should be used for.


  White couldn’t possibly imagine a 5th grade agent of the Association with an authority at the level of the 5 Transcendents of Chaliovan being antagonistic towards him, so he was even more confused.


  It was then. White’s watch suddenly vibrated.


  Someone was calling him.


  After checking the number, White was startled.


  [+00 0000000000]


  Both the country and the phone number were concealed. White could immediately tell that the caller was the one behind all this and the guy was calling him directly.


  His eyes turned blurry. It felt as if there was a large wound on his body, because this was how he felt whenever there was blood racing out of his body. 


  “T, then should we restart the video?”


  “No! Please just wait for a bit! And stop fucking whingeing!”


  After subconsciously swearing at the PD, White walked away and took the call.


  “Who are you.”


  His heart raced like crazy. No-one talked back, so White screamed out the question again.


  “Oi, oi! What are you huh? What are you trying to do?”


  – White McDonald. Watch your tone.


  A voice modified to a higher tone came flowing out of the watch. It wasn’t any dumbfounding technique, and was just a built-in function which friends tended to use to prank each other.


  “What was that, you bastard?”


  – It’s already been some time since it happened. Are you still clueless about what’s happening? What was the Tower thinking, investing in an idiot like this.


  Kung. It felt as if a piece of lead dropped inside his heart. Everything felt all the more chilling and realistic, as his fingertips began to ache.


  – Wake up. It’s moments away before everything you’ve built up comes crumbling down.


  “W, w, who might you be… Why, why are you doing this to me…”


  – I warned you. You should’ve listened when you had the chance.


  Only then did White remember the sponsored message he received a few days ago, that was written without any spaces in between. He thought it was just a mental person writing it but…


  – Just think of me as a voice phisher you see in movies. Also, I have a lot of proofs but it’s up to you if you want to do anything funny.


  “D, do you think you will be safe after doing this…”


  – Think of your own well-being first.


  “…”


  He knew it was a life built on sand. When he was blinded by greed into making the wrong choice, he had worried about having to pay for it one day, but he wasn’t expecting today to be the day.


  White heavily trembled.


  – I’m going to make you do things and as long as you listen to my orders, I’ll end this meaningless skit. I will. So you just have to reply, ‘Yes,’ to whatever I say. Understand?


  “W, w, what kind of questions are you going to ask…”


  The caller didn’t respond.


  Why wasn’t the person saying anything? Is it because he didn’t say ‘Yes’? While White was starting to be scared from the opponent’s silence, PD shouted from the other side.


  “E, excuse me! S, Sir White! Is the call important!?”


  “Why! What’s wrong?!”


  “The guy posted something new on their SNS…!”


  White hurriedly looked at the new post with his watch.


  [Search_me_plzzz]
Out of 82 missions, most of them are located all over South America and North America, and yet strangely enough, 4 were completed in East Asia. 
‘Yes’?


  Yet again there was an ambiguous image attached to the post and the comments that were being written in real time were discussing and trying to guess what that ‘Yes’ thing meant.


  Those 4 operations indeed were also false missions… Gritting his teeth, White replied.


  “Yes. I will say ‘yes’ only… P, p, please do c, continue…”


  The guy over the watch finally continued speaking.


  – You got an in-ear headphone yeah? Go and turn on the live show again.


  “Sorry? Ah, ah… yes.”


  Why? What was the man trying to make him do? His heart raced so fast that his vision turned hazy. From the abnormally large mental shock, his legs lost strength and he collapsed onto the ground.


  – Don’t wanna move?


  “I, I, I will go right now…”


  He obediently stood back up and powerlessly paced towards the site. The PD ran up and asked what was going on but White ignored his question and shook his pale face. 


  “Turn the broadcast on again.”


  “Sorry?”


  “T, there is no problem with this. S, s, so just put it on live again.”


  Saying that, he returned to his seat behind the table. The moment he sat down, all the filming crew, members of the broadcasting companies and his comrades all turned quiet.


  “What’s happening. Is it all resolved now?”


  “Shut your trap. Before I rip it open…”


  “Huh…?”


  His comrades were shocked but White’s voice was so soft that the mic didn’t catch it. 


  This was in fact how their relationship was like – White was the tyrant of his one-man team. The harmonious atmosphere they showed on the outside was just for show and his comrades were also enduring through it since it was a win-win relationship for them as well.


  The PD ran back to site and gave the OK sign to the filming crew and other staff.


  As the show went back on live, White’s comrades gave awkward smiles while apologising to the viewers, saying that there was a problem on their end. 


  Meanwhile, a mechanical voice reached White’s ears through the in-ear headphone.


  – Continue what you were doing.


  That sentence was extremely frightening to him. 


  After all this was a live stream, and the opponent was probably watching him at this exact moment.


  “…Yes.” 


  However, there was nothing White could do other than reply with a voice that the mic couldn’t pick up.


  *


  Meanwhile, there was a brighter atmosphere covering Team Lair.


  They were watching the show live through a large display screen that was inside the small office they borrowed, and they were going through Search me Plz’s SNS account on their watches.


  “That guy is super scaredd…!”


  “Ahahaha! Did you see the guys next to him flinch just then?”


  The guy they hated so much was being startled in front of a large audience in real time. Watching that, they felt very refreshed.


  Since she got the confirmation from Yu Jitae that they won’t be driven into the deepest gutters with no way to get back up, Kaeul was also able to smile comfortably.


  Before long, the number of viewers hit 3 million again.


  “What do you want to do? You can play with him until we blow it up,” Yu Jitae asked.


  Play with him? Although their eyes sparked from the idea, the young superhumans couldn’t openly give ideas as they were still not that comfortable around Yu Jitae.


  She knew how they were feeling. Because of that, Kaeul who had been hugging the baby chicken and throwing glances the whole time, mischievously shouted to start it off.


  “Tell him to pick his nose…!”


  It was the dirty thing that Yeorum-unni often did.


  *


  And after exactly 5 seconds,


  White began to pick his nose,


  Live, in front of 3 million viewers.


  


  Episode 88: Those who meet must part (7)


  “Uh?”


  “…What’s going on?”


  The viewers of the live stream watched with frowns on their faces. White suddenly started doing something strange – he started picking his nose while the camera was facing him and his comrades. 


  “Ah? What is he…?”


  “Uhh…”


  White, thanks to his handsome appearance and his gestures that touched the hearts of women, he had often been called the ideal boyfriend. Since he was suddenly picking his nose, it was difficult to both understand or accept what he was doing and his fans were confused as to where to look. 


  In fact, he had been strange for a while already.


  He suddenly made a straight face and glared at his comrades, before immediately smiling brightly at the camera. His fans felt relieved after seeing the same bright smile but now he was picking his nose with a straight face which was completely incomprehensible.


  [White Lover: ???]


  [Whiting: ?]


  [ホワイトさん大好き: Eh?]


  [100k a Month: What’s the guy in the middle doin???]


  But that was just the beginning of his bizarre acts.


  Usually, nothing went down the wrong pipe for superhumans. So when the water he was drinking went down the wrong pipe, the swordsmanship genius of the Yong household was put in a very bad mood. 


  It was when he pulled his injured body to visit a hospital straight after a mission. While waiting for the appointment time, he saw a post made by Team Coin that slandered Team Lair. He happened to be drinking water when he saw the news and he was so surprised and mad that the water managed to enter his airway. 


  That’s why something similar was happening now.


  White opened the lid of his water bottle before placing the hole next to his nose. He then started drinking water through his nose, which would never work out in the first place. He soon started coughing out all the water through both his nose and his mouth. 


  “Cough! Cough!”


  [Hwang Jorong: ???? Seriously what is wrong bro?]


  [Ted: Huh? What’s wrong with Mister White?]


  [Loookie: ??????]


  The chat was being filled with question marks as White’s comrades tried to resolve the situation with awkward smiles. Even then, White continued his mysterious acts.


  The short female superhuman of China’s Erfan still wasn’t very satisfied with the situation. She was the type of person who considered violence to be an essential part of a true revenge. Like how she struck Yeorum on the nose and made her bleed, and like how she bit her ears in the past, she wanted to pick up a sword and cut one of White’s wrists off.


  That’s why the following happened.


  Slappp! 


  A thunderous sound echoed across as White suddenly slapped his own face with his palm. It once again shocked all the viewers but this time, it was followed by a nice ad-lib comment of a fast-thinking member of Team White. 


  “R, right dude! White! Slap yourself and wake up!”


  “Huhh? Right right! You were drinking water with your nose and, you’re a bit weird toda…”


  It all became meaningless when White started to nosebleed. How strong was the slap for him to bleed like that?


  [Slap: ???]


  [WoB: But why in the world?]


  [ibzell: ???]


  [cais: ?]


  Once again, the chat section was being filled with question marks.


  Confused, the filming team was pondering whether they should continue this broadcast or not. One of the staff hurriedly suggested to the PD that they end the live stream at least but the PD shook his head with tears in his eyes.


  It was because White told him to never stop the live stream no matter the cost.


  Meanwhile, someone asked the son of the world’s number 1 ranker, telling him to say something too. Shaking his head, he said, ‘I’m fine,’ but others kept pestering him so he threw a random word.


  *


  “Chirpy. Let’s do that.”


  Chirp?


  “You know, that thing. That…!” 


  Chirp!


  The young superhumans threw glances at both Kaeul and Chirpy. They appeared to have seen ‘that thing’ a few times already, and had expectant lights in their eyes. 


  Kaeul didn’t know how to read the baby chicken’s expression so she missed it but the chicken replied he didn’t want to just then. When Kaeul persistently tried to make him do it, Chirpy started explaining himself.


  Chirp chirp…! (‘Tis very humiliating though…)


  But Kaeul still couldn’t understand his words.


  “Uung Uung. That thing. It’s that!”


  Chipp! (What, I don’t want to)


  In the past, he was very courteous and always referred to Kaeul as his guardian deity but they appeared to have gotten a lot closer during the time they were away. The baby chicken protested.


  On the other hand, Kaeul thought the baby chicken wasn’t understanding her words so she showed an example. She started dancing while twisting her hips and her waist.


  “This thing. This thing! You know it right?”


  Chipp (Damn it)


  “Ahh, hurry up. Otherwise, no food okay?”


  Chirp…! (How could you say such a thing…!)


  In the blink of an eye, the baby chicken was picked up by her hands and was placed on the table of the office. 


  He really didn’t want to, but now that all the eyes were on him, there was no choice but to do it. Left with no other choice, Chirpy began swinging his yellow, chubby and furry hips left and right. 


  “Ahahahaha!”


  “Kyaaaa–!”


  Yong Taeha and Ling Ling gasped for breath, laughing. On the screen behind where the baby chicken was dancing, White had gone up the table, doing a strange dance.


  That was Tyr Brzenk’s command.


  *


  On the other hand, the filming site was in a complete mess of an atmosphere. Unable to sit still and do nothing, his comrades tried to pull White down but White shouted at them to leave him alone. They, who were already quite pissed from his usually tyrannical personality, screamed back at him.


  “Have you really gone mad?! Come down you idiot!”


  “Let go! Let go of me right now! You don’t know why I’m doing this, do you? You lowly useless bastards!”


  “You! Watch your words!”


  “I always thought so but you guys are absolutely useless! You know that–?!”


  The abnormal balancing ability of a superhuman was working well. He appeared to be about to fall but constantly made it back up. 


  But White seemed to have lost it and started swearing at the viewers.


  “What are you looking at!? Why are there so many here! Please just fuck off! Go away from the channel!”


  There were so many comments that it was simply impossible to read any of them. 


  The PD felt the world turning in front of his eyes. Unable to tell whether he was in a dream or not, he looked for his assistant.


  “Hey. This is a dream right?


  “Hnn? Should we just stop the show…?”


  No-one replied. Turning around, he discovered that his feeble-hearted assistant had already fainted. 


  In an instant, the PD felt as if the heavens were crushing down on him and simply imagining what the Tower of Mages would say to him after this made him sick. Although it wasn’t his fault, they would probably make him accountable for not stopping the stream.


  Meanwhile, the broadcasting companies watched the situation unfold with interest. This was even more exciting to them than the first half of the live session. The renowned and popular ‘White McDonald’ has a mental illness!? They were typing out things that could be put on the front page of their newspaper.


  The chaos was transmitted into the viewers as well. White’s eccentric behaviour spread to every corner of the global communities and thus came the internet warriors who loved fighting each other. Because of that, the chat was mixed with laughing and sobbing ones who swore at each other saying, ‘I knew he was like that from the start’, and ‘Just go away’… It was a mess.


  But in any case, the overall perception of the public was that of negative.


  That was when White suddenly dashed off somewhere. It was better off for him to do that in fact – his team mates bellowed to the PD to stop the live broadcast on one end, while trying to give an explanation to the viewers on the other end. 


  After distancing himself from the site, White asked towards the mic of his in-ear headphone.


  “Hello? H, how long do I have to do this for!?”


  – Almost done.


  “You mean there’s still more? You, why are you doing this to me! Huh? W, why are you doing this to me… What did I ever do wrong…”


  He heard several high-tuned voices laughing from the other side. It seemed that the opponent wasn’t an individual but a group. 


  – Do you think I’m doing this out of hatred?


  “…”


  – If I really wanted to bury you under the dirt, I wouldn’t have even done this. I told you did I not? That I won’t make it public if you do as you’re told.


  White was the one who knew better than anyone what would happen if they publicised it and make a big deal out of it.


  He started sobbing out loud. The most important part of his career which he had built up with great efforts was crumbling towards a bottomless pit. It was beyond repair at this point.


  – Go back.


  However, there was nothing he could do. Although White still felt like killing himself, he returned to his seat with a calmer look on his face. Fortunately, the live show still hadn’t ended.


  – Say exactly what I tell you to say.


  White copied his words word-for-word.


  “I am sorry for causing a lot of trouble…”


  The faces of the ones near him turned dark, wondering what he was going to say now. 


  “Before anything, let me tell you everything… about… what we have done wrong…”


  The other members of Team White were shocked.


  “We are in a close relationship with several broadcasting companies and… Team Coin… Using that we have indirectly criticised…”


  White started to weep throughout his sentence.


  “…Other teams. We would like to apologise to Team Mochi, Team Lair, Team Gluon, Team Huasan… and everyone who was impacted by our false criticisms and slandering… Once again, I’m sorry… Sorry…”


  The faces of his teammates were tainted in darkness. All the eccentric acts till now were disastrous but this was on a whole different league. What was this crazy son of a bitch blabbering about?


  “Oi! Don’t let this fucker talk!”


  Unable to hold themselves back, the members ran up, trying to block White’s mouth. That was when a line of command was given to his ears, saying ‘Do not be caught’.


  Although the group of young men tried to grab him, White pushed them away with his spells. Kwanng–! His teammates were pushed to the sides and some of the nearby cameras either cracked or fell.


  As silence befell the filming site, White reopened his mouth. There was no longer rage or any sort of emotion on his face. He said with a soulless expression.


  “From today onwards, I, White… will stop any sort of societal communication including SNS and streaming…


  “I will start again from… scratch… enter operations as a normal superhuman and try my best in every operation…”


  White heaved out a deep sigh.


  “Once again, to everyone that had a bad experience because of me… Team Mochi, Team Lair, Team Gluon and Team Huasan… and everyone else, I give my sincerest apologies…”


  Huuu…


  This time, his sigh was even longer.


  Some of the ones that ‘loved White no matter what’ thought he was putting on a show while confessing out of his guilt, thus the sigh.


  The truth was far from it. White was heaving a sigh of relief because he realised that this hellish time was finally coming to an end. 


  A myriad of thoughts appeared in his mind.


  What should I do now. What will the Tower of Mages say. What should I do after closing SNS. What will my parents say. What would be the best way to cut ties with Team Coin.


  And which detestable son of a bitch was it that betrayed me…


  That was when a voice put an end to his thoughts.


  – Don’t bother trying to backtrack. Unless you wanna die.


  “…Yes.”


  – And where is your closing performance.


  “…Yes?”


  – I thought you were showcasing your magic swordsmanship.


  White looked around and found a plastic knife placed next to the celebratory cake of the live stream. Despite the chaos that had befell the site, a few of the cameras were still facing him. The staff were all busily running around when White opened his mouth.


  “Lastly, let me show you the magic swordsmanship I mentioned at the start.”


  He raised the plastic knife.


  The sharp aura of wind sharpened the blade of the sword.


  Using that, White slashed the camera in half and destroyed it.


  *


  That was the end of the live stream, and it was almost a festival back in Team Lair.
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  Several days went by after Team White’s unsightly self-destruction. Just as they had mentioned in the live stream, they withdrew themselves from any type of individual communication. 


  Their SNS account was removed and all the public schedules that had been planned were cancelled. And as Team Coin’s wicked deeds came to light, the teams that had been slandered by the teams White and Coin began to receive more attention from the public. 


  Thanks to that, the teams that had been condemned by Team Coin each received a re-evaluation.


  But since Team White voluntarily turned themselves in, they weren’t disqualified completely from the newborn superhuman competition and White didn’t fall into an endless pit of debt either. 


  The channel, @Search_me_Plzzz disappeared immediately afterwards so the assumptions about their false missions went under the radar. This must be due to the influence of the high-ranked superhumans of the ranking evaluation sector who had done similar false missions in the past… that’s how Tyr Brzenk interpreted the situation.


  “Thank you sir!”


  “Thank you, thank you a lott… I feel super refreshed…”


  In any case, this was where he was going to part ways with them. This point onwards it would be a pure competition so it was now up to them.


  “I’ll get going. Try your best.”


  “Yes sir!”


  He cursorily bid farewell and left the office, but soon heard soft voices from inside.


  – Ah, it seriously feels so refreshing.


  – They won’t swear at us for no reason now, rite?


  – Of course.


  – I can finally relax myself. By the way, isn’t Sir Yu Jitae like superman?


  – I know rite! He is like Mao Zedongg…!


  – What?


  – Why…?


  – Oh right! Hey hey, Kaeul. Does Sir Jitae need a pet by any chance?!


  – H, huh? W, what kind of pet?!


  – I know how to use a toilet!


  – Aht! I, I can wash the dishes as welll…!


  – No no no! T, that’s not good enough!


  – Why!


  – I can do that as well…!


  – Huh…?


  He stood still wondering what they were talking about and was dumbfounded. Right when he was about to continue walking again, Kaeul pushed open the door of the office before dashing towards him down the corridor.


  “Uh? Ahjussi! You are still here?”


  “About to go now. Why”


  “Likee! How can you just go like that without even a proper goodbye…!”


  “We can call any day though.”


  “But even then! You have to say goodbye…!”


  Was that how it was?


  He still wasn’t very good at things like this.


  With her mouth shut, Kaeul twirled her golden hair with her fingers for a bit, before opening her mouth.


  “Well, there’s no real reason why I came out but… I thought I had to say goodbye at least, along with an apology…”


  “Apologise for what. I did what I had to.”


  “You know, I just found myself a bit pathetic… I didn’t want to receive your help this time but…”


  She looked slightly bitter.


  The fact that she found herself pathetic was because she was embarrassed about receiving help. And being embarrassed about receiving help meant that she thought she could solve the problem by herself.


  So Yu Jitae found this to be another proof for Kaeul’s mental growth.


  He walked closer towards her, lowered his body and matched his line of sight with her’s.


  “It’s alright. You are doing great.”


  “Okay…”


  “You can call me any time whenever you need help. And look after yourself during the remaining 2 months of the competition.”


  “Okay.”


  “And while you’re here, don’t forget to find your dream.”


  Kaeul gave a nod.


  Turning his body, Yu Jitae walked down the corridor. That was when Kaeul shouted at his back.


  “Can I call…!”


  “Huh?”


  “Can I call you more often?”


  Yu Jitae nodded.


  “You can do it everyday.”


  At last, a smile replaced the bitter look on her face.


  That was the end of the short, several days of mishap.


  ***


  A month went by.


  November. It was slowly starting to get colder as winter came knocking on the door as usual.


  With approximately a month till the end of the ranking competition, Yu Jitae walked around various places on foot, looking for a new teaching location for Yeorum.


  Teaching was about giving a tool.


  He had given Yeorum a tool, and taught her how to use it. That was the most he could do.


  Yu Jitae only gave her one tool at a time. The reason he didn’t dump her with a whole bunch of new tools is because giving her new tools would be meaningless if she couldn’t even properly use the ones she had.


  But over the last three months, Yeorum repeated endless battles as the leader of Team Mochi. She was slowly starting to perfect all the tools she had in hand.


  Since that was the case, it was about time for him to give her a new tool.


  It was when Yu Jitae was sitting on the living room couch, sending a message to Yeorum.


  “Uh? Team Lair is estimated to be coming first?”


  Bom uttered those words to herself, but she wasn’t the type to give monologues. She was probably voicing it out loud so that he could hear it. 


  Just like the competition happening outside, there was a similar one happening inside Unit 301. Bom was still visiting Kaeul during the weekends to teach her magic while Yu Jitae was Yeorum’s teacher. The extension of the competition outside had led to a similar war of nerves happening inside. 


  “Yeah. I saw it. White’s team fell to second place it seems.”


  “Yes. Our Kaeul is very good right?”


  “She is.”


  There was a mischievous look on her face as she casually sat next to him on the sofa.


  “If I knew it would be so favourable to me, we should have put something on the line.”


  “I will be the winner anyway. Yeorum is smiling.”


  “Why is she smiling?”


  “Because the strong have the leisure to.”


  “Is that how it is? Kaeul is also smiling though,” said Bom while showing him Kaeul’s profile picture that was printed on the 2nd page of the newspaper.


  Printed newspaper in this time and age? Yu Jitae thought while standing on Yeorum’s side for the time being.


  “Yeorum is still holding her power back.”


  “There’s only a month left and she’s still holding back?”


  “She’s trying to sprint at the very end when everyone else is tired.”


  “I don’t think so… Here in this newspaper it says Team Mochi is the one that has been the most diligent in attending missions for the last three months.”


  In fact, Bom was right.


  Yeorum was trying her hardest but she still fell short of Kaeul.


  This was something unavoidable. No matter how hard she tried, the gap in the ability they were born with was way too big.


  Like how a human won’t be faster than a four-legged animal no matter how fast they were to run, Yeorum’s team beating Kaeul’s team was realistically speaking, an impossible feat.


  At least for now.


  Bom continued while fluttering the newspaper.


  “And apparently the Tower of Mages is looking for the one who taught magic to Kaeul.”


  “What are they trying to do after finding them,”


  “Maybe they’re just curious. Apparently teaching someone to manage such a high-output spell is not easy?”


  “Who says?”


  “An article in this newspaper.”


  It wasn’t a very likeable newspaper.


  “And here on another page, it estimates Kaeul’s rank to be in the 400’s.”


  “What about Yeorum.”


  “Yeorum…… Nn? Where is she?”


  “She’s not there?”


  “It guessed up to rank 1000 but… why can’t I see her name…”


  “Must have been made randomly.”


  “I think the paper is well-made though…”


  “Pass it here. Let me look for it.”


  When Yu Jitae reached his hand out, Bom pulled the newspaper back. He thought to himself for a bit, before opening his mouth.


  “What are you doing. Let me have a look.”


  Bom shook her head in response.


  When he reached his hand forward again to grab them, Bom rotated her body in reflex and avoided it. ‘Let me see,’ he said, and ‘Don’t want to,’ she replied as though she really didn’t want him to see it.


  The two of them turned silent, as tension slowly started to build up.


  Yu Jitae raised his body. Seeing that, Bom flinched and started running away but there was nowhere to hide within Unit 301 from Yu Jitae and his long legs. When he coerced her with his long strides, Bom ended up next to the living room wall with her sides covered by his body. 


  His left shoulder was in the way when she tried to go left, and his arm was in the way when she tried to go right.


  “Ahh, why. Please don’t.”


  “Give it to me. Where did you bring that weird newspaper from.”


  “I subscribed to it. $19.90 a month. Got the agency discount for $17.90 and cadet discount to make it $14.87.”


  “That’s quite cheap.”


  “Hehe.”


  “But that’s a newspaper from a company partnered with the Tower of Mages. That’s why they’re supporting Kaeul, since she’s also a mage.”


  “That’s not how it is!”


  “Then give it to me. I’ll see it for myself.”


  Bom shook her head once again.


  Yu Jitae contemplated. How would he snatch that unlikeable newspaper from her hands? Since both of her hands were carrying the paper behind her back, the first idea that popped up was tickling her.


  However, that wasn’t a good idea because it seemed that Bom was fairly uncomfortable with physical contact in a strange atmosphere.


  He didn’t know the exact reason. Perhaps it was a simple reason – although a dragon, she was still young and maybe she was uncomfortable with physical contact that she wasn’t used to.


  The thing about romantic feelings and whatnot was his business and not hers. That’s why he had recently been trying to avoid excessive physical contact with Bom.


  So tickling won’t do.


  Thus, Yu Jitae decided to pinch her cheeks. Her eyes widened from the shock and pain.


  “Buuuu…”


  Bom frowned because he wasn’t playing around with the pinch.


  “Give it to me right now.”


  “Uuu… Dun wanna…”


  She remained stubborn so he pinched the other side of her cheeks as well.


  “Uuu… Buunuu…”


  She was still stubborn – he had no idea why.


  That was when Bom also pulled one of her hands out and pinched his nose. It had been dozens of years since someone grabbed his nose like that so he had forgotten it, but Yu Jitae belatedly realised that he wasn’t fond of people touching his nose. 


  Therefore, he pulled his head back. Due to the difference in arm length, Bom’s hand flailed around in mid-air but she soon inserted her fingers into the neck part of his business shirt. She then began pulling the shirt down.


  “Oi, oi.”


  “Buu…”


  “Let go. It’s gonna rip.”


  “U let go furstt…”


  What am I doing with her right now, he suddenly thought to himself.


  That was when he started to hear the soft footsteps of Gyeoul from nearby. If they were too close, the child might misunderstand so he distanced himself from Bom.


  Bom rubbed her reddened cheeks while glaring at Yu Jitae when Gyeoul poked her head out from behind the wall. With a fluttering piece of paper in her hand.


  “What is that.”


  “…Look.”


  Yu Jitae received the fissure travel pamphlet that she gave him.


  There were travel destinations on it.


  *


  [Walk across the sky on transparent ground and enjoy a walk! ★ Sky Garden ★]


  [Let’s walk under the rainbow-coloured sky. An Impossible sight on Earth!]


  [The underground fortress of the past dwarves. Enjoy the town integrated with the essence of magic engineering!]


  After the New Era, the tourism industry was met with a whole new epoch.


  Sometimes, in stabilised fissures that have been fully conquered, were spectacular natural environments of other dimensions. They had fancy sceneries and unique food, unseen before on Earth. 


  The pamphlet Gyeoul gave him was on such ‘fissure travels’.


  “…How about here?”


  Sitting next to him on the sofa, Gyeoul pointed at the corner of the pamphlet with her finger. It seemed like a relatively unpopular travel site.


  [Forget the worldly problems and spend your time meditating on the [Tranquil Sea]]


  “This one?”


  “…Yes.”


  It was an interesting coincidence.


  This happened to be the new training area that he was going to bring Yeorum to. 


  This ‘Tranquil Sea’ was a unique fissure. There was an extremely dense water-attributed mana within and the waters were small yet extremely deep.


  It was the place that best restricted Yeorum’s mana attribute and was therefore a place that would allow her to train as exhaustingly as possible. It was by pure coincidence that Gyeoul wanted to go play there.


  “Alright. Let’s go this weekend.”


  “…!”


  “How about for a week. I’ll talk to your school about it.”


  …For a whole week?


  Gyeoul nodded with a bright smile before turning towards Bom.


  “…Go together?”


  Bom, who was still rubbing her cheeks with a resenting look on her face, widened her eyes into circles and gave her the unique expression that she only showed to Gyeoul.


  “Me?”


  “…Nn. From this weekend. Do you have time?”


  “Ah, this weekend will be a bit hard. Unni has to teach Kaeul magic.”


  I see. Gyeoul nodded.


  She was now old enough to not show it on the outside, but Gyeoul liked hearing that even more, because it was extremely rare for her to go somewhere alone with Yu Jitae and play.


  “…What a shame.”


  Bom gave a mysterious smile and looked into her eyes.


  “You don’t look like you think it’s a shame though?”


  “…Not true.”


  “Then should we go together?”


  “…N, n? Nn.”


  Bom saw through her hesitation and giggled under her breath.


  “Just joking. Look at you being so surprised.”


  Gyeoul walked up and wrapped her short arms around Bom, and buried her head into her stomach.


  “…It’s a shame. Reallyy.”


  Bom caressed her blue hair.


  Even then, Gyeoul was thinking about the fish tank in her room. Although there were a few fish, seaweed, shells and conches, the tank was so big that it still appeared very empty. There seemed to be a lot of fish inside the Tranquil Sea so they would probably do some fishing when they get there.


  Yu Jitae was very good at fishing and he had gotten her a lot of fish last time as well. She would quietly chat with him while fishing, boil a seafood stew and play with water. If there were pretty corals or stones, what about picking them up and selling them at school? Maybe it would net her quite the money…?


  But the following words that left Yu Jitae’s mouth shattered her fantasy.


  “Then let’s go as a 3 including Yeorum.”


  Drop.


  The pamphlet dropped from her hands.


  Episode 89: Partner (2)


  Time flew by and soon came the weekend. It was the day for both training and playing.


  After getting the news from Yu Jitae, Yeorum told her teammates that she will be going off for a week. There was only a month of the ranking competition left so it might not seem like the best time to rest, but they had been trying way too hard over the past 3 months and the rest of Team Mochi readily accepted her offer.


  They were mentally feeling very cornered and thus needed some time to rest.


  Yu Jitae was waiting for Yeorum on a car at the venue they agreed on,


  “…”


  Gyeoul sat on the passenger’s seat with her arms crossed. The blue-haired child was extremely dissatisfied with this situation.


  “…Why, going together?”


  “Who, Yeorum?”


  “…Yes.”


  “I was actually going to go there with just Yeorum.”


  “…?”


  His words made her even more displeased.


  Yu Jitae’s eyes were fixed on his watch. Gyeoul made a very displeased look on her face but since he wasn’t looking her way, she eased her expression.


  However, she still couldn’t help but mumble.


  “…Why, …”


  She hesitated. She pondered whether saying something like this would make her look too much like a child but before long, she continued mumbling a complaint with a pout.


  “…Why did you, not invite me… even though, you were going to play…”


  “Play?”


  “…”


  “Ahh, Gyeoul. You must be misunderstanding something.”


  “…?”


  “I wasn’t going to take Yeorum there to play. She would be training there.”


  “…Training?”


  At a tourist attraction?


  “…What about me?”


  “You’ll be playing with me.”


  Only then did her pouting lips slowly go back to normal. If it was that, she could understand.


  It was then. Someone pulled the door of the passenger’s seat wide open – it was Yeorum, whose shoulder-length hair had grown even longer in the time Gyeoul hadn’t seen her. 


  “Helloo!”


  “Come in.”


  “Iya, it’s really been a long time. Hoh? Little Blue is also here.”


  Although she was seeing her after a very long time, Gyeoul didn’t really miss her so she simply waved her hand a little without even saying a word. However, Yeorum suddenly lifted her up into the air, sat on the passenger’s seat herself before placing Gyeoul on her lap.


  “…!?”


  Gyeoul was about to have a seizure from the fact that she had to sit on Yeorum’s lap, before hesitantly holding herself back.


  It was because her hands that were on her waist were full of scars. Added on top of that was her expression – Yeorum whose default expression was usually that of displeasure had a faint smile hanging on her lips.


  That was even more disgusting to look at, but Gyeoul couldn’t bring herself to spit on someone’s smiling face.


  “But damn, you got even heavier than last time.”


  “…Nn?”


  “Stop freaking eating and playing all day and look after your weight. Do you want to become a pig again?”


  “…None of your business.”


  “Your double chin was hilarious though.”


  “…Go, away.”


  The two of them fought.


  Meanwhile, the car was headed to the warp station. Going through the station, it headed straight to SouthEast Asia and there, it entered a fissure into the dimension of the Tranquil Sea. 


  By the time they reopened their eyes, a mysterious sight welcomed them.


  *


  It was a cylindrical world.


  The horizon appeared extremely nearby. Looking into the distance, it appeared as if there was a transparent barrier of some sort surrounding the horizon. 


  Just like the name of the dimension, the waters were tranquil. There was not a single breeze and although there were clouds on the bright ashen skies, they did not move. The sea was more than big enough to be called a ‘sea’ and yet there was not a single wave in sight.


  Gyeoul found this world to be like a world frozen in time.


  Far off into the distance of the Tranquil Sea, around 2 miles down the coastline from the fissure was a small reef, where they decided to stay. The moment he arrived there, he used the field kit to make a tent and lit up an inextinguishable campfire using an artifact. 


  Yeorum gazed across the world filled with water and gasped.


  “Wow. What a suuuuuu…”


  All the way from where she was standing to the horizon, she realised that it was all filled with water-attributed mana which she detested the most. 


  “…uuuuuper fucked up place.”


  Meanwhile, Gyeoul had taken her shoes off, and her two feet were inside the water already. Splash splash – the surface of the water that appeared frozen in time created a ripple from her kicks.


  “You will start training with me now.”


  “Yeah. I’m ready.”


  Rummaging through the equipment, Yu Jitae opened his mouth.


  “The water in this Tranquil Sea has one unique characteristic.”


  “What is it?”


  “It’s that the mana molecules of the water are formed in complex shapes of hooks.”


  “Hooks?”


  “Yeah. Because of that, they don’t allow other attributes of mana to seep in. It takes at least 3 hours to boil the water here because they devour heat.”


  “Yeah, yeah. You’re right. Seems like it…”


  Yeorum replied with an uncomfortable tone while looking at the water.


  “It looks very dense. Is that based on the same principle?”


  “Yes. The complex hook-shaped mana molecules entangle themselves with each other in complicated ways. They even affect the material world – the surface tension will be stronger and it might feel like a quagmire.”


  Although she should be feeling considerably uncomfortable just by being here, Yeorum gave a confident nod.


  “That’s a good look you have. Are you confident?”


  “Confident? Not sure about that, but it’s not like I can give up before I even start just because I’m not confident right.”


  Yu Jitae said while reflecting on Yeorum’s concerns.


  “You felt a lack of mana, was it?”


  “Yeah.”


  Yeorum drew all the fights she had in the last three months in her head. After fighting endlessly at the front lines, she would sometimes feel her heart drying up.


  “Whenever it’s almost empty, the polymorph tries to uncast itself. Well, I guess it’s natural for my mana to be constantly near the bottom when I run around for hours by myself,” she said with a bitter voice.


  Out of 100 dragons, Yeorum’s talent would probably be around 98th. Her talent in the standards of dragons was just that miserable.


  It was proven by the fact that she broke out of her shell 100 years after the talented one of her generation.


  “Yeorum. Listen very closely.”


  “Huh?”


  “I’ll tell you one very important fact.”


  His voice turned very serious.


  “Mana gets drawn in the more you wish.”


  “Nn. I know.”


  Mana was the power to manifest one’s will in the physical world of time and place.


  “If you want to have more mana in your heart, what do you think is the most necessary.”


  “Dunno? Do you have to build up more will over a long period of time?”


  “No. It can be short, but you must harbour a stronger will.”


  “A stronger will…”


  “Time is nothing but more opportunity. A younger one simply has more opportunities to harbour stronger wills.”


  In order to break through the limits, beings had to drive themselves into extreme situations.


  “Whether it be 10 years or 100 years, the change will be meagre even if you try to gather mana with a moderate will. But if you wish for it to the point of death for just one week, an unimaginable amount of mana will start to reside in your dragon heart.”


  It was advice based on his experience. 


  This water will make her feel like suffocating to death the whole time, and she had to utilise the mana inside her heart and protect her body as much as possible to survive. 


  After he finished pitching the tent, Yu Jitae raised his body.


  “To be honest, I am quite concerned with this method.”


  “It’s not like you to have concerns, ey? I’m fine. I’m full of motivation right now you know?”


  He didn’t bother explaining himself.


  Yu Jitae’s concern meant that it was something even he had to worry about. This training method was just that dangerous and painful. He knew it better than anyone else because he had tried it out himself.


  But Yeorum had to do this now.


  The 20 years that she had for her Amusement wasn’t a long period of time. It might not even be that different from the past 2 years. As he had mentioned before, a ‘moderate will’ would not change anything no matter how much time was given.


  Just once – she just had to be desperate to the point of death once, but people did not easily change because that one moment would just never come to most of them.


  “Although this dimension is small, the waters are very deep. It’s even deeper than most of the oceans on Earth. I have put 3 flags of the same shape underneath. They are each 200 metres deep, 500 metres deep with the last being even deeper. What you have to do now is bring the 3 flags back up.”


  “Okey! Do I start now?”


  “You won’t be able to bring all 3 of them at once. Start with the 200 metre one.”


  “Okkayy!”


  Yeorum was still very bright, even though it should be suffocating enough to be standing here.


  However, her confidence probably won’t last long.


  “Prepare yourself mentally.”


  “I’ve done enough on the way here.”


  “Do it more. Arm yourself mentally before you go in.”


  “Aigo for fak’s sake, what’s gotten into you? I’ll be fine okay? Don’t you trust me?”


  Looking at his face, Yeorum beat her chest.


  “I’ll say it one last time. Endure it no matter how painful it is. Do not come back until you find the flag.”


  “Ah, stop lecturing, seriously. One more and it will be 30 times you’re saying that already.”


  “Etch it into your brain. After you start the training, I might be a bit harsh. You might not understand.”


  This wasn’t something he could compromise on. That was the level of weight implied behind his words so Yeorum shouted with a slightly dumbfounded look on her face.


  “I won’t! I won’t ever! When I drown in water and float dead, you can carry my corpse back home! Happy now?”


  She had to do it now.


  If she couldn’t finish it here, she would never be able to.


  Yu Jitae returned a firm nod.


  *


  “You know, Mister.”


  Before going into the water, Yeorum tied her hair up and said with a voice that was a lot calmer.


  “I never asked you or anything right? About the next training.”


  “Yeah.”


  “I wanted to ask you everyday but I held it in. I thought there must be a reason why. But wow, you really didn’t teach me anything big in a whole year. Fuck, do you know how long I’ve been waiting for this to come?”


  “…”


  “So what if it’s a bit hard. I’ve been enduring it till now right? I can handle exhaustion and pain but I just can’t handle being weak.”


  Yeorum lowered the zipper of her jersey in one go. Underneath her training jersey was a body full of scars. It was evident what kind of lifestyle she had gone through over the past 3 months and the reason she didn’t bother removing the scars was probably because she found them to be a source of pride. 


  She took the jersey off and gave it to him.


  “Ah, there are cigs inside the pocket. Don’t let them touch this disgusting water.”


  “Got it.”


  “Three in total. 200 metres, 500 metres and one below that, yeah? And just the 200 metre one at the start?”


  “Yes.”


  “Alright. When I bring the 200 metre flag…”


  She placed her index and middle finger on her lips – she was suggesting that they smoke together.


  “Okey?”


  “Alright.”


  “I’ll be back.”


  Splash– Yeorum threw her body into the water.


  The ripple soon weakened and before long, the water turned still as the bubbling also came to a stop. He gazed into the water that was closer to black than blue.


  There was one last thing he hadn’t mentioned to Yeorum.


  Mana was the manifestation of will. Hook-shaped attributes of mana only occurred when there was a will trying to forcibly hold something back. In other words, this large and deep pond was a type of trap. And every trap was laid by a ‘hunter’.


  There was a hunter resting in the depths of the ocean.


  *


  After courageously jumping into the water, Yeorum only travelled a little bit before widening her eyes and stopping on the spot. 


  The ocean water started to squeeze her throat. It entangled itself all around her body. While she had to endure the immense vomit-inducing level of friction, the mana of fire attribute that made up Yeorum’s body started being pulled away by the water. 


  ‘I didn’t hear about this though…?’


  He just said it was like a quagmire but that was wrong. The ocean was like a living organism.


  It was just 200 metres so she had underestimated it too much. If she knew it would be this hard, she would have used her breathing principle to awaken her heart before coming in.


  Yeorum looked up at the surface. She was still less than 10 metres underwater and it seemed like a better idea for her to go up and awaken the mana inside her heart with Karl-Gullakwa breathing principle, before coming back in. Thinking that, Yeorum swam up to the surface of the water.


  Tukk–!


  But that was when a large and coarse hand stopped her head.


  ‘What are you doing? I’m just going to leave for a bit!’


  It was definitely Yu Jitae’s hand. Yeorum grabbed onto his wrist and tried to pull it away but his hand remained firm above her head. When she continued wriggling underneath, his hand forcibly shoved her underwater with its ridiculous might.


  The force made her dizzy. After being shoved underwater by around 10 metres, she widened her eyes.


  From outside the water, Yu Jitae was gazing down at her.


  “…!”


  Yeorum began to feel that something had started going wrong. 
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  ‘Why would you push for…’


  She was just trying to go up for a little bit. Although she was surprised by the dense aura of the water, by no means was she trying to give up there.


  ‘Feels like shit.’


  ‘You’re strong, wow, okay…’


  Why didn’t he just wait until I poke my head out of the water and tell me to go down again? Then I would have obediently gone down as well…


  Even now, his eyes were looking at her.


  What you looking at? You think I was going to give up just then?


  Due to such thoughts filling up her mind, Yeorum was momentarily put in a bad mood. But whatever the case, she was in the middle of a training session and Yu Jitae was the teacher. Personal feelings like that weren’t helpful so she shook those thoughts away.


  Her training shoes were a lot more annoying than she thought so she took them off and threw them out of the water onto the ground. That was when Yu Jitae hurled something into the water and Yeorum flinched thinking that he had gotten mad at her.


  She thought he might have misunderstood her throwing of the shoes as a way of protest. Yeorum was about to feel mortified from the misunderstanding but felt a lot better after seeing what it was that was in the water.


  It was a small artifact; one that was supposed to be wrapped around the wrist. It looked like an essential watch for divers.


  [Depth: 11.4m] [Time: 05:28 (pm)]
[Mana Density: 5.3Ma/p] [↑]


  Depth was the underwater depth she was in and time referred to the current time.


  Mana Density literally meant the density of mana. Normal places on Earth had 0.5Ma/p, meaning that the mana here was 10 times denser than the one on Earth.


  And lastly, the arrow appeared to be pointing at the direction the surface of the water was.


  By the time Yeorum looked back up, Yu Jitae was no longer there.


  ‘Anyways, so I have to go down by myself right?’


  She turned her gaze back towards the ground. The dark depths of the water slowly entered her sight and she could see a flat piece of land within the darkness that she could lay her feet on.


  Strangely enough, there were a lot of flat and extremely wide plateaus of land within the depths of this sea. The land which appeared flat as far as she could see even gave off a slightly man-made feeling.


  Yeorum decided to name that flat place the ‘field’.


  She was about 200 metres away from the field in terms of depths, so the ‘flag’ Yu Jitae talked about should be somewhere on the field. 


  That was the objective of this dive. 


  Her ultimate objective was to go to the very depths. However, Yu Jitae bothered placing 3 flags as if he wanted her to go down step-by-step over the course of 3 times.


  ‘Why?’


  Maybe he was giving her time to adapt herself to this environment.


  In that case, having an accurate grasp of the attributes of the water here seemed more important than the first objective of going 200 metres underwater and finding the flag. So that she wouldn’t be lost when going further down.


  Even if it’s slow, let’s go properly.


  That was when chilliness suddenly seeped in through her skin. Yeorum wrapped her arms around her body from the shivering coldness.


  ‘It’s cold…’


  Yeorum pulled the heat within her body but the moment her heart raised the fire-attributed mana, the water-attributed mana of the ocean swirled around her body and immediately snatched the heat.


  ‘Damn.’


  She realised that using more power within this ocean would result in more power being stolen away. Trying to rush there would in fact result in losing all her power on the way because she was still a hatchling with a lacking amount of mana.


  She was speechless.


  It was as if she was at a casino trying to earn some cash, only to realise that she didn’t even have enough capital to play a game. She was trying to solve the problem of not having enough mana and yet that same problem was stopping her on her tracks.


  It became increasingly colder the longer she stayed still.


  Is it about time to move? No, she still hadn’t finished organising her thoughts. 


  In order to contemplate a bit more, Yeorum shrunk her body like a prawn and wrapped her arms around her knees. 


  ‘Hoh.’


  Mysteriously enough, she then started losing less mana. About 30% less.


  Why was this the case, she wondered and came to a realisation after thinking a bit. It was because there was less surface area touching the water. 


  By shrinking as much as possible, her thighs, chest, stomach and calves all touched one another. Her legs were in her arms and she lowered her head and rested it next to her knees. 


  Less of her body touched the water and resulted in less mana loss.


  She thus decided to crouch and shrink when taking a rest.


  ‘Hmm…’


  With that, she finished a general identification of her location, the objective and some basic analysis on the characteristics of the sea. Yeorum then began diving deeper in.


  .


  .


  .


  [Depth: 50.1m] [Time: 05:38 (pm)]
[Mana Density: 6.1Ma/p] [↑]


  She only went 50 metres.


  It was only 50 metres deep and yet it took 10 minutes.


  Yeorum was dumbfounded. She was pretty much travelling at the speed of a worm right now.


  Before, she thought the water was like a tentacle – a tentacle that moved to grab the moment she moved.


  However, she changed her analysis a few minutes into the dive. Rather than a tentacle, it was more like the water being extremely sticky. 


  …Would this be how it feels to swim in nutella?


  It had already been 10 minutes since the dive but she wasn’t short of breath. In fact, Yeorum was technically still breathing.


  By absorbing the scattered mana into her body, she was changing the element of that mana into the attributes of air. There was a related blessing to dragons so she was still breathing normally but the more she moved, the harder breathing was proving to be. 


  ‘Hukk, hukk, huu…’


  The reason behind the pain stemmed from the fact that the outside mana she was trying to substitute to air were all water-attributed. It was a polar opposite attribute to the red race and the rate of the change was therefore extremely slow.


  She felt a constant shortness of breath, as if she was at a place with almost no air. Yeorum had to consciously breathe in and out.


  The deeper she went, the quieter it became.


  The red race had a better ear, even more so than other races. Usually, she kept her ears semi-closed so that she could hear like a normal superhuman but in situations like this, her ears would be as wide-open as possible.


  She was able to hear Yu Jitae and Gyeoul’s conversation after entering the water but now that she was about 50 metres deep, their voices sounded extremely soft like a very quiet whisper.


  – … haimibing bibii?


  – … byuutee… burburbuuguihi…


  Their voices were so soft that she couldn’t really tell what they were talking about.


  – Gi, hil, hil, hil


  Still, she could tell what this was.


  Stupid Gyeoul must be laughing or something.


  That idiot must be crazy happy. Even though her unni is dying in real time…


  Judging from how she just didn’t stop laughing, it seemed that there was something fun happening above water. 


  She’s probably laughing at some stupid random fish or a shell.


  How happy must her life be? She laughs with a boring ass guy like Yu Jitae, so she must be happy staying with anyone. 


  – Ki, kiii…


  Hmm…


  But what are they doing that she’s laughing so much?


  What, did Yu Jitae do a backflip?


  Did he invite you to Las Vegas?


  Or maybe they’re shittalking me?


  – Ki, hil, hil, hih


  Right. They are shittalking me, those bastards.


  Underwater is like a graveyard for red dragons. You trying to pray for my death or something ey?


  Do you like it that much? Make sure you don’t die you idiot…


  …


  – Ki, hi, hih


  But seriously, what was so funny…?


  .


  .


  .


  [Depth: 100.3m]


  The deeper she went, the darker it got.


  Underneath was dark from the start and above was always bright. However, things that were relatively close to her were starting to appear very dark. Left, right, front, back – on all sides.


  It was as if a circular wall of darkness was slowly approaching her from the sides.


  Why was it, she wondered, that she was suddenly reminded of the fact that she was alone?


  Even now, she could still feel the gravitational force but her body was simply stuck in place inside the dense, honey-like water.


  It’ll be even harder to go up.


  On the other hand, this was around where she could no longer hear the voices of Yu Jitae and Gyeoul. Did they stop talking? Maybe, but they might still be talking to each other.


  It was then.


  “Uht!”


  Bubble…!


  At that moment, her diaphragms contracted and she almost unconsciously breathed in water. 


  Yeorum placed her hands over her nose and her mouth.


  Her body right now was similar to a human body. If she were to drink this water with a ‘ridiculously dense mana of water attribute’, it would cause significant harm to her body. Her polymorph spell might even be cancelled.


  Polymorph being cancelled without even reaching 200 metres?


  She would be better off dead than swallowing all that shame.


  ‘Calm down. Calm down…’


  Stopping the dive, she shrunk her body. Lowering the loss of mana, she soothed her startled organs – her body wasn’t literally startled and it was just a matter of her mentality. Fortunately, the stuffiness vanished after enduring it for a bit.


  It was all fine.


  .


  .


  .


  [Depth: 151.35m]


  The deeper she went, the denser the water became. On top of that, it felt as if millions of small hooks were cutting into her body. Her arms and legs felt even heavier than before.


  Her heart felt stifled as if bound by a rope. Normally her heart would contract and expand like a balloon but right now, it was as if there was a rope restricting her heart. 


  It was painful. It wasn’t just normal pain and was one that made her feel extremely bizarre.


  She wasn’t used to this type of pain.


  If she were instead being smacked around by a monster, it would be possible to endure through the pain but it was her first time feeling this type of stifling sensation, and was thus very difficult to withstand.


  Even though she wasn’t even half-way finished, she felt a small urge to run away.


  What her mind suddenly thought of was Gyeoul who would probably be still giggling and laughing.


  ‘That stupid Yu Gyeoul…’


  Let’s give her a flick to the forehead after going up.


  Unexpectedly, thinking of such things helped her ventilate the discomfort out of her mind. 


  However, it lasted less than 5 minutes.


  Once again Yeorum felt the stifling sensation in her heart. Added on top were the discomfort from having her breath suppressed, the frustration from not being able to see far ahead, plus the suffocating sense of the darkness drawing closer in. It felt like she was locked up in a small and suffocating room by herself. 


  All those factors added up harassed her. It was even worse because this didn’t feel like training for Yeorum. 


  ‘Is there nothing? Is it seriously just painful like this?’


  This didn’t feel like training for Yeorum.


  It was torture.


  ‘Like, what is this thing?’


  Usually in games and stuff, don’t you get a reward when you are about this deep? Like, sudden air bubbles that you can breathe from or something?


  Or find a paddle to use, for example?


  Through exercise, she would feel strength being added to her muscles and through fights she earned enlightenments. Since she was here to increase her mana, she at least hoped she would be able to feel mana increasing in her body.


  In that case, at least there would be some incentive to help her endure through this torture but this ‘dive’ simply felt like abusing her body.


  ‘Give me something at least you fucker. I’m not getting motivated at all…’ Yeorum swore at the ocean.


  However, this Tranquil Sea wasn’t an articulately crafted training area like those in games. This was but a portion of mother nature and she wasn’t the protagonist of a story either. Mother nature was brutally indifferent to the baby dragon.


  Yeorum knew that as well.


  Maybe it would feel better to put the blame on one specific person?


  She thought of a bad guy.


  ‘Dick Jitae you son of a bitch…’


  She remembered what happened a few minutes ago – he had shoved her head back into the water.


  Like, so what if I breathe and start again; is the world gonna end or something? Did I ask for your life? I was just trying to go up and get a deep breath before coming back in so why would he stop me like that…


  He didn’t just stop her either and even shoved her underwater.


  Back then, she was extremely shocked.


  She was so shocked that she accidentally snorted water in through her nose and coughed it back out.


  And what was with those condescending eyes?


  Do I look that pathetic to you?


  Did you think I was scared?


  I was just, trying to do one small prep before coming back in…


  She started to actually feel disheartened after extensively pondering on it. The reason she started blaming him was to freshen her mind and yet it ended up agitating her emotions.


  …What’s wrong with me all of a sudden.


  She was already more than 150 metres deep.


  For these last few minutes, she consciously avoided looking around her. The things resembling black walls were a lot closer to her, making it feel like someone had locked her up in a small room by herself, so she consciously focused on what was underneath. That must have been the reason she felt stressed out.


  For fuck’s sake…


  Yeorum shook the useless thoughts away from her head. It was a retarded thought process.


  She could now trust Yu Jitae.


  There was no way he would find her pathetic nor would he shove her underwater for no reason. There must be a reason he did it…


  At the very least, Yeorum was able to forget the pain for a bit while thinking about other things, but she still had trouble breathing. Her diaphragm contracted by itself although she wasn’t breathing. It was the same thing as before on repeat.


  She had a very short yet mind-breakingly strong urge to run away.


  But fortunately, the stifling feeling disappeared after some time, and she found the courage to continue a little bit more.


  .


  .


  .


  Yeorum continued diving deeper in as 10 more minutes, long enough to feel like an hour, went by. 


  The ground that had appeared so far off was finally before her eyes.


  [Depth: 203.9m] [Time: 06:11 (pm)]
[Mana Density: 7.9Ma/p] [↑]


  At last, her white feet landed on the wide and flat ‘field’.
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  The ‘field’ she thought was flat from a distance wasn’t actually that flat. There were hills as well as several craters. 


  200 metres underwater was overall very dark, and that was why she initially thought it was flat. 


  If Yeorum hadn’t found the flag on the way down, she would have been at a loss. In other words, she was currently standing in front of the flag.


  There was no reason to further mention it at this point, but Yu Jitae really was a son of a bitch…


  Although she found the flag on the way down, it was by coincidence that she was able to find it this fast.


  After all, the flag was black.


  This was on purpose. He must have intentionally chosen a black flag. 


  Like, it’s already dark on all sides like a small jail cell. Is it that hard to at least make it a white or a yellow flag…?


  It was when Yeorum grabbed the flag whilst grumbling. The place around her chest suddenly tensed the moment she relaxed as the diaphragm spasm visited yet again. 


  ‘Uht…’


  Blocking her mouth with one hand, Yeorum used the other hand to grab tightly onto the flag and crouched. The desire to breathe soared up from her lungs, through the throat and tried to crawl on top of her tongue. 


  Although this was already the third time, the impulse directly related to survival was extremely difficult to ignore.


  Is this how it feels for food to get stuck on the throat on its way down? No, it in fact felt as if food got stuck on the way out of her body. 


  Fuck. I might die for real.


  Crouching her body like a prawn, Yeorum waited for the stuffiness to disappear. She held even harder onto the flag so as to not run away. If she ran away despite coming this far, she would feel more like a worthless fool in front of Yu Jitae later on. 


  ‘…’


  After a minute of pain that felt like 10 minutes, Yeorum finally lifted her head. Her mind would turn blank a little straight after enduring the urge to breathe so she simply lifted her head from the crouch.


  Finally feels a little better…


  With a hazy pair of eyes, she stared at the ocean scenery. There were only rocks and piles of dirt nearby.


  A little further away was also about the same, but there were some hills and algae although rare. 


  Even further away was too dark to see. It was the tightening wall which she tried exceptionally hard to ignore on the way down. 


  …It was slightly weird.


  Shouldn’t there be tons of corals, seaweed and fish in the ocean? Of course, there were some algae and seaweed here and there, plus rocks and mysterious black things, but even with all that, this ocean was very desolate.  


  Looking back at that from the bottom of the world, Yeorum suddenly felt as if she was the only one left in this world. 


  ‘…’


  She wanted to smoke.


  By habit she touched the part around her ribs only to find her bare skin.


  Oh right, I left my jacket behind.


  I need to go up.


  Lifting her body, Yeorum started swimming in the opposite direction, by pushing aside the heavy water.


  Kugugugung… That was when the surrounding waters began to tremble.


  What?


  Her red eyes shot wide open.


  ***


  “…”


  Above water.


  Gyeoul was throwing glances at Yu Jitae.


  Right now, he was setting up the grill after preparing the pork belly and king oyster mushrooms that he had brought from outside. 


  But there was a problem. The lighter he brought appeared to be broken and was unable to create any fire. 


  Throwing that aside, Yu Jitae used the mana operating method of red dragons to create an ember of fire on his fingertip. And soon, the charcoal was lit.


  “Don’t.”


  His sudden word made Gyeoul flinch.


  “…Don’t wat?”


  “Don’t go inside water.”


  “…I, I wasn’t, goingg to…”


  She was caught red-handed but she pretended otherwise. For almost 3 hours, Yu Jitae wasn’t able to catch any fish and Gyeoul wasn’t allowed to enter the water.


  Yu Jitae had been fishing with an extremely long fishing line. Whenever it felt like there was a catch, he had to turn the reel for three minutes because it was that long.


  But the only things that came out were seaweeds and mysterious chunks. They even fished a shoe once.


  Although he had the same expressionless look on his face, in this context it appeared as if he was dejected and Gyeoul found that very amusing.


  On the other hand, Yu Jitae was constantly stopping her from entering the water for the past 3 hours. For Gyeoul, it was a fun game. Whenever he turned around, she would charge towards the water but would be grabbed by him before she could enter the water.


  But at last, the chance came knocking on the door.


  He half-bent his back into the tent, scavenging through the bag. Seeing that, Gyeoul slowly crawled towards the water. 


  Blindly charging into the water every time must have been the problem. It would be better to kill her presence and slowly crawl there.


  But unlike what she thought, Yu Jitae still somehow noticed it and suddenly turned towards her.


  Hukk. Their eyes met. Immediately after that, Gyeoul started to dash and then jumped towards the ocean, but Yu Jitae’s hand grabbed the child and lifted her up into the air.


  “Kyaa—!”


  Although it was yet another failure, she chuckled out loud.


  “I said you can’t.”


  “…Hehe.”


  In the end, Gyeoul was arrested by Yu Jitae.


  That was how they spent their time.


  Yeorum was still inside the ocean but Gyeoul wasn’t interested in that in the slightest. So what if she didn’t come out, she thought, but Yu Jitae from time to time glanced at the water. 


  Gyeoul was curious why he wasn’t letting her enter the water, since she had already put her feet in it. Therefore, when she was so curious that she couldn’t help it, she asked him.


  “Why can’t you go inside the water, was it?”


  “…Yes.”


  “Actually, it is okay for you to go in.”


  “…Then?”


  “But if you go deeper than 10 metres, that’s when it will start getting troublesome.”


  Gyeoul couldn’t understand his words, because the tourists inside the pamphlet were fine swimming and such.


  “Humans are fine, but aren’t you a dragon?”


  “…Yes.”


  “This ocean has an owner and the house owner has laid a trap. If you try to leave after entering it, the trap will bother you.”


  “…Why?”


  It was because the ocean owner has a peculiar taste – they liked locking the visitor up in the basement. Because of that, the ocean owner was no different from a hunter.


  “…Would I, be at risk?”


  “You won’t be at risk. Because you are friendly with the water.”


  His words made her think of Yeorum.


  Yeorum wasn’t friendly with the water.


  ***


  Something unbelievable happened.


  Yeorum had to change her analysis yet again.


  On the way down, she thought the water was thick like nutella but that was wrong. When she was around 10 metres higher than her original position, the water-attributed mana converged and began to form a shape. It was thin and long, looking just like a tentacle.


  Thinking that something was odd, she was about to dodge it but the formed tentacle came flying in and wrapped itself around her toes.


  Wait, fuck.


  Is this that tentacle play or something?


  Shit.


  Memories came back of the time she visited a normal(?) website out of curiosity, only to never look back at it out of disgust. That was when the water-attributed mana, crawling up her toes, suddenly caught her by the ankle and pulled her towards the depths again.


  It had an astonishing strength to it.


  It was ridiculously strong that she thought her ankle might explode at this point. And yet it still got stronger.


  Huh?


  Uhhh?


  Wait, this is—


  Crackkk!


  Ahkk!


  Both her foot and her ankle were broken – not just once, but at least more than 6 times. Her muscles and ligaments were all torn.


  It hurts like shit…!


  The pain belatedly came flooding in. At the same time, she could feel the bones being out of place.


  Looking down at her legs, her face turned stiff.


  The bones were piercing through her skin; and her skin was either torn or squashed. As if it had just come out of a compressor, everything was crushed beneath her right shin. 


  Her mind turned blank.


  What was happening right now? She couldn’t comprehend what was happening. She heard nothing about this from Yu Jitae.


  Her lungs cried for breath and she had to focus even harder.


  After using up its force, the water-attributed mana dissipated on the spot. Startled by what happened, Yeorum hurriedly began to swim up. She flailed her arms and legs rapidly and unsparingly used her mana but the ocean then started to steal her mana.


  Her right ankle didn’t move at all, so she could only rely on her left leg and her arms to move forward. It therefore took a long time.


  “Huuk…!”


  Even though she wasn’t moving it, the swaying ankle cried out in pain and Yeorum couldn’t help but let out a groan. Blood oozed out but it simply floated in the middle of the dense water.


  Calm down.


  Calm down.


  Let’s think.


  Diligently moving her arms, Yeorum pondered.


  Was it done by a living being?


  No. There had been no such thing, nor is there anything similar right now. 


  The only thing she could feel with her senses was the ‘Tranquil Sea’ that she had been feeling the whole time.


  In other words, it meant that the tentacle wasn’t something intentional that someone had sent for her.


  It was then highly likely for it to be a basic mechanism of the mana spreading across the ocean, similar to how they were all ‘hook-shaped molecules’. Their job might be to break the legs of people whenever they tried to escape the water, like a reflex action of the central nervous system.


  That meant it wasn’t necessarily aiming for her and because of that, it might be fine after that.


  Right. It will be all fine.


  There’s no reason to be scared like a coward…


  Huh…?
But then why is there another tentacle there…?


  The aura of water gathered in one place yet again and formed a shape.


  Startled, Yeorum began to swing her arms even faster.


  The storming tentacle dashed in; this time towards her left leg.


  She couldn’t sit still and let it do its thing, so Yeorum turned her body with a flick and kicked the stream of water as hard as she could. It was a kick strong enough to break the skull of an elephant, but the water dissipated only momentarily before simply gathering again and landing on her leg.


  No.


  No no no no.


  In the end, it wrapped itself around her ankle.


  Ah fuck that’s…


  Crackkkk!


  “Uhuhk…!”


  A shriek left through her clenched teeth as her left leg crumbled from the irresistible force. Her eyes were about to bounce out. This time, it happened while she was conscious of it, and the pain was thus almost enough to make her faint. She wasn’t crying and yet tears flowed out of her eyes on its own.


  ‘Hah, fuck…’


  Again, the water tentacle lost its force and dissipated after breaking her leg.


  While sobbing, she waved her arms. Her breath that was already close to running out squeezed her throat. She wanted to vomit.


  She had to regain her composure.


  Whatever the case, I wouldn’t die here would I?


  Would Yu Jitae leave me here to die? Besides, even without Yu Jitae I’ll never die.


  However, thoughts weren’t always in alignment with emotions.


  She was inside the detestable water. She had to swim through the suppressing friction, wave her arms and hold her breath, and yet now her legs ached as if they were scorched.


  Though she was used to pain, it was still hard for her to withstand it. She wanted to throw everything away and drop it. She felt a strong urge to dispel the polymorph and teleport out in her dragon form. 


  The strong urge encroached her emotions like a flame.


  What kind of fucked up traning is this? 


  How is this a way to get stronger?


  Feels like dog shit…


  Why do I have to be the only one suffering through this?


  That idiot must be playing her heart out by now…


  Her frustration became oil that stimulated her impulse.


  …That must be why he said that at the start.


  – Prepare yourself mentally.


  – Arm yourself mentally before you go in.


  – Endure it no matter how painful.


  Yeorum clenched her teeth.


  It was now a matter of pride. Whether it be training or whatever, she simply wasn’t allowed to give up in front of hardship. Becoming stronger came second.


  In order to survive, she had to advance.


  She forcibly suppressed the impulse. Fortunately, the diaphragm spasm didn’t happen again, but it was still unclear what other dangers there might be. She had to continue moving even if that meant losing more energy. 


  Her right leg from the ankle to halfway through the shin; and her left leg was crushed all the way down from her knee.


  However, she tried moving both of them and realised that her thighs could still move.


  ‘Uukk….’


  Although the pain was immense, the fact that she could move them was important. Regularly moving her thighs back and forth, she added to the speed. 


  Though she was losing blood, she could heal it once she was outside.


  Although her mana was being snatched, she could recover outside.


  Though she was short of breath, she could breathe the fresh air when outside.


  As expected, going back up was a lot harder than coming down. That probably would have been the same even if her legs were fine.


  Yeorum felt as if she would lose her mind. Her mind was unfocused and her eyes were hazy but she did not stop swimming up.


  She proceeded on.


  Towards the transparent and bright sky above.


  *


  Peng– peng–


  “…Aht.”


  It was a bite…! Startled, Gyeoul tapped Yu Jitae’s arm with her palms. But Yu Jitae tilted his head as if he didn’t understand so Gyeoul rushed him while pointing at the reel of the fishing rod.


  “…Nnnn, hurry.”


  “Huh?”


  “…Aren’t you pulling?”


  “Ah, right.”


  Yu Jitae started to turn the reel.


  Before long, something came out of the water. Thinking that it was a very large fish, Gyeoul flickered her eyes.


  Puaak–


  The thing that came up holding onto the fishing line, powerlessly opened their mouth.


  “Fishy Yeorumm is heree…”


  It was Yeorum.


  She crawled on her knees and staggered before falling on her side. ‘Huuk, huuk…’ She murmured under her breath.


  “A big catch, you fuckers…”


  Soon she laid down on her back, closed her eyes and took deep breaths in and out. Both her lips and her face were pale.


  Gyeoul widened her eyes.


  Yeorum was bleeding from both of her legs and it appeared very severe. Regardless of whether she liked her or not, an injury of that level came as quite a shock to Gyeoul. It would have been interesting if she was slightly injured but that was way too much. Startled, she rushed towards her with blinking eyes.


  “…Are you alright?”


  “Yeah… I’m alright…”


  “…What, happened?”


  “Dunno. Maybe I bumped into something on the way.”


  How could she be this injured from bumping into something? Gyeoul pondered curiously. 


  While Yu Jitae was walking towards them, Yeorum twitched her fingers.


  “Ey. Bring your head closer.”


  “…Head?”


  A fist suddenly came flying towards her head.


  Kong…


  “…??”


  Gyeoul was startled from the sudden attack.


  But it didn’t hurt.
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  “Get up.”


  Yu Jitae’s voice made Yeorum shoot her eyes open.


  “…”


  But her crimson eyes were out of focus.


  “Have some food.”


  “…Huh?”


  “Food.”


  “Ah, food…”


  She raised her body. Her body that had been covered with wounds was almost fully cured already thanks to the authority of a dragon. Although there were still hook-shaped water molecules sticking to her leg, even those were slowly being cleansed thanks to the ‘dragon’s mana’. 


  Pulverised bones and wounds filled with filth – a human would have had to rest for a full week at the best medical institution in the world at the very least, and yet she recovered from such wounds just by lying down for a few hours. It truly was an efficient body. 


  “Here.”


  Yu Jitae handed her a plastic plate.


  “…What’s this?”


  “Meat and some other stuff. Eat it.”


  “Ahh, meat…”


  “You did great.”


  “Yah.”


  Yeorum probably wasn’t feeling like eating anything. He therefore expected her to reject it but she received the plate with trembling hands, picked up a piece of meat with her bare hands and shoved it down her mouth. 


  Her eyes were still drenched with fatigue.


  That was when Gyeoul came closer to the tent. She crouched on the ground and ate her share of meat while observing Yeorum.


  Yeorum had trouble eating seemingly because she couldn’t swallow anything. She constantly shoved food into her mouth and yet couldn’t swallow it so her cheeks soon swelled like a balloon. Even then, she continued pushing food into her mouth.


  Gyeoul grinned. What’s wrong with her? That seemed to be what her smile suggested.


  “What you laughing at, you idiot.”


  “…None of your business.”


  “Stop laughing. You freaking,”


  Pork belly, chicken skewers, mushrooms and sausage. They were all cooked until brown with the smell of charcoal in them. Yeorum continued shoving all those into her mouth.


  “…How was itt?”


  “How was what.”


  “…Was it hard?”


  “Was doable.”


  “…Did somessing, bite your leg?”


  “No, I told you I bumped into something on the way out.”


  Yu Jitae followed suit with a question.


  “Are you alright?”


  “Of course. Why wouldn’t I be alright? It’s nothing much.”


  Yeorum softly smiled and continued devouring the meat.


  By the time she was almost done with the food, Yu Jitae handed her the jacket along with her pack of cigarettes. Yeorum took the clothes, cursorily tossed it over her shoulders and glared at him for a while. She then snatched the pack of cigarettes away from his hand, placed one in her mouth and lit in on fire.


  Meanwhile, Gyeoul ran away from the smoke with a frown.


  “Are you gonna smoke by yourself?”


  “Yep. Just me.”


  She exhaled out as dense smoke filled the tent.


  “By the way, I have a question,” she said.


  “What is it.”


  “Going down and coming back up. It wasn’t hard or anything but it did test my patience.”


  “I’m sure it would have.”


  “Did you see what I was doing?”


  “Only when it seemed dangerous.”


  “Yeah. Well, it wasn’t hard but there was pain that I had never felt before. So I could understand why you told me to not run away, but…”


  “So, was it difficult?”


  “No? It wasn’t difficult, alright? I’m not trying to say the training is too hard or anything like that.”


  Yeorum continued with a frown.


  “It was nothing but suffering and I didn’t earn anything. That was my question throughout the training; like, what kind of training is this?”


  “…”


  “Is there no change because it’s only 200 metres so far? Or what? Am I doing something wrong?”


  Yu Jitae looked at her with a gaze filled with doubt.


  “Nothing changed?”


  “Yeah. Nothing at all. Both going down and coming up. To be honest, it just felt like being tortured you know?”


  “Oh… really?”


  He felt slightly amused.


  It must have been really hard for her. How exhausted must she be to be so disoriented? Even after taking a rest, she appeared to be clueless about the change that had happened to her. 


  Yu Jitae pondered on how he should explain the whole thing but soon changed his line of thought. A picture tells a thousand words and seeing with her own eyes would be a thousand-fold better.


  “Come out once you’re done smoking.”


  *


  Mana resided in the mana hall (dantian). The specificalities of these ‘dantians’ differed according to the race.


  Humans had one; dragons had three.


  Out of the three dantians that dragons had, the one at the very top – the ‘upper dantian’ was known as the ‘dragon heart’. And hatchlings on their Amusements all had Origin Fragment next to their dragon heart.


  Since hatchlings were immature, they generally wouldn’t even be able to handle this dragon heart properly. 


  Mana and organisms had a complementary relationship. Mana might visit first and stay in the organism’s dantian, but on the flip side, the organism might instead be the one that pulls mana in.


  The easiest way to confirm the state of mana was to simply feel it, but there were methods to check from the outside in case one wasn’t in the right state of mind to do so.


  Yu Jitae took out a small lens from the [Shallows of the Abyss (S)].


  This was a Level 2 artifact, [Monocle of a Mage]. It was an extremely rare artifact for a Level 2 one, since only two of them existed in the entire world.


  This monocle allowed the wearer to confirm the amount and shape of mana that belonged to an individual but it was a consumable that had limited usage, so he didn’t use it very often. It had been stored up for occasions like this. 


  “Use this.”


  “Use it? How? It’s just a lens.”


  “Put it in front of your eye.”


  When Yeorum brought the lens to her eye, it fixed itself on the spot in mid-air, around 1 centimetre away from her eye.


  “It’s locked there, yeah? Now put mana into it and look at your hand.”


  Doubtfully, she flowed mana into the lens but that was when something mysterious happened.


  “Huh?”


  Her hand started to look strange over the lens. There was a red translucent layer resembling a stocking over her body. Yeorum deeply considered what it might be and realised that it was the blessing, [Tenacity] that existed for all dragons.


  Lowering her head, she saw a sparkling gem around her heart. This was the [Dragon Heart]. 


  “Wow. What the fuk…”


  “It looks similar to the mana you usually feel in your body right?”


  Compared to the legs, hands and arms, her neck and her stomach that had extra protection of tenacity had a thicker layer of translucent red over it.


  “Yeah. Looks exactly the same.”


  Although mana did not have a form, an existence with a will could comprehend mana, because despite its invisibility, it moved according to how they wanted it to move. After getting used to that process, they could even ‘see’ its movement by sensing the abilities and blessings that always cover their body. 


  Confirming the image that had always been in her imagination with her own eyes was an interesting experience for Yeorum.


  “Then lift your eyes up and look around.”


  “Nn? Ah…!”


  She gasped after looking at her surroundings. Blue and red auras intertwined from far off and were revolving around Yeorum as if she was the sun. It was a tremendous amount of mana that reached roughly 20% of the mana she had in her dragon heart. 


  “What is all this?”


  “They’re all mana that were pulled out from the sea by your will. You haven’t absorbed them yet though.”


  Despite being put in various situations that might have killed her, she endured through it and survived. Pushing through it despite her ability to avoid it represented her strong will and that strong will for survival had the gravity to pull the surrounding mana towards her.


  However, she still had yet to absorb them fully. If her will for survival was to bend here, those mana would eventually start to leave her. 


  She had to grab them before they could.


  “Sit down. Close your eyes and breathe in. Rest your mind. You will now absorb those into your body.”


  “Huh? Uh, okay.”


  Collapsing on the spot, Yeorum closed her eyes and started to [pulse] her heart. Slowly, the fluctuating auras of crimson began to enter her body.


  After three hours of meditation, Yeorum opened her eyes with a mutter.


  “That’s crazy…”


  The time it took from entering the water, all the way to fainting and meditation – the whole process took 9 hours. 


  In just 9 hours, the capacity of her mana increased by 1.2 times.


  “…”


  Yeorum was dumbfounded.


  ***


  The next day, while Gyeoul with her feet in the water was explaining to Yu Jitae about expanding her business… so, while she was sharing stories about her school life, Yeorum continued the meditation by herself for a few hours. 


  Even superhumans had the same brain speed as a normal person, unless they had a blessing related to that but a dragon’s brain had a different volume compared to that of a human, and even hatchlings were the same.


  She imagined all the possible ways in which she could use the newly-earned mana. Diving into her memories, she pulled out images of the monsters she understood almost perfectly and fought against them inside her head.


  After she was done making herself more accustomed to the mana she now had, Yeorum realised once again how much stronger she had become and gave a smile.


  The place she was sitting down for the meditation was near the waters. While standing up, she found her own reflection on the surface of the water.


  Red hair. Red eyes.


  Oh my, such beauty…


  During that, Yeorum found a reddish-black bruise on her neck. She lowered the zip of her training jacket and saw the reflection of her body. She looked at the scars etched across her body, and soon lowered her gaze towards her red feet that were still covered with recovering wounds.


  These were even more beautiful than her face.


  Yeorum smiled once again.


  She had become stronger. By trying hard, she became stronger. She became stronger through enduring the urge to run away. 


  That put her in a good mood and she continued laughing like a madman.


  After a few hours at the break of dawn, before the sun even rose in this dimension – while Gyeoul was deep in her sleep as a thin layer of fog covered the surface of the water, Yu Jitae called Yeorum. He had to push her back into the water before her desperateness lost its inertial force. 


  “Today it will be a bit more dangerous.”


  “Nn.”


  “So let’s go together.”


  “Huh?”


  Yu Jitae started to undo the buttons of his business shirt. 


  “What you doing? Showing off your body?”


  “…”


  “Better to take off your pants then.”


  This was a business shirt the kids had chosen for him, and he didn’t want it to touch the dirty water here.


  “Yu Yeorum. Up to 200 metres, it was okay for you to fail.”


  “Huh?”


  “Because you can undo your polymorph if need be.”


  “True.”


  “But now you can’t. If you fail 500 metres deep, your presence will be felt too vividly and will reach the depths. Things will get troublesome.”


  “So it’s fine as long as I don’t dispel my polymorph right? That’s fine then ‘cuz I’m not gonna fail.”


  “No. We can’t guarantee that this time.”


  “It can’t be that difficult. Seriously, I won’t fail it for sure. Right now, I’m even more hyped up than when I dived for that 200-metre flag.”


  “I know but let’s go together.”


  “No no no. It’s fine. You don’t have to help me so much.”


  Saying that, Yeorum walked up and started re-doing the buttons of his business shirt.


  “Stay here. You didn’t tell me the details about the environment so that I’d be more desperate, right?”


  “But difficulty should only be to some degree. 500 metres will be a lot more difficult than you think.”


  “Ahh like I said, it’ll be fine.”


  As if it was her first time buttoning up someone else’s shirt, her hands weren’t nimble. Yeorum slowly did the buttons but suddenly murmured, ‘Ah, someone’s not going to like this…’ and distanced herself.


  “Hmm. Oh well, it’s fine since she didn’t see it.”


  “…”


  “Anyway, listen to me. I actually could have done the 200-metre dive a lot faster.”


  “Then why didn’t you.”


  “But I went a lot slower so that I could analyse the water. It was easy, and the 500-metre flag will be even easier.”


  Why was Yeorum so adamant about refusing his help? Yu Jitae knew the answer.


  Yeorum struggled for survival.


  Before leaving on her Amusement, her life had always been dependent on others. Her unfortunate talent and late birth, her oldest sister who took lives and her fate that could have taken her life… Because of that, she wished to do everything by herself during her Amusement.


  So for her, Yu Jitae’s goodwill was not something she could receive open-mindedly – it felt more like the sympathy of the strong to the weak. This was something that touched her pride. 


  That wasn’t his intention and Yeorum was probably aware of that as well. However, sometimes there was an emotional line that was even more important than the rational thoughts and right now, Yu Jitae was just outside her boundaries.


  “It will be very dangerous. Mentally arm yourself.”


  “Aigo, okay okay.”


  “It will be physically exhausting as well as mentally.”


  “I get it sirr. Okay.”


  “…”


  “If you were going to worry so much, then why did you even place a flag past 500 metres?”


  Yeorum laughed while Yu Jitae turned silent. Before long, Yeorum took her jacket off and tossed it.


  “I can do it by myself.”


  Leaving those words behind, she jumped into the water.


  This time, it really won’t be easy.


  *


  But after exactly 8 hours, Yeorum crawled outside with her body in tatters.


  Her arms and her legs were broken. On top of that, her ribs were ripped out to the point that others could vaguely see the outline of her rib cages. Blood dripped from one of her eyes and travelled down her cheeks onto the ground. 


  Stopping all those wounds from bleeding with her mana, Yeorum crawled outside. She was even missing one of her fingers.


  Yeorum was literally bloodstained, and was in tatters. 


  “Fishy… Yeowumm…”


  Unable to continue her words, she wobbled.


  Yu Jitae hurriedly ran up and supported her body. Her entire body was shaking and her skin was as cold as a sheet of ice. She had short breaths and her eyes twitched.


  “Hu… ukk… Fuk…”


  “Breathe, Yeorum. Breathe.”


  “Ukk… kukk…”


  “Now!”


  Only then did she try to breathe properly. 


  He had been watching over her and several times he was about to go in and help her but didn’t. There were countless hazards and risks 500-metres deep and yet Yeorum withstood all those ordeals and endured it.


  This came as an extreme surprise, even in the eyes of the Regressor. 


  Lifting his eyes, Yu Jitae looked around. Clumps of mana that were 3 times bigger than the ones she had after the 200-metre dive were revolving around Yeorum. 


  “Good work.”


  “Did I do well…?”


  “Yeah. You really did. It’s amazing.”


  Despite her constantly short breaths, her lips curled up.


  “What did I, say…”


  She raised her hand with all the power she could manage.


  “I said… I can do it by myself…”


  In her hand was a transparent cloth that had been a part of the flag, that currently looked more like a rag. “I get it so don’t move,” said Yu Jitae while trying to take the flag but her fingers were rigid and were tightly clamping onto it.


  “Hah, but fuck… so black wasn’t enough… A transparent flag… you can’t be human… kuk, kukukk…”


  She powerlessly laughed,


  “Yu Jitae, you, fucking devil…”


  And fainted straight after her words.


  Episode 89: Partner (6)


  “…”


  She looks like she is in a very good mood, thought Yu Gyeoul.


  “…”


  It happened about half a day ago – Yu Yeorum crawled out of the water with a crushed body.


  Lifting her up, Yu Jitae walked into the tent and closed the door, before telling her, ‘Play by yourself for a bit’. Before long, an aura that Gyeoul found unpleasant – the aura of the red race – started to flow out of the tent.


  This was odd, because Yeorum’s aura had never been this big. So what kind of aura was this…?


  In any case, playing by herself was something she was good at. Sitting near the soothing waters, she closed her eyes while humming a song. Looking back, the memories of the very distant past vividly filled her mind. The rustling voices around her the moment she broke out of her egg; the hands that tossed her around like a product; and the first thing she saw when she opened her eyes… those eyes…


  Emotions of that time vibrantly resurfaced along with the memories. Constantly ruminating on those memories allowed Gyeoul to fully enjoy herself to her heart’s content.


  Sometimes, she wanted to forever remain in that world of illusion.


  A lot of time went by. The tent reopened and Yeorum walked out looking like a severe patient with countless unclosed wounds all across her body. 


  Why was she so injured this time?


  Since last time she said she bumped into something, she must have crashed into something this time. 


  Yeorum walked to a corner of a large piece of rock and started to meditate.


  .


  .


  .


  That night, after her meditation, she became extremely loud.


  ‘Dude, I’m super strong now.’


  ‘About to smack Yu Jitae very soon.’


  ‘What? Smack Yu Jitae? Oh my! Yu Yeorum, even the sky is not her limit…’


  Gyeoul gave a frown. It definitely was a crash. She must have crashed into something head-first.


  ‘Yu Gyeoul. What should I do?’


  ‘Tell me, huh? What should your unni do?’


  ‘I don’t think I can lose anymore so what should I do! Hahahahaha!’


  Gyeoul ran away but Yeorum followed.


  Persistently she followed her and grabbed her in the end, to simply explain how much stronger she had become. Unable to deal with it any longer, Gyeoul blocked her ears but her thunderous voice roared through her palms. 


  ‘Stop the nonsense. You’ll be going deeper tomorrow so prepare yourself beforehand. There’s not much time.’


  ‘Yes sirr ♥’


  Yeorum finally became quiet.


  After that, Yu Jitae and Yu Yeorum shared a lot of conversations till night. It went like this.


  ‘We have to go together.’


  ‘I’m fine though? I can do it by myself!’


  ‘It’s dangerous. Yeorum. This time, I’m serious.’


  ‘I’ve always been serious though.’


  ‘Aren’t you afraid? You should have felt yourself what lies deeper down.’


  ‘Yes, but if I go by myself, are you going to let me die?’


  ‘No.’


  ‘Then I won’t die. I’ll be back in one piece.’


  She’s so full of confidence as always…


  Gyeoul always found that to be bizarre. Yeorum was never in a good shape whenever she returned from the dive. She was severely injured every time. Gyeoul could remember the pain Yeorum went through – how she vomited blood after constant short breaths; her pale expression as if in fear and how she crawled while pulling her legs with her arms.


  And yet Yeorum would smile after a little as if nothing was wrong.


  Gyeoul found that astounding.


  How could she be full of confidence after going through all that?


  How was it that she could still smile?


  Wasn’t she scared?


  …Maybe it’s because she injured her brain?


  If it was me, I would be scared for a month at least…


  That seemed to be the end of that day.


  But in the middle of the night, Gyeoul opened her eyes after hearing a strange sound. A strange gulping sound was heard from outside the tent, along with a teary noise.


  Lifting her body, she found that the door of the tent was half-open. With her eyes in the shape of (o.O), Gyeoul looked outside and found Yeorum facing the ocean.


  She was crying.


  …Eh?


  …Why is she crying?


  ‘??’


  Curious, Gyeoul was about to walk outside but someone pulled her body in. Caught in someone’s embrace, Gyeoul turned her head and saw Yu Jitae who shook his head facing the child as if telling her to not go outside. She didn’t know why he was stopping her but she obediently gave a nod.


  She felt strange.


  That night, she had trouble falling back asleep.


  .


  .


  .


  The next morning.


  Yeorum was surprisingly back to normal during breakfast. She still had wounds and her stamina had yet to fully recover. Because of that, she took a rest at the corner of the tent while Yu Jitae and Gyeoul were playing outside.


  It was by night that she finally started to prepare for the dive. 


  ‘Fishy Yeorum ready for the dive! Skipping the exercise before dive!’


  ‘About to become a blue dragon at this rate!’


  ‘Shat! That’s a bit iffy!’


  ‘Yeorum is a fishy!’


  ‘Anyways, off she goes!’


  With a loud announcement, she entered her third dive.


  .


  .


  .


  And a few hours later at dusk.


  The dimensions cracked open as a red hatchling revealed itself.


  The might of a baby dragon, reaching 8 metres in height fluttering its wings, shook the whole atmosphere of this wide dimension. In a normal ocean, schools of fish would have suffocated to death from that pressure; the aura that alerted the world of its arrival and presence.


  However, the red hatchling couldn’t fly for long. 


  It staggered in all directions, unbelievably feeble for its large size. Like a fly that had breathed in pesticide, it wobbled before dropping to the ground but even after that, it fluttered its wings and wriggled, seemingly in pain.


  Startled, Gyeoul turned towards Yu Jitae.


  ‘Can you stay inside the tent for a bit?’


  ***


  The sea was tranquil, just like its name.


  Yeorum was silent and so was Yu Jitae.


  She sat facing the ocean with her face away from him.


  For a long time, they remained silent as Yeorum gazed down at the water with her head lowered. Everything was so silent to the point that the small sound of her lips parting reached the ocean as well as his ears. 


  As if she found herself pathetic, Yeorum said.


  “I failed.”


  Yu Jitae didn’t return any words. Gyeoul and him were the only ones that saw what happened just then because he made sure that no-one else could see her.


  “…Well, were you surprised? Since I suddenly popped out?”


  “I wasn’t really, no.”


  “Really? I guess that’s just how you are. It’s the first time I showed you my dragon form. How was I, pretty?”


  “No.”


  “Can’t you just say I was pretty even if it’s just empty words?”


  “No.”


  “…”


  She picked up a pebble and threw it in the water.


  Pong–


  A ripple travelled across the silent ocean.


  “Why did you come out.”


  “What do you mean why. It’s nothing crazy. I just found it hard on the way down. Tried to endure it but it wasn’t easy.”


  “How far did you go down.”


  “Just deep enough. Ah, of course it was more than 500 metres.”


  “Let’s go down again after healing your wounds.”


  “It’s fine.”


  “What?”


  “I’m gonna stop now.”


  Yu JItae gave a frown.


  Yeorum picked a different pebble and began throwing it up and down. She looked extremely fidgety.


  “Yeorum.”


  “Ah, c’mon to be honest, this should be more than enough already.”


  “You can’t give up here.”


  “Why? I at least went down 500 metres didn’t I? And I’ve built a lot more mana. It’s 1.8 times more than what I started with so that’s enough.”


  “It is not enough. Far from it. I didn’t prepare this training to only build such an insignificant amount in your body.”


  …


  The rock that had been jumping up and down her hands came to a stop.


  “What did you prepare?”


  “What?”


  “Putting that stupid invisible flag underwater?”


  “No. It hasn’t yet…”


  “Like I said, I just don’t want to do it okay?”


  Her voice became a little louder. He couldn’t see her face so he couldn’t see the expression that was on her face.


  “This much is enough isn’t it? Isn’t the training for me to get stronger? I’ve become strong enough already.”


  “Yeorum.”


  “Why, I tried as hard as I could, you know? Same for 200 metres but for 500 metres, I put in more effort than I had ever done in my life.”


  “…”


  “I’ve done enough. This is fine already. How much harder can I do from here? Isn’t it fine to stop what I don’t want to do after this much?”


  “Yeorum. Calm down first.”


  “I am calm. I’m just stating the facts.”


  “Yu Yeorum.”


  Yu Jitae’s voice serenely echoed across. As if startled, her voice came to a stop, but before long, her hands started fidgeting again as the pebble bounced up and down.


  “But, I’m serious. I’ve done enough. I think, it really is time for me to take a rest…”


  “…”


  “At least, I didn’t cause trouble. I swam up to the 200 metre mark and teleported from there.”


  She stood up from the ground.


  “I’m going now. You two can play for a bit more. There won’t be any problems. That thing underneath… that shit probably doesn’t even know I was here in its slightest dreams.”


  He opened his mouth with a sigh.


  “Yes. You’ve done well. I know you were trying very hard until now. But you see Yeorum, you have to go again.”


  “I don’t want to.”


  “You must go.”


  “I don’t want to.”


  “You can’t say no just because you don’t want to. You have to do it.”


  “I don’t want to. No. I’m saying I don’t want to do it. And I’m going to stop.”


  “Who says.”


  “I say it. Why? Am I not even allowed to decide that myself?”


  Her voice became increasingly louder.


  “I’m saying I don’t want to do it! Can I not even say that?! Can’t I find it painful to get hurt? Can I not hate how it feels to bleed? Can I not find it frustrating to not hear anything; get irritated to not see a single thing? Can I not say that? Me!?”


  “Yu Yeorum.”


  “Stop. I’m going!”


  “You can’t. If you don’t do this now, you’ll never be able to. You need to know that there is inertia to failures as well. Didn’t I tell you? That you must do it in one go?”


  “No? I just don’t want to.”


  “You can do it. You’ve been doing it well so why wouldn’t you do something that you can,”


  “Do you think I really don’t want to do it? I can’t–!!”


  It was an anguished shout sounding like her throat was ripped apart.


  “I can’t do it! I just can’t do it anymore…!”


  As the silence came once again after her shout, her breaths turned audibly louder as her words began to tremble. A voice filled with tears soon crawled all the way up from beneath her throat. Uhk, uhk… but it stayed within her throat, unable to cross the syrinx.


  “W, why are you doing this to me? You should know… D, don’t you know what I want to say already…? You said you’ve done it… you said you know how painful it is…”


  “…”


  “D, do you have to hear me say it in such a pathetic way? W, will that make you feel better…?”


  Saying that, she lifted her hands and started wiping her eyes. Tears that had already flowed out were about to drop from her chin. 


  Yeorum started crying just like last night.


  There was only one reason why she would cry.


  “I’m, scared…”


  Yeorum crouched on the spot. She seemed to have reached the limit in holding her tears in and she audibly sobbed.


  “It’s too scary… I can’t do it anymore…”


  Her sorrow turned into drops that endlessly flowed down as heavy marbles.


  “My skin gets ripped the whole time; it’s painful…


  “The feeling of my bones breaking and disjointing gives me goosebumps…


  “I feel painfully powerless from all the bleeding… it feels like I’m about to die…


  “And so what if I go down…? It’s dark. I can’t see anything a, and, everything becomes narrow. I feel like I’m locked in a small room… it suffocates my chest… It’s scary…


  “W, when I go down it becomes quiet… I can’t hear anything; I can’t tell the direction… I feel like a fool… it’s scary…


  “Deeper down even the time feels off… my senses feel weird. I don’t even know if I’m right or wrong… I thought I was dying there for a month… it was too scary…


  “And those weird things attack me. They like, bite me, scratch and stab… why do I have to be attacked like that…?


  “My heart feels suppressed, and plus my chest contracts like crazy. I try to endure it but it happens again in 10 minutes… I want to breathe… Why do I have to hold my breath like an idiot…?


  “Why do I have to be the only one suffering…?”


  The emotions that she had pressed deep inside her – those suppressed emotions came flooding out. 


  “What did I ever do wrong…?”


  Over countless times, Yeorum had wanted to ask that very question but she held it in, because that might again make her look childish. However, she couldn’t hold it in anymore.


  “Wasn’t I trying hard…?


  “I tried my best…


  “I really, really did my best…”


  She couldn’t control the surge of emotions, and thus the child sorrowfully sobbed.


  “So please, let me just stop now…”


  









“Please…”


  Episode 89: Partner (7)


  He sat next to Yeorum, and quietly waited until she stopped crying. He knew a day like this would come one day and in fact, it should have come a lot earlier. 


  Yeorum couldn’t stop her tears with ease and wiped the endlessly falling tears with her hands full of wounds.


  “Hkk…”


  Dragons weren’t unique. Their uniqueness was born from the long amount of time they lived and the experience they built. 


  So Yeorum’s mind wasn’t very different from an 18 year old human’s, and the training she had gone through until now was far too severe for an 18 year old human to handle.


  “Ukk, hupp… uht…”


  The Regressor pondered.


  In order to remove the limit of the mana capacity that was sealed tightly shut, that person had to live through a painful period of time that screamed of death without running away from it. However, Yeorum being a ‘dragon’ was where the problem lied.


  “Ukk, uhk…”


  To beings with good memories, a failure was something to be feared. Right now, Yeorum still vividly remembered the emotions she felt the first time she was met with a failure. Such a memory will continue to grab her by the ankles as shackles and make her like an elephant restricted by a rope from its youth, that cannot escape from it even after reaching adulthood. 


  “Huuk… uhk…”


  For dragons with their good memories, failures had an inertial force that tended to become a habit, but one failure was still fine because the depth of that failure was still relatively shallow.


  “Nnn… hkk…”


  With more frequency came a deeper range of experience and unfortunately, failure was also an experience of its own. Such experiences will tangle deeply into her ankles as more shackles that then make it increasingly more difficult for her to overcome.  


  Therefore, Yeorum had to do this through now. If she didn’t do it now, she might never be able to.


  And Yeorum will die at the end of her Amusement.


  “Huukk… ukkk…”


  So by the time the child almost stopped crying, he opened his mouth.


  “If your emotions get the best of you, you might go the wrong way.”


  “…”


  “Let’s think about it again after you calm down.”


  Those were far too crude words.


  ***


  As she stopped crying, the sea yet again turned silent.


  “When we were playing there…”


  Yeorum opened her mouth with a murmur.


  “…it was so fun.”


  “You mean Las Vegas.”


  “Nn. It was really… really really fun. If things could be that fun, maybe it’ll be fine to live for just 20 years and die.”


  “…”


  “You know… so I thought…”


  The ripples of her first failure were already moving her mind.


  “…Is there a meaning to a long life?”


  “…”


  “Even if it’s a short life, if I, was to enjoy that time… wouldn’t that be a good enough life already?”


  She was about to crumble mentally.


  “Thinking like that, I realised there was no more point in struggling underneath, so I came up.”


  “…”


  “I’m, done weeping now. I’m not emotional. But I still want to stop and go back. As I said, I’m very tired and I just want to rest.”


  He didn’t reply.


  Humans, if they so wished, could conquer Mount Everest, but some humans had trouble getting up from their bed in the morning. It was a difference in their willpower. Beings with their willpower snapped cannot do anything and that was her current state of mind. 


  It was a difficult issue. In what ways could you encourage a bird who lost its wings after a crash that now fears flying to fly again…


  At the end of a deep contemplation, he opened his mouth.


  “Yes. You’re right. There’s nothing good with living a long life.”


  “…”


  “But you told me that you are not getting stronger to survive.”


  “Nn…?”


  “Didn’t you say that you had words you had yet to convey? I thought you wanted to say something to your oldest unni and your dead youngest unni.”


  “…”


  “You have to tell them those words.”


  Yeorum wasn’t trying to get stronger to survive. Her primal goal was revenge.


  “You have good memories for no reason, fuck…”


  She grumbled but couldn’t return any words.


  “Let’s go one more time. This time, I will watch over you from behind. I wasn’t expecting you to force through the depths by yourself in the first place. There is a limit to what a person can do by themselves.”


  “Did you not understand my words…? I didn’t come up because it was difficult. I told you it’s because it was painful.”


  “It’s mental training. We can’t do anything about that because you will get stronger the more pain you overcome.”


  “How…”


  Yeorum seemingly choked on her words and bit her lips.


  “How can you make it sound so easy as if you know how I feel…?”


  “Why can’t I.”


  “You are already strong… It must have been ages ago that you did something similar. And obviously you must have been better than how I am right now… You don’t know how much pain and torture I had to endure underneath, do you…”


  With a powerless voice and yet with a definite attitude, Yeorum was refusing his approach. Once again, Yu Jitae had to stop before her mental ‘boundary’.


  “You have no idea how painful it was…”


  Like how the wealthy disregarded coins, the strong cannot understand the weak – that seemed to be her line of thought.


  “So, let’s just go back… Nn…? I want to stop looking pathetic…”


  Throughout the iterations, he had never experienced such a thing, and Yu Jitae had no history to reflect on in such an inexperienced world. 


  So what he would do now, was also a type of challenge for the Regressor.


  “Unfortunately, you can’t do that.”


  “…”


  “You have to go in again.”


  “Do you have to make me a retard till the end…?”


  “Yu Yeorum.”


  Yu Jitae called the child. As the reddened eyes and the cheeks tainted with tears turned towards him, he put his hand into thin air and took out the monocle.


  “What?”


  “Let’s do it one last time. Last time.”


  “…”


  “Let’s do it one more time, and stop if it doesn’t work.”


  “Do what. Push me down the ocean again…? And then you say this and that from behind…?”


  “That’s what I was going to do, but not anymore.”


  “Then what. Isn’t that how a teacher is supposed to teach? And when I freak out saying I can’t do it, you’re going to tell me off again…”


  “…”


  “That’s what you’ve always been like… Well, probably because I never said I was scared or it hurt but…”


  He looked at the child’s body. Feeling his gaze, Yeorum covered her body that was filled with wounds with her two arms but seemed to be ignorant of the wounds that were also on her arms. 


  “Right. That’s what I used to do.”


  Will it be possible for me to fully understand you? Although Yu Jitae wasn’t certain, he also knew that he would never find out without trying. 


  “This time, let’s take a different approach.”


  Saying that, Yu Jitae closed his eyes.


  “Like I said, what kind of meaning…”


  It was when Yeorum was about to complain from the frustration that something happened.


  “Is there…”


  Unable to finish her words off, Yeorum widened her eyes.


  “Huh…?”


  Over the monocle, she saw things that she had never seen before. Underneath the ashen sky of dusk, things as large and tall as apartments appeared before her.


  “Uh, uhh…?”


  It looked surreal.


  What is that?


  Yeorum thought to herself. When she looked at herself over the monocle, the authorities and blessings protecting her body had resembled simple stockings and leather armour, but what she was now seeing over the monocle was different.


  Murky mana tangled and intertwined into a complex shape, mingling like a large mechanical device. She soon realised that those were authorities and blessings that all protected Yu Jitae’ body. Facing that oppressive, overwhelming and simply incomprehensible strength, Yeorum astonishedly pulled her body away from him with her bum still on the ground. 


  “What are you trying to do…? Show off your body…?”


  That oppressive force made her stutter.


  “I, I told you to take off your pants then…”


  But Yu Jitae didn’t reply and with his eyes still closed, he meditated as something astounding happened.


  That large and complex mechanism started to undo itself. Things resembling a pipe started to fall one by one, followed by plates. Those then dissipated into thin air as the general size of the mechanism started to decrease over time.


  Soon when the large mechanical clunk was almost fully undone, Yu Jitae appeared to be wearing a black full-plated armour.


  However, he didn’t stop. His helmet lifted; the breastplate dropped and his gauntlets disappeared alongside his shoulderplates. Almost all the authorities and blessings covering his body vanished. 


  “What do you see,” he then said with his eyes still closed.


  The things that now remained on Yu Jitae’s body – Yeorum looked back at her own body and noticed that they were similar in both size and shape to the blessings protecting her body. 


  “…”


  And before long, the place around his chest started to change into deep red, and Yeorum realised what it was despite her confusion. It was the mana of the red dragons that tended to arise from Yu Jitae’s body whenever he was teaching or massaging her.


  “…”


  But he didn’t stop there.


  “I’m going to persuade you now.”


  “Persuade…?”


  He threw his hand through the void and took out a sharp dagger. What is he trying to do? Yeorum thought while rolling her eyes but that was when Yu Jitae shoved the blade through his arm without a single second of hesitation. 


  Stab–


  Blood splashed over the sand.


  Startled, Yeorum shouted out loud.


  “Have you gone mad? What are you doing!”


  She looked at his face and found his eyes forming a very faint frown. With all the authorities cancelled, his current body wasn’t too different from Yeorum’s body. It had been a while since he last felt his skin getting ripped by a blade; his muscles being torn apart and his bone being struck by a blade. 


  “What are you doing!”


  “Let’s go one more time.”


  “What? Is this what you meant by persuading? Keeping yourself hostage…?!”


  Casually, Yu Jitae raised the blade and stabbed himself on his stomach. This time, it wasn’t shallow and his skin ripped open as blood oozed out.


  “You must have gone mad…! What are you doing!?”


  He did not stop.


  Stabb– he stabbed through his hand.


  Kugukk–  he poked a wound on his chest.


  Stab… slashed through the skin on his back.


  Gritt… and slashed past his neck,


  Kwang! He then struck his knee with his fist to break a portion of his bones.


  “Stop! Stop! I don’t know why you’re doing this, but I don’t think you are in the right mind right now!”


  Yeorum dashed up and held his arms. That was when something astonishing happened – Yu Jitae was being held back by her arms. 


  “Wait for a bit. I haven’t even started persuading yet.”


  “How much more do you have to do? Like, what kind of persuasion is this in the first place?! You are not a child so why are you doing this–!”


  It was then. Yu Jitae’s gaze once again landed on her body.


  “Nn–?”


  And he started creating wounds on his body again. 


  His gaze was somewhat odd.


  Although Yeorum stopped, Yu Jitae did not. He saw through the wounds hidden behind her jacket so he formed push pins with his killing intent on the ground and laid his body on top of it.


  Rip–


  The sound was simple but the result was not. Blood flowed out like water and wetted the ground.


  After standing up, he again looked at her body. Then, he struck his ribs with the handle of the dagger and with a thud, his rib cages broke.


  “…”


  Only then did Yeorum realise his intention.


  And was baffled.


  Until now, his eccentric actions came as a shock. Yu Jitae’s always strong and firm body, which she had trouble imagining with wounds, was being broken in real time. That alone was a big enough shock to Yeorum.


  However, she realised that Yu Jitae’s eccentric action wasn’t that of a mindless self-injury. At last when his hands came to a stop, Yeorum observed his body in detail and found that all the wounds on his body resembled the ones she had.


  She felt goosebumps.


  The young red dragon felt her blood boil.


  The red race worshipped the strong and not a single dragon in Yeorum’s memories was stronger than Yu Jitae. In other words, Yu Jitae was like a god to her.


  And yet right now,


  That ‘god’ was imitating her own wounds.


  “With this, we are in a similar situation. My body is about the same as yours now.”


  “…”


  “So let’s go together one last time.”


  “…”


  “I will take part in the hardship with you. I won’t watch from behind and instead I will be by your side. Let’s suffer through the same ordeals, and endure through it together. Let’s take the flag from the deepest place and come out.”


  “…”


  “How does that sound.”


  Yeorum bit her lips. For some reason, she felt like tearing up. Maybe it was because she had gotten quite emotional just then. 


  “Hn? Let’s go together.”


  She dropped her head. 


  Right now, he wasn’t suggesting a teacher-student relationship. Enduring through a test ever so painful, suffocating and exhausting together – he was volunteering to be her partner.


  “You know, doesn’t it hurt?” she asked.


  “It does hurt. But didn’t you endure this already?”


  “…”


  Yeorum still couldn’t believe it was real. It was too big of an astonishment that she simply couldn’t believe it. 


  She slowly walked towards him and carefully glanced up at his body from his legs.


  “…Don’t dodge.”


  “What?”


  She made a fist, and punched him by the solar plexus as hard as she could.


  Bamm.


  It went through. She had punched him before as well but his stomach that felt like steel back then wavered this time.


  Just like a human.


  Hupp–


  She could also hear him gasp,


  Just like a normal human…!


  Yu Jitae grabbed his chest and took a few steps back.


  “What was that for.”


  “Huh…?”


  “Why did you hit me.”


  “D, did it hurt…?”


  Her question made him wear a frown.


  “‘Did it hurt’? After hitting as hard as you could?”


  “Hnn? Nn…”


  “Stand straight. I’ll help you find out yourself.”


  “N, no. Wait sorry… Don’t hit me…”


  Yu Jitae was in pain from her punch. Only after seeing that did this shocking situation feel realistic.


  Yeorum shuddered. Something shot up from the depths of her heart.


  Closing her eyes, she calmed her emotions and contained the tears that threatened to leave once again.


  “So are you going to go, or not. Tell me.”


  At last, Yeorum’s boundaries that had blocked others’ approach for a long time started to waver. 


  Biting her lips, she nodded. She felt like tearing up but suddenly thought of something absurd.


  “But why would you cut yourself…? You are an idiot…”


  Yeorum smiled with a crying face.


  
    
      [image: ]
    

  

  “I was going to heal them anyway…”


  ***


  Yu Jitae called Clone 1 over and made him watch after Gyeoul. Throwing the fake skin off, the clone became Yu Jitae and nodded.


  At midday, Yu Jitae and Yeorum made their bodies suitable for entering the water again. Even the degree of their recovery was managed to be the same, and Yu Jitae kept the wounds on his body for those that had yet to fully recover for Yeorum.


  They were now fully ready to go. Before starting the training, he asked.


  “Aren’t you doing your usual shout?”


  “Huh?”


  “You know that thing. Fishy Yeorum, ready to dive or whatever.”


  Yeorum frowned.


  “No.”


  “Why.”


  “I don’t want to do it now that you tell me to.”


  “Alright… let’s start then.”


  “Nn.”


  Splash–


  The two of them jumped into the water at almost the same time.


  Their final challenge thus began.


  Episode 89: Partner (8)


  Gyeoul had trouble falling back asleep – she could still vividly see Yeorum flailing her body on the sand when closing her eyes.


  She couldn’t hear anything that was happening outside the tent as it seemed that Yu Jitae had isolated the dimension. With her eyes closed, she couldn’t fall asleep and it was even harder with her eyes open… so Gyeoul stayed by herself just like that, not knowing what to do.


  That was when someone opened the door of the tent and walked in.


  It was Yu Jitae.


  “…!”


  Getting up from the bed, Gyeoul welcomed him in. She threw her arms wide open and he naturally lifted her up into his arms.


  “Why aren’t you sleeping yet.”


  “…It’s nothing. What about unni?”


  “She went home. Let’s go to sleep now. That way we can play more tomorrow.”


  “…”


  Yu Jitae lied down on the blanket and she did the same. She couldn’t do so when Yeorum was with them but now that it was just the two of them, Gyeoul grabbed his arm and pulled it. Seeing her struggle with replacing his arm, he raised it and placed it beneath her head for her to use as a pillow.


  Only then did she feel some comfort.


  But… suddenly.


  She had a strange line of thought.


  “…?”


  She didn’t know why it suddenly struck her but Gyeoul abruptly thought that this man might not be Yu Jitae.


  That didn’t make her anxious or anything. Gyeoul remembered seeing two Yu Jitaes when she was young – there was Yu Jitae she saw everyday and Yu Jitae whom she couldn’t see everyday but the one that wasn’t with her everyday was still as handsome as the real one and was similarly nice to her. So back then, she thought they might be twins and that the other one might be the younger brother.


  Yeorum wasn’t outside the tent anymore. She must have gone home or gone back inside the water, but either way Yu Jitae had probably gone with her.


  Then was the younger one here?


  Gyeoul asked.


  “…Who are you?”


  He gazed down at Gyeoul, and replied.


  “What do you mean, who are you.”


  “…You are not, our ahjussi.”


  “I am.”


  “…I don’t, think you are.”


  “Why. All of a sudden.”


  “…A hunch.”


  “I am Yu Jitae.”


  Since the command from his lord was to ‘play with Gyeoul as Yu Jitae’, the clone lied.


  Meanwhile, the clone who was made based on the 6th iteration’s Yu Jitae felt uncomfortable at heart whenever he faced this young child. It was because she made him remember the blue-haired child who was found dead in the underground labyrinth in the 6th iteration.


  “…Liar.”


  “…”


  “…But we’ve, seen each other, before right?”


  “We see each other everyday.”


  Gyeoul frowned.


  He was the same – he was exactly the same as Yu Jitae but his words felt strangely short and that was odd because Yu Jitae was more of a chatterbox now. 


  How was she supposed to find the proof though…?


  After pondering by herself for a little, she decided to use the power of dragons that allowed them to directly confirm the memories and emotions of other beings. 


  So after some contemplation, she said to him, 


  “…Hand.”


  “What?”


  “…Let me, hold your hand.”


  Saying that, she immediately lifted her hand and tried to grab his but he stealthily pulled it away.


  “…Why did you avoid?”


  “Why are you trying to hold it.”


  “…Just, give it to me.”


  Gyeoul stared directly at him with wide open eyes but he did not let her grab his hand, so Gyeoul felt all the more certain about her assumption.


  One of his arms was still underneath her head. Immediatley turning her body, Gyeoul pressed onto his arm with her head and reached for the other hand.


  ***


  Their hands clasped.


  Yu Jitae’s will was conveyed to Yeorum’s mind.


  ‘I’ll talk to you like this from now on. Just move your head.’


  Yeorum gave a nod. That was the only thing she could do since she could only receive others’ will.


  Yu Jitae checked her artifact.


  [Depth: 224.53 m]


  They were slightly lower than the 200-metre mark where the first flag was at. The two of them had to focus a bit more now because things that actively interrupt with their dive would soon show themselves.


  As they went deeper by 10 more metres, the water began to turn into a tornado.


  Kurururuk…! Kwarururuk…!


  The tornado had a centre, and after turning into a force it gathered in one place. It was the same thing that broke her two legs when she was on the way up.


  Yu Jitae called this a [trap].


  The gathered water became sharp and thin like spears. There were six of them, out of which three aimed for Yu Jitae while the rest went for Yeorum. 


  He had to concentrate.


  Although he came in to help Yeorum with the training, this had now become a training for himself as well. He wasn’t hiding any powers either and his current self was powerless and weak – he would also be gravely injured if he were to not focus.


  Shieeeek—


  Right when it came flying in, Yu Jitae twisted his body and avoided the first spear of water. The second one came flying straight towards his face – he lowered his head and avoided the spear as it swept past the back of his neck. Following that, he used the inertia from lowering his head and turned his body and dodged the third one that was aiming for his lower body.


  The spears flew off into the distance in the blink of an eye and dissipated after losing its force. 


  After that, he looked back at Yeorum. Fortunately, she seemed to have dodged all of them as well but was standing a lot further away than where she was. It meant it was an excessive dodge.


  He approached her and grabbed her by the arm to relay his will.


  ‘You did good. It was good but not wise.’


  Tilt?


  ‘With our current pool of mana, we can perfectly dodge all the attacks until we are 500 metres deep right? It would be easier to dodge if we were to move our body more.’


  Nod.


  ‘But if we do that, we will run out of mana when we are 700 metres, 1,000 or 1,500 metres deep.’


  …Nod.


  ‘You have to dodge with minimal movements. And you have to get hit by some if you have to.’


  Yeorum nodded with a stiff look on her face. She did think about doing it like that but… she hadn’t managed to make herself do so.


  Yu Jitae however, followed through with his words.


  When 4 spears flew towards him at the 250 metre mark, he did not completely dodge one of them that had an exquisite trajectory and gave away a portion of his arm. His arm got ripped as blood oozed out and floated underwater.


  When they were 300 metres deep, 6 spears flew towards their heads. Yeorum thought they looked way too dangerous and jumped away from it but Yu Jitae calculated his remaining mana and stamina, and let one of them graze past him. 


  One of his ears got ripped apart as if butchered by dozens of blades.


  As blood flowed out from his ears, Yeorum hurried next to him in surprise but he shook his hand and gestured that he was fine. There was an element of the red race’s manipulation of mana that helped with stopping a bleeding wound. It seemed that he had deemed using that to be more efficient than losing mana from dodging it. 


  Yeorum silently watched him and thought to herself.


  Is that how far you had to go?


  That’s dreadful…


  But at least it wasn’t impossible.


  When they were 400 metres deep, Yeorum also received two of the eight spears that couldn’t be dodged with ease. One of them landed on her finger while the other was on her stomach which was being protected by [Tenacity]. It felt as if she was run over by a car – her finger broke and the skin around her stomach was scratched open.


  Uhh, fuck…


  The pain made her breaths unstable and forced bubbles to leave her mouth, but she was able to save mana thanks to that.


  Yu Jitae rested his hand on her arm.


  The water was cold, so when his hand touched her body, she realised again the warmth of a human body.


  ‘Are you alright?’


  Nod.


  ‘Okay. Let’s continue.’


  But as Yu Jitae started moving his body, she saw the trail of blood being drawn in the middle of the ocean away from his body and frowned. The warmth she felt was because of the blood that flowed out of the crack on his palm, and surprisingly, she discovered among the transferred emotions a great pain.


  Is he in that much pain? He’s not showing any of it though?


  Pretending to be strong or something…


  They weren’t even a quarter of the way there. Although she felt her heart be congested from fear whenever she thought of what was beneath, she nonetheless followed him from behind.


  .


  .


  .


  [Depth: 491.2 m]


  The scenery changed as darkness gradually neared in. The ‘walls’ that drew closer were now approximately 5 metres away from her, forming a circle following the limit of her vision. It forced Yu Jitae and Yeorum with psychological pressure making them feel like they were locked in a small room. 


  On top of that, their hearing was also affected. Static noise of the world that had sometimes made it through now felt distant. As if someone had intentionally lowered the volume of the world, the surroundings turned quiet.


  Yeorum clicked her fingers.


  ……Click……


  It sounded as if it was done a mile away. The feeling of having entered a bizarre dimension gave her goosebumps and Yeorum felt fear although it was her third time coming here already.


  What was fortunate however was that she was able to save a lot of mana thanks to following Yu Jitae’s method.


  Another thing that was fortunate was that even though Yeorum was so frustrated and pained to the point that she felt like going crazy, she would see Yu Jitae enduring it without a problem. And strangely enough, seeing him gave her the power to endure through it.


  Lastly, she didn’t feel like she was the only person left behind in this world yet, because he was right next to her.


  At last, their feet landed 500 metres deep.


  There was a large piece of bulky land in the ocean. It was bumpy, messy, extremely enormous and had a concave shape like a lens. This place was where the second ‘transparent flag’ was on.


  The first time she saw this, Yeorum had in fact almost fainted.


  This thing that appeared like a piece of land was actually the carapace of a large turtle.


  Crazy, Yeorum thought to herself.


  It’s ridiculous no matter how many times I see it…


  How is it so big…? 


  With a body length reaching approximately 150 metres, it was even larger than an adult dragon that tended to be 50 metres tall. Even though strength wasn’t always proportional to the size, it was highly likely that this thing would be stronger than an average adult dragon. 


  That was when Yu Jitae grabbed her by the arm.


  ‘This guy is the owner of this ocean. It lived for about 8,000 years and is currently asleep. The place you called the [field] is where this guy sometimes leans on and rests when it’s awake.’


  Yeorum nodded. She had gotten goosebumps the moment she realised how the bumps of the field were probably made due to being pressed by this turtle’s stomach. 


  ‘It is the Sovereign of this dimension. It’s registered as the [Owner of the Tranquil House] but doesn’t have an actual name.’


  Yeorum gave another nod.


  A Sovereign… it meant the ruler of a dimension, just like the [Dragon Lord].


  ‘It’s not dangerous right now but if you cancel your polymorph here, it’s the same as exploding a firecracker next to its face in its sleep. If Gyeoul did that to you while you’re sleeping, you would wake up. Would you be in a good mood though?’


  Shake shake.


  ‘So let’s quietly go past. Okay.’


  Nod.


  Together, they dived deeper next to the carapace as he conveyed his will with a stricter and a more cautious tone than usual.


  ‘Now I will explain what lies beneath.’


  Nod.


  ‘The turtle creates nerve acceleration substances from its body to match its large body to the speed of the real world.’


  Nod.


  ‘But because it has a lot of wounds, a portion of them constantly flows out and they circulate beneath.’


  Nod.


  ‘When you were down there, you probably felt time becoming slower. Right?’


  …Nod.


  Yeorum suddenly opened her mouth wide open, but realised that she couldn’t speak and closed it again.


  Until here, it was hard yet bearable even when she was alone but the true hell was beneath – it was so severe that even Yeorum couldn’t endure it.


  ‘You have to mentally prepare yourself now.’


  Nod.


  ‘The waters between 200 to 500 metres attack organisms and make them unable to go outside. Why? It’s to constantly make them come down.’


  Nod.


  ‘And when they come down, they will inevitably end up here and will then go even further down. Normal living beings will lose their mind when they are down there. Due to the acceleration of their nerves, they forget the flow of time and receive damage to their minds.’


  Nod nod.


  ‘Since the water constantly urges them downward, the fish will continue going down. What do you think will be at the end of it all then? Won’t there be all sorts of underwater organisms and fish mindlessly gathered in one place, despite being still alive? Do you know what that’s called Yeorum?’


  …Shake.


  ‘It’s a net’


  She nodded with a gulp.


  A net…


  Since Yeorum had experienced the hell he was talking about albeit for a short period of time, she knew exactly what he meant as well as why he would call it a net.


  Fear once again arose from the depths of her heart and made her want to escape.


  [Depth: 515.17 m]


  Up to here it was alright.


  Although difficult, it was bearable.


  She was used to bleeding from injuries, and she could handle being unable to see anything and being strangled. 


  However, deeper than this was a different story.


  That was when Yu Jitae sent her another message.


  ‘One last time.’


  ‘I know it’s hard, but let’s go down together just one last…’


  It was then.


  A sudden surge of fear made Yeorum shake his hand off. Although she felt fear from it, Yu Jitae wasn’t scared in the slightest and that discrepancy threw her off. 


  Yeorum was scared.


  The fear that settled itself deep inside her heart and her memories that could vividly redraw everything about the situation came back and discouraged her.


  However, Yu Jitae once again wrapped his hand around her wrist.


  His will was relayed to her once again.


  ‘There is definitely a flag underneath.’


  ‘This time, it’s not black or transparent.’


  Despite the situation she was in, Yeorum gazed up at Yu Jitae and asked with her eyes what colour the flag was.


  ‘It’s red. And it’s very big. Like a normal flag.’


  ‘So don’t be scared.’


  ‘We can pull it off.’


  ……Nod.


  After that, Yu Jitae was about to let go of her but Yeorum hurriedly grabbed his hand and stared at him with anxious eyes. Her hand tightly held onto his hand.


  Do not let go…


  That seemed to be what her anxious expression and gaze were trying to express.


  He nodded. That gave Yeorum the courage to dive deeper in.


  The two of them continued.


  [Depth: 545.17 m]


  ***


  Somewhere in the depths.


  Something large began to crack open. When the thing that resembled a piece of rock opened vertically by about 1.2 metres, the thing inside it moved ever so slightly and moved yet again.


  It was the large turtle opening its eyes, gazing around.


  The Sovereign, [Owner of the Tranquil House] thought to itself.


  Wasn’t there something here just then?


  It didn’t really mind when there was only one inside, but now that there were two of the same type it annoyed the turtle quite a bit like how flies were annoying to humans.


  But since the turtle couldn’t see anything after actually opening its eyes, it decided to go back to sleep. However, before doing so, it demanded for the cleansing of the ocean. The will of the large turtle rode the current and travelled beneath to the depths.


  Creak…


  And at the very bottom of the pit.


  ‘Cleaners’ raised their heads.


  


  Episode 89: Partner (9)


  [Depth: 550.24 m]


  Yeorum did not want to appear childish.


  What happened before was because she had been too emotional – she wasn’t in the right state of mind back then. So she had to stop acting like a child now but…


  It wasn’t her intention to tightly grip onto Yu Jitae’s hand. Her hand was doing so on its own accord.


  .


  .


  .


  [Depth: 600.24 m]


  The surroundings became narrower.


  Water molecules intertwining as hooks physically blocked light and began to block mana on top of that as they drew deeper in. And as the walls of darkness closed in, the visibility that had been 5 metres before was now as little as 2 metres. 


  His will was conveyed over the touching hands.


  ‘Do not kick your legs too much now.’


  ‘We are in the flow. The current will bring us down there on its own.’


  ‘No need to get anxious.’


  That was what his message roughly meant.


  He must have felt her anxiety through the touch. Maybe she should let go of his hand…


  Why are you holding my hand so tightly?
Oh my, do you like my hand that much?


  …For her to say that, it was obvious that she was the one holding tightly onto his hand. 


  The reason was simple. The dense condensation of water-attributed mana made her body chilly as if she was buried in snow naked, and Yu Jitae’s hand was the only source of warmth. It was like touching a warmer in winter and it was thus hard to let go.


  …What a joke.


  Make up a better excuse next time.
Coward bitch.


  Although she didn’t want to admit it, she knew the truth. The anxiety was making it impossible for her to let go of his hand.


  .


  .


  .


  [Depth: 648.99 m]


  The visibility was now only 1 metre.


  Walls of darkness nearing in from all sides enveloped her. Yeorum felt her heart thumping loud and clear, and felt as if the surroundings would suddenly devour her. 


  Ahh, I want to leave… wasn’t it around here that I felt the same thing last time?


  It was then. Her body suddenly craved for air. Her diaphragm spasmed but she couldn’t crouch her body, so she closed her eyes and used her other hand to block her mouth and nose.


  It was cold and excruciating. Her body shivered.


  Guess what I’ll do when I go back?
I’m never turning the lights off again at night…


  It was around this point that a portion of Yu Jitae’s upper body was devoured by the darkness, no longer visible. But his will was occasionally transmitted over the clasped hands. Are you alright? Is it hard? Are you using your mana well? He showed concern for her.


  Yu Jitae wouldn’t be able to see it no matter what expression she made now, so she drew a circle at the back of his hand with her thumb.


  How could Yu Jitae be so fine…?


  I can tell it’s cold for him as well though?


  I can also feel his heart being stifled and his diaphragm contracting .


  So why isn’t he in pain?


  Why are you pretending to be tough…


  .


  .


  .


  [Depth: 700 m]


  A visibility of around 50 centimetres. It was here that Yeorum had given up before.


  A lot of things were devoured by the darkness. Looking down, she couldn’t even see her legs and over half of Yu Jitae’s body was also unable to be seen. 


  Yeorum gulped. Fortunately, she could still hear the sound happening inside her body despite the surrounding silence. She pointlessly tapped her teeth one by one with her tongue. 


  It didn’t feel good.


  She closed her eyes. It felt better to close her eyes instead of staring at the gradually approaching darkness. 


  Countless memories resurfaced when she closed her eyes. Memories of her meal; memories of harassing Yu Kaeul; memories of the first time she read a shoujo manga… Yeorum continued her trail of thought and let it go its own way as a temporary relief from the frustration.


  Out of nowhere, memories of her youth also resurfaced.


  There was a time when Yeorum was as small as Gyeoul. Back then, she was with other hatchlings. 


  The mother that was supposed to feed them was enjoying herself playing with the father, while the father had no interest in weak individuals. Therefore, it was always her youngest unni that found food for her.


  ‘Hey. Eat this.’


  But ever since Yeorum was a baby, both her dragon form and her human form were small and skinny. She wasn’t an experienced eater and had trouble putting food into her mouth.


  Her youngest unni berated her whenever that happened.


  ‘Ahh so annoying. Just eat it.’


  ‘How come you can’t even freaking eat properly?’


  She was admonished everyday, during every meal. Yeorum endured all of it but one day, she became so upset that she threw the food on the ground but was then bashed by her youngest unni as if there was no tomorrow. 


  Until then, it was her youngest unni that protected her whenever other sisters were about to hit her and it was the first time Yeorum was hit by her youngest unni. She felt betrayed and sorrowfully complained.


  I’m still a baby.


  I don’t feel like eating. My mouth is small and I can’t swallow a lot.


  Weren’t you the same when you were my age?


  But after hearing what she said, her youngest unni made a scary face, and grabbed her by the hair to bring to an isolated cave. She pushed her into that dark place, forced her mouth open and shoved a bunch of food into her mouth.


  At the same time, she said to her.


  Do you want to stay a punching bag after 10 years?


  Spend a 100 years as a punching bag?


  No-one’s gonna wait for you to get bigger.


  No-one in the world gives a damn about you being born late like a retard.


  Do not talk back to me ever again.


  Eat everything you’re given and make that peanut body of yours bigger.


  If you don’t wanna die.


  Yeorum felt sad back then but later realised that she had said all that for her sake and the two of them continued having a good relationship. And after that, Yeorum started to eat more. 


  It was just that kind of a memory.


  Nothing much; just a random memory…


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae was still holding onto her hand. She wondered, what was he thinking about…?


  The faint emotions that she sometimes felt were all those of frustration and suffering.


  He did not feel fear.


  He was not in a fluster.


  Thus, Yeorum was able to relax herself yet again, reminding herself that since Yu Jitae can do it, she can do it as well.


  There was no need to be scared…


  .


  .


  .


  [Depth: 804.02 m]


  Visibility: 10 centimetres.


  Her body was buried in darkness and it was suffocating both literally and emotionally. 


  She lowered her head, but couldn’t see her chest so she raised her other hand and touched it. Fortunately, it was still there. 


  All her other limbs were all still there. In the process of checking her body, she touched the wound on her lower stomach and it gave her relief.


  The pain made her realise that she was still alive…


  With her arm stretched out, she could not see her own hand let alone Yu Jitae’s hand so she pulled his hand all the way until it was right in front of her eyes.


  She hoped this would stay visible.


  But after going deeper by another 50 metres, even his hand that was right before her eyes began to be eroded by darkness. 


  Gradually yet endlessly.


  That frightened her so much that she had to twitch her fingers and fortunately, Yu Jitae twitched back in response. If she didn’t even have that, Yeorum might have escaped already from the frustration.


  Following that, another memory resurfaced.


  And Yeorum buried herself in that memory.


  .


  .


  .


  [@tph: 90$.%&]


  Unable to handle the pressure, the artifact eventually began to malfunction. 


  Approximately 900 metres in depth, thought Yeorum.


  How long has it been since she came in here?


  It took about 10 minutes to travel 50 metres, so it was probably about 180 minutes so far…


  Until now, Yeorum had already gone through approximately 20 or so of memories that had left her with a strong impression among the 15 years of her life leading up to the Amusement. Short ones were a few hours long while longer ones were about a day long.


  Therefore, she thought it had at least been a week since she came in.


  It was at least thanks to Yu Jitae’s hand that she had a slightly better touch at reality. Last time, she thought it had been 2 weeks despite only being 700 metres deep.


  And she was able to tolerate this thanks to the experience she had gone through and when it was her first time doing it without any prior knowledge, she was really close to dying. However, that didn’t mean that it wasn’t painful to put up with this training. Yeorum was pained by this unending stress.


  Darkness had long devoured the world. There was nothing to be seen, and no sounds to be heard.


  She tried blowing her lips,


  But heard nothing.


  It was the same even when she slapped herself on her cheek. Her head turned but there was no sound from it. 


  With both seeing and hearing gone, it was only the sense of touch that remained with her.


  Everything in the world disappeared, leaving behind only herself and Yu Jitae’s hand.


  Pain, exhaustion, temperature, frustration. These continued pushing her mind into a corner. Whenever she woke up from her reminiscence, Yeorum felt an explosive urge to suddenly run away.


  Her mind wasn’t stable. Her body trembled and her heart furiously thumped.


  Whenever that happened, she grabbed even tighter onto Yu Jitae’s hand. That was the last measure Yeorum could resort to, in order to not escape from it.


  Something similar happened again.


  By the time she realised it, she was pressing her sharp nails into the back of Yu Jitae’s hand.


  Ah, fuck.


  Sorry…


  She thought to herself that continuing like this wouldn’t work and decided to think of every reason why she shouldn’t run away.


  1. Because she had to become stronger.
2. Because there were words she had yet to convey.
3. Because she had to be happy.
…
14. I want to go to Las Vegas again.
…
52. Because I have to fill 3 carriages with handsome and fit men to play with.
53. Because that’s what youngest unni wanted to do.
…
127. Live long and gamble for as long as possible.
…


  Like that, she scraped up whatever she could and came up with 900 reasons.


  The artifact showed a 4 digit number before becoming completely useless.


  .


  .


  .


  Depth, probably 1200 metres or deeper.


  Yeorum thought to herself.


  Why.
Why wasn’t this ending.


  Why, why, why…
Why is it still going?


  Ah, fuck.
I’m about to go crazy.
I’m dying here…


  Yu Jitae.


  Are you there?


  Are you alive and well…?


  She moved her fingers and he responded. It was fortunate that her sense of touch was at least still there.


  But damn, why aren’t you sending anything these days?


  Say something to me.


  Nn?


  I’m about to die here…


  Yeorum raised her nails and scratched the back of his hand.


  And was shocked.


  The back of Yu Jitae’s hand was full of deep wounds. It seemed that she had unconsciously raised her nails during her mindless wonders.


  Ah…


  Yeorum caressed the back of his hand with her finger. She felt extremely sorry.


  It was thanks to this that she was able to endure it for so long and yet it must have hurt for him.


  What if he let go? She suddenly became anxious.


  But there’s no way that Yu Jitae would let go of her hand right?


  Why?


  Because it’s Yu Jitae…


  .


  .


  .


  It was after a long time that Yeorum regained her consciousness. It was because an unbelievable emotion was conveyed from Yu Jitae’s hand.


  He was in a fluster just then.


  Why?


  What is it?


  What is wrong?


  Immediately after that, the mental connection she had with him was cut.


  Yeorum was startled. She added more power to her hand, wondering if there was a problem with her sense of touch now. 


  But no, it was fine. She could still touch his hand, and moving her other hand she touched Yu Jitae’s wrist.


  She could still touch his wrist as well.


  Nothing’s wrong right…?


  But why is he suddenly like this…?


  Why…?
What’s going on…?


  …
What’s happening…?
…


  Meanwhile, his hand trembled.


  Wait, is it his hand that’s trembling? Or is it his skin, or his bone?


  Ehng? Why is he trembling though? There’s no way he’s scared or anything so…


  Amidst her confusion, a foreign texture was felt over her fingers. Thick fingers – the coarse callus, his joints and his fingers scraped past her hand.


  After that, his hand softly slithered away.


  Yu Jitae –


  He let go of her hand.


  Huh?
Huh……?


  Yeorum couldn’t believe what was happening.


  What happened just then?
Huh?


  Why is my hand so cold…?
Nnn…?


  Uh? Huh? Am I dreaming?


  She reached her arm out. Nothing met her hand.


  She reached for a different place but yet again, her arm grazed past nothing.


  Stuck in darkness, with absolutely nothing to be touched. The moment she realised that, Yeorum felt stifled. 


  Darkness was devouring her.


  No, right?


  It’s a mistake right?


  You didn’t intentionally let go, did you?


  Yeorum desperately worked her brain.


  Although he wasn’t scared or frightened, Yu Jitae was also in pain. From time to time, bombs of pain also made it through over his hand, which was probably from a diaphragm spasm. 


  Yu Jitae was also in pain.
It’s not just me.


  Ah.


  Fuck, alright.


  I was way too reliant.


  I was whining about him acting like a teacher and yet here I am treating him like a teacher.


  Let’s not be overly dependent.


  We’re this deep already.


  There is a current anyway.


  I’m going down without having to do anything right?


  Since our physical conditions should be the same, he should be around 3 metres away from me no matter how far he is.


  You’re there aren’t you?


  I know. About 3 metres in front of me. Around there, ey?


  Letting go – it’s to make the training harder for me right?


  I’m sure he must be regretting it after letting go as well.
Holding my hand was probably a relief for him too.


  I know, I know.


  …Right?


  Yes. It’s all part of the training.


  I trust him.


  I only have to withstand it.


  …


  But you know…
If you were going to let go,
Couldn’t you have given me a signal at least…?


  No, no no no. Let’s not think about that. It’s fine.


  …But,
It’s not that hard to give a sign…
If you at least undid your fingers one by one…


  …Or if you told me from the start that you were going to let go.
I would have prepared myself then…


  …


  Why…


  Why did you let go?


  Nn?


  Why did you let go of my hand?


  Nnn? Why did you do that?


  I thought we were partners…


  



Are you abandoning me…?


  Episode 89: Partner (10)


  Something stood in Yu Jitae’s way.


  A lot of them.


  Following the current that was bringing organisms into the depths, they surrounded Yu Jitae with moderate distance between them. 


  They were mermen, protectors of this ocean and the turtle. At the same time, they were also cleaners that picked up trash scattered across the ocean.


  They had the face of a squid and the body of a human but their outer shells were tough like steel plates and their sparkling scales were as if they were made by combining small daggers. 


  …or so was Yu Jitae’s guess about their appearance since he couldn’t see what was ahead either. For a second, he wondered why they would be here but soon came to the conclusion that it must have been because of the turtle’s command.


  It was troublesome.


  Telling Yeorum that he would be in the same circumstance as her during the training was not a lie. He had completely removed all his blessings and authorities, absurdly so, to the point that he found it ridiculous now that he thought back on it.


  Because of that, he couldn’t see nor hear and also felt a detached sense of time just like Yeorum. 


  “—-”


  “—-”


  While saying something to themselves, they approached.


  He contemplated what to do.


  If he were to bring back his power, the turtle above would definitely notice it. Although it wasn’t impossible to kill the turtle, needlessly making it a bigger problem that costs him both time and power wasn’t something he was willing to do.


  And naturally, Yeorum’s training would also be ruined.


  On the other hand, there would increasingly be more elements towards the depths that had an impact on the mind, among which were things that even Yu Jitae wanted to avoid as much as possible. 


  Examples were visual and auditory hallucinations that rendered the prey powerless – poison that the hunter injected into its prey. 


  The mental exhaustion was troublesome already and yet there were a lot of mermen on top of that. Due to the nerve acceleration substances, each movement will appear slow and it might feel like months of fighting.


  So how was he supposed to approach this…?


  He pondered on and on until one of the spear heads almost landed on his forehead,


  He then finally made a decision.


  It was a decision made for Yeorum;


  He released the child’s hand.


  ***


  It’s alright. There’s no way he would abandon me. Being over-dependent is not good. He said we were partners. There must be a reason. It’s all for me. He’s also having a hard time. He is also in pain. You felt it yourself.


  Coming up with every possible reason, Yeorum tried to understand the situation but it was interfered by a sudden surge of emotions.


  Why did you let go?


  Why?


  Why would you let go after coming this far!?


  What’s happening?! What is it! Tell me! 


  Why are you doing this all of a sudden? Is it really just to teach me more? 


  Or did something appear? What was the fluster for?


  What is there to be flustered about! You said you knew everything here! Was that a lie? Can’t you just put those abilities back on, save me and go out? Why would you be startled!


  Tell me! Hurry up! Say something to me! Huh?!


  I, I’m dying here!


  Hurry up and grab my hand again!


  Huh?


  Uhh?


  Huhhh!?


  

Ah…


  Or is it that…?


  Were you annoyed by me poking your hand?


  It hurts right? There was something warm flowing out there. It’s probably blood… but I wasn’t in my right mind and I didn’t know.


  I must have been a nuisance. Even though things are already rough for you…


  But it wasn’t intentional…


  I won’t do it anymore. This time I’ll be docile and simply hold your hand, hnn?


  Come back. Come and hold my hand. Nn? Please.


  …Nn?


  

Ahh…


  No. I had it wrong all along.


  Now I get it.


  It’s because I was relying too much.


  Right. It must be that.


  Partners should help each other and yet I was only relying. Mana won’t gather without me being desperate right?


  Of course, it’s true that you are the one that forced me to come along although I was scared…


  Ah, it’s not like I’m blaming you or anything…


  Anyway, it’s because I need to overcome it by myself right? Your goal was to make me struggle by myself for survival, and that’s why you let go.


  So, you’ll come back if I wait through all the hardships right?


  You will come back and hold my hand right…?


  Yes…?


  …


  But, make it quick.


  I’m, not good at waiting…


  .


  .


  .


  Yeorum waited.


  But no matter how much time passed,


  Yu Jitae did not come back.


  Nerve acceleration substances pervaded into her body. Like paint spreading on the canvas, it settled itself in her mind and heart.


  This intense substance which, with enough amount, could even throw an average adult dragon’s nerves into confusion radically accelerated her concept of time.


  In her mind, ten days passed.


  What was fortunate was that she did not have to move – her body was in the current and was diving deeper by itself.


  Yeorum spent her time with her body crouched like an hibernating animal; like a dragon entering a deep slumber.


  From time to time, her breath welled up in her throat. The diaphragm spasm that lashed at her chest happened more and more often. 


  Now, it wasn’t so hard to psychologically endure the pain but her body acted differently. Whenever the diaphragm spasm occurred, her body subconsciously crouched itself even harder, and the muscles around her neck tightened as her hand blocked her mouth on its own accord.


  Ughh, ughkk.


  Enduring through the suffocating pain, Yeorum remembered the excursion venue called ‘Valley of Wind’ that she had visited with Kaeul. 


  The breeze there was very refreshing. Kaeul had thrown her arms wide open to breathe in the air, and told her to do the same thing… Back then, she didn’t do it but Yeorum now wanted to try it.


  Thus, Yeorum unconsciously breathed in and came to herself only after the water came flowing in through her nose. Coughing repeatedly, she had to once again hold her breath.


  No matter how long she waited, Yu Jitae did not come.


  .


  .


  .


  A month went by according to her mind.


  The first severe coldness of her life was making her body freeze. She shivered and trembled. Sometimes, it got better… but the chilliness would suddenly come back without any notice.


  She expected herself to get accustomed to coldness after so long but that wasn’t the case. Her fingertips and the tips of her toes were especially more freezing so she kept her hands closed in a fist and pulled her toes.


  At one point, it was so cold and painful that she instead wanted to cut them away from her body, and after shivering from the cold for a month, she came to a conclusion that it wasn’t a bad idea.


  The fact that she could recover even the lost parts of her body through polymorph added more weight to her plan.


  Therefore, she placed her finger into her mouth.


  And closed her teeth.


  Putting power into her chin, her teeth dug through the skin and muscles all the way to the bone.


  —-


  Something snapped, but it was fine.


  She couldn’t even see it nor hear the sound of the snap. Even her sense of taste and smell were hazy now and the pain only lasted for a second.


  Yeorum spit out the thing that was in her mouth.


  The severed finger was no longer cold – there were only 9 to go.


  At this point, Yeorum was not in the right state of mind.


  Suddenly she remembered what happened in the past. When she was randomly lying down in the living room, Bom reproached her saying that human females had to make sure their stomachs were warm… while needlessly throwing a blanket over her stomach.


  Thinking back on those times, Yeorum brought her hand to her stomach.


  Her stomach was as cold as a layer of ice.


  It would be nice if there was a blanket…


  No matter how much she lowered her head, her mouth did not reach her stomach.


  One thing that made her hesitate was that Yu Jitae might be flustered when trying to grab her hand if she no longer had any fingers.


  But despite all the waiting, Yu Jitae did not come back.


  .


  .


  .


  It was quite a while ago that Yeorum had lost her sight and hearing from the mana of the depths and after a month had gone by according to her senses, she had even lost her sense of taste and her sense of smell.


  The only remaining thing was the sense of touch and this acted as the sole device in reminding her of her own survival as well as the flow of time. From the pain she felt through her wounds, she perceived that she was still alive.


  And by closing her eyes and feeling the pulsations of her heart that softly shook her body, she understood the absolute time.


  But after half a year went by in her head.


  The pain weakened and the pulsations of her heart started to become even gentler.


  Before then, Yeorum was able to differentiate herself from the world. The flow of water she felt with the outside of her skin was not part of her body, and the movements of the organs happening inside the skin were all parts of her body.


  And yet now that even the sense of touch had vanished, Yeorum could not tell how much was her own self, and how much was the world.


  Later, when she could no longer even feel the pulsations of her heart, it became impossible to calculate the flow of time. She remembered a brain floating inside a container that she had seen on the internet – only the mind existing without a body.


  That was exactly what her current self was like.


  Even then, Yeorum held on without trying to escape.


  Although she couldn’t even tell the direction now, she believed that Yu Jitae was undergoing the same ordeal as herself somewhere nearby, and believed that he would come back for sure.


  Whatever the reason may be, the reason he let go of her hand must be because he hadn’t given up yet.


  He must be holding on for my sake without giving up…


  But as the pain continued endlessly, her mind became as exhausted as it could get. Extremely unhealthy thoughts sometimes made it to her brain and from time to time she cursed her precious things for that rage to help her through the pain.


  The biggest anguish was in time.


  She did not know how long she had to wait for it to end,


  Nor did she know how long she had waited.


  After missing the flow of time once, she started turning sceptical about the time itself. Yeorum decided to conduct a test – she decided to count down after saying A.


  A.


  …


  …


  …


  …How many minutes went by?


  10 minutes? Hmm.


  An hour? Hmm.


  A day? Hmm…


  A month? Hmm…


  1 year? Hmm…


  10 years? Ah…


  As the unit increased endlessly, she stopped the experiment and shook the thought away from her head, because all the hours and days seemed plausible.


  As she endlessly and vacantly waited for Yu Jitae buried in both darkness and thoughts,


  Something began to whisper into her ears.


  ***


  ‘Hey’.


  It was a familiar voice.


  ‘Yeorum. Do you hear me?’


  And unbelievable at that.


  ‘Do you remember my voice?’


  How could she ever forget it? It was the voice of her youngest unni.


  ‘Can you hear me? Say something.’


  Yeorum could not reply.


  Even though she tried opening her mouth, she wasn’t certain whether it actually opened or not, and she couldn’t tell whether the trembling of her throat would result in any sound.


  Despite that, she tried to reply.


  Telling her precious youngest unni,


  That she was listening.


  ‘Ah, it seems you can hear me fine.’


  The moment Yeorum realised that they could communicate, her mind woke up in a flash. Meanwhile, a corner of her mind remained doubtful because her youngest unni had died in front of her eyes.


  Her body thrashing around in pain after being bitten on the neck by the oldest unni that slowly came to a stop vividly existed in her unforgetting memories. 


  ‘I’m here to bring you along.’


  Me?


  Amidst the darkened world, a small face floated up.


  The one that found food for her young starving self; the one that brought her, who stayed holed up in the corner of the hatchling’s lair, outside to show the mountains and rivers of the world,


  …It was the face of the one whom Yeorum had loved the most.


  ‘Let’s go together…’


  Her youngest unni floated a smile facing Yeorum.


  Episode 89: Partner (11)


  It was such a great shock to Yeorum’s confused mind that she was lost as to what to say.


  Six months after losing her vision, her eyes opened; and after six months of hearing nothing, her ears picked up sound again. And the person behind the voice and the face just happened to be her youngest unni.


  It was that one person whom she wanted to meet no matter what the cost if she were to die and go to the afterlife. Yeorum confessed what was on her mind.


  ‘I wanted to see you too.’


  Her sister walked up and approached the weak, injured and crumbled baby dragon. 


  ‘You look extremely fatigued.’


  She then hugged Yeorum’s invisible head with the same arms that used to cover her young self who had to stay in the corner after getting bashed up by the other sisters of the generation.


  ‘You tried hard. And you did very well.’


  Yeorum did not weep like before.


  She was too mature to do that – at least that’s what she herself thought. But even then, the warmth of her sister that substituted for her parent’s embrace felt so cozy that it was almost like a dream.


  The youngest unni said while caressing her hair.


  ‘I hope you do not suffer any longer.’


  You hope I don’t suffer?


  ‘Isn’t it about time you took a rest?’


  Her words sounded so sweet but Yeorum could not do so because she was still weak. Hearing that, her youngest unni smiled.


  ‘Is there a need to get stronger?’


  What?


  ‘Let’s go with unni, and enjoy our time together.’


  Yeorum shook her head.


  She couldn’t go with her unni yet.


  ‘Why?’


  There was something she had to wait for, and things that she had to accomplish in the future. 


  That was when the youngest unni curiously asked back.


  ‘Is the person you are waiting for worth all the suffering? Is there a need for you to be in so much pain?’


  Yeorum was about to reply but hesitated. Her mind wasn’t functioning straight.


  That’s true…


  Who was I waiting for…?


  What did I have to do…?


  In any case, she had the subconscious feeling that she should not follow her. This was a strange thought because she liked her youngest unni the most. Her wish at the end of the long life given to her was to be buried at the same place as her sister.


  Sensing her hesitation, the youngest unni smiled.


  ‘There is no need for any more suffering. Let’s go together. There is a world built for us red dragons over there.’


  She pointed somewhere while saying that.


  A world built for red dragons? Yeorum suddenly became curious.


  ‘It’s a land full of lava and unending flames.’


  Her sister began whispering with a dreamy expression and voice.


  ‘Above ground is filled with all sorts of delicious restaurants and wines of every dimension are gathered there. They treat us like princesses.’


  ‘Underground is covered with all sorts of casinos and underground gambling houses. There are illegal clubs and fighting clubs where you can bash people to death any day. And you know what? You can grab millions of drugs there. It’s insane.’


  ‘You can play around with males and females you like any time and anywhere. When I first got there and enjoyed it, I couldn’t even come to myself for a fortnight. The people of that world are so creative and there are countless unimaginable delights.’


  Saying that, her youngest unni smiled with the brightest smile on her face.


  ‘So Yeorum. Come with me.’


  ‘Let’s go, eat and drink day and night.’


  ‘With me, your sister.’


  She appeared absolutely entranced. A short explanation was enough to entice Yeorum as well since the ‘exciting city’ that Yeorum had enjoyed for a short time before was not even close to that. 


  Her heart wavered.


  If a place so happy and joyous actually existed, she wanted to try visiting it as well.


  ‘Hungry, right?’


  Her youngest unni reached her hand out while her voice remained ringing in her ears. There appeared to be light emanating from her body.


  ‘Now… let’s go and have food together…’


  Yeorum unconsciously reached out and grabbed onto the hand. Her sister’s hand wrapped itself around her hand that was so ruined and left without any fingers.


  The hand she had found so cold was now ever so warm.


  

But that was when her body suddenly came to a stop. Without knowing the reason herself, Yeorum uttered such words.


  I can’t…


  A crack appeared on the warm face of her sister. Her expression was weird – it looked as if she detested Yeorum, and it came to her as a big shock.


  ‘What’s wrong? I’m telling you to come with me.’


  Yeorum replied.


  I’m waiting for someone.
And that person is also waiting for me.


  That was when the youngest unni asked with a slightly more stern voice.


  ‘And who is that.’


  Yeorum was scared of the expression that was on her sister’s face. 


  As her mind tried to remember who it was, memories of that ‘human’ which had become hazy began to resurface.


  Forcing the fear down, Yeorum opened her mouth again.


  No, I can’t go. There is a human male waiting for me – a human that taught me many things.


  Hearing that, her youngest sister’s expression turned all the more serious.


  ‘A human…? Did you just say human?’


  Yeorum nodded.


  ‘You. Come here,’ she said with a straight face.


  Although Yeorum tried to stand her ground, her sister shot her hand out.


  ‘Come here, you trash!’


  Her youngest unni grabbed her by the hair. With unimaginable strength, she dragged Yeorum somewhere like how she did in the past.


  By the time Yeorum reopened her eyes, the darkness had long vanished.


  ‘Look. Open your eyes wide and see.’


  Unveiled before her eyes was a city of enjoyment and pleasure with a large erupting volcano at the back.


  It was a suffocating scenery for Yeorum. A world more dazzling than anything she had seen before in her life was in front of her but she still shook her head.


  ‘Are you saying you won’t follow me there? Even though I’m asking you to do so?’


  Yeorum stubbornly remained firm as her sister began to shout.


  ‘Why wouldn’t you come! Huh? What’s with that stupid human!’


  There is a reason, unni…


  ‘Are you looking down on me now just because I’m no longer a part of your life? Are you telling me that you will remain just because of a stupid human?’


  I’m not looking down on you…


  The human taught me a lot of things.


  And I’m not staying behind because of that human…


  ‘What? Teach you a lot of things? Hah… do you have no sense of pride as a red dragon? How can you ever boast about learning from a human?’


  The youngest unni scornfully laughed at her with a burning temperament.


  ‘Hey. How come you haven’t changed a single bit after all those freaking years?’


  What…?


  ‘There is a world here better than your life and you wanted to come with me, so you should just come with me. And yet you want to stay back? In a world that only gives you pain? Just because a stupid human is looking for you?’


  I told you that’s not…


  ‘Shut your mouth! When will you ever grow up!’


  She was furious. Yeorum could not look straight back into her eyes but her sister grabbed her by the collar and forced her to look back.


  ‘What did that freaking human give you?’


  Yeorum listed the things she received from him.


  ‘What? Food? House? That’s all to lock you up in one place and confine you. How do you not know that?’


  No.


  That human also taught me how to fight…


  ‘Karl-Gullakwa? That’s something etched into the hearts of every red dragon from birth. Wake up Yu Yeorum! That human was just imitating the red race!’


  Her shout scattered the world into ashes.


  Yeorum thought about it. She pondered about everything one by one and funnily enough, everything her unni said was correct.


  The reason he provided her with food and shelter was because he kidnapped her.


  The thing that he taught her was indeed a technique unique to the red dragons.


  It’s true. Then what did I gain? What have I learned from that human till now…?


  Something deep in her mind threatened to crumble.


  ‘Now. Let’s go. Come with me to the place where there is no more suffering.’


  Yeorum’s heart wavered from the words of her youngest unni but she decided to go through it one last time.


  What did she learn from him?


  Firstly, Yeorum learned [pulsation] out of the Karl-Gullakwa Stand-up Martial Art from Yu Jitae. Her heart that she couldn’t differentiate from a dragon’s body when in a human form began to beat. Like I said, you can’t teach me okay? She expressed her doubt but Yu Jitae remained headstrong.


  …On that day, Yeorum’s heart began to beat.


  Next, Yeorum learned how to [breathe]. It was tied to effectively making use of the [pulsations] and finding the right balance through inhaling and exhaling to circulate mana within the body. Late at night, when the chains strangled her heart, Yeorum asked him to stay back out of fear. He sat next to her and listened through her grumble about the stories of the past – stories that she had never told anyone before.


  …From that day, Yeorum began to breathe.


  After that, she learned how to [walk]. That too was in relation to effectively making use of [pulsations]. Back then, she shook, unable to walk properly due to the heaviness weighing her body down. Yu Jitae had walked alongside her hand-in-hand and she remembered other cadets of Lair teasing and laughing at her. Even then, Yeorum was happy because she felt power building up in her legs.


  …That day, Yeorum stood firm on the ground on two feet and walked.


  He made her heart beat,


  He taught her how to breathe,


  And he showed her how to stand.


  After that, she learned how to run; how to see and how to hear.


  She didn’t think about it when learning it, but now that she laid them down one by one, it was the same as the process of a baby being born and learning how to live.


  ‘Come with me. You tried really hard and you deserve some rest. You have the right to do so! Don’t you agree? Life is a continuation of despair and pain!’


  ‘Let me say it one last time. Come with me. Live happily with your unni in a world where neither pain nor sorrow exists.’


  ‘My dear sister Yeorum.’


  While her sister hurriedly flooded out words in a rush, Yeorum realised what she learned.


  She learned how to live from Yu Jitae…


  – You might stumble on a rock, or get scraped by a thornbush and you might even fall in a quagmire.


  – But that’s fine. No matter what, we can stand back up and walk forward again. Do you know why?


  Even if every breathing second was exhausting,


  Even if your legs were to get scraped and even if you were to stumble from thorns,


  You can stand back up. That’s what he told her.


  – …Because, we are looking at what’s far ahead?


  – Yes.


  Because there is tomorrow that is worth waiting for.


  After regaining her mind, Yeorum raised her body. She then looked straight into the eyes of her youngest unni who was still looking at her as if she was trash and met face-to-face with that liar.


  It had wavered her heart because it was a spitting image of the one that had been so precious to her in the past. But now, she was certain.


  I’m not going.


  ‘What?’


  I’m not going anywhere. You fuck off.


  ‘You, you—-’


  In the blink of an eye, she smacked the face of her youngest unni as hard as she could.


  Slamm—!


  Despite it being an illusion, the head of her sister turned and she flew back all the way to the veil of darkness. With an abnormally distorted face, she shouted ‘Yu Yeorumm–!’ but Yeorum laughed. Who was she calling Yu Yeorum?


  “Silly bitch. You should have prepared your script properly.”


  How desperate was her mind for things like this to be seen?


  “My youngest unni doesn’t know I’m Yu Yeorum…”


  Although her will for survival was there, Yeorum found her circumstances to be very daunting and shed tears.


  Even then, she will live on.


  “It’s the name that human gave me…”


  Because that’s what she learned from him.


  At that moment.


  The distorted fake youngest unni dissipated like mist.


  At the same time, the black illusion covering the world cracked open.


  ***


  The moment she came to herself, someone grabbed her by the hand. Her hand was a hand devoid of any fingers but the person paid little regard to it.


  Tightly, he grabbed her hand.


  It seemed that they had gone past a certain section of the depths – she could hear stuff although faint and she could hazily see his face through the darkness.


  He was Yu Jitae.


  It had almost been half a year since the last time she saw his face. It seemed unreal, so much so that she felt stuffy at heart.


  But soon, her gaze travelled further in and found approximately ten enormous swords and spears piercing through his back. 


  ‘Come closer. We’re almost there. We have to hurry.’


  Turning her head, she found numerous things following from behind. She realised at a glance that those were what Yu Jitae had been fighting against.


  It was shocking.


  Was he fighting against those?


  Under the same conditions and circumstances as her?


  Does that even make sense…?


  She found it absurd but now wasn’t the time for such thoughts.


  His face was a welcome sight, and his hand was so, so warm but now wasn’t the time to enjoy such things. Once again, she tensed her body and began to follow him while enduring the pain that was digging into her body.


  Soon, his will was conveyed into her disoriented mind.


  ‘You did well enduring it. Sorry for being late. We’re almost there.’


  Almost there…?


  ‘Yes. It’s all done.’


  Those words that it had all ended came as such a big relief to her. Holding in her jumping emotions, Yeorum endlessly swam forth and at the end of the long swim was an underground cave which Yu Jitae and Yeorum both entered. 


  Near the end of the cave was a red flag. The flag which they had come all this way for.


  How deep did you have to put it, you son of a bitch…


  At one point, the ones that were chasing from behind saw where they were going and stopped, before disappearing into the distance. Yeorum approached the flag and tried to hold it but had no fingers that could allow her to do so.


  “Uhhkk…”


  The pain belatedly came flooding in so Yeorum embraced her hands and fell on the ground.


  It wasn’t completely over yet.


  Using her polymorph, Yeorum healed her hands while Yu Jitae also began healing himself after plucking out all the javelins, knives and arrows that were on his back.


  For half a day, the two of them focused on healing their wounded bodies without saying a single word and entered the water again only after most of their wounds were healed.


  ‘From here is a shortcut. It’s a place where the turtle has less influence over.’


  Yeorum noticed something strange about her body.


  They were 2000 metres deep.


  Although they were swimming through the dense water over such a long distance, she did not feel fatigued in the slightest.


  That wasn’t the end.


  Storming traps flew in and tried to bite her foot but Yeorum kicked them away. They vanished after only inflicting small wounds on her body and couldn’t damage her legs like before.


  Yeorum once again realised how much stronger she had become, and how vast the ocean of mana became inside her body. 


  Therefore, the way up wasn’t as hard as before and Yu Jitae no longer let go of her hand.


  At last they found light shining from above and popped their heads out of the water.


  The moment fresh air landed on her face, Yeorum felt herself bubbling up with indescribable emotions as more power entered her clenched hand.


  We pulled it off…


  One more chapter and we are off to next arc!


  Episode 89: Partner (12)


  While gasping for breath, the two of them leaned on the rock staring at each other.


  The training had been extremely strenuous – even more so to Yu Jitae than the months he spent locked in Noah’s dream. Even then, it wasn’t his first time experiencing such things so he paid little regard to it but that wasn’t the case for Yeorum. With a blank look on her face, she began doing strange things.


  “…”


  Lifting her hands, she touched all over her body. She touched her nose and pinched her soft cheeks.


  “…”


  She brushed past the wound on her ankle and wetted her finger with blood. Then, she rubbed it with her thumb and index finger before bringing it to her nose for a smell.


  “…”


  After that, she brought it to her lips. As if having sweet honey, she tasted her own blood and savoured the flavour even though it should have a rusty flavour to it.


  “…”


  Yeorum then turned her gaze towards the world. It was early morning near the end of dawn. Sun of this dimension was starting to rise from the horizon with its ambience covering the entirety of this tranquil ocean. With not a single bird or organism interrupting the scenery, the surface of the water near the horizon reflected the shape of the Sun like a mirror, making the Sun look like a crumpled rugby ball.


  “Ah.”


  And lastly,


  She opened her lips and made a sound.


  “Ah. Mhmm. Hmm…”


  She seemed to find her own voice awkward.


  “Ah…”


  But her last sound was slightly different – Yeorum groaned as her body crumbled down. Yu Jitae hurriedly threw his arms forward and supported her body before she could collapse from the accumulated fatigue. She had been holding on with her willpower alone and her body was the first to react when she relaxed her mind.


  “…”


  Yeorum gazed at him with half-closed eyes. The two of them did not say anything in particular.


  A smile was hanging on her exhausted face as she stared at him.


  Yu Jitae, however, did not smile back. He simply took the strands of hair that had gotten into her mouth out with his fingers. 


  That was when Yeorum raised her trembling hand to grab a handful of hair to place into her mouth. She looked just like a rebel with that sneer on her face.


  Therefore, Yu Jitae grabbed more strands of hair and inserted them into her nostrils for her. 


  “Ukk, kng, hmph…”


  “Have some more, why don’t you huh? Eat more.”


  “What are you doing…?”


  That was the first conversation they had in a long while.


  How difficult it was; how long they had to wait; what they had gone through and what pain they endured – none of that was the first words they shared. Everything was over already and Yeorum didn’t feel like listening or talking about it so the two of them stayed quiet without sharing any other conversation.


  “It’s cold…”


  Hearing her mumble, Yu Jitae took her jacket out of the alternate dimension and handed it over.


  “Ah, right.”


  Yeorum took a cigarette out of that jacket and gave it to him.


  “…”


  He received it and placed it in his mouth.


  Using the mana of the red dragons, he tried to light it on fire but his fingers failed to create any ember… Although he pretended otherwise, he had also used up a lot of his power. Slowly, he began to bring the authorities and blessings back to his body.


  “…”


  That was when Yeorum lifted her finger to light her own cigarette on fire. She then tried to bring the fire over to Yu Jitae’s cigarette, but the ember did not last long since she had also used a large proportion of her power. By the time her trembling finger reached his cigarette, the fire was already long gone. 


  “Nn? It’s gone…”


  “Wait a second. I’m bringing my blessings back.”


  It was then.


  Yeorum lifted her body and gradually approached him.


  With little distance between them, her hazy eyes landed on Yu Jitae’s eyes before travelling down towards his cigarette. 


  Yeorum’s cigarette touched his cigarette. She breathed in and the ember ticking on the end of her cigarette was soon transmitted over to Yu Jitae’s cigarette.


  He slowly inhaled and received the fire.


  “…”


  They could hear the scorching sound of dried leaves. As the smoke scattered above the tranquil ocean, Yeorum opened her mouth.


  “You know,”


  “Yeah.”


  “For a little bit, I saw my youngest unni below.”


  “Youngest unni?”


  “Yeah. Like a hallucination… She told me to come with her to the utopia built for red dragons. But I rejected it.”


  That was the hallucination sprinkled by the turtle sovereign to render existences powerless which aimed to break the desire sitting in people’s mind from its foundation. For example, it would show an illusion of their legs being torn apart to runners and show an illusion of crushing fingers to pianists. 


  “And I suddenly got curious…”


  Exhaling a mouthful of smoke, Yeorum looked up into his eyes and carefully asked.


  “What did… you see?”


  Yu Jitae exhaled back.


  He too had experienced both visual and auditory hallucinations while fighting the monsters in the darkness. He had also seen things that threatened to crush his dream.


  “You guys.”


  In two words, Yu Jitae summarised the illusion he saw. 


  Yeorum could not fully understand what he was saying so she playfully asked.


  “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?”


  “No…”


  He didn’t have a very pleased look on his face. It was rare for him to show such an expression so Yeorum stopped asking.


  Yu Jitae asked back.


  “Was it very hard?”


  “Easy as.”


  “It’s fine to be honest. I know bad memories last long for you guys.”


  Hearing his awkward question and concern, Yeorum replied while exhaling smoke as if it was nothing.


  “Should we jump in again then?”


  Only then did Yu Jitae give a faint smile.


  Not a single breeze was there above the tranquil sea, so their breath and smoke intertwined and lasted for long.


  “I knew you’d come back…”


  Yeorum closed her mouth after saying that. Even though the two of them didn’t say much after that, they felt a strange sense of consolation.


  Their mere existence was a solace to one another.


  ***


  On the way back to their original campsite with Yeorum, he entered deep contemplation for a while.


  In fact, over the course of half a year, there were 3 different occasions when Yu Jitae pondered whether he should stop the training and leave with Yeorum or not.


  Whenever that happened, he would momentarily return the blessings to his eyes to look at Yeorum and every time, he saw her attempting to withstand the great mental shock.


  Back then, he thought while staring at her.


  A little bit more.


  Endure it a bit more.


  Just a little bit more…


  He knew how difficult and miserable the training would be and sincerely wished for the child to withstand it without falling apart. That was when a large earthquake was felt within the world of darkness followed by a bizarre message.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] has confirmed the met requirements of emotion.>


  <Filled Emotion: Greed>


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] states that the [Obelisk of Greed] located in the [Basement of Vintage Clock] has been cast with light.>


  Basement of Vintage Clock.


  The basement and unknown obelisks that suddenly appeared one day. There were 11 obelisks in total with 6 of them lit up, and it seemed that one of the remaining five had also been lit up.


  This was a pleasant occurrence because he, who could no longer become stronger in Providence due to the long repetition of iterations, had finally taken a step towards a new growth.


  Joy. Pleasure. Hatred. Anger. Concern. Affection. 


  And the recent Greed on top of that…


  Then what were the four remaining emotions?


  ***


  The moment Gyeoul was about to grab his hand, the clone stood up from the floor and lifted her up, before having her sit on his lap.


  “…Are you, going to be like this?”


  When Gyeoul turned her head back and glared daggers at him, the clone explained himself after a sigh. 


  “Yes. You are right.”


  “…”


  “I am his younger brother. A different person.”


  “…Why, did you lie?”


  “Sorry. I wasn’t deceiving you out of a bad intention or anything.”


  “…”


  The discontent look on her face lasted for only a little and Gyeoul soon curiously raised a question.


  “…But… Why are you so identical?”


  “Who knows. Probably because we are born of the same root.”


  “…Twins?”


  “Similar.”


  “…”


  Gyeoul appeared to be in deep thought. After a while, she asked with a cautious tone of voice.


  “…Do you know him well?”


  “Who. My lor… I mean, my brother?”


  “…Yes.”


  “I do.”


  “…Are you close?”


  “We are.”


  “…Then, I have a question.”


  “What is it.”


  She threw a glance across the surroundings, before bringing her mouth closer towards the clone’s ear as the clone let her do whatever she wanted to do.


  Gyeoul whispered a question, ‘…What does, ahjussi like?’ The question was so abrupt that the clone asked back in doubt.


  “Why do you want to know that,”


  “…Just because.”


  “I don’t know. He probably likes you.”


  The words that suddenly came flying in made her heart beat in a pleasant mood so she smiled with a nod.


  “…But, besides that.”


  “That is a tough question to answer.”


  Gyeoul added another question, to which the clone replied by whispering into her ear after some thought. Hearing his answer, Gyeoul rejoiced with widened eyes.


  “…I see.”


  The clone had no idea why Gyeoul was so happy.


  “…It’s, a secret.”


  “What?”


  “…You cann’t tell, ahjussi.”


  “No. I must say everything to my brother.”


  Gyeoul was so shocked after hearing that answer that her eyes widened into circles.


  “…You cann’t, say it.”


  “No. I must.”


  “…You can’t.”


  “I have to.”


  “…No.”


  Both the clone and Gyeoul glared at each other.


  “Why can’t I tell him.”


  “…Why, do you have to tell him?”


  “Because obviously he needs to know everything.”


  “…Doesn’t, make any sense.”


  “Anyway, no. I will tell him.”


  She had a fairly shocked look on her face. The ends of her eyes then stooped low as if she was about to cry. 


  Gyeoul resentfully glared at the clone before turning around with a flick. She then wept out loud.


  “…”


  The clone was relatively startled. 


  He was here to make Gyeoul happy. This was a command given by Yu Jitae and there was no hierarchy in priority between this command and the command to stop the Second Night. The two commands were equally important. 


  Therefore, Gyeoul crying was a great crisis.


  The clone thus hurriedly closed his eyes and asked his lord. Gyeoul asked a certain question about milord but does not want to let you know about the details of the shared conversation. What was right thing to do then?


  Yu Jitae rather easily gave him the reply, ‘Do as she says.’


  “Alright. I won’t tell him.”


  “…Really?”


  “Yes. I won’t so don’t cry.”


  “…”


  Gyeoul turned around.


  Although it sounded like she was crying, there were no tears around her eyes.


  “…”


  She immediately began giggling, ‘Hihi’ and only then did the clone realise that it was being played.


  For the remainder of the time, Gyeoul made the clone do various things – things that she wanted the normal Yu Jitae to do but couldn’t ask him to do because she didn’t want to appear childish and troublesome for asking such trivial things. But it was easier to do it to his brother, who was a spitting image of Yu Jitae.


  Therefore, the clone had to cook instant noodles five times a day, and with that unique tone of voice had to repeat the likes of ‘Here you go’ or ‘I am Gyeoul’s father’ for an hour straight.


  It was such a pleasant thing to watch that Gyeoul chuckled out loud while the clone occasionally had to question his own actions.


  On top of that, Gyeoul asked for a hug, and asked for his socks everyday. They fished together and took hundreds of selfies. 


  She also made him make stupid expressions which resulted in roughly 120 humiliating pictures of Yu Jitae in her watch, and the clone also had to listen to hours of her bad-mouthing Yeorum.


  Due to everything she did, Gyeoul was fully satisfied although Yu Jitae wasn’t with her for the last 3 days. On the day before going back home, she filled a bottle with the water from the ocean.


  Thus ended the week at Tranquil Sea.


  ***


  After that, Yeorum returned to the newborn superhuman competition and the remaining month went by in a flash.


  Since her mana pool had increased by approximately 8.5 times the one she had before the training, Yeorum now had even more mana than Kaeul.


  Some people doubted how she had become so much stronger in the span of a few days but it was kept a secret which only Yu Jitae and Yeorum knew the answer of.


  Yeorum achieved outcomes that were unthinkable for a newborn superhuman in the remainder of the competition and in the last 40 days, their team completed twice the amount of missions they had done in the previous 90 days and began gaining an explosive burst in popularity and fame worldwide. 


  By the end of the competition, 250 letters were sent to Unit 301, while roughly 5,000 messages were sent to Yu Jitae’s watch.


  There were dozens of people everyday calling the PR team of Lair, looking for Yu Jitae, which was partly because he had yet to announce Yeorum’s affiliation. 


  Almost every renowned guild worldwide tried to pull Yeorum into their arms and Yu Jitae became so tired of their calls that he decided to officially register the virtual ‘Yu household’ at the Association. Only after he registered both Yeorum and Kaeul under the household did everything settle down.


  At last when the competition came to an end, Yeorum’s official rank was decided by the Association. 


  Although numerous people and the press were estimating her to be in the top 200’s as an unprecedented newborn superhuman, the actual given rank exceeded their expectations and shocked the world.


  [Yu Yeorum (KR, 18, MZZ): Rank 93]


  Kaeul ended at Rank 498 but since she had no interest in her rank in the first place, she was whole-heartedly happy for Yeorum.


  *


  Like that, the ranking competition came to an end and in the middle of a snowy winter day.


  “We’re backkkkk!”


  “Ah, sex.”


  The kids returned to the dormitory.


  


  Episode 90: A Black Flower (1)


  It was on a winter holiday, a few days after they started living together again.


  Yu Jitae’s relationship with the kids changed but their life together wasn’t all that different.


  This year too had snow falling on the floating island, Haytling. The island was floating in the stratosphere and was above most of the clouds so sometimes, there could be a heavy snowfall on earth with not a single sign of snow in Lair. 


  In those cases, the mages of Haytling sometimes created artificial snow to scatter from above, in order to create an environment similar to the ground.


  “Oi. Who’s the one in charge of snow today! Who’s the one that sprinkled it!”


  “Aht…”


  “What’s wrong with you huh? Why did you pour so much?”


  “Sorry sir! It was an accident…!”


  Since it was people that were doing it, there were occasional mistakes and that was the reason behind the heavy snowfall of that day.


  “Uwah…”


  Kaeul walked out to the terrace with the baby chicken in her arms.


  “That’s a looooot of snow.”


  As the snow piled up and covered the colours of the world, everything outside the window appeared white and clean. Kaeul and Gyeoul blankly gazed outside.


  What was snow to the little kids?


  “Hmm! That’s going to be a big mess in a few days…!”


  “…Messy.”


  “Let’s stay home for today Gyeoul…”


  “…Nn nn.”


  They in fact didn’t find it that significant because it was already their third time seeing heavy snow.


  Thus, the kids gathered at the living room that day and played a board game. Travelling across the world, they bought lands and raised buildings; or pulled the bricks of a fine tower to make an unstable stack on top of the building; or earned an ‘identity’ each and deceived others about their identities through lies while figuring out other’s identities and attacking them for money. 


  Most of the board games were competitive, and they naturally tended to create a scapegoat at the end.


  And the scapegoat of Unit 301 was…


  “I attack ahjussi with assassin!”


  “…”


  “Kyah! Ahjussi you lost a life!”




  “Oh yeah? Then I’ll steal Yu Jitae’s money with the pirate captain. Give me 2 coins.”


  “…”


  “Easy~. Now you’re poor as heck. Haha!”




  “…Uhm, me too. Captain Hook.”


  “What now.”


  “…Give me, money.”


  “This is everything I have.”


  “…Give me, everything.”


  In an instant, all his lives except for one in addition to all his money was taken away as Yu Jitae squinted his eyes. 


  At last it was Bom’s turn. Yeorum grinned and glared at Bom wondering whether she would cover for him or not.


  Bom, who had a faint smile or an indifferent look on her face throughout the games, gave a slightly brighter smile the moment her eyes met with Yu Jitae’s. Her eyes curved and the ends of her red lips curled up.


  She covered her mouth diagonally so that only Yu Jitae could see it, but her voice was loud and clear for everyone else to hear.


  “It was nice playing with you.”


  Oi.


  Once again, the kids bursted into laughter.


  Meanwhile, Bom brought her lips together and gave a little blow kiss which only Yu Jitae could see due to the covering hand.


  Unable to resist their joint attack, Yu Jitae had to leave the board. While the kids were chuckling from behind, the one that dropped out even before him welcomed him.


  “Welcome sir. Let me guide you to your seat.”


  “What’s with that. Are you a guide or what.”


  “I am a punching bag.”


  Yu Jitae sat next to the protector.


  The two of them who were always the first to be bombarded by kids had no choice but to watch over them. The protector at least had something to do, as he repeatedly pulled the baby chicken away by its leg whenever it tried to stealthily deliver a coin to Kaeul.


  Chirp chirp chirp!


  Should the baby chicken resist, he would grab its beak and cuddle it with his arms and legs. The baby chicken had to spend time in the jail cell that is the full-plated armour.


  While they were gathered in one place enjoying themselves, a mysterious post was sent to their door.


  [To. Yu Kaeul]


  It’s the leaf you were looking for. There was nothing on the market and barely got it after a few days. Only sending one ‘cuz why not. Too annoying and won’t do it a second time.


  [From. TB]


  A leaf?


  Yu Jitae called Kaeul and told her that she had gotten a post from Tyr Brzenk.


  Her reaction however, was strange.


  “Hukk! Is that finally here?!”


  She soon began ripping the post box apart. It was Yu Jitae’s first time seeing the child looking forward to a gift this much ever since the chocolate macaron.


  What was it?


  What Kaeul took out of the post box was a small flower – a black flower that didn’t look that pretty. It resembled a rose and had multiple leaves stacked on top.


  He immediately knew what that was.


  It was a unique plant called a Wyvernip.


  Wyverns were one of the most troublesome monsters to fight against in dungeons because they were fast, shot magic spells and flew around. And yet none of their parts were expensive so it was nothing but a bothersome monster to a raid group. 


  That flower was a miraculous drug against those wyverns.


  Wyverns tended to lose their will to fight and turn extremely docile the moment they took a breath of that scent, so raid groups sometimes crushed the flower to apply it over their bodies like a perfume. Even the wyverns that came to attack humans would become gentle from the pleasing scent and refrain from fighting.


  He also heard of how they would sometimes trail from behind like puppies. 


  But of course, wyverns themselves were quite rare so there wasn’t much demand for Wyvernips. Besides, they only grew in unique environments so there was only a small supply from fissures outside of Earth.


  There was only a few in both supply and demand.


  That was why the flower was only popular to aficionados and the rich but…


  That was when Kaeul, after placing the flowerpot on the ground of the front entrance, blankly gazed at it as if she was staring at a bright gem. She then carefully brought her nose to have a smell of the flower.


  She then tightened her fists and bit her lower lips.


  “Muuuunng…”


  Kaeul melted on the ground like a liquid and giggled.


  It was intriguing to find that Wyvernips which were known to only have an effect on wyverns also had an effect on dragons.


  “Woah. This really smells too good.”


  After coming back to herself, Kaeul was about to carry the Wyvernip into the living room.


  “Unni unni! Gyeoul!”


  Apart from its intriguing aspect, it wasn’t a welcome sight for Yu Jitae to see Kaeul melting like that because there was a not-so-pleasant memory similar to it.


  Thus, he called her.


  “Yes?” she replied. 


  “That thing. Give it to me for a second.”


  “Okayy.”


  Kaeul obediently handed the Wyvernip to Yu Jitae.


  This was used like an anti-anxiety pill to wyverns but they were different from dragons. If this had some kind of sedative or stimulating effect to dragons, he had to discard it immediately. 


  Yu Jitae tried smelling it. It didn’t feel like anything to a human like him but when he used the pulsations of a red dragon’s heart, his physical body momentarily became like a red dragon’s body.


  Thump– After the red-coloured heart thumped once, he closed his eyes and smelled the flower.


  It felt as if there were fluffy clouds spreading across his emotions. There wasn’t any sense of pleasure and it wasn’t that potent nor did it have any addictiveness to it either. It simply invigorated the parasympathetic nervous system by a little.


  This was no different from having something sweet when hungry, and wanting to take a nap on a warm day. 


  “Why why why? Is it bad?”


  “No. It should be fine. But where did you suddenly get this from,”


  “It was inside Ling Ling’s necklace, but it had such a nice smell to it you see? So I asked for one!”


  “Is that so?”


  “He could have bought more though. It’s only one flower… He’s tall but he’s very small-minded!”


  In the past, Bom had described Kaeul’s face when grumbling as (-3-) over the messenger, and that was exactly what her current expression was like.


  In any case, something that had no harm to the body and no addictiveness was nothing but a fun toy to the children. Yu Jitae gave the permission and Kaeul immediately brought the Wyvernip to the other kids.


  “What’s that?” Yeorum asked.


  “Unni unni. Try smelling this…!”


  “What is that jet black shit. Go away.”


  “No no no. This is really insane…!”


  “Like I said, go away.”


  ‘Hupp’, Kaeul ran up but had to retreat after having both of her nostrils be poked by her fingers. During that process, the flower touched Yeorum’s nose as the frown on her face immediately vanished.


  “Hoh…”


  “How is it, how is it? Cool right?”


  “What is this?”


  Yeorum sniffed the Wyvernip with a much more relaxed expression.


  “Amazing yeah? It’s super relaxing right?”


  “Mhmm. Not bad.”


  Seeing Yeorum blink her eyes and stay still, Kaeul’s expression turned brighter as she then went for Bom. 


  “Nn? What’s this… hmm…”


  As expected, Bom melted in comfort after having a smell of the Wyvernip and Kaeul sniffed it again from the side. The two of them laying down in comfort like that made them look like avocado paste and mashed potatoes stacked on top of each other. 


  ‘Ah, sex…’ Soon, tomato paste was added to the avocado paste and mashed potatoes.


  But Gyeoul, who was in the middle of her unnis, shook her hand as if she wasn’t interested in the slightest even after sniffing the flower. She walked up to Yu Jitae and asked what was wrong with them. 


  There were occasionally a few wyverns that were tolerant to the smell and it seemed that Gyeoul was similar to them.


  In any case, the Wyvernip was an alive flower and it withered that night due to being unable to adapt to the foreign environment. Due to the unique environment which the flower grew in, it was hard to keep it alive and Bom also couldn’t recreate it since it did not belong to either Askalifa or Earth.


  In a sad mood, they all gazed at the withered flower as Kaeul then raised a question.


  “Ahjussi. Can you please buy us another one?”


  It had been a while since Kaeul asked him for a favour so Yu Jitae readily agreed to do so. Them being too attached to the flower wouldn’t be a welcome sight but buying it once shouldn’t matter that much.


  Thus, on the next day at around lunch time, Yu Jitae headed to the one and only store on Earth that bought and sold Wyvernips.


  Located in the southeastern region of USA, at the state that had divided out from Virginia in the past which then turned into a corporate town after the New Era, Kentucky, there was the world’s largest ‘unique monster consumable shop’.


  There, the Regressor came across an unexpected person.


  ***


  The monster consumable store was bustling from early morning.


  Yu Jitae was about to take the pocket watch out to check the time but decided against it since the pocket watch was set to Haytling time zone.


  Thus, he checked the current time with his watch.


  It was currently 9 in the morning, and 11 would be when they receive goods from the raid groups working in the dimension, [Lamdiaran]. Although there were still two hours left until the delivery, there were quite a few people waiting in line. They were collectors who personally enjoyed gathering such goods even though it wasn’t a socially well-received hobby. 


  He guessed that a few of them were also here for a Wyvernip.


  Wearing a coat, he stood in line waiting when something strange entered his sight.


  “…”


  There was a woman two seats away from him.


  Black coat. Black heels. Purple earrings and a black cap on top. Even her hair was pure black and her eyes were purple like the colour of her earrings.


  Yu Jitae frowned the moment he saw her face.


  An idealistic beauty unimaginable from a human was hanging on her face, which was covered by a high-quality face mask.


  It was by no coincidence that Yu Jitae’s eyes landed on her. He had a blessing that consistently sensed all the existences within a 1.5 kilometre radius and that woman was not caught in that radar.


  Alongside her face, the woman was also hiding her presence at a similarly high level.


  It was strange.


  “…”


  He looked at her with a somewhat skeptical gaze.


  Kwanng–!


  That was when a loud thud echoed from nearby.


  “Hukk! What was that!?”


  Growl!


  A beast roared in anger.


  A large white beast resembling a wolf kicked and jumped out of the cage. It had a height of 2.4 metres and a body length of 5.5 metres.


  The large wolf that was as big as an elephant kicked the guard in front of it with its front paws and began wreaking havoc by either pushing or attempting to bite other people.


  It immediately turned into chaos.


  “Uaaaaak!”


  “R, run away!!”


  “Superhumans! Where the fuck are the superhumans!!”


  “Kyaaaak!”


  The frightened people shouted and made a fuss. While the crowd scattered like a bunch of ants, the black-haired woman stayed still, with her hazy pair of eyes still gazing at the ground. 


  After perhaps sensing something, the wolf dashed towards to her.


  But at that moment,


  As the wolf’s eyes met with the eyes of the woman, its large body froze on the spot. As if there was a bottomless cliff in front of it, the wolf hurriedly took several steps back before turning around and running away in fright.


  It was drenched in fear.


  The monster was immediately suppressed by the superhuman guards but that mattered not to Yu Jitae. He gazed at the black-haired woman even more attentively.


  Slowly, her eyes turned towards him.


  “…”


  The purple pair of eyes gazed back at Yu Jitae.


  


  Episode 90: A Black Flower (2)


  Power had an endogenous origin. 


  Before being released, it was not revealed in full.


  The reason Yu Jitae was able to discern a relatively strong person’s power level immediately after seeing them was because he was a regressor. He had already seen the outputs of all the superhumans that were worth knowing, so he could guess how strong they would be in certain phases. 


  However, he did not know the woman before his eyes.


  Black hair, purple eyes.


  And a face seemingly carved for the purpose of beauty.


  He had never seen or heard about such a person existing and her mana was also quite foreign. 


  Something like this occasionally did happen. Although he had lived for over hundreds of years, the world was broad and sometimes had things that he had no idea of. Whenever he came across such things, he wasn’t in a good mood since he had to know Earth like the back of his hand.


  But it was fine since he could learn what he didn’t know.


  “Aigo. Why today of all days?”


  “Let’s just line back up.”


  After the crisis, people who had scattered due to the beast gathered again to line up as Yu Jitae stood in front of the woman. It might cause more friction if he were to stand behind her so he intentionally stood in front of her.


  There was no reason to waste any time. He was currently an executive of the Association and had various tools.


  “Hello.”


  Her purple eyes turned and gazed into his eyes.


  The woman had normal eyes – the average eyes of a human, which was a rare find among superhumans. 


  Yu Jitae took the ID card out of his wallet and showed it to her. It was the Dungeon Free Pass; a black card with the Association’s symbol on it.


  “I am the Association’s Grade 5 agent, One.”


  “Sorry?”


  “Can I see your ID?”


  “Ah…”


  The woman indifferently looked into his eyes, before taking an ID card out of the inner pocket of her coat.


  Yu Jitae received the card which only had such words engraved on it.


  [Tower of Mages]


  Soon when the woman added mana into it, it displayed the details of her identity.


  [Royal Guards of the Golden Cross]
[No. 12. Myu (28, Female)]


  Myu… it was a unique name. 


  Only then did Yu Jitae realise why this woman seemed so foreign to him.


  Despite repeating various iterations, he had a weak connection to magic due to his lack of talent at it.


  Tower of Mages was an occlusive and introverted organisation. When he was weak, it was hard to make a connection with those from the Tower of Mages, and after becoming stronger, he needed rankers who weren’t tied by the Tower of Mages. Because of that, there were naturally people in the tower that he had no idea about. 


  Royal Guards of the Golden Cross were agents that guarded the Lord of the Tower from the shadows in secret. It was rare for them to show up in public and those elected as the Royal Guards of the Golden Cross even had their names removed from the official ranks.


  This woman was apparently Number 12, but Yu Jitae didn’t even know how many of them there were in the first place. It was thus normal for this to be his first time seeing her.


  Even then, he decided to talk a bit more.


  “Why is a shadow that should be attached to the feet of their master wandering around in broad daylight?”


  “We are not watchdogs. I have something to do.”


  “And what would that be.”


  “To buy a flower.”


  The authenticity floating on his [Eyes of Equilibrium (SS)] that he had activated as a habit was ‘true’. It meant that she was telling the truth.


  Her favourability was neutral and so was her nature of good and evil.


  It was an ever so average personality. It was so normal that it was unique among superhumans who tended to turn increasingly strange as they got stronger.


  The woman appeared vigilant but did not ask about the reason behind his question. This was why an executive position of the Association was convenient – he could act like a police officer wherever it may be.


  “May I ask why you are here then?” she asked.


  “Me?”


  “Did you come looking for me for matters related to the Tower? There shouldn’t be anything the Association can force on the Tower though.”


  “No… I came to buy a Wyvernip.”


  “Ahh. Same as me.”


  “Wyvernip?”


  “Yes. They’re good, aren’t they. Very relaxing to smell.”


  In some countries, they were often used as an expensive air freshener or a talisman, just like how Ling Ling had kept dried Wyvernip as a necklace. After that, Yu Jitae continued asking a few questions but couldn’t find anything strange about the woman.


  However, they were met with a problem when the line in front of them disappeared.


  “Ohh. You’re here again, Miss. You’re after a Wyvernip yeah?”


  “Yes. Do you have a lot of them?”


  “No. We got almost nothing this time.”


  “Ah…”


  “And today’s batch is the last. There won’t be any more in the future.”


  “Sorry?”


  The merchant grumbled.


  “You know how the bastards at the Association are noisy these days. Those gangsters and bullies forced every raid group out of Lamdiaran.”


  “Umm…”


  “Fuck. Say something in advance at least, ya know? My brothers were in the field for 8 years and they suddenly got nothing to do. They borrowed equipment for 10 years and now they’re doomed.”


  “Hmm…”


  “You’ve got no idea how many people have to starve now. Those Association retards. Who knows what random things they’re trying to do, trying to monopolise everything…”


  “Ah~~! You have no idea! Everyone knows those bastards are trying to wage a war!” The merchant of the store nearby shouted in fury. 


  “Whatt? Fuck, are they really tryin’ to wage a war? Do those arrogant bastards have something to believe in?”


  “Those guys yeah? They were acting cocky as if they were international police and now their stomach is so big, that their guts are flowing out from it.”


  “What has the world come to… Association. I had no idea those rogues were the source of evil.”


  “Bastards… Those guys called Quasars or whatever need to do some work. Whinging just because of one death or something… Hell, every one of those stupid higher-ups should all die for a whole revamp!”


  Meanwhile the woman, ‘Myu’, widened her eyes in surprise as she threw a glance at Yu Jitae. She then saw the odd Grade 5 agent of the Association wearing the same indifferent look on his face despite hearing countless profanities about the Association.


  The public sentiment being like this was already well-known, even in the Association.


  “So, how many Wyvernips do you have?”


  “Nn? Ah. Look at me. Here. I have one left.”


  “One?”


  “Yah. Only one. You’re lucky Miss. Haha.”


  The moment he said that, she immediately flicked her head towards Yu Jitae. Although the two of them were next to each other, it was Yu Jitae who was in the line first.


  “Nn? Ah, were you also after the Wyvernip young man?”


  “Yes.”


  “Sorry to you Miss, but I think he comes first.”


  Yu Jitae paid the price and took the flower. During the process, he observed her and again thought to himself that she was a superhuman with an extremely sane personality, from how she threw glances at it with regret.


  In any case, he received the item and it was highly likely that the woman wouldn’t cause any problems. Things were done here so he turned around and left the crowd behind but the woman toddled and chased from behind. He stopped and turned around to ask why she was following him.


  “They only sell that here apparently.”


  “…”


  “And that seems to be the last flower.”


  “I heard that too.”


  “Is there any chance that I can buy that?”


  “No.”


  “I’ll give you 5 times the price.”


  “Even 10 times won’t be enough.”


  She had an extremely regretful look on her face.


  “Okay… You know, if you turn the corner there, you’ll find a preservative store. You should be able to enter it as a Grade 5 agent.”


  “What?”


  “Get holy water from Lamdiaran and a preservation device to set at 45 degrees Celsius. If you do that, even after it dies it would last several weeks without withering and give a scent off.”


  “Oh, really.”


  “Just so that you can use it for as long as possible since it’s the last flower. Goodbye then…” she said before turning around.


  He thought to himself. Shouldn’t one give something back after receiving something? It was interesting that such a thought had struck his mind due to living a normal life. 


  “Excuse me.”


  Yu Jitae called Myu, who looked back at him after hearing his voice. He walked up and plucked a few of the black petals of the flower and gave it to her.


  “Ah, thank you.”


  “No problem.”


  Saying that, he turned back.


  “Umm… I’m very grateful. Would you like me to buy you a meal?”


  She said at the end but he shook his hand. That was the end of his encounter with the woman – he wasn’t interested in anything beyond that.


  Even if he were to remember that woman one day, it would simply be because of her unique purple eyes. 


  ***


  “Oing? What’s this box?” Kaeul asked.


  Inside the transparent cubical box, the petals fluttered inside the thick liquid. The other kids that were either having an apple or a mandarin also turned to look at him.


  “The Wyvernip flower is inside. Apparently it lasts longer this way.”


  “Nn? What about the smell?”


  “Try it. It gives off a soft scent.”


  “Uuumm…… Uwah, it actually does!? Ahjussi you’re the best…!”


  Kaeul carried the Wyvernip and showed it to Bom and Yeorum.


  “Muuunng…”


  “Hmm… That’s good…”


  Once again, Yeorum and Kaeul relaxed after smelling the flower. 


  Meanwhile, Bom continued feeding Gyeoul. “Uiingg~” She imitated the sound of a fly while carrying the mandarin around in a circle before bringing it to Gyeoul’s mouth. 


  “Ahh.”


  Gyeoul, thinking that she was being treated like a child again, had a displeased look on her face but when the mandarin was finally in front of her mouth, she widened her eyes into circles and opened her mouth.


  “…Ahh.”


  The mandarin entered her mouth half-way.


  But when her lips were about to come to a close, Bom sneakily pulled the mandarin out.


  “Good.”


  “….?”


  What’s ‘good’? Gyeoul grumbled in dissatisfaction. Only then did Bom put the whole mandarin into her mouth with a smile.


  “…Hmph.”


  “You seem sulky but your mouth is giving it away.”


  Nom nom…


  He thought she was simply too indulged in playing to pay any attention to the flower but that wasn’t the case. Even when Gyeoul was rolling around with the baby chicken, Bom kept her distance without trying to take a smell of the Wyvernip.


  “Why aren’t you smelling that?”


  “I’m fine.”


  “Why.”


  “Oh you see you see! For some reason, it’s stronger for unni! She said she suddenly got very sleepy…!” said Kaeul from the side after raising her body up from the sofa.


  It had a stronger effect on her?


  “You didn’t know? Yu Bom spent the whole day yesterday holed up in her room taking a nap,” Yeorum added.


  She did sleep more than usual but he hadn’t linked it to the flower. Yu Jitae turned towards Bom, who then opened her mouth.


  “For some reason, it was just me that felt very sleepy.”


  “Just you?”


  “Yes yes. I think it’s because I’m a dragon of nature. That’s probably why it had a stronger effect on me.”


  “Why didn’t you force it away then.”


  “I was thinking about it, but it feels different from pushing poison out of your body. It’s like forcing yourself to stay up when sleepy? Something like that.”


  Yu Jitae couldn’t really remember what that felt like.


  “Well it was good though. I get a lot of nightmares usually and can’t sleep well but I had a whole 2 days of sleep.”


  He paid little regard to it. Although it did seem slightly strange, there was a lot more important topic to focus on so he turned his mind towards that instead.


  While the kids were watching a drama in the living room, he checked the newspaper with his watch.


  [An ever-increasing fear and animosity.]


  [‘G12’ demands for a detailed reasoning behind the Association’s recent focus on the military.]


  [A newborn superhuman in his 20’s left jobless from the sudden shift in the military workforce.]


  [Maximum military tension in every country… Some even voice their support for Quasar.]


  [President of the Republic of Korea, Yun Gujoon, “It’s not too late yet. The Association must discard their mysticism and open up…”]


  [“Will blocking the mouth and the ears suffice?” Petrovic lays criticisms on the Association’s control over media.]


  Flames of anti-Association that had momentarily settled after Chaliovan’s public statement had recently been re-ignited. In the subjugation process of the Quasars, there was an excessive use of force and several armed organisations that were dissatisfied by the process came out and conveyed their will to stand alongside the Quasars.


  He had postponed it for as long as possible, but it was no longer possible to do so.


  “Bom. Let’s have a chat for a bit.”


  Yu Jitae called Bom to the terrace.


  *


  “Have you thought about what I told you before?”


  Bom was the only one out of the four that at least had an idea of what Yu Jitae was doing. From the days when he had been hunting demons in the past, Bom often asked how things were going and Yu Jitae gave short explanations.


  And a few months ago, he asked Bom for a favour, asking her to go to the Association together.


  “It was about things that I can help with right?”


  “So you still remember it.”


  “Because I don’t forget.”


  The situation was like the following:


  1. The Association was accumulating more military in preparation for the ‘Long Night’.


  2. The ‘reason’ at the basis of the preparation of the Long Night was the prophet.


  3. And the entire world was requesting for that reason.


  However, Yu Jitae could not stand at the forefront.


  “From now, you will become the justification of the Association. You will be the reason for everything I do and everyone will accept what I say at once because of you.”


  Yu Jitae’s voice was a lot lower than usual as Bom also returned a serious nod.


  “…With the title of a soothsayer, is it?”


  “Yes. You will stand for the public to see. Each nation will try to analyse the wave of your mana and as you know, the unique attribute of [Foreseeing] is within the mana of the green race. This is the same as the power of foresight which was discovered from the one and only Level 5 artifact that’s in the hands of the Tower of Mages.”


  “Yes…”


  Bom was in fact an incomplete soothsayer, because she couldn’t see what she wanted to see or see things that had to be seen.


  However, that was not important because Yu Jitae had the revelations and although quiet for now, [Vintage Clock (EX)] was the god so Bom simply had to act as the mouth.


  After some contemplation, Bom asked a question.


  “What will you do if I don’t want to do it?”


  “I will have to find a substitute.”


  “Is there one?”


  There wasn’t any.


  Things would get more troublesome because Yu Jitae would have to take time off the children to use for pressuring each government. 


  “I think I’m the only one that can do it.”


  “Why do you think so.”


  “If someone too strong like ahjussi act as one, it might be seen as an imbalance in power and there might be oppositions.”


  Bom was smart enough to understand the ins and outs of the situation. 


  Yu Jitae was a tyrant. Hitting them with a stick was possible as long as he had the time. But ironically, that was in fact the problem since the time spent taking care of the young dragons was more important to him than anything else.


  “That’s exactly right. That’s why I’m trying to give a carrot instead of a stick.”


  “Ah, a carrot’s a bit…”


  “Yeah. Broccoli, cucumber, whatever.”


  Only then did Bom give a satisfied nod.


  “Is that okay,” he asked.


  “Do I have to be restrained there a lot?”


  “Not at all. But there might be a few instances where you have to follow me to show your face. You would have to follow a schedule.”


  “Will I have to be there by myself?”


  “That will almost never happen. You will spend most of the time with me.”


  “…”


  Bom slowly nodded with an uncertain look on her face.


  “Hmm… we will return to Unit 301 sometimes right?”


  “Well of course.”


  “Then I’ll do it.”


  “Is that okay?”


  “Yes.”


  Saying that, she slowly leaned on the railing.


  “Life at Lair was boring anyway.”


  “That’s no good.”


  “You already know. I have no friends and no social skills… And now I’m not writing any novels either. The kids are fun and interesting to be with but I was quite bored these days to be honest.”


  “Thank you. You won’t have to go to the frontlines so there’s no need to be too nervous.”


  “Okay.”


  “Don’t think of this as you being used or anything. It’s to make things better for all of us.”


  “It’s alright. Using and being used is part of human relationships right?”


  It was winter.


  The days were short and the sun set from early evening. Although the two of them weren’t really cold, the wind was quite chilly.


  “Let’s head back inside.”


  He said while turning and Bom, who was blankly gazing at him, belatedly gave her reply.


  “…Okay, oppa.”


  Episode 90: A Black Flower (3)


  “How does this look?”


  She said, wearing a black dress that revealed a large portion of her arms.


  “Looks okay.”


  “…”


  It seemed that Bom wasn’t satisfied with being okay, and went back inside to change her clothes. This time, she wore a red evening dress.


  “How about this?”


  “Looks pretty.”


  “No, not that.”


  “It’s showing too much of your shoulders. Are you going to the Academy Awards or something.”


  “…”


  In response to his words, Bom went back into the room and audibly scavenged through her clothes. This time, she came out dressed like a career woman, wearing a business shirt and a tuxedo. 


  “Are you going off to work?”


  “…”


  “Just dress casually. A shirt with pants.”


  “I can’t do that.”


  “Why.”


  “I’m the soothsayer right. I have to look like one.”


  Today was the day Bom would be standing before the Association.


  Until now, Yu Jitae had never talked about the basis of his ‘prophecies’. However, he vaguely hinted at the existence of one foreseeing the future and today would be the day the existence of the soothsayer would come to light. 


  “We have an hour left.”


  – Hmm.


  “Hurry up. We might be late at this rate.”


  – Hmmmm.


  “Quick.”


  – Nnnnnn.


  When Bom walked out of the room again, she was wearing a mediocre black dress.


  “Looks fine.”


  “Really? Let’s go then.”


  But when Bom walked past him, Yu Jitae had to call her.


  “Wait. Are you really going to wear that?”


  “Why not?”


  “Why don’t you wear something else.”


  “Didn’t you say it was fine?”


  He did,


  Not knowing that the back part of the dress was made with transparent sheer fabric.


  “Change to something else.”


  Beyond the black texture, her white nape and clean back as well as her shoulder blades were all fully visible. It was too improper for a soothsayer to wear.


  Not knowing where to look, he slightly tilted his head and looked away.


  After placing her hand on her back, Bom appeared slightly flustered and seemed to have mistakenly worn something similar in a hurry. 


  She threw a glance at Yu Jitae. After realising that he was even more perplexed than herself, her fluster disappeared and turned into amusement. Bom walked towards him and leaned her back on him.


  “No-one will see it if we do this though…”


  “Oi.”


  It was naturally a joke.


  After that, Bom giggled and changed into the dress that she had been trying to wear in the first place.


  “This should do.”


  “…”


  It was the first dress she had worn.


  *


  Winter.


  The sky filled with clouds was dark despite it being the middle of the day. A sedan slithered over the road in that cold weather heading for the Association.


  While driving, Yu Jitae opened his mouth.


  “You need to be on your toes from now on.”


  “Yes.”


  Sitting on the passenger’s seat, Bom replied with a stern look on her face. She pulled a little prank in the morning but she knew exactly what the situation entailed. Her voice would soon reverberate across the entire world.


  “Foreseeing the future is a ridiculous ability. It doesn’t exist nor should it exist. Even a normal person can do things that no-one else can pull off as long as they know what is ahead of them.”


  Bom gave a nod.


  “That’s why you need to appear like a god.”


  “I have to act as one, right?”


  “Yes. Can you do it?”


  “Hmm…”


  She didn’t seem very confident.


  “There’s no need to overthink it. Just try to show some level of dignity. You will start off with a lot of authority in their eyes and that will add weight to your words.”


  It was simple to give prestige and authority to Bom. Yu Jitae simply had to treat her like an extremely important person. 


  “Should I talk casually to you?”


  “No.”


  “Then will you talk politely to me, oppa?”


  “Yeah.”


  Bom entered a world of delusions but that couldn’t last long as they began to see something strange from the distance. 


  There were people gathered in front of the headquarters of the Association. Hundreds of people were standing at the door carrying either a placard or a board.


  “Dirty Association. Reveal the truth!”


  “Stop the war!”


  Stop the war.


  The protesters shouted in one voice. A few of them were carrying wooden sticks or metal pipes but most of them were normal humans and there were very few superhumans.


  “What are they?”


  “The anti-Association protesters. Following G12.”


  “Protesters? Why would the protesters do that though? The Association isn’t a humanitarian organisation and it’s not like they would listen to a protest right?”


  “What do you mean why. Have a look.”


  Yu Jitae pointed at a group of cameras. Funnily enough, there were an excessive number of cameras compared to the number of protesters.


  Dozens of international broadcast companies were filming the protest and most of their cameras were facing the humans who would die from an accidental tap. Linking that to the recent uproar with the Association’s excessive subjugation, it was obvious what their objective was. 


  It was cumbersome. Although there was an underground entrance, he had chosen to use the front entrance since that would give Bom a rough idea of her new workplace. And of all days, the protest had to be today. 


  “Uh? What’s that. Isn’t that a guy from the Association?”


  It was then. One of the protesters walked towards the passenger’s seat with arrogant steps, while shaking the stick in his hand. 


  “Uh, they’re coming… what do we do now?”


  The man came to the driver’s seat and shouted out loud. “Oi! You are from the fucking Association right? Huh?!” His yell gathered the eyes of the crowd.


  As Bom anxiously stared at Yu Jitae, he lowered the window of the driver’s seat and gestured with his finger for him to come closer. 


  “What you fucker! Are you from the Association or what!”


  The man lowered his head. Right as the car blocked the vision of the camera, Yu Jitae smacked the man by his chin.


  With a thud, the man crumbled to the ground. Bom widened her eyes and threw glances at Yu Jitae and the man on the ground in surprise.


  From a distance, the protesters began to walk up.


  “Hang on.”


  “Sorry?”


  He suddenly pressed hard on the accelerator. The speed rapidly rose up as the engine frantically rotated. 


  It was as if he would actually run over someone. 


  Yet again in surprise, Bom tightly grabbed onto her seatbelt.


  “Ahhht! Dodge it!”


  “R, run away!”


  The crowd quickly avoided the car in fright. Although they were here with a violent demonstration in mind, they would have died in one hit if they didn’t dodge that.


  Going past them, the sedan entered the Association. There was no problem because it won’t make for a big headline without a dead person. 


  “…”


  Bom was again reminded of what kind of person Yu Jitae was outside and how he was only unconditionally kind inside Unit 301. 


  This was the natural Yu Jitae.


  “Were you surprised?”


  So when Yu Jitae asked that question, Bom shook her head. If he was that kind of person…


  “That was refreshing.”


  She had to become that type of person as well. 


  However, it wasn’t easy.


  The moment they left the car, Bom felt the weight and tension in the air. The inside of the Association had a very sharp air to it. Every superhuman appeared to be having a bad day and people shouted from all corners of the building.


  Her resolution to show the same attitude as Yu Jitae only lasted a little, and the weighty atmosphere came across as very foreign. 


  She tried to wrap her arm around his.


  “Why. Are you scared?”


  “No. I just wanted to appear close.”


  “There’s no need to.”


  Yu Jitae said while slowly pulling his arm out. Bom fidgeted her fingers in mid-air before following after him.


  “You are here, Season!”


  Before long, Jefferson and Kang Ahjin ran out to welcome Yu Jitae and Bom. They had received the message prior and knew about the existence of the soothsayer. The two of them bowed to Bom with a very deferential look on their face. 


  “Nice to meet you. I am Haru.”


  She introduced herself using the alias they had decided on.


  A high, clear and elegant yet somewhat melancholic voice. Her voice was quite a good match with the expected voice of a lonely soothsayer.


  “We will guide you to the conference room.”


  The two of them led Yu Jitae and Bom to the conference room while reporting about the things that had recently occurred. 


  At last when the conference room was before them, Yu Jitae sent Kang Ahjin and Jefferson away before turning towards Bom.


  “Don’t be nervous. Just do as you normally would.”


  “Yes.”


  “But don’t forget what we’ve talked about.”


  Bom nodded in return.


  Before revealing the true existence of the soothsayer to the world, they first had to show her to the Association and etch Bom into their brains. And the preparations for that were all set already.


  Opening the door, Yu Jitae walked in. Following from behind, Bom bit her lips in secret.


  The organisation with the strongest people on Earth unravelled before her eyes. The Five Transcendents, high rankers, Chaliovan, Zhuge Haiyan as well as other hands and brains of the Association.


  Each and every one of them was a force to be reckoned with. Thirty people from here working together might even allow them to compete against an adult dragon.


  It was even more nerve-wracking than she expected. Bom was unconsciously about to grab onto the sleeves of Yu Jitae’s shirt but restrained herself from doing so.


  “The Prophet is here,” someone said. Everyone inside the conference room stood up rigidly from their seats. As if he was used to that already, Yu Jitae walked towards his seat while Bom followed and sat next to him.


  “Then, we will now begin the weekly reports.”


  Zhuge Haiyan stood up and walked onto the pedestal.


  “Please look over here.”


  A large letter floated on the hologram.


  [Q]


  The one behind the Quasars, that moved the terrorist group to murder the grandson of Christoph, controlling the flow of anti-Association movements worldwide and the one that instigates G12 (Group of 12 nations at the top in superhuman military) – the enemy at the core of every problem.


  “First, according to the data we have, there is a low chance of Q being an individual.”


  Several graphs appeared on the display.


  October 8th, Hanyaval Cyplenkov’s South Sudan terrorist attack.


  October 13th, discovery of illegal trades of 4.4 tonnes of artifacts in Syria.


  October 27th, Ichimaru’s extortion and blockade of fissures guarded by the Association.


  November 1st…


  On display were countless incidents that Q was estimated to have directly intervened.


  Someone muttered, “This is unbelievable.”


  Zhuge Haiyan added.


  “Rank 177, Wizard Hanyaval Cyplenkov – he’s a neutral superhuman. In the past, the Association had requested for a special mutual assistance relationship at the cost of a long-time rent of a Level 3 artifact but was rejected.”


  “That didn’t happen just once did it?”


  “Yes. I met him 8 times before giving up. Even Zhuge Liang was 3 visits and Meng Huo was 7 times after all.”


  And yet Q had successfully pulled that Hanyaval Cyplenkov into their arms.


  “And what about the other matters? 4.4 tonnes of artifacts that we retrieved from Syria were all explosive types that were being strictly governed by the state and the Japanese ‘Ichimaru’ was a colleague of ‘Hasegawa’, the disaster-ranked demon who had died 2 years ago, and is similarly assumed to be of the disaster rank.”


  “Was Ichimaru captured?”


  “Currently, Myung Yongha and Minamoto are out on the case but that is not the focus. The centre of attention here is that neither of them are options approachable through money alone.”


  Q attempted to smuggle 4.4 tonnes of strictly guarded artifacts, and moved the disaster-ranked demon Ichimaru. People that no-one in the world should be able to move were being manipulated by Q.


  “It has barely been one year since the Prophet Season has warned of the Long Night. It is an absurdly short amount of time to pull in demon organisations that have constructed their own networks over decades, and neutral superhumans who are living alone.”


  “Hmm…”


  “If this was in a drama, people would swear at it for being highly improbable.”


  “But isn’t that exactly what is happening right now?”


  “That is correct. It doesn’t make sense and yet that’s the reality we’re facing,” Zhuge Haiyan said with a bitter look on her face.


  “But after some time, I thought of a possibility.” 


  She continued with an extremely low and gloomy voice.


  “It might be, that Q is an individual with a brainwashing ability.”


  It truly was an absurd hypothesis but considering the current situation at hand, it was the most believable explanation and Zhuge Haiyan viewed the probability of that being the case as 15.5%.


  “Perhaps they have a way to seduce every person they meet into helping them.”


  When that was deemed as the most probable explanation, the intelligent woman had no choice but to consider the worst case scenario.


  “And because of that, we have gathered everyone including the commanders that are usually out in the field for this weekly report.”


  The conference room turned rowdy. The crowd began to buzz as the look on Zhuge Haiyan’s face turned even more serious.


  “I thought to myself. If I was Q and could brainwash people, who would be my first target?”


  She raised her glasses up with her eyes scanning through everyone that had attended the conference.


  It was a what-if.


  If it was true that Q had a brainwashing ability and they had belatedly discovered that, then there definitely had to be brainwashed people inside the conference room. 


  A few of the advisors raised their voices.


  “…Are you trying to say that there are people brainwashed within the Association?”


  “Such doubts are not welcome!”


  “That’s right, Haiyan. People are demoralised already. There are voices inside the Association that consider themselves to be in the wrong and without any justification. How will doubting each other help in this situation?”


  Some of them shot out of their seats and explained the potential risk.


  Yu Jitae and Bom quietly waited for the right timing.


  The prepared arrangements were drawing near.


  Nervously, Bom fidgeted her fingers and grabbed onto his sleeves for a bit. She quickly lowered her hand but this time, Yu Jitae held her hand for a short while before letting go.


  Bom did not turn towards him, since she knew that now wasn’t the time to do so.


  “Actually, this doubt struck me last Saturday at 8:13pm.”


  “What?”


  “It’s suspicious but there is no way to confirm is there? We have no idea about the methods of brainwash nor how it’s applied… In the first place, does a convenient ability like brainwashing high rankers and disaster-ranked demons exist in the world? It surely doesn’t exist and we therefore can’t discern it. That’s what I thought but…”


  Zhuge Haiyan gave a relaxed smile. Everyone present knew the implied meaning behind her words and gathered their eyes at Bom.


  “It seems that such a thing is possible.”


  Zhuge Haiyan continued while politely bowing at Bom.


  “Please, if you may. Soothsayer.”


  Bom nodded in return before standing up from her seat. The eyes of the crowd gathered at her.


  “Nice to meet you. I am Haru, one who foresees the future.”


  She opened her mouth and read the prepared lines.


  Ohh. Some gasped. A few of them were momentarily befuddled by her appearance while some of them were in awe of how it was such a young girl that was moving that omnipotent prophet. 


  Foresight.


  A blessing that had never been found among humans in the history of the New Era that ranged over a century. It was such a young girl that had such an ability.


  “Heading straight to the topic at hand, I will now confirm whether there are people who have aligned their goals with the objectives of the enemy.”


  Bom walked onto the centre of the conference room and Yu Jitae followed from right behind her as a bodyguard.


  “I will now ask everyone a question. Please reply with either a yes or a no.”


  No-one knew how that was related to foresight, but didn’t dare ask.


  “In here, is there anyone who has either met or decided to stand alongside an individual or an organisation that is presumed to be Q?”


  She wasn’t using any spells or anything and yet her voice, her gaze and her gestures oozed out with presence more so than anyone else inside the conference room.


  “Starting from this side, please look into my eyes and tell me.”


  Immediately after that, Yu Jitae used his authority from behind.


  [Eyes of Equilibrium (SS)]


  Episode 90: A Black Flower (4)


  Her sapphire eyes were profound yet rather dark and anyone seeing her eyes would consider that to be the gaze of a soothsayer. 


  Bom was no longer nervous in the slightest and immediately immersed herself into the situation to act like the perfect soothsayer. She then scrupulously observed for a hint. 


  I have no ideaa…


  Regardless of what was inside her mind, it was fine since it didn’t show on the outside. 


  Meanwhile, it was about time for her to have physical contact with Yu Jitae. In order to receive his thoughts naturally in front of the eyes of such powerhouses, it was wiser to rely on the empathising ability of dragons to receive his memories and emotions rather than using mana to convey each other’s thoughts.


  “Mhm…”


  Thus, Bom closed her eyes and stumbled as some of the advisors gasped, “Aht,”. Their minds linked that image of the mysterious girl stumbling to her foresight ability.


  Naturally, Bom leaned on Yu Jitae and their bodies touched.


  “Are you without any injuries, Soothsayer.”


  At that moment, Bom was dismayed by two things.


  One, she was simply following the script but being actually hugged by Yu Jitae threw her mind off,


  And two, she was expecting him to use polite language but it sounded like he was reading a passage from a textbook and that threw her off even more.


  “Thank you for supporting me so naturally. Season.”
[Why is your acting so unnatural?]


  “Was there a revelation,”
[Did you receive my memories?]


  “Yes.”
[Yes yes]


  After receiving his memories, Bom slowly heaved a deep sigh.


  “There is something unfortunate that I must convey.”


  Her words immediately intensified the tension inside the conference room.


  “Ah…”


  “That’s…”


  People stuttered, not willing to be rash with their words.


  “Who might that be, Soothsayer,” Chaliovan asked.


  “One who has either formed a connection with an individual or an organisation presumed to be Q, or has aligned themselves to their goals…”


  Bom slowly turned her gaze in the middle of her speech and identified one middle-aged man.


  “South East Asia’s 7th Corps Commander, Edrei. Please stand up.”


  When a veteran soldier who had served the Association for 30 years stood up from his seat after being called by her, the conference room was filled with astonishment. Christoph in that instant twitched but BM laid his hand on the shoulder of the old man to prevent this emotional old man from murdering someone.


  The silence elongated like a cheese stick. Although the true ‘traitor’ was revealed by the Soothsayer, the conference room was dead quiet with not a single sound to be heard. 


  Some were furious; some were shocked while others were in doubt.


  “Hah.”


  The Albanian, Edrei, opened his mouth and gathered the eyes of the crowd.


  “I wonder what you saw from the future to make you say that… I have no idea, Soothsayer.”


  At the centre of all sorts of gazes, he shook his hand with an awkward smile.


  “Why are you looking at me like this? I have done nothing wrong. Me betraying the Association? And how would I meet Q in the first place?”


  “Edrei. You have come into contact with either an individual or a group that you yourself consider to be Q.”


  “No? I have never done so, Soothsayer. Please think rationally. I am an old man in my 50s and yet I have the commander title of the renowned Association at this age. Why would I ever do such a thing?”


  In response, Bom replied with a bitter voice.


  “You are right. I wonder why…”


  Edrei twitched his eyes in response.


  “No. No no no! In the first place, how are you foreseeing the future, young lady? How does that prediction of yours work?”


  The coarse manner of speech of a soldier took the best of him as he began referring to her as a young lady instead of a soothsayer. He had an awkward smile on his face but that was hiding the teeth-shattering anger he was feeling.


  “Is that interrogation from before a prediction? Even if that was true, how would that be a prediction? That would be just mind-reading! Am I wrong?”


  While spitting saliva everywhere, Edrei threw his arms into the air and frantically preached. His eyes gazed around looking for agreement.


  People that were absorbed in by Bom’s aura slowly came to themselves and began to realise that something indeed was odd.


  “That is true.”


  “Rather than prediction of the future, that’s more like…”


  “Then, are you sure you have never done anything dishonourable, Commander?”


  Edrei shouted out loud.


  “Of course I have never done such a thing! This is an outrageous insult!”


  “I have merely stated the truth,” Bom replied.


  “No! You stay quiet, young lady! Who even is she? How come a scammer can call themselves a soothsayer without going through any verifications? Even though it was the Prophet that brought her here, how can a person without their identity checked be here at the heart of the Association?”


  He reminded everyone of how Bom was an outsider. As more and more doubt appeared in the eyes of the onlookers,


  “Be quiet, Edrei.”


  Chairman Chaliovan cut his words off.


  “Your Honour Chairman. Please see this injustice through. That young lady is a scammer!”


  Edrei turned towards him in fury as Chaliovan’s eyes, resembling that of a beast, curved like a painting.


  “Why are you so agitated like someone who’s done something wrong.”


  “I have done nothing wro…”


  “If you’re confident, stand still with your mouth shut.”


  “…!”


  Bringing the situation back to the topic, Chaliovan turned towards Bom.


  “However, he is not wrong. Soothsayer Haru. What did you see from the future?”


  “Dark place. Scent of burnt tyres. Cheap mixed whiskey. A pen writing words down on a paper – a report for Q to see.”


  Bom said pretending to be mysterious but Edrei shouted back, “That’s utter nonsense! I do not even know such a place!”


  “Do you mean that is due to happen in the future?” Chaliovan asked.


  “Yes.”


  “But doesn’t that mean it might not have occurred yet?”


  “The records of the report…”


  Slurring the end of her sentence, Bom glanced back at Yu Jitae. With too much detail, they would end up creating leeways for counter-arguments. Predictions had to be ambiguous and thus Yu Jitae was the only one that could solve the situation.


  “Executives, please do not ask for details from my Soothsayer. There is Providence that should never be interrupted within a prediction and there is a limit to how much can be shared.”


  Aigo, it’s over.


  Bom thought it was all over. The textbook passage from before was comparatively better off and now, he sounded as if he was reading an essay.


  Due to that, the skeptical eyes of the crowd remained in place.


  The executives found a colleague who they had been working with for over 30 years to be more trustworthy than the soothsayer whom they were seeing for the first time today, even though she was brought by Season.


  People buzzed with noise. Their heads tried to see the situation objectively but their hearts completely refused to raise doubts against their long-time colleague. 


  “BM and Carrefour. Take Edrei to the underground prison for me.”


  “This is nonsense! It’s not me! I have not been brainwashed or anything! Your Honour Chairman, do you not trust me sir?”


  In response, Chaliovan turned towards him and Edrei had to immediately shut his mouth with a gasp.


  “My trust is not of importance here.”


  It was when two of the five transcendents stood up and carried Edrei by his arms.


  “Chairman. It is too radical and I must say that it is a regrettable turn of events.”


  “That is right sir. How can we doubt Edrei this easily. That is devaluing all the time we have spent with him.”


  Other commanders who had gone through various hardships with Edrei stood up and took his side, resulting in the eruption of other suppressed doubts.


  Several soldiers and executives threw glances at Bom and their hostile gazes spread to everyone else. Before long, everyone’s eyes were on Bom.


  Who even is that young girl and why is she creating such a fuss? In their eyes, it looked like a new nail trying to force out an old nail to claim its spot. The things about Q, brainwash and whatever all sounded like excuses as their minds reflected on the 30 years they had spent with Edrei.


  Was she even an actual soothsayer in the first place? Those suspicions budded up but what dissuaded them from continuing with such doubts was the relaxed appearance on Bom’s face as well as her straight and unwavering gaze.


  As if she fully understood their doubts, the sapphire-eyed soothsayer opened her mouth.


  “It is fine to hate me. Should you come and curse at me, I will stand and listen to it all. It is okay because I believe heartfelt emotions will one day reach everyone.”


  “What do you mean by that?”


  “It might be everyone’s first time seeing me today, but I have spent half of my life in this place,” said the young girl who appeared to be in her 20s.


  The soothsayer then continued.


  “Zhuge Haiyan. Our personalities were quite a good match.”


  Both Yu Jitae and Zhuge Haiyan twitched their eyes at the same time. For Yu Jitae, it was because Bom suddenly started saying things that weren’t part of the script. He wondered what was wrong with her.


  After that, Bom looked at the one sitting next to her, but that person didn’t have a name tag. Slowly, Bom reached for Yu Jitae’s hand and after realising her intention, he quickly allowed her to receive his memories.


  “Carlie. Mao Jing. Mekia Ivankov. Jung Bongman. Christoph. You guys were truly noble and sublime warriors. You always stood at the frontlines unwilling to back down.”


  She then began calling everyone sitting there one by one by their names and looked into their eyes. A few of the superhumans glared back at her with confusion.


  “Steel Patrick. Mahatma Gideon. Wang Yuhao. Koizumi Yuuta. Elbappe McKnight. You were excellent commanders. You had saved countless people and defeated countless monsters to maintain peace on this land.”


  Wasn’t it their first time seeing each other? They realised that this too was a prophecy. Bom called 52 of them by their names without getting a single name wrong,


  “Chaliovan Greenrain. You had always trusted and supported me.”


  And mentioned the future they had spent together.


  “Though some of us here might not stay with us till the end, that is something I cannot say with my lips. However, I, will stand with everyone until the day my eyes come to a close and become your strength.”


  Saying that, Bom elegantly gave a bow.


  “Please take care of me.”


  The conference room was yet again met with a fairly big shock. Her voice was ever so filled with sincerity to be called a lie; her gestures were natural and her gaze was profound.


  In alignment with that, the eyes filled with fury also dissipated by little. Even though they didn’t know her, the opponent showing so much care and expressing that affection to them raised a fairly big commotion in their hearts. 


  After listening to all that, Yu Jitae wanted to compliment Bom.


  While saying that it was okay for everyone to be mad, she was naturally demonstrating the credibility of her prophecies. And besides, she linked it to the salvation of humanity which the soldiers and executives of this place found to be their pride. 


  He was expecting her to do it well due to her intelligence but this was even better than what he imagined. Her lies were also very well crafted.


  In any case, the rice had already finished cooking and it was now time to open it.


  “I will take part in the investigation.”


  It wasn’t anything difficult.


  After two hours, a record of Edrei having contacted an anonymous person over an encrypted communication artifact was discovered. Twenty investigators of the Association entered the case and decrypted the code. Even then, Edrei continuously yelled of his innocence.


  “You guys will regret it! You will regret being controlled by that scammer! You know that—!!?”


  However, concrete evidence was soon discovered. They even heard the voice of Q.


  “Edrei. Why did you do that?”


  Only then did the middle-aged Albanian lower his head and turn quiet.


  He smiled.


  At the start, he appeared to be holding his laughter back as if it was ridiculous but later chortled out loud as if there was something funny.


  “How did the brainwash happen,” asked one of the investigators.


  “Brainwash? A brainwash? It’s nothing like that.”


  The investigators felt miserable seeing the purplish-black stigma that appeared on Edrei’s forehead.


  “Do you even know of that person’s despair? How much sorrow and pain that person had gone through? Brainwash? Hah, brainwash! This is sympathy – empathy and voluntary participation! If only I could sit on that person’s right side and wipe those tears! Lick that person’s wounds so that it’s no longer painful!”


  Like that, he began talking nonsense like a lunatic and was sent over to the security department of the Association. That night, he died after vomiting out every secret.


  On the other hand, it resulted in a large and shocking change to the eyes of the executives facing Bom and Yu Jitae.


  A girl that suddenly appeared out of nowhere referred to herself as the soothsayer and pointed at one person as the evil. Some asked for proof and logical reasons but there was no such thing. To be fair, it made sense for an absurd ability like foreseeing the future to have no logical explanation behind it. 


  However, the Association always had to move with proof so they all doubted – everyone. But the result was one that completely flipped the doubts of every executive member of the command centre. 


  The prophecies were correct. They were accurate.


  – I still cannot believe it. To think a soothsayer actually existed…


  – I am also very shocked by it.


  Everyone in the Association were talking about the Soothsayer and it wasn’t difficult to hear such conversations. 


  – I actually even thought the Prophet had something else in mind.


  – Something else?


  – It is a bit extreme but it seemed like he was constantly instigating conflict between governments and the Association. So that just made me think that he might be a new type of demon…


  – Ahh, doing that to kill more of humanity than a simple collapse of the Association, huh. I guess that would make some sense, but…


  – Yes. I had it wrong. The soothsayer actually existed…


  Bom, who coincidentally heard the conversation from the office, blinked her eyes and smiled at Yu Jitae who was sitting next to her while biting her tongue. I did well right? That seemed to be the meaning behind her smile. Yu Jitae was also satisfied and caressed her cheeks with his fingers.


  So far, it was going according to plan.


  Episode 90: A Black Flower (5)


  “We will be heading off first then, Chief Season!”


  “Good work. Don’t forget to give notice to the 8th Corps on your way.”


  “Yes sirr~”


  Kang Ahjin was a mood maker. She was quick at becoming close with anyone and always gave off an energetic and positive aura. That was no exception even when facing Yu Jitae, who everyone in the Association found hard to approach. 


  “You should head off now as well Chief. These days you always get off late, right? Even though you used to go home right on time.”


  “I will soon.”


  “If I was a chief advisor, I wouldn’t even come to work. Getting paid for doing nothing has always been my dream, you see. Ah, your collars aren’t straight.”


  Saying that, she came closer and straightened out his collars.


  “Well then, I’ll be heading off. Ah, please be safe on your way as well, Miss Haru.”


  Kang Ahjin was also very respectful to Bom even though she had suddenly appeared. Since she was always kind like that, Bom also returned a smile and bid farewell.


  She left, leaving behind Yu Jitae and Bom inside the office.


  “Should we practice acting together before we go?” asked Bom.


  “Why,” he asked back.


  “Nothing. It’s just that there were some awkward spots.”


  “We did well though.”


  “Do you really think that? That both of us did well?”


  “We did. They were all fooled.”


  He was serious.


  A smile appeared on her lips. She murmured, ‘What should I do…’ but he had no idea why she would say such a thing, because he knew he had done a very good job at acting. 


  “In any case, it was unexpected.”


  “Which one?”


  “I knew you were smart but I wasn’t expecting you to deceive them so naturally. You didn’t even have much time so when did you practise that.”


  “Because that’s what I do everyday… Ah, by the way.”


  Bom suddenly walked towards him. He was sitting on the sofa of the office and Bom, after suddenly walking to him, casually rested her bum on his knee.


  “Oppa.”


  He gave her the permission to call him that way if it was just the two of them and ever since, Bom sometimes called him oppa although very rare.


  “Do you know the people here very well?”


  “Sort of. Why.”


  “You know the ones that help you directly, what kind of people are they?”


  “Who. You mean Antonio Jefferson and Kang Ahjin?”


  “Yes.”


  “Why are you asking that,”


  “We will be on the same boat now so I want to know more about them.”


  Yu Jitae looked into her eyes.


  When Bom wasn’t there, the agents of the Association all praised her for her eyes. Jefferson found it too mystical and burdensome while Kang Ahjin mentioned that it felt like her eyes would suck her in.


  He had gotten used to her eyes after living with the dragons for so long but sitting right next to each other like this made him understand yet again what their words meant.


  “Nothing too different from what you already know about them. They are like assistants and they’re like my limbs.”


  “Hmm, since when were they your assistants?”


  “Been quite some time.”


  “Then, are you close to them?”


  “Who knows. I guess inside the Association for work-related matters, yes.”


  Bom blinked her eyes and muttered, ‘Been quite some time…’ before slowly lowering her gaze. She faintly closed her left eye with her right eye still open.


  She fidgeted her fingers before quietly opening her mouth.


  “I should become friends with them as soon as possible then…”


  Hearing that, Yu Jitae felt slightly odd. It gave him the feeling that Bom might not be in a good mood but when she lifted her head back up, she had the same usual look on her face.


  “The kids must be hungry. What should we get for dinner?”


  Was he just sensing things? 


  ***


  The strategy council and the military police of the Association backtracked Edrei’s communication records, movements, people he came into contact with and personal life and had pulled out as much data from him as possible regardless of his impending death.


  All the gathered data merged in the hands of Zhuge Haiyan. She, who had a computer in her mind, combined all the information fragments and identified approximately 870 places that Q could be in.


  Immediately afterwards, 200 agents including a secret ops squad, the five transcendents and Yu Jitae spread all across the globe. They had to move fast. Q would soon hear the news of Edrei having been caught and will immediately begin erasing their traces.


  “It’s already begun actually.”


  Zhuge Haiyan, with her mind connected to 12 computers, said while biting her lips. It seemed that Q was very quick-witted.


  It was only half a day ago that they had tracked down Edrei. How often did Q manage the people that were connected to them that they discovered the Association’s search already?


  “Hurry.”


  “Yes!”


  They had to collect as many traces as possible before they were erased.


  “Huh? Wait, this…!”


  Thanks to running around as if there was a rocket attached to their feet, early next morning, the Association discovered an astonishing CCTV video hard drive. 


  It contained a shocking video.


  “Why. What is it.”


  One of the superhumans of the strategy council replied to Zhuge Haiyan’s question.


  “It is a video of a person presumed to be a high executive of Quasar!”


  “What?”


  After having a look at the video, Zhuge Haiyan bit her lips.


  No. In her eyes, this was not a simple high executive of Quasar.


  “Send it through right now.”


  “Yes ma’am!”


  A person that might be Q was recorded on the CCTV clip.


  *


  Mana was the manifestation of will. Thus, things without a will tended to escape from the interference of mana quite easily.


  Because of that, electronic devices were the bane of superhumans. They had eyes and yet there was no ‘will to see’ in them.


  Yu Jitae was in the 5th Command Room conducting a conference with Christoph, BM, Carrefour and Jeanie – four of the five transcendents when a message was suddenly sent to them from the strategy council. 


  Astonishingly enough, it seemed that they had gotten their hands on a video of someone that was estimated to be Q.


  “Signalman!”


  In response to the command of the old man Christoph, the signalman hurriedly played the video. 


  It was a conference room, dark due to the curtains covering outside light. There were 5 men, 2 women and one person whom they could only see the back of, but that person was sitting at the seat of honour and immediately became the focus of the clip. 


  Unlike others who were in soldier uniforms, that person was wearing padded hoodies. 


  “Is that the guy?”


  “Quite small actually.”


  They fast-forwarded through the conference. There was no sound to the video but enraged behaviours could be seen under the dark lighting of the room. One of them appeared to be shouting while another threw the papers in their hands and complained. It was unknown why they were fighting each other but one of them even stood up and pointed fingers at the seat of honour.


  Looking at the screen, the five transcendents analysed the clip.


  “The sword that big guy is carrying is Eme-580 right?”


  “Yeah. Looks like a genuine one bought from the Hermes franchise.”


  “So it seems they have quite some cash. Their mouths are slightly disjointed; probably a fake face or something. Ah, wait. Stop. Hmm… the thing on the waist of that lady at the back is ‘Desert Shadow’ isn’t it? You know, the armour set from the Great War.”


  “Looks just like it. You have great eyes. It is likely for that woman to be a ranker in 200s then I guess.”


  “Who was the last owner of Desert Shadow again?”


  “Who knows. It was either Anna Crema or Yong Jungkook but… that’s already 8 years ago.”


  “I have no connections with Anna Crema but Yong Jungkook I can ask right now.”


  Saying that, BM was about to call someone when the person sitting at the seat of honour slowly stood up.


  “He got up.”


  The person walked towards the superhumans.


  In an instant, the superhumans raised their weapons and dashed towards the approaching person. Red mana intertwined with blue mana and shot as large swords appeared from thin air. Right when the conference room was about to turn into chaos,


  Suddenly, the world inside the screen came to a stop.


  “Did you pause it?”


  “Signalman you freaking fool!”


  “Uh, umm… It, it’s still playing…!”


  The timer at the bottom of the screen was still moving.


  Before long, the person whose face they had yet to see began to move and approached the crowd that was frozen stiff.


  Following that was something completely unbelievable.


  The person presumed to be Q grabbed a superhuman by the neck and immediately pulled it out.


  “…!”


  Blood rushed out as a part of the spine followed the head out of the body. That marked the start of the massacre. The person grabbed others by their bodies and ripped them apart; it was slow and vividly visible.


  “What the f…”


  “Mhmm…”


  The 5th Command Room had assumed the victims of the video to be high rankers. Top rankers had their [Tenacity] reaching the heavens and their bodies were generally tougher than steel and yet the person whose face was hidden from view divided their bodies like toys.


  Toys.


  That was the best way to put it.


  As the superhumans began to die, the mysterious person began to do something odd. The person pulled one of the victim’s intestines out and swung it around in the air before strangling another person with it. Then, they pulled someone’s fist out before trying to insert it into the mouth of the man who had shown the fiercest protest by throwing papers down.


  The man was still alive and tried to resist but his chin was soon grabbed before being pulled towards the ground. The entire body of the superhuman that was stuck in mid-air seemingly screamed as his lips and cheeks ripped apart. His chin sunk down and revealed the inside of his mouth.


  The person wearing the hoodie then inserted the fist, nonchalantly, as if they were putting an apple into a pig’s mouth.


  “What a madman…”


  “A disturbing sense of taste.”


  The attitude of killing people and playing around as if they were toys made the watching executives frown. 


  “That strength though…”


  “More like, why is it that none of them can move?”


  “Is that related to brainwash?”


  A time label was added to the clip by the signalman. From 4 minutes and 17 seconds to 9 minutes and 39 seconds – everyone was killed in that time span. After excluding the time the man spent playing around, the time taken was reduced to exactly 2 minutes and 2 seconds.


  “Please have a look at this,” said the signalman.


  What is it? Thinking that, the transcendents turned around and found the mysterious person turn slightly to the side, before wiping the blood that was on their face with their arm.


  “It’s too dark to see anything… Make it brighter.”


  “Yes sir!”


  Even then, it was hardly visible. One of the person’s arms was covering the face and the camera was too high. The only thing that was really revealed was the person’s nose but that was when something strange entered Yu Jitae’s sight.


  “Signalman.”


  “Ah, yes sir!”


  “Go back to 10:08. And play the clip at 2 frames per second.”


  The signalman followed his order as Yu Jitae gazed deeply at the video. 


  The mysterious person opened a small gap in the window of the dark room, before bringing a cube out from their waist and bringing it to their nose.


  He remembered seeing that somewhere.


  “Zoom in more. Make it so that the thing they’re carrying is easier to see. And go through that section 1 frame at a time.”


  “Yes sir!”


  The transcendents looked at Yu Jitae with curiosity. The cube in the person’s hand was the size of a palm and appeared to be transparent from the way it reflected light. In addition, there were various holes on it.


  “Is there anything on your mind, Season?” asked BM but Yu Jitae didn’t respond.


  What was it? He had seen it somewhere…


  Where was it?


  After a deep thought, something flashed through his mind.


  “…”


  He focused even more at the screen that was cycling through the same section. A transparent cube… and bringing that to the nose…?


  Yu Jitae immediately took a picture of the screen with his watch and sent a message to Kaeul.


  [Me: Kaeul]


  [Kaeuli ♥: What is itt ahjooosii ♥]


  [Me: Tell the cleaner to take a picture from the same angle as this photo.]


  [Kaeuli ♥: ???]
[Kaeuli ♥: Whyy?]


  [Me: Hurry up.]


  Soon, a message was sent to his device.


  Inside the photo, he could see the back of the golden-haired girl’s head, as she gazed off into a distance over the window and the thing she was carrying in her hand… was quite naturally, the preservation device for Wyvernip that Yu Jitae had bought for her.


  Even though he didn’t tell her to do so, Kaeul naturally held it in her hand similar to the way it was taken in the photo. Why? It was because they were both transparent; both were of a similar size and were both used by bringing it to the nose.


  [Kaeuli ♥: Ehehahehi. Is dat okeyyy//???]


  [Me: Ye]


  He turned off his watch.


  A woman with purple eyes appeared in his mind.


  There’s no way… he thought but…


  Myu.


  She was a woman with such an average personality. She regretted being unable to obtain what she wanted, and bothered to share information about how to preserve it for as long as possible and expressed her gratitude. She even appeared like a virtuous person.


  There was nothing strange there that he found.


  Is that ‘mysterious person’ inside the video actually Myu?


  Did a woman like that enjoy such a vicious way of killing humans? Although there were countless mental people among superhumans, a personality gap that big was on the extreme side even among superhumans.


  “Jeanie.”


  Yu Jitae called a woman who was sitting on the other side of the 5th Command Room. Officially ranked 15th, she had the alias, ‘Nuclear Bomb’.


  [Jeanie Inssirem]


  She was the only mage from the five transcendents – a great mage admired by the whole world who had the Dungeon Free Pass while also being the captain of the ‘Last Squad of Humanity’.


  The middle-aged woman in her 40s, as elegant as a noble in a painting, replied.


  “Speak. Chief Season.”


  “Let me borrow your name once right now for the Tower of Mages.”


  “Why the Tower?”


  [No. 12. Myu (28, Female)]


  Reminding himself of the details he saw before, Yu Jitae opened his mouth.


  “I need to see one of the Royal Guards of the Golden Cross.”
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  The Tower of Mages was an occlusive organisation. They avoided outside contact as much as possible.


  Due to those doubtful of what they were doing behind the curtains, they tended to be at the centre of all sorts of conspiracy theories. The only outside contact they had with the world happened once a quarter, in the superhuman conferences which were attended by both the Association and the nations of G12, where they revealed the records and achievements of the previous quarter.


  Why were they such an occlusive organisation?
It was because they created spells that should not be known to the public. 


  Under whose sponsor?
Naturally, there was no other group apart from the Association that could be their sponsor.


  Because of that, it was possible to consider the Association and the Tower of Mages to be somewhat in a hierarchical relationship. 


  “Alright. I shall personally give them a call.”


  A great mage like Jeanie Inssirem had direct contact with the higher-ups of the Tower of Mages like the witch, Valentine. She, however, did not have a good look on her face after giving them a call.


  – ………


  The Tower of Mages did not pick up her call.


  “Are they not picking up?”


  “…”


  She remained silent in response to Yu Jitae’s question. Her face soon turned extremely ominous because mages had an extremely strict hierarchy among themselves, even more so than an average military group. 


  Taking 5 seconds to pick up her call would be enough for them to receive a mouthful and yet they did not pick it up at all.


  As the great mage was quietly burning in flames of fury, someone added oil to the flame.


  “Aht…? Hello?”


  The Tower of Mages picked up Jefferson’s call.


  Jefferson, who had rang the reception desk of the Tower of Mages just to be sure, was startled as well and rolled his eyes to glance at Jeanie Inssirem. If a gaze could rip people to pieces, her face would have made her a serial killer already. 


  “Speaker.”


  “Ahh, yes…”


  Hearing the voice that was as cold as a sheet of ice, Jefferson quickly put it on speaker mode. In any case, the Tower of Mages had picked up the call so Jefferson calmly began to do what he had to do. 


  – Hello.


  “Hello. I am a 4th Grade agent of the Association, Antonio Jefferson.”


  – Hello sir. You are the chief aide of the Chairman, yes? It has been a while sir.


  Jefferson politely shifted the topic to the Royal Guards of the Golden Cross, and said he urgently needed information about the 12th member.


  – Ahh… Sorry but that won’t be possible.


  “Sorry?”


  – The Royal Guards of the Golden Cross are currently in charge of the security of the 72nd floor’s research. They have rotating shifts.


  “Ahh, what I mean is, instead of a conversation with the 12th agent, I simply need some data about them.”


  – That won’t be possible either. The Tower cannot give out personal information without the permission of the individual. That is the rule.


  It was a ridiculous story.


  That might be the rule, but that was by no means enough as a justification for rejecting the request of the Association.


  “What kind of nonsense is that? Well, when’s the 72nd floor’s research going to end then?”


  – It began last last month but… we have no idea when it will end.


  “Are you taking me as a fool right now? Every research has an initial deadline does it not?”


  – My apologies. That is restricted information and we cannot tell you that.


  “Buddy. Listen up.”


  Jefferson’s voice increasingly got louder.


  “Are you joking me right now?”


  – My apologies. We would love to help but the policies changed very recently and there’s nothing we can do.


  After that, Jefferson asked more questions and approached from other directions but the opponent simply concealed information by repeating like a parrot that it was due to the recent policy change.


  – Have a lovely day then…


  “Oi. Oi! You son of a bitch!”


  The call had already ended.


  Jefferson furiously gasped for breath.


  Things were going in a strange direction. All the transcendents and soldiers looking at him had the same look of doubt on their faces. 


  He asked Jeanie.


  “Jeanie. Do you have any idea on what they are researching?”


  “Things like that are generally not shared… because research is important.”


  “Does any one of you have any ideas?”


  “Hmm— A research in this current state in time…”


  While they were having such conversations with each other, Yu Jitae gave a frown.


  The 72nd floor was the top floor of the Tower of Mages where the elders including the Tower Lord would conduct personal research. Spells that were created there were at least of the S tier and the next long-term research at the 72nd floor should have begun after another 10 years, considering how that would be one of the big agents behind the Second Great War but…


  The future of the 7th iteration changed. He was the one that changed it.


  But from the factors that he had modified, was there any of them that could have made the 72nd floor move this early in time?


  No.


  Even if there was, it must have been an extremely miniscule factor that had close to zero chances of leading to such a result. Of course, although extremely unlikely, it could have happened due to a butterfly effect of some sort but…


  “…”


  It was bizarre. No matter how much he thought about it.


  He tried to assemble the different puzzle pieces together. The Tower of Mages had a recent change in policies and the 72nd floor started creating the spell 15 years ahead of time. Because of that, Jeanie’s call was being ignored by the top floor, which happened to have the foreign superhuman called Myu who Yu Jitae assumed to be the same person as Q…


  Those were the various puzzle pieces scattered all across but the last piece had a strong adhesive strength to it.


  [Q is presumed to have a brainwashing ability]


  Doubts consistently increased in magnitude.


  *


  The case accelerated rapidly.


  “Let me give it another try.”


  Enraged, Jeanie Inssirem immediately headed to the magic department of the Association and used the contact line of the Association to call the 72nd floor again. 


  – How is it.


  In response to the Prophet’s question, Jeanie Inssirem revealed her fangs like an enraged lion. It had the same result despite trying to connect from the standpoint of a coworking organisation rather than an individual.


  “It seems they cannot pick up right now.”


  – Who said that?


  “…The answering machine.”


  At this point, she found it more bizarre than irritating. Connecting directly to the Tower of Mages like this happened for the first time in 12 years, and was ever since they had declared the end of the Great War.


  It was that important of a connection line and yet…


  As doubts stacked on top of another, a new message arrived from Zhuge Haiyan.


  [Strategy Council Zhuge Haiyan: We have acquired a new video of the same clip. It was taken from a different angle and shows their face, so please have a look.]


  The signalman hurriedly played the video.


  There was a person wearing a hoodie.


  She carried out the same massacre as the previous clip and opened the window. Then, she brought the transparent cube to her nose and inhaled it in. She breathed in so deeply that they could see her chest expanding from the inhale.


  And when she turned her face after that…


  Yu Jitae bit his dry lower lips.


  The face disguised by the face mask was unrecognisable, but the eyes sparkling brightly in purple like amethyst was something that could not be concealed.


  A thunder sparked through his mind.


  That was undoubtedly [Myu].


  “Kang Ahjin. Go and get permission from the Chairman.”


  “Ah, yes sir…! What should I ask for?”


  “To dispatch an official delegation to the Tower of Mages.”


  The situation now felt a lot more serious than expected. Soon, Jefferson and Kang Ahjin dashed outside as the 5th Command Room simultaneously began to bustle with noise. They were now going to have a conference.


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae decided to not partake in the conference.


  His mind was chaotic.


  The leader of Quasar who erased all their traces for the past few months, who killed the grandson of Christoph and repeated terrorist attacks to quicken the anti-Association movements, Q.


  That Q seemed to be Myu.


  Why was the Vintage Clock still silent in a time like this?


  The connection he had with Vintage Clock wasn’t cut off and yet even when he first met Myu, and even after all these things, it was silent and didn’t reply to any of his calls.


  This was an extremely irresponsible attitude. A variable like this had only occurred in the 7th iteration because of its incompetence. Yu Jitae had to shoulder all the responsibilities and duties that followed it but didn’t have much information at hand. 


  Where.


  How.


  What.


  Not a single one of them was certain. Even the operational methods of brainwashing and its limits weren’t fully revealed yet.


  However, there was one thing he could be certain of.


  All the way till the 6th iteration, he was placed before countless trials like this in every iteration and in every one of those situations, Yu Jitae discovered the solution. He was standing on top of all those seemingly impossible histories to reach this far above. 


  The Regressor created a hypothesis.


  Now that the Association had officially formed a delegation, it was impossible for the Tower of Mages to reject it regardless of what was happening in the 72nd floor. 


  So if Q indeed was there.


  And if there was something that had to be concealed there…


  Very soon, there will definitely be an incident that will attempt to drive the attention away from them. 


  ***


  After exactly 1 hour.


  The Association created a delegation party under the name of Prophet Season, and that was similarly publicised by the Tower of Mages.


  But immediately after that,


  Surprisingly, something occurred as Yu Jitae had predicted – but that something, was ridiculously more grandiose than he had expected.


  “Uaakk–! It’s a Downfall—!!”


  The signalman screamed out loud.


  “What? A Downfall!?”


  “What is this about…!”


  “A, a, a Downfall…!”


  [Downfall]


  An ultrahigh speed explosive mass-destruction bomb made by splitting mana molecules with a strong enchanted will of [Destruction].


  Easier put, it was the atomic bomb artifact created after the New Era.


  In that room where everyone froze on the spot due to the unreal turn of events.


  “Oi! Move you idiot–!”


  One of the commanders shoved the signalman away and floated the MIMS (Mana Information Management System) on the display. Countless black wings devouring light were soaring into the skies, intertwining as they sped through the heavens.


  Realising that each of those wings were billions of mana chunks, the commander’s expression turned pale.


  “W, w, why would Mexico suddenly…”


  The location of discharge was Mexico,
And its target was the Association.


  It was a restricted weapon due to an international agreement and was the most overpowering weapon that a single nation could have access to. That very weapon was speeding towards the Association, leaving a trail of mana behind it.


  Red lights flickered all across the control room and alarms rang without an end.


  Beep–! Beep–! Beep–!


  Danger level R5.
Bursted Grenade.


  It was an alarm signalling the sudden hazard.


  “This is absurd…!”


  The Downfall drew a trail behind like a comet that interfered with the dimensional stabilities of every area it touched. The unstable dimensions began to create fissures and there was soon bound to be hundreds and thousands of fissures. 


  “Emergency, emergency!”


  Despite the pressing situation, veteran soldiers who had experienced the war quickly carried their weapons and moved to their positions.


  – All transcendents to control room.


  In order to deviate the trajectory of the incoming Downfall, the Level 4 artifacts of the Association began to be ignited as transcendents and rankers picked up their weapons and shot out of their seats.


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae looked for Bom who was waiting at the office.


  “Bom.”


  She, who had been waiting for Yu Jitae’s conference to end, appeared startled by the sudden uproar.


  “What is it? It suddenly feels stuffy and strange…”


  “A Downfall is coming to us. You know what that is. It will come to the Association in less than 10 minutes.”


  There was no guarantee that this place would be safe, and Yu Jitae won’t be here when that time comes.


  He therefore had to send Bom away.


  “So go and wait, at Unit 301.”


  “…”


  However, Bom seemed reluctant to go, evident from her hesitant hands and the anxious look on her face.


  “Hurry up and go. Use your teleport.”


  Yu Jitae was also in a rush and had no time to talk with Bom.


  “Quick–”


  Before long, magic circles and fragments of light appeared around Bom. With a face filled with regret, she bit her lips that only parted once she was almost entirely enveloped by light. “…Don’t get hurt,” she said with a worried voice despite knowing that he would never get hurt.


  After sending her off, he opened the window. The Regressor gazed far into the distance.


  Tower of Mages was also a floating island.


  Located South-East from here, roughly 5,950 km away.


  In the South Pacific in the eastern regions of Oceania, around 45 kilometres in the air at the tip of the stratosphere.


  The altitude was a lot higher than Haytling and the protective devices of the area restricted the use of teleportation in nearby areas. He thus had to fly there.


  “…”


  The Regressor thought to himself.


  Mexico possessed only 1 [Downfall] that naturally had countless layers of protection.


  Downfall was the strongest and the most overpowering military artifact. The Mexican military that cannot even come close to the Association’s military was pushing the Association into panic in such a short amount of time, only because of the Downfall. Even though Q had the ridiculous ability of brainwashing, it wouldn’t have been easy for her to brainwash everyone that was related to the usage of Downfall.


  That meant that Downfall would have been a difficult weapon to obtain even for Q.


  The grave of Wings of Snow Light who had taught Yu Jitae how to manipulate mana traces was robbed by Q and that was already half a year ago.


  Within that span of half a year, Q could have shot Downfall whenever so desired but didn’t, and yet was shooting that now. Why was that?


  He imagined what would happen from now.


  The Association would stop the Downfall, raid the expanding fissures, pacify the people and question the Mexican government for their actions. All that will create time for Q.


  …And that ‘time’ was something Q was so desperately willing to buy, even if it was at the cost of a weapon that was difficult to obtain.


  Things were becoming even more urgent.


  Something was definitely happening at the 72nd floor.


  – Excuse me! Prophet Season!


  It was then.


  Zhuge Haiyan’s voice came through the contact line as her face appeared on the hologram display of the watch.


  “Speak.”


  – Are you going to the Tower of Mages!?


  As expected of the brain of the Association, she had calculated that much in this pressing situation and had contacted him.


  – If you are going to fly there, wait a little bit! Let me send you T088!


  “What is that.”


  – It’s a recently crafted Level 3 artifact! A cutting-edge mobile suit! Damn it. It would still take 6 hours but will be a lot faster than flying with nothing…!


  But Yu Jitae shook his hand at the screen.


  “No need.”


  – What?


  “I don’t need it. 6 hours is too long.”


  – W, wait…!


  Soon, the screen turned off and so did the call.


  Placing his foot on the windowsill, the man lowered his body. His legs built up an explosive amount of force as muscles tensed and revealed its cracks.


  The ground shook and the building floor supporting his feet crumbled. Mana flickered into all sides like lightning from the oppressive friction as Yu Jitae kicked off the ground.


  Kwannng—!


  His body flew forward. Like a missile traversing through the air, the atmosphere and the sky, he jumped through dimensions in the blink of an eye. As the Association’s building looking like a mini version became the size of a palm and became the size of a fingernail—


  He again thought to himself that 6 hours was too long.


  2 hours…


  He had to arrive within at least 2 hours.


  [Ignite]


  The situation had accelerated too much for it to merrily come to an end. He dropped all the complex thoughts muddling his mind.


  [Chains of Hell]


  The method no longer mattered.


  [Release]
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  Mana exploded from the pressure into all sides.


  Kwaaaangg—!


  A spherical ripple was formed as dimensions wavered back and forth. Even though it exploded at a very high altitude, the ripple still managed to reach all the way down to the ground. Some of those observing would realise or be puzzled by his unchained strength.


  Yu Jitae accelerated. The air felt like a viscous fluid trying to pull his body back.


  He accelerated even more and his body gradually exceeded the speed of sound as air tore and cracked around him.


  At one point, his ears could no longer pick up any sound. The world turned silent, leaving behind only the beating sound of his heart. Air molecules tried to grab and pull his body behind like hooks.


  Despite all that, Yu Jitae accelerated even further.


  ——


  It was then.


  He found a black line dropping in a parabolic line.


  The Downfall was dropping above the head of the Association. Its trajectory deviated at a certain point in the air and exploded a few seconds after that. The explosion as black as ink was so immense that even Yu Jitae could see it from where he was.


  He had no time to check whether they had managed to safely alter its trajectory or not. 


  Yu Jitae called the Vintage Clock, not by language but through something closer to pressing a doorbell. He got no response even though it should be listening to him.


  Was it ignoring him? Or perhaps it was going to quietly watch over him, like how it silently stared at him during his youth…


  He flew into, and through clouds with more clouds beneath his feet and soared higher into the skies to fly through higher clouds.


  At last, he saw cumulonimbus clouds. It appeared articulately three-dimensional as if it was crafted by cutting a mountain. He followed up a tall pillar of white cloud as something black hazily emerged from among it.


  Tower of Mages was built on top of the floating island, ‘Hitlytan’, but it was impossible to see above the 3rd floor with naked eyes from outside.


  It was because all the floors between the 4th and the 72nd were all inside a different dimension shaped like a dark hole. That hole was precisely the reason why the Tower of Mages was located 45 km in the air, as well as why it did not rotate around Earth like Haytling.


  The Tower of Mages was built outside the fissure down from the 4th floor due to stability reasons, and simultaneously existed in two dimensions. 


  As he increasingly neared the floating island, Hitlytan, Yu Jitae felt a slight sense of fatigue and collected his breath.


  And soon, he landed on the island.


  Kwanng–!


  Like a missile, his drop created a crater in the earth and a loud roar.


  He put an end to his thoughts.


  ***


  The front entrance of the Tower of Mages was surrounded by a 50-metre-wide lake. Humans rarely ever visited this island, so the ones guarding the gates weren’t humans.


  He placed a foot above the surface of the water.


  That was when a black shadow soared up from the dark lake. In order to kill the uninvited and unauthorised guest, a school of anglerfish, each 2 metres long, opened their mouths wide and flew towards the one who created the ripple but the man was long gone.


  ???


  While the anglerfish were circling around the area in puzzlement, the man was already on the other side of the lake at the entrance of the door.


  The door was 10 metres tall, and was as big as a three-storey building. A magic-engineered device was protecting the gates but when the man shoved his fingers in through the gap and pushed it open, the protective spell shattered alongside a spark. 


  An alarm went off.


  Beep–! Beep–! Beep–!


  “An intruder–!”


  “Where?”


  “At the main gates!”


  People shouted from inside as soldiers either wearing hoodies or combat outfits unsheathed their weapons and dashed towards him. They were the standby troops and mages that were prepared for any emergency situations.


  Yu Jitae pervaded into the shadow and proceeded on. He rode the dark walls and the dark ceiling.


  He could break the ceiling and move up, but if he did that, half of the power sustaining the altitude of Hitlytan would be shifted into creating layers of protective spells throughout the building. It would separate each floor with different barriers and that would take more time to break through.


  Thus, he headed to the elevator of the Tower. 


  Yu Jitae had only a bit of connection with the Tower of Mages. 


  Although little, it’s not that he didn’t have any connections with them. Therefore, he was fully aware of the basic structure of the tower as well as what he had to do to proceed above.


  He had visited this place at least ten times.


  The [Mana Elevator] that went straight to the 69th floor was in fact a device that allowed an interdimensional travel up and down. A limit to how far one could travel was decided depending on their role.


  Because of that, he revealed himself from the veil of darkness.


  “It’s that way; the intruder’s there!”


  “Catch him!!”


  Soldiers dashed towards him and Yu Jitae did the same.


  Slam– By striking the guy at the front, he knocked him out and kicked his body before it could even touch the ground. 


  As if struck by a car, he flew and became one cluster with the two that were following from behind and crashed through the window of a restaurant and rolled on the tables and chairs. 


  [Ice Spear (B+)]


  [Poison Fog (B)]


  Meanwhile, the mages shot spells from behind. Clouds of poison covered him from all sides. It was undodgeable and the spear of ice was bound to reach him!


  Even though the mage was certain of his victory,


  “Huh?”


  He suddenly realised that the spear was for some reason in the intruder’s hand.


  Without even sparing a glance at the poisonous fog, the man swung the spear and smacked the head of one of the other superhumans that were running towards him. The spear shattered alongside the head leaving behind a sharp piece of ice that now resembled a sword. He then used the shorter piece of ice like a sword.


  What kind of bullshit was this?


  The captain of the standby troops widened his eyes.


  The intruder walked towards him. Startled, the captain tried to distance himself with blink but he could not cast his spell. Huh? What the fuck is this? He thought as his throat was grabbed by the man.


  “Uh, hulk…! Kuhk!”


  Unable to breathe, the captain swung his wand in fright and struck the man on his head, but it felt as if he was hitting a piece of steel with wood. 


  Before long, the force strangling his neck became indescribably immense. ‘Kuu…’ Without saying a single word, the man carried the captain and placed his eye in front of the iris scanning device of the elevator. 


  The floor limit of the standby troops captain was Floor 59.


  The interdimensional force of the elevator seeped into his body. By the time he reopened his eyes and walked out onto the 59th floor, he was met with high-ranked mages who had heard of the infiltrator through the Tower’s communication system to run towards the elevator. 


  “Stop!”


  “Who are you!”


  The intruder didn’t bother saying anything, since they wouldn’t listen even if he were to say something.


  While leaving the elevator, he grabbed the steel door of the elevator as the handle dented following the shape of his fingers. 


  Every steel inside the Tower was made with a special type of alloy and even a 5mm thin layer of it was impossible to be twisted by an ogre. Having that dent like clay in front of their eyes frightened the mages.


  Soon, the man plucked the steel door out and raised it up.


  “Dodge it!”


  “The elder will be here soon! D, don’t let the guy go any further!”


  It was a futile attempt.


  The steel door came flying in at an overwhelming speed. It shattered their barrier spells and sent all the superhumans back, crashing through the wall. 


  In the midst of chaos, Yu Jitae suppressed the remaining superhumans with a simple solution – violence. Every time he swung his fist, at least one of them always ended up rolling on the ground. 


  They shot flames and lightning strikes but couldn’t stop nor inflict any harm on him. 


  “Stop there!”


  It was then.


  Along with a shout, light gathered in the middle of thin air and increasingly got both larger and brighter. When the light vanished, it was replaced by an old woman wearing a hoodie.


  “I am Maria, an old woman who had been with the Tower from its beginning days. Are you the young infiltrator? Are you here alone?”


  “…”


  “Not sure what the reason may be, but how about you stop here and we have a conversation, hnn? I respect your passion, young man.”


  Tower of Mages, 7th in hierarchy – a high ranker who used to be Rank 117 before renouncing her rank. 


  [Maria Valentine]


  She was the elder of the Valentine household and… she was the aunt of Valentine the witch and had previously aimed for the position of the Tower Lord.


  “I do not know how you ended up here, but I’m sure it wasn’t easy. You must have gone through a lot as well… Right?” said the old woman, while trying to appease him with a warm and benevolent voice. 


  There must be a reason why this old woman in her 80s was here instead of the other elders. 


  It might be because she wasn’t a part of the 72nd floor research, or because she was the one with the loudest voice that could reach the public… 


  To Yu Jitae, the latter seemed a lot more realistic.


  Her niece was the Witch.


  The disciple of her niece was one of the five transcendents, and the other sons and daughters of the household were revered for being blood relatives of the Witch. 


  The reason he was able to come up here so easily was because all the powerful mages of the Tower were on the 72nd floor for the research. Thus, it was more correct to view the sole remaining person as one who had stayed behind due to their political influence – someone who could make things troublesome with their global influence.


  When he didn’t say anything back, the old woman seemed to have found that insulting and raised her voice.


  “Ehem. Young man! Don’t do that to yourself because of your youth. People can make mistakes in life, but before you regret doing something irreversible, let us have a conversation. Hnn?”


  Of course, that had nothing to do with him. He moved at the speed of lightning and struck the old woman by the chin.


  ‘Kuhk,’ she dropped her staff as his hand reached for her neck.


  It was fortunate that at least one of the Tower’s elders had stayed behind. 


  “Open your eyes.”


  “Uhk, hkk, kuhuk…”


  “Open them. Before I dig them out.”


  “Hkk… Bastard, you are from the Association aren’t you…? You will regret…”


  He didn’t have time.


  Slam!


  The old woman’s head turned to the side. After that, he entered the elevator and forcibly separated her eyelids. When the device recognised her eye, fragments of light began to envelope the old woman’s body but he kicked her out of the elevator. Her role was done.


  “Wait…!”


  Despite being kicked and hit, the old woman did not faint nor give up. She desperately tried to re-enter the elevator.


  “You can’t go! That is not allowed!”


  “What’s not allowed.”


  “If you understood even a small portion of that person’s suffering, you won’t dare go there! You cannot possibly do such a thing!”


  A purple stigma appeared on the old woman’s forehead as she entered a frenzy. It was the evidence of brainwash that was confirmed on Edrei.


  He kicked the old woman who was trying to crawl back into the elevator and soon, his body was covered by blinding light.


  *


  Tower of Mages 69F.


  An ancient weapon was here protecting the 72nd floor, the heart and brain of the Tower. A Level 4 defensive artifact.


  [Gate Guardian]


  The large mechanical doll that reached 4 metres in height, was sitting down on a small chair. Next to it was the staircase leading to the 70th floor.


  The authority this destructive artifact had was [Unlimited Regeneration]. Surprisingly enough, the Gate Guardian was unable to be harmed no matter what the opponent was as long as it was inside the designated territory. 


  It constantly regenerated at an ultrahigh rate, at the cost of practically nothing. Yu Jitae, who had been curious of its regenerative abilities, had fought it for 10 days and 10 nights back in the 5th iteration before retreating. 


  Flash…


  Red lights appeared in the sockets with a flicker, sensing something that approached from beneath.


  Gate Guardian raised its body. It had been a long time since it met an enemy. The opponent was estimated to be a human but appeared extremely strong. 


  Despite being created for the purpose of fighting, there had been no chance to. Rotating its joints, Gate Guardian unsheathed the greatsword from its back and readied itself.


  It was starting to be heated up for the first time in a long time —


  That was until the floor went crumbling down.


  Kwaaangg–!


  The territory designated by the Gate Guardian was the 69th floor. When the ceiling of the 68th floor collapsed, the guardian fell out of its area, disabling its access to unlimited regeneration.


  In order to cut down on time, Yu Jitae avoided a frontal fight with it.


  [Shapeless Sword (SS) – 2nd Form]


  [Chainsaw Form]


  Killing intent merged like blades and rotated following a chain. Yu Jitae’s killing intent that now resembled an electric chainsaw divided and crushed the two legs and wings of the Gate Guardian. The aftermath of his attack was immense. A portion of the 69th floor’s walls were blown away, revealing the red sky of the other world. 


  Uiing! Uiiingg!


  Leaving behind the wriggling Gate Guardian, Yu Jitae climbed the stairs heading straight to the 72nd floor.


  *


  At last when he was running up the 71st floor’s staircase, Yu Jitae felt a somewhat familiar sensation.


  It felt extremely familiar for some reason…


  Something he had felt dozens and hundreds of times at least between his previous iterations – he had not considered those in-between rounds as iterations and his memories of the time, that were therefore hazy, were starting to float back up. 


  Don’t tell me…


  The Regressor thought to himself.


  There’s no way.


  A gloomy aura covered the ground, singing tunes of death. The will that wished for something to die and disappear gathered above the ground into a faint form. It momentarily dissipated when his feet touched the ground, but soon clunked up again to follow his body from behind. 


  After he flew through the staircase, he found the large gates of the 72nd floor at the end of a long corridor. The thing that Q was desperately trying to hide should be on the other side of that door.


  Kwang!


  Yu Jitae kicked the door open. Inside was something that would shock any and every superhuman.


  There was a nest.


  A large nest.


  Black and long, yet hiltless blades were intertwined, forming a large nest as big as a sports stadium. 


  The blades that substituted the twigs of the nest were piercing through human bodies who had their arms wide apart as if crucified. There were more than a hundred of them there and half of their bodies were covered by purplish liquid.


  After scrutinising their appearances, Yu Jitae realised that they were the elders of the Tower.


  He frowned.


  All the mages that were involved in the 72nd floor’s research were penetrated on the nest. 


  Yu Jitae approached one of them and wiped off the purple liquid that was covering their face. Revealed from inside was a man with a wavy beard, who gave off an old yet fierce impression.


  “…”


  It seemed that even the lord of the Tower of Mages was in this state.


  “Who are you…?”


  That was when the Tower Lord, penetrated by blades, opened his eyes. The old man with a curly beard looked at him with a faint gaze and asked.


  “Who…?”


  He was physically alive and even his mind was fresh. Despite that, mana was being sucked out from their bodies by the large nest.


  Before long, he felt a large aura and jumped up to land on the nest.


  Something opened its eyes from within the darkness and he had to turn his gaze towards the tall ceiling to meet its eyes.


  “…”


  30 metres in height; a body covered with black scales. He could see the tough tendons on its arms and legs as well as a powerful pair of legs. 


  Swoosh–


  It opened its wings. Large wings threatening to cover the entirety of the enormous 72nd floor fluttered.


  He found it strange.


  The numerous black dragons that he had seen all had black eyes but the one in front of him was different. The dragon faced him with vertically-slit pupils and ‘purple eyes’ that he had never seen before on a dragon, 


  [I was hoping you would not come here but…]


  [Since you are here anyway, I shall welcome you.]


  It was a simple transmission of will and yet caused the dimensions to shiver and shudder.


  [Welcome.]


  The adult ‘black dragon’ greeted Yu Jitae.


  [My Nemesis.]
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  Black dragon.


  One of the dragon races born from Askalifa, the dimension of dragons, who was a unique bunch that lived across other dimensions instead of Askalifa. They were ‘dimensional vagrants’ who caused the most number of problems all over different worlds.


  In addition, they were also the dragon race who had died the most to Yu Jitae.


  Therefore, after confirming that the one in front of his eyes was a black dragon, and after hearing it use the expression ‘nemesis’ towards him, Yu Jitae felt countless questions clogging his mind. 


  To the point that he didn’t know what he had to ask first.


  “Your nemesis… I have no idea what you mean.”


  [No idea?]


  The dragon mentally replied to him.


  His first doubt was its purple eyes.


  “What is there to dislike.”


  The woman he coincidentally met at the store that sold Wyvernips, Myu. And a black dragon with the same-coloured eyes who was at the Tower of Mages, the same location as her. 


  There appeared to be a big correlation there.


  Because of that, Yu Jitae tested the dragon out.


  “Were you that dissatisfied with me buying the last Wyvernip?”


  [No.]


  And the dragon casually replied to him.


  [But why wouldn’t I call a human that will now try to steal my home a nemesis?] 


  Myu replied and the authenticity hanging on the [Eyes of Equilibrium (SS)] was true.


  It was soon followed by laughter.


  [How woefully unfortunate was I? It was such a good day that I went outside and yet I just had to come across an Association guy…]


  The dragon nonchalantly confessed that it was Q.


  There was a small inevitability within the coincidence – Yu Jitae had gone there for the dragons and that was why he came across another dragon.


  “You probably know well, but I will confirm it before we begin with the official affairs. I am the Association’s Grade 5 agent, Season.”


  [I have heard many stories about you already, Prophet Season.]


  “Did you hear from Edrei?”


  [Indeed.]


  “I will now begin with the investigation as a Grade 5 agent of the Association. I wish for your obedient cooperation. Your name.”


  He said that to end the unnecessary conversation.


  Yu Jitae was expecting the black dragon to disobey because the black race were known for their brutality and trickery that rivalled that of the red race. He was going to use that as justification for bashing up and making it open its mouth.


  However, the black dragon obediently replied against his expectations.


  [Myu.]


  He could feel its enjoyment despite the mental communication. 


  It might be thinking of it as a roleplay and might be acting arrogant, but that had nothing to do with him. 


  “Affiliation.”


  [An adult dragon of the black race as you can see.]


  “Age.”


  [According to this place’s calculation, well, I do not know. Between 300 to 1,000 years old?]


  “Quite young. Why are your eyes purple.”


  [A mutation.]


  All of the above were true.


  Yu Jitae was reflecting in silence on its name, face and age to think of all the black dragons he knew. Myu laughed into his mind.


  [Why. Do you want the ID card again?]


  It was a sarcastic comment which Yu Jitae did not bother replying to.


  In the meantime, he finished his reflection.


  There was no dragon called ‘Myu’ out of the 27 black dragons that Yu Jitae had met across the nearby dimensions during his [Sovereign Hunt].


  “Why did you buy a Wyvernip.”


  [By the way, do you have time for a carefree investigation like this? I’m sure the outside is in an uproar.]


  That was something for the Association to handle.


  “Just answer the question.”


  [Do you know anything about our race?]


  “If you are talking about the interdimensional incorrigible trash vagrants, I do know them very well.”


  It wasn’t a figure of speech. In fact, every world that was inhabited by black dragons suffered from them no matter what world it was. 


  Unlike other races who were forced by the [Origin Fragment] to stay within Askalifa as much as possible after becoming adults, the black race had no such a thing. They would continue wreaking havoc across different dimensions even after becoming an adult.


  It seemed that the dragon wasn’t very content with Yu Jitae’s expression. The voice of the black dragon ringing his mind turned sharp. 


  […Watch your words regarding me and my race.]


  “Did I say anything wrong?”


  [I will only repeat it one last time. Watch your mouth before I truly consider you my nemesis and rip you to death.]


  The black dragon quietly revealed its fury. Yu Jitae gazed back into the purple eyes in silence as Myu added after a short silence. 


  […I have bought the Wyvernip because I like its scent. I smelled it for the first time after coming to Earth and realised it soothes my emotions.] 


  “Your emotions?”


  [I have long wanted to resemble humans. I was unable to be like one from birth but I can act like one for a bit so long as I have the scent of the Wyvernip.]


  Its authenticity on the Eyes of Equilibrium was true.


  It seemed that it had bought the flower for purely controlling its emotions. It was a surprise that the black dragons that always hated everything could calm down from the simple scent of a flower.


  “How did you crawl in here.”


  Second doubt.


  <How is a black dragon on Earth?>


  A black dragon had never been on Earth until the 7th iteration, and it’s not like he had affected the outside dimensions in any way. The only variable in this iteration was the [Great Hostility], but Vintage Clock wasn’t giving him any warnings regarding it. 


  [It was by coincidence that I came in. Following the disjoint of dimensions.]


  “A dimensional disjoint? When was it.”


  [This is my 5th spring according to the calculating methods of this land.]


  5 years. It meant that the dimensional disjoint it went through was around the same time as the baby dragons. This too was true according to the Eyes of Equilibrium.


  “Explain it in more detail, so I can understand.”


  [It is nothing much. We are the only race that can freely move between dimensions and so am I. I was caught up by mistake during my journey and ended up here.]


  “Did you come alone?”


  [Have you ever seen the black race travel with someone else?]


  He did, and thus the question.


  “So. Yes or no.”


  [I have come alone.]


  Yu Jitae stood still and thought to himself.


  Out of his three doubts, he asked two and heard its response.


  1. The black dragon was Myu.


  2. It was brought in due to the variable of the 7th iteration.


  And the third doubt.


  “You must now follow me to the Association. For instigating armed Anti-Association movements and illegal protests, responsiblity for 57,000 murder cases and illegal smuggling of weapons.”


  [Will you be locking up a dragon somewhere?]


  “We’ll see. It will depend on your response.”


  Yu Jitae slowly walked forward while adding pressure to the surrounding air. The 72nd floor, expanded with an interdimensional spell, was as large as two football fields but the sound of his boots trampling the blades echoed across the entire room.


  “Be prudent with answering this question. Your life and death will depend on your response.”


  Releasing his killing intent, Yu Jitae asked with a lower voice. His irritation about all the things that had annoyed him over the past six months was mixed into the question. 


  “Why did you antagonise the Association as Q,”


  Clomp…


  “Why did you lead the Anti-Association terrorist group Quasar,”


  Clomp…


  “Why did you drive a wedge between G12 and other nations and the Association.”


  Clomp…


  “Why did you educate young kids into suicide bombers of Quasar; kill the young grandson of Christoph…”


  Clomp…


  “Why did you rip the top rankers of the world that tried to stop you. Why did you shoot the Downfall and why did you render the mages of the Tower into this state.”


  His footsteps stopped in front of the large feet of the black dragon. Gazing up at the ceiling, he increased his killing intent, thinking of slashing its ankles off first if he were to be met with a brainless response.


  But what came back was something he had never expected. Myu’s laughter began to ring his mind.


  [My Nemesis. You sure are asking the weirdest questions.]


  “What?”


  [Are you telling me I did all that? Really?]


  Yu Jitae frowned.


  [Look. So I have become this individual called Q to antagonise the Association, summon the Quasar and nurture young humans, kill a child I do not know with a bomb, kill high rankers and pierced every one of the mages in this tower by hand? Me, this lazy and noble dragon? What kind of dragon would live such a diligent life?]


  “…”


  [It has been 5 years since I’ve placed my feet on this land. We are a race that roams freely but there is also the wish to settle in one place inside of us. I was the same. And thus I looked for various beings who had the same scent as I do. Yes, including those humans who you refer to as ‘demons’.]


  The black dragon opened its wings out wide.


  [Build me a house. I requested them.]


  “By house, do you mean this nest?”


  [At the start it was built out of plank. They wanted a negotiation. Being a nice black dragon, I looked into what their desires were. It’s nothing difficult. Dragons can read others’ memories and emotions. Do you know what they wanted? Something very obvious – they wanted power.]


  [By nature, humans become stronger by forming a society. And it is easier to group with a common enemy in mind. There happened to be everyone all around who hated the Association, you see.]


  [So I helped those who had the same goal meet and become closer. So that they could lend each other help. And then I was sought after by more humans, each from different groups.]


  “…Groups?”


  Yu Jitae squinted his eyes.


  [Where do you think I would have met Edrei? That human was in an Anti-Association group behind the curtains in the first place. Because he hated Chaliovan. It’s the same for these mages over here you know? They voluntarily became the sacrifice. Give me a place and materials to build my nest and I will help with the research, I told them, and they wanted me to use themselves for it.]


  [Going back to your question; did I antagonise the Association as Q? Did I massacre young children? Carry out terrorist attacks? Stab mages with blades for my nest? Shoot the Downfall?]


  [Well I have no clue, because I didn’t do any one of them. I’ve never been this ‘Q’ person that you guys were blabbering about!]


  It said with a lamenting voice as if it was being falsely accused, and yet there was a hint of laughter in between.


  Q is an illusion. That’s what Myu was saying.


  [I merely gave them a sword.]


  [The rest is what the humans did.]


  After finishing her words, Myu was unable to stop herself from laughing uncontrollably.


  It was a rather disheartening response.


  Naturally, the authenticity shown by the [Eyes of Equilibrium] was true.


  It meant that the grave of Wings of Snow Light was robbed by someone else, and also meant that shooting the Downfall was due to the personal choice of someone in Mexico done in order to protect Myu who would be at the Tower of Mages.


  [After painstakingly working for 5 years, I barely managed to create my nest but you have come here riding on the back of the Association, and you will now try to take my house away. You are therefore my nemesis.]


  Everytime, it was like this.


  No-one knew how the centre of a hurricane agitating the oceans and disturbing the earth would look.


  Yu Jitae gave a nod. Everything Myu said was true and thanks to that emotionless explanation, it made him a little bit more certain that Myu had nothing to do with [Hostility].


  It was nothing to be surprised about but in any case, it was also true that she had quickened the flow of the entire world subconsciously.


  “I see. That is the end of my questions.”


  [Is that so? If all your questions are cleared, how about we carry out a deal?]


  “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 find me either.]


  “I can’t allow that.”


  [What?]


  He got the answers he needed and it was now time to finish what he had to do.


  “Sorry but I cannot let you go.”
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  5th Iteration.


  He had to be a part of an Anti-Association group to kill Chaliovan; he struggled against the Seat of Deepest Desire, Noah, and could not save the red hatchling who had been swept away by the currents of war.


  The reason for the 5th iteration’s failure could be summarised into one word.


  It was because he was weak.


  Yu Jitae was weak.


  Because of that, he tried every method to make himself stronger after the end of the 5th iteration. He was killed by those holding killing intent against him to develop his Shapeless Sword, trained how to use a sword and learned how to manage mana traces from the grave of Wings of Snow Light.


  And lastly, he went on a [Sovereign Hunt].


  One of the sovereigns he killed during that was the head of the black dragon race, [Lugiathan].


  To prepare for the fight against Lugiathan, Yu Jitae had previously seeked out other black dragons. He visited every single nearby dimension and found exactly 27 black dragons and there, he saw clearly what happened to a world inhabited by a black dragon. 


  “I can’t leave you here. You must follow me.”


  [Are you still going to act like a police? Let me hear your reason at least.]


  “I have seen numerous black dragons. From 27 dimensions, I saw 27 black dragons, both young and old.”


  And the worlds he found black dragons in were…


  “All those dimensions were long ruined.”


  Barren wastelands with not a single hint of life. A world devoid of anything worth calling mother nature.


  Water had completely dried up and the humid wind carried sand everywhere.


  Every dimension was the same.


  “If you have yet to reach 1,000, you must be quite young for an adult dragon. It might be your first time hearing it but it’s true.”


  [And what about it? How would that relate to me?]


  “Of course it would. Back then, I became curious about the reason. Why would a black dragon do such a thing? I was curious and looked into it.”


  Polluting the water; raising the temperature; attacking everything nearby in a sudden frenzy and suppressing the weak to death.


  “…Because I thought there would obviously be a ‘reason’ for doing such things.”


  There in fact was no reason.


  That was simply what a black dragon was – they were the destroyer of nature that ruined dimensions.


  [Like I said, how does that have anything to do with me?]


  “And yet they do not bother sparing a glance at a world that has an existing sovereign. In that sense, it must be true that you have accidentally come to this place.”


  Only choosing the weak and easy dimensions and leading those worlds into pollution and apocalypse was the characteristic of black dragons.


  The mere existence of a black dragon was poison and Myu’s existence right now was no different from a bag of poison being dropped onto Earth. The pouch would open whenever and wherever Myu desired.


  “While going through the nearby dimensions, I came across a village of some dwarfs that had devout religious beliefs. They referred to you guys like this.”


  Large garbage.


  Flying chaos.


  Poor vagrants of dimensions.


  Destroyer of order.


  Or,


  “The trash of Askalifa.”


  It seemed that the whole race of black dragons had been chased out of Askalifa in the distant past. He didn’t exactly know why but could guess the reason after meeting various black dragons from all around. 


  There was a reason why they were chased out.


  [Then, are you treating me the same way as them just because I’m a black dragon?]


  “Yes.”


  [What a harsh speculation.]


  Yu Jitae didn’t feel the need to share a long conversation anymore. The being in front of him would definitely cause harm to humanity.


  “I will give you one last chance.”


  If this was in the past, or even near the start of the 7th iteration, he would have immediately smashed the black dragon to death.


  “Obediently change yourself to human form and follow me.”


  [How absurd. And what will you do then?]


  “I will lock you. You will be separated and managed by me so that you can’t do anything wrong.”


  [We are the wandering race. I would rather leave Earth than be locked away from freedom.]


  “Even if you leave to another dimension, you might come back one day, thus you must go through the necessary procedures.”


  In that instant, the black dragon’s aura surged forth.


  [I wanted to see how far you were going to take it, but truly…]


  The obedient attitude was no longer there and the voice being transmitted to his mind was full of irritation. It seemed that the black dragon was sincerely enraged.


  [You are overstepping your boundaries, my Nemesis.]


  Good. This was it.


  In fact, the purple-eyed dragon in front of him was a lot more poised than the other black dragons he had seen. If it had stable emotions, it was fine to let it live. If Myu was able to either swallow her anger or maintain himself as the only target of her rage due to being a mutant, Yu Jitae would chase her outside without killing it since that meant that she could control the mouth of the pouch herself.


  But if she couldn’t do so and followed her instincts to wreak havoc, Yu Jitae would have no choice but to kill Myu. 


  Therefore, he provoked her even more.


  “Overstepping my boundaries?”


  [I have told you already. To not run your mouth against my noble race as a lowly human.]


  “Are you discontent with me expressing the truth? It is for you to endure. That filth is what your race has done across every dimension. Or are you embarrassed by the adults of your race?”


  [How dare you call our race by such a name with ignorance? Cut your fingers off immediately and apologise to me. Otherwise you will greatly regret it.]


  Tension rose in the air, threatening to rip any time but Yu Jitae did not stop his provocation. If he had to open the pouch of poison, he had to do it now while his powers were released.


  “Live quietly in a corner with your nest? Such nonsense. You are different from the other dragon races. Aren’t you just a cluster of pollution that uses your ability to ‘convey’ memories and emotions to pollute others with your disgusting and unpleasant emotions? You are no different from bats and rats that transmit plagues.”


  [Enough–!]


  Her wings spread far and wide as she lowered her body. With eyes overflowing with killing intent, she looked at him with a different light in her eyes.


  [You are forcing me to forget the kindness of your flower.]


  It was a familiar gaze. It had a different colour but had the same look as the eyes of the 27 black dragons that he had seen.


  “Do not remember any gratitude. You trashes of Askalifa who corrupted the elves that helped you settle to lead them to destruction; who polluted the oceans and made the Nagas that kindly shared it with you die.”


  The purple eyes shivered from its surging fury. Yu Jitae felt Myu’s killing intent rising. It was a considerable amount of willpower even for an adult dragon, possibly because it was a mutant. 


  […]


  However, a black dragon was still a black dragon. The trash of Askalifa was still trash despite being a mutant.


  [You are begging for your own disaster…]


  The evil of every dimension; a disaster and a contaminant. As if to prove that, the black dragon’s eyes flipped and it’s killing intent fluctuated the surrounding dimensions. 


  In an instant, the dragon reached its wings far and wide.


  [Killing you is nothing difficult but yes, after hearing your words, I’m thinking there is no reason to not follow my instincts. So everything that happens from now is what you have brought upon yourself.]


  Its voice was still tranquil but its mental state was not.


  Myu had just lost her rationality. The endless and unjustified grudge that was located in the minds of every black dragon also existed in her mind.


  “I knew it.”


  Yu Jitae flew towards Myu, carrying in his hand a killing intent that could even tear through the tough flesh of dragons. 


  All the purple aura that had been absorbed from the nest was hanging on the wings of the dragon as a black aura began to create a layer over the black dragon’s body.


  His provocation being the reason for its fury was nothing but an excuse. Yu Jitae knew that Myu was unable to fight against her own instincts and was trying to destroy the world. 


  In the end, as long as it stayed on Earth, this was bound to happen one day.


  [Mass Teleport (SS)]


  It was then. Something that he hadn’t anticipated occurred.


  An interdimensional movement spell that had been pre-organised by Myu unfolded. 


  “Stop right there—!”


  Yu Jitae bellowed. The beast-like roar shook the entirety of the 72nd floor like thunder,


  But the dragon had vanished already.


  This was different from other dragons. Even though it might have been a spell prepared beforehand through [Memorise (S)], the casting time of the spell was still absurd and ridiculously fast. 


  It must be its ability as a mutant.


  The dragon was let loose on Earth. The situation at hand became more pressing and urgent than any before.


  The remaining aura of the black dragon’s nest was trying to restrict him. Adding more killing intent, Yu Jitae pushed Shapeless Sword to its limit. He then carried the killing intent with both hands, and raised it towards the heavens. 


  He had no time to bother descending the tower.


  *


  The Association’s Strategy Council.


  “Huuk!”


  “What is that! Oi! How big is that thing!”


  “It, it’s a 40-metre-tall large monster!!”


  People shouted back and forth.


  A signalman was staring at the screen displaying the sky of the South Pacific Ocean. A 40-metre tall flying monster – a jet-black beast resembling a wyvern in appearance. The soldiers were shocked after seeing the mana output that was being felt from the beast – an SSS rank; a monster with the same rank as the ‘boss’ that appeared in the East-Asian Great War was on the screen.


  “Dispatch the Vanguard Frontier Royal legions 2, 3, 6 right now! It is a continuation of R5! And…”


  It was when Zhuge Haiyan was giving out various commands in astonishment with her eyes fixed on the screen.


  “D, d, director!”


  “Say it later. Later! Do you not see the priorities?”


  “T, T—–”


  A different signalman stuttered from the side. Zhuge Haiyan ignored it and focused on the pressing matters but the following shout of the soldier stopped her body.


  “The Tower of Magesssss—–!!!”


  “What is it! What about the Tower…”


  Tower of Mages? The place where Prophet Season went to?


  When she turned towards the screen, she froze on the spot. Something large was falling from within the clouds. 


  It didn’t feel realistic and she felt as if someone had smacked her head as hard as they could.


  Zhuge Haiyan absent-mindedly murmured.


  “What…”


  Inside the display screen.


  A large section of the Tower of Mages was crumbling towards the ground.


  *


  The black dragon after teleporting out was gradually moving further off into the distance. It was about 10 kilometres away already and its large body appeared as small as a fingernail.


  Kwanng–!


  Yu Jitae kicked off the air.


  The current enemy was an extremely dangerous one.


  The situation was different from the phenomenon that occurred with the death of the baby dragons. The adult dragons there had their minds coerced by the [Origin Fragment] into instinctive slaughter.


  However, this dragon had a clear mind and ego, and was intelligent. It would now lead to a horrendous situation.


  A single dragon losing its mind and being controlled by its desire to slaughter would fight against humans. It would lead to a fight and the dragon would eventually die after being outnumbered.


  Several dragons losing their mind being controlled by their desire to kill would multiply the scale. Humans might be annihilated but that would still be the result of a war.


  However, what if one single dragon, that had a very clear understanding of Earth, were to move in order to kill the most number of humans on its own volition?


  That would no longer result in either a fight or a war.


  It would be a massacre.


  As if to prove that, the mouth of the dragon in the far off distance cracked open. Myu’s heart roared as the skies pulsed in response. 


  He pressed on, as fast as he could.


  Shortening the distance of 10 kilometres seemed unfathomically difficult, due to the purple wings of that dragon that were doped with the mana of humanity’s strongest mages.


  Soon, an explosive burst of mana gathered at its mouth and the friction caused the surrounding mana to scatter into all sides. Buzz! Buzzz! Sparks flashed from it as several purple spheres of mana appeared around the dragon.


  In the shape of a fan, they expanded – all aiming at one place.


  Yu Jitae frowned and,


  [Dragon Breath]


  Tuuung—-


  A purple ray of light was shot from its mouth,


  Kugugugung—


  Spheres of mana followed suit.


  That ray of light carrying an immeasurable output of mana even forced Myu’s large body back from the pressure and drew a clear cylindrical line dividing the sky.


  The concentrated breath of an adult dragon immediately fell upon various islands all around Oceania.


  *


  Melbourne, Australia. Central Oceania Commercial Tower.


  The workers that were having an early dinner at the 105th floor heaved out sighs. Looking down over the windows, they could see a beach underneath with people having a relaxed afternoon. It was when the workers were shoving food into their mouth, thinking of coming for a surf or two over the weekends.


  “Hnn? Something’s flashing over there.”


  “Huh? You’re right…”


  Something purple flashed in the sky. The sun had yet to set so it was strange for the sky to flicker in a time like this.


  “Is it a comet?”


  “Is it? But why is it getting bigger…”


  The purple light rapidly increased in size during the worker’s question. As the workers all paused their hands and turned towards the window, they saw the large purple light sweeping past the beach.


  The ray of light shook the earth. It reached even the central regions of Bendigo all the way from Melbourne, which was at least 140 kilometres away.


  It caused a white explosion after touching the ground. The condensed sparks and steam of the explosion expanded in the shape of a dome surrounding Bendigo City. 


  It was followed by a thunderous roar echoing the world. Every window and glass shattered and the workers either bounced off or rolled the ground due to the aftershock. 


  One of the workers crawled on all fours and looked down at the beach.


  “Kyaaaaak! Ahh, ahhh! Ahh…!”


  The beach that had been enveloped by the ray of light had evaporated. Not a single trace of a living person remained. 


  Following that, all the lights of the tower turned off due to the power supply being caught up in the explosion.


  “Ahh, ahhhh…”


  The worker didn’t even notice the glass fragment digging into her fingers. Her scream noisily echoed through the darkness.
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  That was only the beginning of the true disaster. Black dragon’s breath had the attribute of destroying and absorbing nearby mana and was detrimental to a magic-engineered civilisation.


  Despite having lost her rationality, Myu was still crafty.


  There was a reason for the direction of its breath – the two biggest mana power plants of Australia were destroyed in a straight line. Now, the mana circulation of Australia will be momentarily stopped.


  Nonfunctioning power plants meant no electricity. It would limit communication and access to media as well as stop the production lines of factories. The electricity used to neutralise the pollution would disappear, stop the water supply and sewage systems, and make it difficult to have access to drinkable water.


  All of the above was what Myu was aiming for.


  On the days of the Apocalypse, in the span of a month that the dragons had spent destroying Earth, Yu Jitae had managed to kill 10 dragons. Each dragon had countless protective blessings and were thus difficult to kill. More time was needed to kill such enormous monsters.


  However, he could not afford to do so right now. He had to kill it as soon as possible even if it came at a big cost. 


  Thanks to the black dragon being pushed back after shooting its breath, Yu Jitae was able to shorten the gap between them. He enlarged the range of his Shapeless Sword to the limit. 


  He had to sever its wings.


  [Shapeless Sword (SS) – 3rd Form]


  [Forked Lightning Form]


  Like the twigs of a tree; like how lightning extended its reach by forking into little strands. Yu Jitae’s will to shred those wings to pieces was answered by his killing intent forking and stretching to all sides.


  Like a spider web, it limited the dragon’s movements. The killing intent immediately shattered the blessings protecting the dragon’s body and seeped into its large wings.


  Blood surged out like a fountain as the thin pair of wings ripped into little pieces.


  [——!!]


  Despite not being in the right state of mind, its scream still managed to reach Yu Jitae’s mind. After finally confronting him head-on, Myu noticed his power level and stuttered.


  [How could a human have such…]


  Meanwhile, balls of mana carrying the attributes of [suppression] and [pulverisation] surrounded Yu Jitae. It was possible to dodge but behind him was the city and he thus had to block it. 


  Hundreds of balls of mana swept towards him like a sandstorm. Kwagwagwagwang! They exploded simultaneously and caused his body to wobble a little. 


  After realising that it could not fight him head-on, the dragon began to avoid a frontal fight. Its instinct urged the dragon to avoid Yu Jitae while bombarding the regions nearby.


  It was a troublesome situation.


  The dragon did not fall despite its ripped wings. The unprecedented supply of mana still managed to allow the large body of the dragon to float and move in the air. 


  Thus, Yu Jitae continued flying towards its back, repeatedly tearing its wings and crushing its back scales with the [Forked Lightning Form].


  In the meantime, dozens of spells endlessly fell towards him. A few of them were balls of flame, while some of them were blades of ice. Lightning occasionally struck him from the sky and contracted his muscles.


  Each and every one of those spells was enough to immediately kill a ranker but Yu Jitae took all of it in with his body.


  His blessings managed to offset half of the spells but could not do so for the remaining half. Dodging all those spells would cost more time so Yu Jitae persevered, in order to save as much of humanity as he could. 


  Yu Jitae, however, could not block the occasional large-scale spells that Myu was shooting at the world. Countless magic spells appeared in the air and fell down. A few of them travelled longer due to the strong condensation and either resulted in a rain of fist-sized rocks, or blades of wind that swept across the land.


  And another dragon breath caused an immense explosion in the Asian region.


  Crack!


  During all that, Yu Jitae crushed a portion of the dragon’s scales and its spine. One of the bones of the large dragon that was 2.5 metres thick shattered from his strike.


  The dragon fluttered its wings from pain. Soon, it was no longer able to sustain its large body in the air and gradually began to fall.


  However, dragons were the rulers of mana.


  It did not sit back doing nothing.


  [Eradication (S)]


  Black flames that scorched everything, whether it be a blessing, mana, an authority or an existence, soared up.


  By using up the mana doping its wings, the flames soared towards Yu Jitae like the mouth of a beast. Yu Jitae did not dodge it. He received it from the front by crossing his arms in front of his body. The flame burned a portion of his clothes and seared his skin.


  “…”


  He endured the pain. 


  That was when countless magic circles appeared around the falling body of the black dragon.


  [Teleportation: Bulk Exchange (SS)] – a grand spell that moves an entire location instead of an individual. 


  He hurriedly manipulated his killing intent to interfere with the magic circles.


  But it didn’t work. The spell was already completed beforehand with [Memorise (S)]. It was ridiculous and completely outside common sense to prepare an SS-grade spell beforehand with an S-grade spell.


  [Dimensional Step (S)]


  Yu Jitae folded the nearby areas and immediately jumped through dimensions to enter the purple area that was about to be substituted with a different location. 


  He, who was not permitted by the spell, was treated as a foreign substance and mana turned into tens of thousands of needles to pierce through his body. An intense shock shook his body and made his head feel like exploding. His innards became a mess and blood flowed out of his eyes and ears but he endured all the pain.


  [You truly are obstinate.]


  “…”


  [What’s wrong? Are you happy now that I’m doing this? I’m destroying the world like how you described our race so are you happy now?]


  Soon, the black dragon and Yu Jitae both re-appeared in the air above East Asia – around 100 kilometres in the sky.


  They were so far up that they could see the round shape of the Earth and the blue surrounding atmosphere with their naked eyes. The shape of each continent and ocean that one could see from a map was unveiled underneath them.


  Dashing in, Yu Jitae used the [Chainsaw Form] to crush its scales and slash its neck. Half of the 4-metre long Shapeless Sword stabbed through its body and tore through its flesh. 


  He heard its mental scream of pain but the dragon did not stop.


  [A mere human dares to show contempt to my race—!!]


  Yu Jitae swung the sword again, this time aiming for the heart. The scales around the heart shattered as the bones crushed. 


  Right when the killing intent was about to reach its heart, a large explosion bursted out from its heart and pushed Yu Jitae away.


  Immediately after that, the dragon used [Teleport: Bulk Exchange (SS)] yet again. But this time, the target was different. It tried to tear away the dimension where Yu Jitae was in so he distanced himself with all his might.


  [Ahh, now I get it.]


  [Here I was wondering how you were so strong…]


  [Are you perhaps, that Oscar Brzenk?]


  [Has Providence sent you to kill me?]


  The black dragon appeared to be misunderstanding something, but Yu Jitae didn’t reply.


  [This is why I wanted to live quietly in a nest.]


  [I wanted to live like a human.]


  [It was time for all the hard work to pay off and yet,]


  [Why must Providence be so merciless on us, black dragons?]


  As its will was conveyed to him all at once, Yu Jitae kicked off like a lightning strike to kill it. But that was when a resolute voice echoed through his mind.


  [My Nemesis.]


  [You resentful proxy of Providence.]


  [Do you think I will be simply annihilated without any retaliation?]


  The dragon began to drop towards the earth at a rapid speed, with a heart full of mana intended for a dragon breath.


  It caught him off guard.


  The dragon was trying to explode itself.


  [Who could possibly dare kill me—!]


  It was trying to sacrifice its entire dragon heart to destroy everything within sight! 


  Yu Jitae hurriedly began to follow suit. The mana that it forced out all the way from the Tower of Mages intertwined with its dragon heart to explosively increase its output.


  No matter how much he increased his speed, he realised that it would be futile. It would somehow be possible to reach it, but he would not be able to stop the black dragon from touching the ground. 


  The condition of regression was the death of 95% of humanity.


  This was like a ‘health bar’ that Yu Jitae had. If the entire East-Asian region were to be destroyed and the attributes of the dragon heart were to expand and absorb mana for years, the world would enter a great depression, and would inevitably cause humans to kill and extort other humans.


  It would lead to the death of at least 20% of humanity.


  The Long Nights had yet to even arrive and at that rate, humanity would never be able to work in harmony. They were suffering this much already from a single adult dragon and the approaching enemy at the level of 3 adult dragons would definitely be a catastrophe. 


  That was why Yu Jitae had to stop this from happening at all cost.


  Fortunately, they were still high in the air and the dragon was not too far.


  He had one last method that he could resort to.


  Yu Jitae gazed down at the world. He could see at least 10 large fissures bigger than 40 metres in size that had yet to close. 


  He could deviate the falling trajectory of the black dragon and force it into the fissure as long as he had something powerful enough to make that happen…


  And he did.


  [Conceptualisation (SS)]


  He resorted to the authority he stole by killing the head of the black race, ‘Lugiathan’. [Conceptualisation] – an ability that replaced aspects that were unable to be comprehended by an existence into an understandable concept. 


  It modified each of his killing intent into a concept that appeared in front of his eyes. They turned into 1,000 bright orbs and formed a dense layer in front of him looking like a night sky filled with stars.


  Each of these were the ‘will to kill’ that Yu Jitae had personally collected and he soon consumed 150 of them without any hesitation.


  Some time, somewhere, someone. As those emotions and desires to kill that people had faced him with while shedding tears of blood flashed like stars, Yu Jitae gathered them all into his hand.


  Revealed by [Conceptualisation], it formed the shape of a long spear.


  Kugugugung—–


  Amidst the fall, the atmosphere resonated with Yu Jitae’s mana.


  [Shapeless Sword (SS) – 5th Form]


  [Punishment]


  He threw the spear.


  The mightiest output of killing intent that Yu Jitae could create turned into a falling spear.


  It flickered dozens of times a second and flashed. It would sometimes stop as if it was being repressed by the earth, and would sometimes spring off again. Whenever it did travel, it travelled through several kilometres in the blink of an eye. 


  At last, it pierced through the dragon’s back and altered the direction of its fall.


  [———–!!!]


  Ignoring the sharp scream ringing his mind, he concentrated on the falling body of the black dragon. Its large body fell and was soon absorbed into a fissure located in the southern oceans of China.


  Yu Jitae threw his body into the fissure and followed it.


  There was a rocky mountain inside and the fissure was one that had already been cleared. After going inside, he found the black dragon stuck in a pile of rocks.


  The large flying beast reaching 40 metres in height, that was as big as three basketball courts combined, was lying on the ground.


  Even though it was an adult dragon, and even though it was a mutant that had been doped with the mana of the greatest mages of the Tower, the strike that Yu Jitae forced out by permanently sacrificing a portion of his strength was nonetheless deadly.


  It was all over, and he simply had to end its life now.


  Kuruk, kuruk…


  Myu gasped for breath.


  Yu Jitae also had to endure a fair bit of fatigue as he climbed onto its stomach. He then paced across the shattered scales and headed for the heart.


  “…”


  But,


  That was when something strange entered his sight.


  “…”


  For a second, Yu Jitae doubted his eyes.


  Something completely unbelievable was beside the shattered scales of the black dragon’s heart. 


  “How could…”


  His astonishment made his body freeze on the spot.


  The Regressor had never been this surprised in the 7th iteration.


  *


  There was a big hole on the black dragon that went all the way from its back to the chest. Plus, the area near the dragon heart had suffered from Yu Jitae’s attack and the heart was therefore barely holding on to its previous shape.


  Next to the shattered dragon heart was the Origin Fragment. It was natural because every dragon had it and the black race was not an exception to that rule. 


  However, Myu’s [Origin Fragment] had a slightly different shape.


  The usual [Origin Fragment] resembled the crystal shape of a gem, and revolving around the gem was an ash-coloured ball. Like a moon revolving around Earth, it rotated and obstructed outside interference to protect the data that were inside the fragment. 


  Its name was [Will of the Ancient One] and was something Yu Jitae could not break through no matter what he did. It was because it was an authority personally crafted by the mythical creature, Ancient One. 


  A few experiments would have done it.


  Through repetitive research, he understood the principle behind how the fragment functioned and how it recorded data. However, the [Will of the Ancient One] always obstructed him from conducting an actual experiment.


  He had enough data and reference. If only he could conduct an experiment on how to activate it, he would have been able to use the Origin Fragment to immediately activate the [Emergency Summon] that would usually be activated on its own after 20 years.


  However, he could not carry out any experiments.


  It drove him crazy.


  Using thousands of methods, he tried to remove the Will of the Ancient One but it stubbornly remained and even Vintage Clock stated that it was impossible to break it apart.


  Experiments would be enough to end it all, and yet he simply could not conduct any experiment.


  Yu Jitae had to go through unimaginable mental torment when he powerlessly had to end his long-time research.


  And yet…


  “…”


  Lowering his body, Yu Jitae gazed at the heart of the black dragon. The Origin Fragment of the black dragon Myu had a cracked [Will of the Ancient One].


  It felt as if a bucket of cold ice had been casted on his head.


  His heart raced like crazy.


  Licking his dried lips, Yu Jitae wetted his lips and gazed down at it once again.


  “…”


  The ‘experimentable and dissectable Origin Fragment’ that he had long desired was at last placed in front of his eyes.


  It all felt unrealistic and the world seemingly wavered around him. 


  That was when he quickly came to himself.


  Kuruk, kuruk…


  Sensing the shallow breaths of the black dragon within the dark fissure, Yu Jitae opened [Shallows of the Abyss (S)] in a panic and hurriedly took out an elixir to pour over the black dragon’s heart.


  He could not let this dragon die. Ever.


  He could never let this dragon ever die. Never.


  Thinking that, he was healing the dragon that was about to die but that was when he felt a commotion in the mana outside the fissure.


  Yu Jitae gritted his teeth.


  The fight against the black dragon was too impactful. The damage Myu had inflicted all over the world was enormous and the superhumans of each nation were thus not going to sit back and do nothing. 


  Closing his eyes, he extended his sixth sense and felt the auras of the approaching top rankers.


  They were coming to kill the black dragon.
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  Each of the presences of the incoming superhumans felt like the rusty smell of blood. Smelling that settled his feelings that were running amok due to the sudden situation and immediately cooled down the Regressor’s mind.


  Kuruk, kuruk…


  Standing on top of the large dragon that was still gasping for breath, the Regressor thought to himself.


  There was a multi-purpose warp station in Spratly Islands that was linked with Australia, and in the Paracel Islands was China’s military portal station.


  The current fissure was around the centre of the two teleportation devices. It was approximately 500 kilometres away from either of those places and the aura he felt was what the superhumans scattered after teleporting to the respective warp stations. 


  He assumed that they would be wearing manufactured mobile suits intended for fighting against flying monsters, that could cover roughly 750 km per hour. 


  It would take them 45 minutes to get here.


  Yu Jitae did not like the black dragon in front of him. Not because it shredded people to pieces or because it antagonised the Association.


  He simply detested the black dragon race.


  Them settling in completely unrelated worlds and leading those dimensions into ruin overlapped with the adult dragons who had destroyed his world countless times. After coming across 27 black dragons, that hatred deeply rooted itself in a corner of his emotions. 


  However, he was not foolish to the point of acting emotionally even after confirming the [Origin Fragment] that had a cracked [Will of the Ancient One]. 


  If he could experiment and figure out how the [Emergency Summon] functioned with the black dragon’s heart, it would enable him to safely return the baby dragons of Unit 301 who had accidentally landed on Earth due to a dimensional disjoint back home. 


  As long as he could do that,


  Their tremendously long Amusements will finally come to an end,


  And Yu Jitae’s earnest desire would finally be fulfilled.


  Because of that, he dissuaded himself from ripping the heart out. 


  He had to heal the black dragon and escape with it. The dragon heart after being poured with an elixir was enveloped with light as the wound slowly began to heal. Despite the immense recovery speed of dragons supplemented by the power of elixirs, the wound did not close that easily. It was because the wound had been inflicted by him.


  Before long, the soldiers would rush in.


  If they confirmed the existence of the dragon with their own eyes, Yu Jitae would have no justification to bring the dragon out. G12 alongside the Association and Australia, which had suffered the greatest losses, would isolate the dragon and attempt to analyse it.


  There would be no room for his personal experiment. 


  ‘The dimensions are separate and no eyes can reach us. How about you kill everyone that comes in and close the dimension, my lord.’


  It was the suggestion of Clone 1, who shared his mind with Yu Jitae. Clone 1 was currently flying with the Last Squad of Humanity.


  ‘It would take around 2 hours to forcibly close that dimension, so in the meantime, I will stand at the entrance of the fissure and make sure no-one comes out alive.’


  ‘Waiting for your command, my lord.’


  The clone was essentially suggesting that they used the fissure as a trap. Yu Jitae of the 6th iteration would have done that as it was the simplest and yet the most certain method to rely on.


  However, Yu Jitae shook his head.


  That would be a bad move.


  The incoming soldiers were the top rankers of each nation – great, noble and powerful superhumans. They were the ones that would be protecting humanity throughout the Long Nights so he had to let as many of them survive instead of intentionally killing them.


  Besides, the dragon’s rampage had crossed the line and in a situation like this, ‘that guy’ would most certainly show himself.


  Even if he were to kill every single superhuman outside, he had to avoid killing ‘him’ no matter what. 


  The best option would be escaping it altogether with this large dragon.


  Fortunately, he had the alternate dimension [Shallows of the Abyss (S)] and he just had to put Myu inside, but that wasn’t easy either. An adult dragon had a status exceedingly higher than even a catastrophe-ranked demon. In order to shove this into the [Shallows of the Abyss (S)], it at least had to be polymorphed into a human form to lower its status. 


  The problem however, was that this dragon did not look like it would wake up within the 45 minute time limit.


  “Oi.”


  Yu Jitae walked towards the neck of the dragon and kicked the chin of the large dragon.


  “Wake up.”


  He kicked again, but the fainted Myu did not show any signs of waking up. After some contemplation, he looked at the upside down scale beneath the dragon’s chin. 


  “…”


  It was the reverse scale which was going in a different direction compared to the other scales. He would now touch the reverse scale that dragons hated the most, which was similar to how peeled cuticle skin felt for humans. 


  He grabbed the reverse scale by hand and pushed it up the other way. The scale and the flesh beneath was lifted but as expected, the dragon showed no response.


  Its wounds were so severe that something at this level would naturally be ineffective. 


  Yu Jitae released the scale.


  There was now only one thing that he could do.


  [Dimensional Shutdown (S+)]


  Yu Jitae activated one of the abilities he stole by killing a certain sovereign in the past. It was the ability that forced a fissure to a close but a 40-metre-wide large fissure would take 2 hours to close.


  He had to block the entrance so that no-one could enter it for 1 hour and 15 minutes after the arrival of the superhumans. Once the entrance was closed, he simply had to wait for the black dragon to wake up, bash it into human form and follow [Shallows of the Abyss (S)] to escape the fissure. 


  After gazing at the powerless dragon on the ground, he turned around. Standing in front of the vertically cracked fissure, he gazed into the wide oceans of Earth that were on the other side of the fissure. 


  The situation felt quite paradoxical.


  Until just then, he was pushing forth a spear to kill the black dragon and yet now he had to raise a shield to protect the same dragon. He had to now block the spears that others would be attacking with.


  If someone were to have a frank conversation with him, they would ask this first.


  What’s wrong with you all of a sudden?


  But he would not be able to honestly answer that question.


  His actions henceforth were things only he himself could comprehend. No matter what he gave as an explanation, no-one would empathise with his cause.


  In other words, it meant that his actions contained insufficient public justification no matter who saw it.


  Even if he were to be honest about it, no-one would listen to him.
Not a single person would understand or help him.
He was all alone on this Earth but this was something that still had to be done.


  Fortunately, he had the power to push through with that unjustifiable paradox. 


  ***


  Soldiers unendingly flooded out from the warp station and threw glances at each other.


  Despite the confusion due to Mexico’s sudden attack, G12 and the Association joined hands. In order to kill the common enemy, they gathered and stood together.


  The number of superhumans gathered was 1,800. 


  They were the top rankers of the entire world, with most of them being affiliated under the [Last Squad of Humanity]. The deputy captain of that squad was the superhuman who was the most respected regardless of nationality.


  The returnee, BM.


  “We will now fly towards the fissure.”


  Following his command, the soldiers floated above and moved.


  The weapons in their hands gave off menacing auras. Swords, bows, guns and spears… the weapons were all top-level artifacts that belonged to the arsenal of their countries. Some of them were Level 3 artifacts with a few Level 4 mixed in between. They were simply carrying the weapons and yet it weighed down on the atmosphere and resonated with the surrounding mana. 


  Strategic weapons of each nation were in the hands of arguably the strongest superhumans of the world. 


  They flew in silence. It was a large number of them flying together and yet not a single one of them talked out of turn. They were drenched in either fury or excitement, but the well-trained soldiers instead became more poised and cool-headed.


  SSS-rank large-type monster.


  An enormous beast that was assumed to be of similar rank with the monster that began the East-Asian Great War and pushed humanity into fear was in the distance waiting for them. 


  Due to its appearance resembling a large gargoyle and its overall black colours that were revealed by a short footage, it was temporarily given the name [Black Dragon].


  A monster that people wondered would exist but one that had never appeared in the world – dragon. Assigning that name to the mysterious beast was effective at raising the alarms and tension of the soldiers.


  In the middle of the crowd, Clone 1 thought to himself.


  ‘Quite a lot of them in that short span of time.’


  On the day of the Apocalypse.


  A large crack had appeared in the sky as 60 or so dragons landed on Earth. They lost their sense of reasoning and indiscriminately attacked Earth.


  Near the end of the 6th iteration, Yu Jitae had killed 10 dragons by himself as a result of 30 days of endless fights with not a single moment of rest. 


  ‘These people alone should be enough to kill 2 dragons at least.’


  Humanity retaliated and also killed around 10 dragons. They could only kill 10 dragons despite the occlusive ones like Oscar Brzenk, catastrophe-ranked demons, the Witch, Chaliovan and high rankers joining hands together.


  That was the result despite tens of thousands of superhumans being allocated to each dragon.


  A simple calculation based on the above facts meant that it was safe to assume that 20% of humanity’s strength was gathered here. 


  They proceeded on towards the fissure as a 40-metre-long vertically-split black entrance soon appeared in front of them.


  Their hearts pulsed with scorching blood. They were excited at the thought of fighting against the large beast that was likely to be within the fissure. 


  Even if it cost their lives, they were willing to die so long as they could leave a dent on its scales. A few of the superhumans that were from Australia had to suppress their urge to ignore the commands and charge in.


  Right before their intangible wills intertwined and exploded out,


  At that moment,


  An invisible aura created a ripple as it swept past them.


  Every one of them froze on the spot.


  “…”


  “…”


  Not a single one dared to move rashly and none of them were confused about why the people next to them were frozen stiff. 


  An ominous presence existed behind the dark veils of the fissure.


  The deputy, BM, raised his sunglasses and gazed into the fissure.


  From behind the widely-spread curtain of darkness, someone was blocking the road. Someone with a ridiculous presence.


  “…Every men, on standby.”


  BM reluctantly let those words out as his quiet command resonated across the troops. 


  The overwhelmingly immense presence carried with it an indescribable pressure that immediately snapped the fighting spirits of the soldiers that had been soaring through the skies. 


  They doubted.


  What in the world was that?


  How could such a thing exist in this world?


  Such doubts spread like a plague.


  “…”


  BM who was standing at the centre of it all was unfathomably confused.


  It was because he heard from Zhuge Haiyan that ‘Season’ had already left to fight the dragon. It was something which only Chaliovan, Zhuge Haiyan and himself knew about in the entire world. 


  BM long knew that Season was Yu Jitae. And that made him naturally guess that the one in front of him with such immense presence was none other than Yu Jitae. He knew he was powerful and extraordinary but the presence BM was feeling from inside the fissure was on a whole different league to what he had known.


  It was just 1 person.


  The unprecedented pressure that was being given off by just 1 person was suppressing 1,800 rankers. 


  However, BM knew that he couldn’t stop here.


  He had no idea what Season was thinking about, but stopping others from entering the fissure for no reason in this situation was something unjustifiable and thus impossible to carry out.


  Although he respected and feared him, the Last Squad of Humanity had to enter the fissure and even Yu Jitae could not stop them without any valid reasons.


  After some contemplation, BM realised exactly what he had to do.


  If he was stopping them, there must be a reason, and that reason would inevitably be in correlation with the continuance of humanity.


  Yu Jitae just had to persuade the superhumans here with his reasons. 


  “I am the returnee of the Last Squad of Humanity, BM.”


  BM opened his mouth as the representative of the squad. His words added even more tension. Jeanie Inssirem as well as Christoph gazed into the darkness of the fissure with frowns while average superhumans had trouble breathing.


  “Judging from how you have attacked the black dragon, I am assuming that you have the same goal as us, and that you have fought against the monster for humanity.”


  He chose his words carefully and did not label the mysterious being as an enemy.


  “However, your laborious fight is not enough of a reason to stop us from facing the truth. As soldiers protecting humanity, we must confirm with our own eyes the truth behind this incident.”


  Using objectively valid reasons, he provided reasons on why they should enter the fissure and asked the opponent for their cooperation.


  “So the one inside the fissure, please do come out. Come out and reveal your identity, and let us know the truth of what happened to the large black dragon.


  “Before we force our way in.”


  It was a logically sound speech, thought BM as beads of sweat travelled down his cheeks. 


  He had no idea how Yu Jitae would react to this and could only hope that it wouldn’t escalate into a full-scale fight.


  It was when they were nervously staring at the fissure. An inexpressible presence squeezed into their minds, making them feel as if their minds were connected to someone else’s.


  In the midst of the ever-expanding tension from the immense suppression, the intangible being opened its mouth and spoke to them.


  [Only those willing to sacrifice their lives may come in to face the truth.]


  Immediately after those words, the suffocating pressure vanished.


  Episode 91: A Spear and a Shield, into the Eye of the Hurricane (7)


  ‘What is he thinking?’


  BM squinted his eyes.


  He couldn’t understand what Yu Jitae was thinking.


  ‘Only those willing to sacrifice their lives may come in to face the truth…’ This was by no means a justification or reason and was just avoiding the situation altogether.


  ‘Is he really going to kill everyone that goes inside?’


  That appeared to be his intention. It was as if an omnipotent being was suddenly being hostile to humanity but what purpose would this have apart from a simple instillment of fear?


  “What should we do sir. It seems that we shouldn’t just barge in.”


  “I wonder what they want to do…”


  “For now, I think we must wait and see until we get further support.”


  The advisors were confused from the abrupt incomprehensible turn of events while BM gave a frown from the side.


  ‘What are you thinking, Yu Jitae…’


  It’s not that they could stop the raid altogether just because of his words and someone would inevitably end up going in.


  If someone did go in, Yu Jitae would react by either killing or letting the person live. If that person were to return alive, there would be no point to this nonsense and if they were to die, then the Last Squad of Humanity would never be able to retreat in front of such an alarming situation.


  Either way would not be a good solution.


  ‘……Wait, but who would go in?’


  BM suddenly had a strange trail of thought.


  The pressure Yu Jitae gave off just then was like an elephant pressing down on a tiny doll. 


  It was a ridiculous amount of aura. Even he, who personally knew Yu Jitae, felt like he would be killed without a doubt upon entering so who would possibly enter the fissure?


  The answer was ‘someone’. BM had unconsciously been thinking as a habit that someone would go in.


  Who was that someone?


  ‘It’s been too long that I forgot about it…’


  An SSS-rank black dragon that humanity had never anticipated, plus the enormous damage that it caused.


  R5: Bursted Grenade.


  This land had one existence who would appear from somewhere within the heavens to protect the world whenever massive problems like this occurred.


  BM finally realised what Yu Jitae was trying to do.


  He wasn’t intending to explain himself in the first place. Yu Jitae had separated the dimensions and was buying time to have a private conversation with ‘him’.


  The moment BM’s mind reached such thoughts, a new presence appeared in the sky.


  “He has finally come…”


  “To think I would see him again…”


  The saviour who would solve any problems – the heavens opened as a large ball began to descend. The ball surrounded by strands of light gave off a divine aura.


  Before long, the sphere divided into eight branches of long and thin crystals, revealing the person inside.


  [Oscar Brzenk]


  Rank 1


  The Earth’s Sovereign descended towards the fissure.


  ***


  A transparent glass mask protecting the face and the eyes. In addition to the armour, the cape, gloves and the [Heaven-destroying Eight Wings] behind his back, he also had a necklace and rings. His entire body was wrapped with gears. The weakest of them were Level 3 artifacts while some of them were Level 4.


  In addition, the long sword hanging in his waist was a Level 5 artifact – a weapon dedicated for the sovereign.


  Oscar Brzenk.


  He entered the dark fissure without saying a word and faced Yu Jitae.


  It had been a while since Yu Jitae last saw him.


  In various iterations, Yu Jitae had come across Oscar Brzenk. In some iterations Yu Jitae was on the side of the Association and sometimes he was an enemy of the Association but the Regressor had never created a conflict with the Sovereign. 


  They both had the same objective of wishing to take care of Earth, and they were both being supported by [Vintage Clock (EX)]. 


  After coming across Yu Jitae in the dark fissure, Oscar Brzenk gazed behind his back and looked at the black dragon.


  “First time seeing you in person. I assume you are Prophet Season.”


  “I am. Brzenk.”


  “What is with all this commotion.”


  Oscar Brzenk was always aware of a lot of things because he received information from Providence. He naturally knew about Yu Jitae already to some extent.


  “I have done this to set the stage for you to come. To have a conversation about the future treatment of that dragon.”


  “…No wonder my head’s been aching these days. I’ve been getting a surge of information on potential danger that was impossible to decipher no matter what but,”


  The existence giving information to Oscar Brzenk was none other than [Vintage Clock].


  “That must be what it was referring to,” he added.


  “Are you here to kill it?”


  “With due responsibility, I should. That entity is too dangerous.”


  Charak… he unsheathed his sword.


  “Move to the side, if you may.”


  A sovereign was like a white blood cell. Their objective was the peace and continuance of the dimension they reigned over. 


  Regardless of his personal thoughts, Oscar Brzenk would try to kill the black dragon who was deemed to be a risk factor. 


  “Unfortunately, I can’t do so.”


  Yu Jitae’s response caused Oscar Brzenk to squint his eyes.


  “Let me hear your reason.”


  “This dragon must be kept alive, in order to remove the fundamental risk from Earth.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “…”


  “Explain to me how letting a risk factor survive relates to the process of removing a risk.”


  Yu Jitae shook his head.


  In several nameless iterations, he had explained the situation regarding the baby dragons and had seeked his help but things had never gone the right way in the end. 


  He couldn’t lie about it either because Oscar Brzenk could differentiate the truth from the false.


  “If you wish to save it without any persuasion, no-one will empathise with your actions and there is no justification in sparing the adult black dragon. If word spreads to the outside, the entire world might consider you an enemy.”


  “Yeah. I am aware. That is the reason behind this 1-on-1 conversation.”


  “Elaborate.”


  “If you go out and announce the black dragon is dead, no-one will doubt it due to the credibility and authority behind your name. It won’t be difficult either and we simply have to deceive the G12 and the Association.”


  “Are you inducing me into saying what is false?”


  “Just once and it will be enough.”


  “And if I refuse,”


  “Things will get tedious for both of us.”


  Yu Jitae slowly continued.


  “Even without your help, I can hide this entity. Things will escalate out of hand and I might have to kill a lot of people. However, I will in the end hide it in a place that nobody knows.”


  “…”


  “How will you stop me. Will you mobilise the military? Coax the Association and G12 into your side? Request catastrophe-ranked demons for cooperation or tell Chaliovan that I’m the enemy? Do you think that will allow you to stop me?”


  Oscar Brzenk remained silent. The Sovereign appeared to be contemplating and viewing this incident from various perspectives but there was only one answer he could give.


  Those with power made the rules. This was a fundamental truth that applied to organisms ranging from birds and bugs to cats and mice, that also applied to wars between countries.


  And the one with the most power in this world was Yu Jitae.


  “…”


  The Sovereign soon had an irritated look on his face. He did not recklessly try to escalate it into a physical fight. 


  One reason would be that he knew Yu Jitae wasn’t his enemy thanks to the data given by the Vintage Clock, 


  And the other reason would be because Yu Jitae wasn’t someone he could defeat even if he was his enemy.


  “…Good. However, there are conditions.”


  “Speak.”


  “I am aware that the following entity can transform into a human. So change the entity into human form and allow the Association to manage it. So that I can go in anytime and confirm its state.”


  “That will be difficult. If they know that I’ve brought it in, there will be people doubting within the Association.”


  “I will come up with the fake reason myself.”


  “Hoh.”


  “No reason not to add one more lie to the deception. I will allocate the entity as a special target for supervision with the Sovereign’s rights and will notify beforehand that the Prophet will be in charge of it.”


  He meant that he would leave it nearby so that he could kill it whenever even though it was impossible to kill it right now. This was the Sovereign offering the most he could and Yu Jitae knew that.


  “Got it,” he replied and accepted the offer.


  The Sovereign asked back.


  “What will you do by sparing the entity?”


  “Isolate, protect and carry out a few simple experiments.”


  “Can I view the process of the experiment?”


  “That won’t be possible. I hope you understand.”


  “…Understood.”


  They both took a step back and each got what they wanted. Assuming that to be the end of the conversation, Oscar Brzenk turned around but that was when Yu Jitae called him.


  “What is it,” he replied.


  “Vintage Clock disappeared.”


  At that moment, the drooping eyes behind the glass mask opened wide.


  “I can still feel it and the connection is still there. However, direct communication is not working. Isn’t that the same for you?”


  “…Right. That is how it is.”


  “But I do not have enough time to look for the Vintage Clock myself. So can you check for me?”


  A different Vintage Clock’s Workshop existed for everyone that was connected to it. It meant that Oscar Brzenk had his own workshop and looking for the Vintage Clock in such an extensive outer dimension was something that would take too much time.

It was unclear how many days and months it would take.


  “I shall have a look.”


  Leaving those words behind, Oscar Brzenk disappeared and the fissure closed after filling up the 2 hours that it needed.


  Things finally came to an end.


  ***


  Oscar Brzenk went out and announced the fake truth of the situation. His excuse was like this: a monster from a different dimension (dragon) landed on Earth after being chased by a person from a different dimension (the one that was inside the fissure) who killed it and disappeared after a conversation with Oscar Brzenk.


  The different dimensions that humanity had yet to confirm became the target of all the blame as the incident came to an end.


  “So there are more monsters like that in other dimensions?”


  “It’s almost never happened before though…”


  Some doubted but there was no way they could express their doubt.


  The fight between the dragon and the mysterious person had bent the nearby dimensions during their fight with their abilities so not a single organisation or facility was able to get a clear view on their fight.


  “But thank goodness we have Oscar Brzenk…”


  “I heard G12 and the Association joined hands due to this incident.”


  “That’s some good news to hear.”


  The G12 and the Association showed endless support to countries including Australia that were bombarded by the dragon. 


  And the Tower of Mages was immediately collected by the G12 and the Association after landing on the ocean and it was discovered that all the great mages were already dead. People all around the globe commemorated the people that were killed during the fight.


  The Association and G12 analysed the broken tower and discovered a ‘nest’ that was crafted with an unidentifiable alloy and moved it to a laboratory for a closer inspection.


  They were also busy with the follow-ups of matters related to Quasar and Mexico.


  Due to everything that was on their hands, the Association and the entire world was busy with the aftermath of the sudden event.


  While that was happening, Yu Jitae headed to the basement of the Association.


  In the basement was an [hazard isolation room] where countless dangerous superhumans, monsters and artifacts were isolated and managed under the supervision of the Association. 


  The black-haired woman, Myu, was also to be isolated and protected in the basement under the command of the Sovereign. 


  The Sovereign, Oscar Brzenk, wished for three things in the supervision of Myu.


  1. Morning and Evening: twice a day. Grade 0 agents (agents proclaimed dead due to their criminal offences) would be sent in to provide food and the required amenities. Any agent that came into contact with her was to conduct a mental examination and were to be killed on the spot if they showed any strange symptoms.


  2. Only Prophet Season is allowed to come into contact with it freely, and no record of this is to be left behind in any way.


  3. Support the requests of Prophet Season in every way possible.


  An isolation target that suddenly appeared and a vanished black dragon. 


  After roughly understanding what was happening, Zhuge Haiyan allocated the biggest and the most humanitarian isolation room to Myu and kept silent about the matter.


  In the Association, Myu was just called B-12, nothing more and nothing less.


  “…”


  Yu Jitae looked over the windows of the isolation room.


  After Oscar Brzenk left, Myu had a fit the moment she woke up inside the closed fissure and transformed into human form after being bashed a few times by Yu Jitae.


  She fainted again due to being punched and was now lying down on the bed of the isolation room. Her jet-black hair was scattered over the white bed. 


  Her wounds won’t heal in a day or two. Yu Jitae would be called when she wakes up from the coma and that would be when he has a conversation with the mutant adult dragon again.


  Yu Jitae vacantly gazed at Myu before turning around.


  It was now time to go back.


  Waiting in the lounge was Bom, who had returned after everything settled, watching the busy passersby with an anxious look on her face.


  He called her.


  “Our task is over. Let’s go back.”


  “Yes…”


  Things related to the Association should be all done for the time being as it was the Association’s job to clean up everything. As they began walking towards the underground parking lot, Bom asked.


  “That, was a black dragon… right?”


  Due to all the commotion, it was impossible for her to not know who the enemy was.


  “Yes.”


  “And you defeated it, oppa?”


  “That’s right.”


  Bom looked at him with a worried gaze and carefully raised a question.


  “……Is it dead?”


  He in fact had been worried about what to say regarding this.


  There was no reason to tell the kids about things related to the black dragon, but Bom might eventually know of Myu’s existence during her time at the Association. 


  There was no reason to tell her right now, but there was no reason to hide it either.


  After some thought, he decided to not lie about it.


  “It’s not dead.”


  Realising that Yu Jitae was not willing to delve deeper into the topic, Bom did not ask any more questions. He didn’t seem to be in the mood for jokes either.


  That was when his watch rang.


  Yu Jitae took the call and shared a conversation with Zhuge Haiyan. While he was on the line, Bom stared at the other side of the corridor – towards the direction Yu Jitae had come from. 


  She deeply gazed at it in silence.


  Episode 92: Cottage Industry (1)


  “Gyeoul. You are not selling stationery or supplies to your friends anymore right?”


  Flinch.


  Gyeoul hesitated for 2 seconds after hearing her homeroom teacher’s question.


  She wasn’t leading the kindest of lives but she still needed some time to mentally prepare herself before lying.


  “…I’m not.”


  “Really? And you don’t get paid for doing others’ homework anymore?”


  Flinch.


  “…I’ve washed my hands, off it.”


  “No more usury either right?”


  Flinch.


  “…What, is that?”


  “You don’t know? Hmm~. By the way, did you want to volunteer for the election?”


  “…No.”


  She was quick at expressing her honest thoughts.


  Election? Gyeoul knew how the class representatives always suffered from being pestered by the teachers everyday, so she immediately turned down the offer.


  “Really? I was thinking Gyeoul would be a good candidate for the school captain election though.”


  “…School, captain?”


  “Nn nn. You are almost in Year 6 now, so that means you can be the school captain for 1 year soon.”


  “…Ahh.”


  “You know how much of an awesome thing that is right, Gyeoul? You will represent your friends and do many good things.”


  “…Nnn.”


  “That’s not the end you know? The school captain of a renowned school like ours would receive extra points when applying for a middle school…”


  Gyeoul’s mind was somewhere else already, thinking about the losses she had suffered and such.


  It was because the dried apples that she sold the day before yesterday were unexpectedly not very popular, so she had to throw some of it away. Sweet potatoes and bananas were popular so why didn’t apples work?


  She was giving random responses while thinking about such things but that was when her ears picked up some promising words.


  “There is a sponsoring scholarship for election runners as well, you see.”


  Scholarship?


  “Since Gyeoul, you look quite ambitious and greedy in a good sense, I thought you would be interested in something like that… After all, you are the best merchant in the world right, Gyeoul?”


  Gyeoul frowned in response to those words and lowered her gaze.


  “…Please, don’t call me that…”


  “Nn? Ah, then the world’s best entrepreneur?”


  “…”


  The child locked her fingers and fidgeted, and her blue eyes appeared rather sad.


  Oh no. Did that put her in a bad mood? Was she treating the child as if she was obsessed with money? Thinking that, the teacher apologised.


  “Oh my, I’m sorry. Then what would you consider your pretty self to be, Gyeoul?”


  Gyeoul replied.


  “…Politician.”


  

Like that, she applied for the election.


  In fact, the school captain position of a primary school was quite a meaningless job. Class representatives tended to be called around everywhere by the teachers but that wasn’t the case for school captains. She realised that it was more of an honorary position after applying for the election.


  Gyeoul was already satisfied by the election fund. 


  It was a shocking amount of 50 dollars! 


  On the next day it was sent into Yu Jitae’s bank so she immediately asked him for the money.


  After a few days, it was the day for the school captain candidates to announce what they would do upon a successful election and that was when Gyeoul heard something shocking.


  It was that school captains would receive another scholarship.


  “Oh didn’t I tell you? It’s a full scholarship for the whole semester.”


  “…How, much is it?”


  “A thousand dollars.”


  Thousand dollars…?


  It was on a whole different level. Fifty dollars was already such a delight to lay her hands on and multiplying that by 20 times would be…?


  Her eyes rolled around.


  Taking out a small coin purse from her pocket, Gyeoul looked at the five 10 dollar notes that she got from Yu Jitae a few days ago.


  A hundred of these huh…?


  It felt as if she could see bundles of cash flying in front of her with wings.


  That was when the first candidate walked up to the mic and announced his promise. Cleaning the flowerbeds, and reducing the complementary lessons… he ceremonially blabbered about things that he would not even be able to achieve. 


  The kids seemed bored by it.


  Gyeoul grinned, thinking that she would easily be able to win with all the credit she built with her friends.


  But that was when the situation flipped.


  The boy wearing tidy clothes fidgeted with his bowtie before giving a smile.


  – And lastly if you choose me as your school captain, I will give out pizzas for every class!


  “Ehng? Pizza?”


  “But, didn’t the teacher say buying food and giving it out was not allowed…?”


  “Yeah yeah, you’re right.”


  The boy answered their doubts.


  – I will be making it with my family! No problems there then, right?


  The year advisor asked with surprise, ‘Can you? There are a thousand students in our school.’ In response, the boy smiled while showing off his white teeth.


  – Of course! Please choose me, the number 1 candidate, Kim Taeho!


  With wide smiles, the audience let out thunderous claps. Even though they were the sons and daughters of rich families, they were still elementary school children and because quite a few households prohibited their kids from eating junk food, they were sincerely happy.


  “Wahh! Kim Taeho!”


  ““Kim Taeho! Kim Taeho!””


  Listening to the cheering crowd, Gyeoul’s expression rapidly turned dark. 


  The flying bundles of cash were flying further and further away.


  ***


  “Did you kill it?”


  “No.”


  “You let it go? Fuck, you should have just killed it.”


  Yeorum frowned.


  It was morning but the winter wind was still quite cold.


  Although it was never freezing for the hatchlings, they still felt chilly at times. Sitting down on the sofa, Kaeul was hugging the baby chicken like a hand warmer while Yeorum was hugging Kaeul from behind as a heater. 


  “Black dragons should all be killed.”


  “Why,” Yu Jitae asked.


  “Why? Of course they have to die. Don’t you think the same?”


  “Uun. Yeah…”


  Kaeul nodded with a similarly serious look on her face.


  “What’s with that slow answer. Don’t you think so?”


  “Uuum, no. You’re right, you’re right…”


  “Those bitches. I heard they ravage things everywhere even after being chased out of Askalifa.”


  Kaeul carefully returned a nod.


  “Actually, you see? I heard the black race can transmit their emotions and memories,” said Kaeul.


  “…”


  “We can only receive them right? And, their heads are always filled with very bad thoughts, and apparently they transmit them everywhere they go.”


  It was something he already knew so Yu Jitae gave a nod.


  “They should all just be killed. Fucking trashes.”


  “Uum… but, killing all of them is still…”


  “Oi. Are you being soft on them just because it’s not your business?”


  “Uum, uum, uhh…”


  But for some reason, there was a peculiar atmosphere surrounding the kids. Yu Jitae turned towards Bom who was still staying silent and she shrugged her shoulders in response. 


  “Ah, this is freaking annoying. Why are both of you so apathetic about it? It’s a black dragon. A black dragon! Oi, Yu Kaeul.”


  “Uun?”


  “Yu Bom I can understand, but you can’t be like that can you. You’re the one that told me about it in the first place.”


  “Nn? Ah, ahhh…! Wait, unni unni…!”


  Kaeul flapped her arms around and tried to block Yeorum who was behind her.


  “What? Is this something I can’t say? Why can’t I say some stuff about the blue race?”


  “Unniiiii, stop stopp…!”


  Kaeul suddenly began trying to pacify Yeorum while throwing glances at Yu Jitae. He turned towards Bom, who now had a slightly gloomy look on her face after seemingly realising what was going on.


  “What is it,” he asked.


  “No, it’s nothing ahjussi…! You don’t have to know about it!”


  “So what is it.”


  “What! It’s about time to say it after living together for so long, no?” Yeorum exclaimed out loud.


  “Unni, don’t…! We can’t talk about Askalifa. It’s a taboo…!”


  “Taboo my ass. I already talked about my past and Yu Jitae saw my true body a few months ago as well so what? That’s not the end. Yu Bom that lass really crossed the line you know? She told me that everytime she sees Dick Jitae she gets horny and…”


  “Uaaaahhh…! What are you talking about! Stop!”


  “When did I say that?” Bom interjected from the side.


  Yu Jitae slowly turned towards her. It was by coincidence that he looked her way and yet she shook her head as if she was being falsely accused.


  “I never said that.”


  It was then. 


  Yeorum got annoyed by Kaeul’s constant interference and shouted out loud.


  “Ah, why can’t we just say it! Who the fuck cares about a taboo?”


  “Unni…!”


  “Two blue dragons died to a black dragon – that’s why Yu Gyeoul has no parents! Shouldn’t Yu Jitae know about it at the very least–!?”


  It was like a bomb being dropped.


  Yu Jitae frowned.


  Yu Gyeoul’s parents were killed by a black dragon? None of the kids refuted; the living room suddenly turned quiet with Yeorum’s rough breath being the only source of sound.


  Not knowing what to do, Kaeul raised her hands and covered her face while Bom stared at Yeorum with a frown before heaving out a sigh.


  The living room was filled with silence.


  Chirp…


  As soon as the baby chicken broke the silence while rolling its eyes, Bom criticised Yeorum.


  “Yu Yeorum. You…”


  But soon swallowed her words.


  “What about me? It’s even more ridiculous that none of you told him this until now.”


  “It’s the business of another race. Why would you say it.”


  “And what if I don’t say it? When would that little idiot ever say it to him?”


  “If Gyeoul doesn’t want to talk about it, then she doesn’t have to. Who are you to say it without even getting her permission?”


  “Haigo. Do I have to get the permission of a little kid that doesn’t even know left and right yet? She won’t say it. And Dick Jitae will never get to know something so important until the day we go back home. Do you think that’s okay?”


  “If that’s what Gyeoul wants, then that’s how it should be.”


  “Do you really think that? That’s so freaking distant. Like really? I don’t understand how you guys can deceive Dick Jitae and pretend like you don’t know anything!” Yeorum continued shouting. “What kind of fucking nonsense is that?” 


  Although he was momentarily surprised by it, he had to stop them from fighting too much.


  “Guys. Calm down first. Don’t raise your voices.”


  “Yu Yeorum, you–”


  “Me what? And what about you, you freaking shithead?”


  “Oi. Oi.”


  Yu Jitae’s words made them quiet. They silently glared at each other while Kaeul buried her face into the baby chicken’s back with a complicated look on her face.


  Gyeoul had been implanted into Kaeul’s necklace and came out on her Amusement as an egg.


  He did find it odd and had asked a few times about the reason but the kids had never directly answered the question. The answer to that question was finally unveiled.


  I see.


  Gyeoul’s parents were already dead…


  “Uum… my mommy…”


  Kaeul hesitantly opened her mouth.


  “Was close to the blue race… so she asked me to take the egg along with me for the Amusement. It had been a long time since a fissure opened in Askalifa and, there was no dragon born after me in any of the races… or any dragon estimated to be born in a hundred years. I was essentially the youngest excluding Gyeoul so…”


  Since there were set opportunities to leave Askalifa, it seemed that Gyeoul had to go on her Amusement while still inside an egg. 


  “But, I don’t really agree with Yeorum-unni…”


  “What did you say?”


  Yeorum wrapped her arms around Kaeul’s neck. It was half a prank, but on the other hand, she did seem quite disappointed by her words.


  “But, but… that was a different black dragon… and our Dragon Lord captured and killed it…”


  “They are the same bunch! Don’t you know Australia got smashed this time?”


  “Uum… but saying that every black dragon must die because of that is a bit… and if you think about it like that, then red dragons as well…”


  “What d’you say?”


  Kaeul stopped babbling and closed her mouth, seemingly deciding to not aggravate Yeorum. In any case, Unit 301 was being unnecessarily heated up so Yu Jitae had to calm the kids down.


  “Yu Yeorum.”


  “What.”


  “Put your hands in the air and keep them up. That’s your punishment.”


  “Why me?”


  It was Bom who instead raised both of her arms in the air without saying a word. Seeing that, Yeorum lifted her arms up as well with a big pout on her lips.


  Meanwhile, he suddenly thought of how the first thing Gyeoul took interest in after turning older was ‘money’. To be precise, it wasn’t money and was instead ‘how to earn money’, evident by how she always refused any allowance from him. 


  Unlike the other three, Gyeoul always enjoyed the process of selling goods to others and earning money. Out of curiosity, he had asked in the past why she was so interested in earning money.


  – …A secret.


  He didn’t think much of it in the past, but maybe that’s what the secret was? Maybe she was laying the foundations now so that she could live by herself after returning to Askalifa. Perhaps she understood her own position and was instinctively trying her best to survive.


  It might be him overthinking it, but that’s what suddenly struck his mind.


  Earning money at school was making Gyeoul more mature.


  To sell, one had to be fluent with words and had to read other’s minds to set the best prices. Since she also had to avoid the teachers during her negotiations, she also had to be skilled at reading the mood.


  And the most important of all was the process of preparing the goods. ‘Preparation’ was something new that was introduced to her life, which had been nothing but a constant flow of time. At times, she also made a loss which allowed her to self-introspect and consider the flaws.


  All that was slowly making Gyeoul into an adult.


  “…Uhh, umm.”


  That was when Kaeul softly murmured.


  “Ahjussi.”


  “Yeah.”


  “Can you pretend like you never heard it?”


  “Don’t worry. I won’t make it obvious.”


  “Okay okay. Phew…”


  It was when Kaeul was heaving out constant sighs. Yu Jitae’s watch rang.


  [Yu Gyeoul: T.T]
[Yu Gyeoul: T.T]
[Yu Gyeoul: T.T…]


  He received various messages from Gyeoul, but all of them were crying faces.


  She should be at school right now, so what would it be about? He then remembered that today was the day of the school captain election and replied to the message wondering if something happened.


  [Me: What’s wrong]


  [Yu Gyeoul: Can I call?]


  [Me: Yea]


  His watch rang again.


  When he picked it up, Gyeoul began to explain the situation with a stammer. First candidate was pizza, the second was chicken, and it was soon time for her to go up to the stage as the third candidate.


  – …He said, he will fry 500 chickens.


  – …Crazy, for power.


  She sounded extremely depressed. Inwardly, he was quite surprised because he never knew Gyeoul wanted to become a school captain so badly.


  – …What should I do.


  – …I can’t, cook.


  Right, what should they do?


  A primary school kid wouldn’t be frying 500 chickens by themselves so they would either be helped by their family, or housekeepers and private chefs if they were from rich families. 


  He was the type of person to make judgments based on prior experience. Unfortunately in the previous iterations, he had never tried to make an elementary school child into a school captain.


  In other words, Yu Jitae wasn’t really sure of what to do either.


  – …Nnn… it’s, my turn soon.


  “Hmm… then let’s say we will give them a burger.”


  – …A burger?


  “Yeah. We can learn how to make it and make them together.”


  He could hear Gyeoul going ‘Oohhh’ from the other side of the watch. 


  Is that the end? Yu Jitae thought. Would simply making a burger be enough to hold its place against pizza and fried chicken? 


  That was when a sudden trail of thought flashed past his head.


  “By the way, Gyeoul.”


  – …Yes.


  “The kids that promised to give out pizza and chicken all said they’ll give it out after they’re elected right?


  – …Sorry? …Ah, yes.


  When are the actual politicians nicest to voters? It was right before the election. Don’t they bend their backs towards merchants and businessmen whom they usually ignore and stray away from just to join hands for a bit?


  In any case for kids, something closer and realistic might work better than a future promise. 


  “That burger, tell them you’ll hand it out on the day before the election.”
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  – …On the day before?


  “Yeah. The day right before the election.”


  ‘…Uhh, …uhhh.’ Her voice started to dwindle.


  Three candidates, out of which two had already given out their speeches. In a situation where the other candidates could no longer change their promises, what would happen if she were to give out the bribes beforehand?


  Yu Jitae could sense her small brain working as rapidly as possible.


  – … Umm, if I were them… I think I would pick someone else.


  “Why.”


  – …Because … the burger is already gone.


  Good.


  As expected, she had a capitalistically logical mindset.


  She was right.


  People were shrewd. After a small profit, they tend to move for an even bigger profit. Young kids were no different and in fact, they were a little bit more honest to their own greed than adults.


  Even individuals would show such tendencies so it was obvious how groups of people would act.


  Yu Jitae thought to himself.


  What he was going to suggest now was something that he had never introduced before to Gyeoul. However, he soon made up his mind and opened his mouth after some hesitation.


  “If you only give out the burgers, then maybe.”


  – …Then?


  “You can’t end it there. What comes next is more important.”


  What candidates gave back when sharing a handshake with a voter wasn’t the warmth of a human hand. It was expectation.


  ‘I’ am coming all the way even to a place like this to hold your hand. Election campaigns were struggles for an increase in the voter’s expectation by suggesting that they would be the same even after the election. 


  “After having a taste of it, whatever you promise to do after the election will feel more realistic. Even more so than a pizza or chicken which they have yet to even taste.”


  – …Yes.


  “Don’t end with just making a promise. Make them have bigger expectations for the future. As long as you can do that, you will have a higher chance at getting the votes.”


  An example would be another giveaway after the election.


  – …Hmm. Then, …make the burger twice?


  “It won’t be easy, would it?”


  – …Yess … There are, a thousand students.


  “Yeah. Doing it once would be hard enough already. And if you think it’s difficult, then the other candidates as well as the voters will also know how difficult it is. It might even be too difficult for you to do it.”


  – …Yes… Nn? Sorry?


  “Isn’t that right? You might be trying your hardest but making enough food for a thousand people twice is nothing easy. Due to various inevitable reasons, it might be impossible to do the second giveaway, right?”


  After sensing a dangerous idea from his words, Gyeoul lamented, ‘…Aht’.


  “Do you understand?”


  – …Nnn.


  This was key. 


  By closing the distance and making the reward feel realistic, amplify their expectations and take their votes.


  Their expectations would be immense so it would naturally increase her chance of getting elected. But what about after that? Is there a need to answer their expectations?


  …No. There was no need to.


  To be honest, what came after the election was not important. If election was her goal, then she would have already achieved her goal by then.


  “Is your goal to become a school captain? Or being elected to be a school captain?”


  – …Being elected.


  “Is it for the thousand dollar scholarship?”


  Hihih…


  A small giggle came after a slight pause. Yu Jitae opened his mouth after carefully choosing the right words to say.


  “Gyeoul. If I were you, that’s what I would have done.”


  Right now, Yu Jitae was teaching deception and fabrication to the child. This was definitely not a right method for an adult to recommend to a child.


  However, it was an appropriate suggestion for a guardian to give to their ward. After all, Gyeoul would not stay a child forever. 


  “Because you should lay your hands on what you consider is necessary. Regardless of the method.”


  On the day he created her room and put an aquarium into it, Yu Jitae began to consider Gyeoul as a ‘person’ that had to be respected. And after hearing about her circumstances from the kids, he realised that Gyeoul would eventually have to become an adult that can stand firmly on her two feet.


  That would happen one day,


  And that day might not be too far off.


  Gyeoul would have no parents to rely on after returning to Askalifa. For her to grow up while only looking at the nice and the beautiful aspects of life, her world outside Yu Jitae’s greenhouse was already pouring with a blizzard.


  Just like her name of all things.


  “However, that doesn’t mean this is the right method. Some might swear at you and it might hurt your conscience if you consider it a bad thing to do yourself. So do whatever makes you comfortable.”


  – …Mhmm.


  “There’s no need to be stressed out and it’s fine to choose anything. Go back on your word if you have to. If need be, you can just give up on the election. Okay?”


  – …Nn nn.


  Soon, he heard someone calling Gyeoul from the other side of the watch. “Aht, I’m going now.” In a hurry, she quickly bid farewell and ended the call.


  What would she choose to do?


  Regardless of her choice, Yu Jitae would respect that choice and try his best to match and help her.


  After a few hours.


  He went to the main gates of Lair’s public elementary school and waited for the child. Gyeoul, who was walking out with her friends from a distance, found him and toddled her way towards him. 


  She reached her arms out, which was quite rare these days, so he immediately lifted her up. Her blue hair rested on his chest as she leaned on his body. 


  “How did you go.”


  “…”


  In response to his question, Gyeoul looked up at his face. The smile on her lips appeared rather awkward as well as her small hand that was grabbing onto his sleeves. 


  “Did you decide to not do it?”


  “…Yes.”


  She nodded.


  “…I’ll just, make, a burger.”


  It was different from what Yu Jitae would have done. Although he considered his method to be the most realistic for the election, that didn’t mean it was necessarily the correct answer either.


  Respecting another as a person meant acknowledging that each had different values and thoughts. What was important was that Gyeoul had thought and decided by herself.


  Even though she was a realistic dragon, she also appeared to be cautious of doing bad things, evident from how she ‘wished for him to be a good person’ in the past.


  “Right. Good choice.”


  He respected her decision.


  That was when Gyeoul added after giggling, ‘Hihi’.


  “…If it was 10,000, I would have done it.”


  “Are you serious.”


  “…A thousand dollars, …is nowhere near enough.”


  ***


  The next day, he got a call from the school.


  – I believe we should minimise the possibility of money resulting in votes as much as possible. That is what I think as a teacher.


  “Yes.”


  – Besides, due to the recent focus at Lair for a safe and healthy culture, we are stricter in this regard than usual. 


  There was an immense difference between the poor and the rich in Lair. A comparison between Tyr Brzenk with Kim Ji-in and Soujiro was enough to prove it. 


  – So, we have decided to only permit the hiring of 1 person. Everyone else must sync their watch ID code with the system, so that we know their relationship with the student, how much they worked and how intensive the work was.


  This seemed to be the best system the school could come up with after a long discussion. 


  “Alright.”


  It was nothing difficult.


  On the other hand, Gyeoul was met with a different crisis.


  “…Please help me.”


  She couldn’t imagine doing it alone so Gyeoul went to her sisters and asked for their help. However, Yeorum with her arms crossed showed an attitude different from her expectations. 


  “What. For free?”


  “…What?”


  “You have to pay me. Who the fuck would do that for free?”


  “…Please, help me.”


  “Don’t wanna. My time’s expensive but I will give you a discount at least.”


  “…How much?”


  “Give me 5 bucks an hour.”


  Labour costs…!


  It had completely escaped her mind. With eyes as if she was begging for a saviour, Gyeoul turned towards Kaeul and Bom who gave wide smiles and said they would do it for free.


  5 dollars an hour.


  So making her work for 12 hours would cost 60 dollars.


  “Oh right, right…! And Gyeoul…! You can’t make the burgers in our house right?”


  “…Nn? …Nn.”


  “I looked up the cost for renting cooking facilities nearby. Do you know how much it costs?”


  “…How much?”


  “127 dollars to rent it for a day…!”


  “…”


  Rent…!


  That’s true. They couldn’t make burger sets enough for a thousand people inside the dormitory so they had no choice but to rent a different place.


  Gyeoul added the rent fee of 127 dollars to the 60 dollars of Yeorum’s labour cost.


  It was already over 180 dollars. Thinking that, Gyeoul heaved a sigh but that was when Bom opened her mouth.


  “Ah, and from what I found…”


  “…Aht.”


  The worst had yet to come.


  With a nervous look on her face, Gyeoul gazed at Bom. She had asked Bom an hour ago for advice on how to buy ingredients because she was the best at buying things cheap. That was why Bom had searched up the lowest prices but…


  The cost was rather shocking.


  “…Nn? …H, how much?”


  “Fried chips, coke, bread, lettuce, tomato, minced meat, salt and pepper enough for a thousand people… Altogether it’s 1938.9 dollars.”


  “…!?”


  That price was after considering all the discounts and card bonuses in addition to the mass purchase prices of the ingredients.


  “…A t, t, thousand nine hundred and thirty…”


  Gyeoul was stupefied.


  She was used to selling apples and things for 50 cents or a dollar so she needed time to process big units of money. Looking back, it was obvious that feeding a thousand people would cost a lot!


  There was no reason to add it to the rent or labour costs anymore, because it was already well over a thousand dollars!


  “…I, impossible.”


  Her face turned dark in real time.


  Finding that funny, Bom, Yeorum and Kaeul giggled.


  “Little Gyeoul tripped on her own foot.”


  “Serves you damn right. You greedy kid.”


  “What should we do, Gyeoul? You have to use up all the money you earned until now…!”


  They continued mischievously teasing Gyeoul and pushed her to the brink of tears.


  “…Huiinng…”


  When Gyeoul actually began to sob, they laughed even more. Even Bom was unable to hold it in while Yeorum gasped for breath and Kaeul slipped off the sofa to roll on the floor.


  She was so cute that they couldn’t handle it.


  “…I’m … done.”


  “What?”


  “…I quit… Not doing it.”


  This much was something they had anticipated but what happened after was outside of their expectations. In the face of 2,000 dollars, Gyeoul began to run away.


  “…Don’t, look for me.”


  “Huh? Gyeoul where are you going…!”


  “…I’m, leaving home.”


  Kyahahaha–! They laughed out loud again but Gyeoul dashed towards the entrance as if she would actually leave. Yeorum, who was in the middle of laughter, shouted.


  “Oi, oi. Cleaner! Grab her!”


  “Aht, yes!”


  The protector who had been grinning at the corner ran in response to her words and stood in front of Gyeoul.


  “…”


  Gyeoul glared at the protector with wide eyes.


  “Young miss. Please calm down first.”


  “…Step, aside.”


  “You cannot leave home like this.”


  Tears began to bud on her eyes. Seeing that, the protector hurriedly shook its hands and said.


  “It, it’s fine young miss. I don’t cost anything!”


  “…I don’t… need.”


  “…”


  Kung. It felt like something heavy had dropped down on its mind and the psychologically injured protector froze stiff. Finding a gap, Gyeoul once again began to race towards the door.


  But that was when the door opened by itself.


  “…?”


  The teary Gyeoul gazed up at Yu Jitae who had appeared after opening the door. He was carrying an enormous piece of fresh meat that was wrapped several times. It was as big as a whole pig!


  Wondering why Bom, Yeorum and Kaeul were on the floor, Yu Jitae asked.


  “What’s wrong. Where are you going.”


  “…I’m… leaving home.”


  “You don’t have time for that.”


  “…?”


  “I got the meat. Didn’t Kaeul tell you? She rented a kitchen so let’s get to work.”


  “…Refund, please.”


  “What?”


  “…I don’t, have money.”


  After listening to Bom’s explanation about the situation, Yu Jitae opened his mouth.


  “Gyeoul. Many countries have support funds for elections.”


  “…Support, funds?”


  “Yeah. It means the government pays for the funds that are required for a legal operation of the election. Meaning, that I will be supporting the cost of your election.”


  “…Is that, how it’s always done?”


  Otherwise the cost would far surpass the profit so Yu Jitae persuaded Gyeoul.


  “Of course.”


  “…Ah.”


  “Got it?”


  “…”


  “And you guys get up as well. Let’s get going.”


  “Okayy,” they replied and raised their bodies. It was time to end the prank.


  *


  Yu Jitae opened the door and went outside again as light seeped in and brightened up Gyeoul’s face. Bom, who had been slightly worried about Gyeoul sobbing, sneaked up to check her face and found her down-slanted eyes were now curving in a radiant smile. With a wide smile on her face, Gyeoul wore her shoes.


  Her smile was brighter than the midday sun.
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  Gyeoul’s promise wasn’t too different from the other candidates, and unlike what Yu Jitae suggested, she promised to give out burgers upon election. 


  “Our Gyeoul is cute, so wouldn’t a lot of them choose her!?”


  “No. I heard her image went to the gutters after selling stuff like a merchant.”


  “But that’s only the kids in the same grade as her so that shouldn’t matter too much though?”


  Her sisters said a line each as Gyeoul returned an awkward smile. It was hard to guess the results of the vote because she had been honest in her speech.


  Yu Jitae took the kids and was on the way to the rented kitchen. They were going to now make 30 sample burgers that would be given to the students of her class. 


  Instead of lying about giving 1,000 burgers again, Gyeoul thought it would be better to give it to a small portion of students to raise their expectations.


  That’s right. It was Gyeoul’s suggestion.


  After arriving at the facility, they went in and found all sorts of cooking utensils and spices neatly arranged inside the large and clean kitchen. 


  “I looked up a recipe on the way here.”


  It was when Bom was about to activate the hologram display of her watch.


  “It’s fine,” Yu Jitae stopped her.


  “Sorry?”


  “I know how to make one.”


  “Ehng? Really?”


  Kaeul asked with an astonished voice. It was because Yu Jitae had never made a single burger during the 4 years or so of their time together.


  Burger… was a dish he knew very well from a distant past.


  Laying down the ingredients that he bought on the way here, Yu Jitae began to skilfully move his hands.


  He sliced the lettuce to the desired size and created thin layers of tomato, as well as onions and pickles. 


  After that, he covered the pan with butter and cooked the buns until the sides turned yellow and crispy. The kitchen was soon filled with the mixed smell of cooked bread and butter.


  “Hoh, what? Did you work at McDonalds before?”


  “It smells amazing…”


  His movements were so natural that the kids watched with amazement. 


  From what he could remember, the 2nd iteration was the last time he made this. It was such a long time ago but he was so used to making the burger that his body moved on its own. 


  Burgers…


  It was mysterious; making this suddenly brought up the buried memories of the distant past.


  1st iteration. When Yu Jitae was still leading his first life.


  There was a long war. Monsters and superhumans flew around in the sky and the TV screens talked about the deaths of such and such people everyday.


  In the midst of the war, a boy lost everyone in his family and became an orphan.


  Back then, there were plenty of kids that were like that. Kids who lost their parents to the claws of the monsters, who were chased out onto the streets with their houses bombarded and left with nowhere to go.


  Later, the boy did enter an orphanage and although the life at the orphanage was also extremely impoverished, the life before that in the streets was difficult to the point that he could have died anyday. It still faintly remained in a corner of his memories.


  Like other beggars and orphans, he scavenged through bins to fill up his stomach, and survived by drinking the dirty river water. Sometimes, he had to fight other orphans for bins or lie down on the streets and suffer from a stomach ache. 


  One of his eyes was smacked by a beggar to the point that it could not be opened, and whenever it rained, he had to lie on the streets drenched with water with no roof above him and shiver in his sleep.


  That was when he was 11 years old.


  After starving for four straight days, when he was powerless and his vision was starting to fail him,


  Yu Jitae’s feet made him reach a certain fast food restaurant that was at the corner of the main street. He smelled something ridiculous right when he was walking by the entrance.


  The smell was both savoury and salty, that could immediately make anyone drool…


  It was a shocking smell.


  [Burgers]


  As he blankly stared at the image of a burger that was hanging outside the store, someone opened the door and walked out. Startled, Yu Jitae quickly moved away, hid in an alley and pacified his fast-beating heart.


  That’s a burger?


  The burger that he last ate with his parents?


  Impossible. The scent that he just smelled was incomparable to that burger from before and simply thinking of that smell made his heart race.


  It was a smell that could drive people crazy.


  “…”


  Ever since that day, Yu Jitae began to observe the burger restaurant from a distance. Everyone that entered it were wearing military outfits – most of the ones with enough money to survive in these times of turmoil were superhumans. 


  Behind the transparent windows, superhumans ate the burgers, dipped fried potatoes in ketchup and sucked their drinks in.


  Gulp…


  He watched it while constantly gulping.


  He didn’t know why or how but one day, he couldn’t endure it anymore and vacantly entered the restaurant towards its closing time. Then, he begged the owner for a burger.


  Back then, Yu Jitae was extremely egoistic yet timid. He never begged for food even if it meant he had to starve but the unbelievable smell of the burger bent his ego. 


  ‘This is a leftover. You can have it.’


  And there, Yu Jitae met a benefactor.


  After finishing the entire burger, he gave a bow and was about to leave when the owner of the store called him.


  ‘You’re the one that lives under the bridge over there right?’


  ‘How old are you? What happened to your parents?’


  ‘Hmm… Do you want to work here?’


  She was a lady; an adult who was a lot older than him. He could no longer remember her name or appearance.


  ‘The government is going to build more orphanages and there’s going to be one more near this place. In around 3 months. So if you’re okay, let’s live together until that time comes.’


  If he still had parents, they would be around her age. Because of that, Yu Jitae despite being always filled with caution, was able to lower his guards around her with a bit more ease. 


  The place he thought of as a store was in fact an area that was turned into a restaurant by remodelling her house. Walking past the door that was next to the kitchen, he saw two rooms and a bathroom.


  She took Yu Jitae into the bathroom and washed him. And gave him food and a place to sleep. The next morning, she taught him how to make a burger and because he was skilled at moving his hands, Yu Jitae quickly learned the necessary skills.


  ‘I can’t give you any money though.’


  It wasn’t like they would accept more customers with Yu Jitae helping out, and she wasn’t well off either. In one of the rooms was her older brother who had a very weak body. He was a nice person but he had a disability and had to ride a wheelchair.


  Yu Jitae could remember seeing big bulky men come in the weekends shouting at her to pay off her debt.


  Despite that, she provided Yu Jitae with endless kindness.


  Whenever she had time, she took Yu Jitae and went to the nearby creeks and mountains for a picnic (she made Yu Jitae help her brother get on the car), and sometimes gave him allowances so that he could buy things he wanted to eat.


  ‘They are building another orphanage in Nonhyun-dong next month. You can head there.’


  And showed him a direction.


  There was something Yu Jitae always wanted to ask. It was something he couldn’t ask because of his timid personality.


  ‘Great job working until now.’


  A question that he couldn’t voice out loud, that stayed holed up in his mind until the day of their separation.


  ‘Thanks for everything…’


  Saying that, he turned around.


  But he suddenly thought that he would never get to ask the question if he didn’t ask it now, so the 11-year-old Yu Jitae turned around and called her as she was about to get in her car.


  “Wait…!”


  It was then. Kaeul’s voice put an end to his trail of thought. Her eyes were filled with doubt.


  “Huh?”


  “What meat is that by the way?”


  “Why.”


  “It doesn’t look like beef, or pork?”


  “Ah… it’s something tasty.”


  Yu Jitae shook off the memories of the past. It was a meaningless recollection.


  In any case, the key to this strategy was the meat.


  The meat he had prepared was that of a baby minotaur. It was tremendously savoury, and the meat was both chewy and soft. It was the king of delicacy that had yet to be known to the public. In around 10 years, people would discover this and make it public but it was currently known to practically no-one. 


  With ease, he sliced off a portion of it, blended it and mixed them together. After seasoning it with salt and pepper, he placed it above the fire without oil as the savoury smell that forced people to drool spread across the kitchen.


  It was due to this fabulous smell that baby minotaurs were hard to find in dungeons. This scent was the result of its mana attributes and the other beasts also knew how delicious it was. 


  Yu Jitae added the layers one by one and the burger was soon complete.


  “Woah…! That looks insane…!”


  “What? Let me see, let me see.”


  Yeorum and Kaeul approached with a startled look on their faces. Both the appearance and the smell were perfect.


  “Ahnngg~”


  He divided it into four portions and handed them to the kids. After taking a bite of the burger, Kaeul was incredibly shocked and created a fuss.


  “Wow, wow, wow…! This is crazy. This is crazy…!”


  “Hahh, sex…”


  Yeorum also enjoyed it tremendously, which was very rare to see. Both Bom and Gyeoul were also surprised and praised Yu Jitae for the burger.


  “Would this do?”


  “…Yes yes. Yes yes.”


  It was hard to see a reaction like this out of Gyeoul and fortunately, it seemed that the kids were quite enjoying it.


  “Let’s make it together then.”


  *


  Things were finished in the blink of an eye after that.


  They made thirty samples and delivered them to the kids of her class who were shocked after having a taste of the burger.


  “It’s insane…” 


  “Super nice… ridiculously nice…”


  “Someone made this? Who?”


  Gyeoul replied with a bright smile on her face. It was only at school that she could say it.


  Opening her mouth, she said, “My daddy.”


  “Aht, him…”


  “Ahh…”


  After remembering the scary daddy, her friends suddenly began a debate on what meat this could be. 


  Kids were honest and were quick to move. The story of the ridiculously delicious burger spread from her classmates to the entire grade, and those students who had younger siblings at the same school persuaded them by talking about how great it was.


  Time passed quickly until the day of the election.


  And thanks to all the hard work, Gyeoul was elected as the school captain.


  After that, Yu Jitae and the kids made burgers for two straight days but it was nothing difficult for the Regressor and the dragons. The burgers led to further astonishments after reaching the school.


  “…Kuhi.”


  Gyeoul laughed.


  “…Kuhihi.”


  With each of her hands carrying 500 dollars.


  “…Kihihihihihh!”


  She ran up to Bom and fanned her face with the bundles of cash.


  “Do you like it that much?”


  “…Nn.”


  “How much?”


  “…I can, die in peace.”


  Bom giggled in response.


  Soon, Gyeoul turned towards Yeorum with a serious look on her face. Yu Jitae had paid the rent but not the labour costs.


  Yeorum had worked hard for 20 hours, and her hourly rate was 5 dollars.


  She walked towards her. As soon as the red pair of eyes looked back into her eyes, Gyeoul gazed at her as if she was looking at a bug and opened her mouth.


  “You, sly, little fox.”


  Yeorum thought she was hearing things.


  “…Do you think, you are the first, of your kind?”


  “What d’you say?”


  “…You approached, my Jitae, because of money… no?”


  Saying that, she handed her a hundred dollar note and only then did Yeorum realise what she was doing. 


  The source of all trouble was the morning drama that she had seen a few days ago. It seemed that the scene of the mother-in-law giving money had left quite an impression in her mind. 


  “You’re such a kid…”


  Gyeoul chuckled out loud and this time, ran towards Kaeul who received her with a wide smile on her face. After congratulating each other, they stuck their heads together and whispered about something.


  “Then, how much more do we need?”


  “…Nn? Ahh.”


  Yeorum looked at the two kids before shaking her head. She had no idea why they were so excited and giggly. 


  Lastly, the child went to Yu Jitae.


  Gyeoul dashed up to him. She stood in front of him and carefully counted each of the notes before extending her arms with 800 dollars in hand.


  “…”


  There was a resolute look on her face.


  “What is it. Is this a repayment?”


  “…Yes.”


  “Why are you giving it to me. I don’t need it.”


  “…But ahjussi …did everything.”


  But to think the petty Yu Gyeoul would give him so much money… thinking that, Yu Jitae reached out and grabbed the cash.


  However, there was a slight retaliation.


  Gyeoul glared daggers at his hands and stubbornly held onto the notes.


  When he stopped his hands, Gyeoul went ‘oops’ and gazed at his eyes again, with her eyes shamelessly telling him to hurry and take them.


  So he tried to pull the cash away but was again met with faint resistance.


  Why was she trying to give it despite subconsciously wishing to hold onto it so badly?


  That was the question on his mind but on the other hand, her attitude brought his mind back to the distant memories that had resurfaced while he was making the burgers.


  ‘Wait…’


  Everything from back then was faint. The old lady’s face, her clothes, name, background, time, season. Everything…


  But one thing – her words still vividly remained in his memories. 


  ‘Why were you so nice to me?’


  ‘I am a beggar. An orphan.’


  ‘I might not be able to repay this favour ever in my life.’


  The young Yu Jitae asked the old lady in a time that would never come back to him, and in response, the lady replied with a smile.


  ‘When I was your age, I was lost in a foreign country.’


  ‘That was when a missionary from the Philippines took me in, gave me food and a shelter, while asking for nothing in return.’


  ‘I appreciated it so much and asked him. Why did you help me out so much? And this is what he told me.’


  ‘When he was young and troubled himself, someone helped him the same way.’


  The smell and taste of the burger he received from her on the day they met was shocking.
But the words she left behind on the day they parted was even more shocking than the burger she gave him.


  ‘You don’t have to repay the favour.’


  ‘But if you see a child that needs help.’


  ‘Help them out at least once.’


  It was something Yu Jitae from back then could not understand. It was a bizarre form of ‘altruism’. 


  The world had then changed.


  It was almost impossible to see starving children in the streets. Besides, for him to have such a selfless mindset, the life he had led was too long and strenuous. He became too selfish to help others out of pure goodwill and was not wise enough to enlighten others either.


  His eyes lowered and faced the small hands of the child that were holding 800 dollars.


  However, he thought that maybe Gyeoul would be different.


  “I don’t need it so you can keep it.”


  “…Really?”


  “Instead, can you hold my hand?”


  “…Nn?”


  After holding his hand, Gyeoul widened her eyes into circles. The things he experienced were conveyed from his hazy memories into her head.


  With a startled look on her face, she looked at Yu Jitae.


  “Later if you see a child that needs your help, help them out at least once.”


  The burger in the past was an encouragement to his life.


  “Okay?”


  The encouragement of a person he didn’t know was conveyed down from a certain middle-aged woman to him; and from him down to Gyeoul.


  “…Okay.”


  And in the future, it would reach someone he didn’t know.


  Episode 93: First Experience (1)


  <Head of Isolation Chambers. Thimithi: The isolation target B-12 has woken up. [14:48]>


  “…”


  It was a weekday. Yeorum went to North Europe to spar with a European ranker; Bom and Kaeul went outside and Gyeoul was at school so there was no-one else in the dormitory.


  <Head of Isolation Chambers. Thimithi: The isolation target B-12 has refused to follow the restraints. [14:51]>


  <Head of Isolation Chambers. Thimithi: The isolation target B-12 started going on a rampage against the Grade 0 agents. We will now raise the security grade of the target and implement further measures to control it. [14:59]>


  She seemed to have come to herself 11 minutes after waking up but because of the half-broken heart, she shouldn’t have been able to use much of her original powers.


  On the cold winter afternoon, Yu Jitae changed his clothes and left Unit 301.


  ***


  But why was she here.


  “Nn? Season?”


  Her white and soft one-piece dress revealed her shoulder lines. A light brown cardigan was draped over it but looked as if it could slip off anytime. And on her head was a flower pin that Yu Jitae had bought for her.


  Bom was chatting with Kang Ahjin at the Association.


  It was a bizarre combination.


  “Haru. Did you not mention that you were meeting someone.”


  “Yes, that’s right. I came to talk with Ahjin-unni…”


  Ahjin-unni?


  That was when Kang Ahjin, who was standing next to her, explained with a bright smile.


  “Ah, the thing is Season, it’s going to be ‘that menu’ today at the cafeteria.”


  “That menu?”


  “Yes yes. I heard Miss Haru saying that she liked it in the past so how could I be the only one having it? That’s why I contacted her.”


  “Soft and delicate!”


  “Right. Soft and delicate. And spicy sweet!”


  “I would have been sad if you didn’t call me.”


  They laughed out loud together.


  Yu Jitae found it strange.


  Were they always this close? Rather, it was his first time seeing Bom smile like that in front of a person other than the dragons. 


  “Were you always this close?”


  “Auh, of course not. At the start, she gave off a very distant feeling. Like, she’s too pretty and has something like an aura? That suggests that you shouldn’t go near her too much, right?”


  Covering her mouth, she then carefully whispered, ‘You know, she looks like a noble princess right?’


  “But I realised Miss Haru’s personality was nothing like that. One day she started treating me comfortably and I was able to get closer to her thanks to that.”


  He gave a nod but that was when Bom followed up with another question.


  “What brings you here, Season?”


  “I came for some errands.”


  Bom naturally walked closer and at a distance that was too close for his comfort, she gazed up into his eyes and softly asked.


  “Would you, like to have a meal together?”


  It was such a pretty voice but he wasn’t here for a carefree lunch.


  “I would have to refuse. Because of work.”


  “What kind of work is it?”


  “It is related to the postwar adjustments. Please enjoy your time.”


  When Season treated her with utmost respect, the ones that were working at the office realised once again how respect-worthy Bom was.


  On the other hand, Bom was also nice to other female workers other than Kang Ahjin and constantly smiled at them. For Yu Jitae who had occasionally doubted her social skills, it was a good thing to see.


  He remembered her saying that she was uninterested in forming relationships but it seemed that she at least had the social skills to make them. 


  After seeing that much, Yu Jitae walked away.


  *


  The moment he entered the underground isolation rooms, a young woman wearing extremely thick glasses walked up.


  “Welcome, Season. It’s great weather today.”


  Pattahirra Thimithi. 


  She was the head director of the underground isolation chambers and was the only human that could call [Oscar Brzenk] for work-related matters. This right to summon the sovereign was something even Chaliovan didn’t have, so she had a unique role in the Association.


  “Seems you’re interested in outside weather even though you’re underground all day.”


  “Of course.”


  The characteristics of Director Thimithi was that she stayed holed up underground to reduce the odds of leaking confidential information and that she slightly lacked social skills as a result.


  And,


  “Because there is nothing to talk about when I meet people, I tend to watch the news very often. I heard there’s an infectious disease going around these days but have you been taking care of your body Prophet? You might be fine but if you wash your hands often and make that a habit, you can escape roughly 4,000 types of illnesses and stop the increase of harmful bacteria…”


  That she was very talkative.


  “Stop. You’re noisy.”


  “My apologies.”


  “How are things going with B-12?”


  On the way down to Myu’s isolation room with Thimithi, he asked.


  “She didn’t look like she was in a very good mental state. One of the Grade 0 agents was killed while the other one had his neck twisted and is barely alive.”


  “Did B-12 twist it?”


  “No. He did it himself. Would you like to watch the footage?”


  Yu Jitae watched the recording.


  After waking from a deep sleep, Myu touched her hair. She soon looked around the surroundings to confirm where she was at, and tried to break the walls and the chains using her mana. However, her mana output was insufficient and the use of mana was obstructed by her chains. She then punched the wall with her fist and shouted.


  Two Grade 0 agents entered the room after that as Myu shouted at them and pointed with her fingers, commanding them to do stuff.


  “Would you like the sound on?”


  “Other than a request to let her leave and the request to bring the one that confined her, were there any other requests?”


  “It was exactly those two. You know everything. As expected of the Prophet. As for the order, she asked for the one that confined her first and then requested to leave but from the perspective of non-verbal communication, she didn’t actually show signs of actively wanting to leave…”


  Yu Jitae turned his gaze to the screen and brought his index finger to his lips. In response, Thimithi shut her mouth.


  Inside the screen, the Grade 0 agents who were all criminals glared at Myu with a disrespectful posture. That was when Myu’s eyes began to glow in purple as the Grade 0 agents wrapped their arms around their heads in pain.


  One of them drove his own head into the wall and killed himself, while the other grabbed his own chin and head to twist it. 


  “It is assumed to be a brainwashing ability.”


  “Have you heard some details of that entity from Zhuge Haiyan?”


  “Yes.”


  Then this shouldn’t be anything surprising to Thimithi.


  “How did you handle it.”


  “We have released sleeping gas and have activated four types of chains but B-12 still hasn’t fainted. But we did confirm the activation of the [Chains of Ekmer] that are placed around her neck. She fainted for a few seconds at the time of its activation and has now calmed down a lot more.”


  “Alright. Can I go in?”


  “Ah, there are Grade 0 agents inside trying to clean the mess. Should we make them come out?”


  “It’s fine. I will go in when they come out.”


  “Would you like to listen to an interesting joke while you’re waiting?”


  “…”


  “No, my apologies. That was inappropriate.”


  They were currently 17 floors underground at the [Isolation Area of Immense Risk Factors].


  Yu Jitae went straight to the isolation room of B-12 and Grade 2 agents followed from behind as soon as he entered the corridor.


  This long corridor had three doors. Each of them were crafted with heavy lead, black steel and coated mithril which obstructed all sorts of mana and electric signals as well as a physical escape. 


  While the agents were cleaning the inside of the room, the woman’s grumpy voice could be heard from the corridor.


  – How many times must I say it?


  – I’m telling you to bring him here. The one that locked me in this place.


  – How come none of you can understand what I’m saying? I’m personally speaking in your lowly language for you.


  It was a voice carrying mana that inflicted pain in the ears of the Grade 0 agents.


  – ‘You will’? That’s what the other guys said. They told me to wait.


  – How weak do I look to you for you to try to deceive me in such an arrogant manner?


  – This won’t do. One of you can go outside and convey my words but the other has to remain here.


  The agents startledly replied that they could not do so. Immediately after that, a bowl flew to his face and pushed the agent all the way back until he crashed into the wall.


  Drenched in porridge and frightened, he lowered his head.


  – Are you still not going to stay?


  – …


  – I should call someone else then. What? You guys are in charge? I don’t even have to talk to them though.


  – Won’t more people come to clean up when there’s a corpse?


  They were so terrified that they couldn’t continue cleaning so there was no longer any reason to wait for them to finish.


  He pushed open the mithril door and walked inside as three pairs of eyes turned towards him.


  “Come out.”


  “Ah, yess…!”


  In response to one of the Grade 2 agent’s words, the Grade 0 agents hurriedly left the room. The camera and the mic of the room soon turned off.


  “Hoh, you’re finally here.”


  Yu Jitae slowly walked up to Myu.


  “I was looking for you. Firstly, the facility here is quite uncomfortable, you see.”


  He then raised his hand.


  “I just woke up and…”


  Slap!


  Air burst forth as her head turned to the side. The shock that was powerful enough to momentarily daze even a polymorphed adult dragon made her widen her eyes in surprise.


  Her head slowly turned back towards him, and touching her reddened cheek, Myu sneered.


  She silently glared at Yu Jitae and after seemingly chewing something inside her mouth, she spit it out onto the floor underneath the bed. It was a white, cracked tooth.


  “What is this supposed to mean?”


  Myu asked, with the condescending gaze of an adult dragon looking down on a human. 


  “You better know your own place.”


  “My place?”


  “Do you not understand your position?”


  “My position? My place? Those are some strange words you are using. What is wrong with my position? Why wouldn’t I say or do whatever I want?”


  “Is that supposed to be a question when you’re locked up in a place like this?”


  “Yeah. I have no idea so you tell me. Why should I stay still like you are telling me to?”


  “…”


  Yu Jitae quietly gazed into her eyes for a bit before opening his mouth.


  “You give off a very different feeling to other adult dragons. Very immature and naive. You are probably stronger than the average 5,000 year old dragon and yet your actions make you appear less than a thousand year old.”


  “Are you not going to tell me anything about my position?”


  “Shut your mouth.”


  Myu’s purple gaze gleamed with a brutal aura. Her gaze alone gave off a tremendous sense of presence and status and it seemed as if the true body of a dragon was looking down at a feeble human. 


  But naturally, it failed to impact him in any way because Yu Jitae’s presence was far greater than hers.


  After opening his internal alternate dimension, he pulled out a large cubical bag.


  “Myu. You must cooperate with me from now on.”


  She seemed to have found his words laughable and asked back with a smile.


  “A cooperation huh… So why does it sound like a command to me. Is that related to my ‘position’ that you were talking about before?”


  “Last warning. Shut your mouth.”


  It was a black dragon that he already detested, and was one that he would love to immediately tear into pieces. A black dragon like that not knowing the situation and constantly defying him irritated his mood. 


  “Hohh…?”


  But Myu did not step down.


  “So it seems that ‘my position’ that you have arbitrarily labelled me with, is somewhere underneath your feet. Like how you’re acting as if my head’s under your feet. That’s why you can easily slap me on my cheeks and command me as such. Am I wrong?”


  “…”


  “How ridiculous. Although I was defeated by a human…”


  In the blink of an eye, it happened.


  Yu Jitae dashed forward like lightning and pushed forth his coarse hand. His hand was wrapped around her tiny neck as the entire bed sunk and crumbled down. Getting on top of Myu, Yu Jitae used both of his hands to strangle and suppress her by the neck. 


  “Kuhk…”


  As if she couldn’t believe it, her widened yet frowning eyes glared back at Yu Jitae. Looking down into such eyes, he opened his mouth.


  “Oi.”


  It was a heavy and dense voice.


  “I’ve told you, to shut your mouth.”


  “Kuhk, ukk…”


  Myu closed her eyes and couldn’t reply back. Her body resembling that of a human stopped breathing as the blood flow also came to a stop, turning her pale face into red.


  Suppressing his desire to immediately twist his hand and kill it, Yu Jitae opened his mouth.


  “Should I tell you your position?”


  “Kukk…”


  “It’s nothing much. This is your position.”


  “Kaukk…”


  “With one grip I can break your neck. That is your position and it’s no different from snapping a weed that I do not like. Think about it yourself. How strong would your weakened body be compared to a random weed.”


  Through their touching skin, the mana of the black dragon tried to seep into his body but Yu Jitae shut it down before it could.


  “I will now do a simple vivissection of your body and experiment with it. You must cooperate with me.”


  “Uhkk…”


  “Your life and death is in my hands. If you obediently cooperate with me, there will be no meaningless strife. Depending on how things go, I may release you within 20 years and let you go.”


  “Hut, kuhk…”


  “But if you constantly defy me like this, I can’t let you lead a comfortable life either. I need to make things easy to control but I’m not proficient at soothing and pleasing people.”


  “…”


  “But I do have plenty of experience in torture. Would you like a try.”


  Only after saying everything did he release his grip by a little. Due to the tight pressure, there were beads of tears in her eyes.


  Her breath slowly returned and her eyes hazily opened back up. When her purple eyes looked back at his eyes, it formed a ferocious frown. 


  Myu pursed her lips and;


  “Ptui.”


  She spit at his cheeks.


  


  


  Episode 93: First Experience (2)


  While gasping for breath, the purple pair of eyes filled with hatred glared at him. 


  After wiping the spit that was on his cheek, Yu Jitae raised his hand.


  Slap!


  Her head turned to the side as her two arms instinctively tried to push him away. Grabbing both of her wrists with one hand, he pressed it down onto her chest and indifferently raised his other hand again.


  Slapp–!


  Her head turned to the side as blood and saliva flowed past her torn lips. The inside of her mouth would probably be in a mess right now but she didn’t do anything besides retaliating. Indifferently, he raised his palm yet again.


  Slapp–!


  It echoed across the isolation room. Blood flowed from her nose and her eyes were also tainted in red due to one of the nearby vessels popping. She wriggled her body in pain.


  Up to here was a reaction he had expected.


  However, Myu’s gaze remained unshaken despite the slaps and her emotions were stable. Even dragons had hierarchies and tended to crawl before the strong but she was different.


  Therefore, he raised his hand again.


  Slapp–!


  His hand was like a whip.


  Slapp–!


  It made her bleed all around her cheeks.


  Slapp–!


  The pain accumulated. Myu crouched her body and wriggled and shivered to break free but in response he grabbed her by the hair and pulled it up. “Uhk…!” The only thing the powerless adult dragon could do was to thresh its legs around. 


  Pushing her into the wall, Yu Jitae raised his foot and kicked her and continued with the violence.


  After endlessly hitting her for a few minutes, her struggle began to subside so he similarly stopped his movement.


  That was when Myu slowly raised her body. Despite her face being covered with wounds, she looked at Yu Jitae with a clear unwavering gaze.


  While spitting out blood, she wiped her face with a shivering hand.


  Myu was still very composed.


  Yu Jitae on the other hand knew that he was barely holding on thanks to a small string. His rationality threatened to snap on its own anytime and the reason he excessively attacked Myu is because he felt the need to unleash the impulse lest it accumulate into accidentally killing her. 


  Slowly, like a cat licking its wound, she licked the blood off her lips. Then, her lips curved up into a mocking sneer.


  Seeing that, Yu Jitae almost lost his rationality.


  <[Key (EX)]: …>


  It was then.


  The gaze that was always on him suddenly became bigger.


  Vintage Clock’s friend: the black cat or the large mechanical monster. [Key (EX)] was a being that allowed Yu Jitae to confirm and see his emotions.


  Yu Jitae had no idea why its gaze had suddenly thickened but after noticing it, he began to reflect on his actions. He inhaled and exhaled in order to suppress his impulsive thoughts.


  “My, Nemesis.”


  That was when Myu opened her mouth with a cracked voice. The composure could still be felt from her voice.


  “I thought about it. I have been hostile to you and I have attacked humans and yet you left me alive. Why would you do such a thing? There must be a reason. Although I wasn’t sure about the reason,”


  Myu placed her hand on her chest.


  “It is probably even more priceless than the value of this heart.”


  Huk, huk… she had trouble breathing. Myu right now was like a normal person who was involved in a big car crash so speaking should be painful already and yet her voice was still clear.


  “And your words just then have convinced me. Cooperation. Vivissection. Experiment. There is something you want from my body and that exceeds the value of this heart.”


  “And what about it.”


  “Until now, you have placed my life on one side of the scale when threatening me, even though you have more to place on the other side of the scale. You must have thought that I would value my life.”


  He squinted his eyes. It was true.


  According to his research, the focus in life of everything in creation across all dimensions was the transmission of their genes. In other words, the biggest objective in the life of an organism was reproduction. Whether it be bugs, dogs, cats, humans or even orcs, that was how it was because life was limited yet genes would continue down forever.


  However, things were different for dragons who lived up to 10,000 years. Their lives were seemingly endless and they thus attached more meaning to their own life than the reproduction of their race. The most important thing for dragons was their individual lives and dragons tended to be more and more obsessed with their own lives with age.


  This was recorded down in a certain researcher’s essay as a ‘weird situation’. The essay mentioned that if that was the case, wouldn’t the bizarre race of dragons inevitably meet its end with time?


  “It’s not just once or twice that I’ve seen you guys struggle desperately to survive.”


  Yu Jitae knew the answer.


  Because of their worrisome trait of attaching more importance to individual lives than the continuance of their race, the [Ancient One] had attached a device that would make them avenge the deaths of the hatchlings into the Origin Fragment. If not for that authority called [Protection of Infant Dragons], dragons would not spare a single glance even if the hatchlings were to be killed somewhere else.


  “Right, right. I assume it wasn’t an empty bluff that you met several dragons… but do you know what? I am a mutant.”


  Her purple eyes bent like bows with a gaze profound enough to absorb the world.


  “Living long was never my intention. Lead a decent life, enjoy a decent lot and have a decent death. Life is not precious to me in the first place. How dare you try to threaten me with my life and arbitrarily assign me this ‘position’?”


  Myu gave a crooked smile. It was the smile of a person who was in control of the negotiation. 


  “My Nemesis. The reason you didn’t kill me is because I have to stay alive, for that vivissection and experiment of yours. But if you make me suffer anymore than this, I will die without any hesitation.”


  “Do you think you can easily kill yourself in front of my eyes?”


  “It’s as simple as stopping my heart.”


  “The heart cannot be stopped unless the pain reaches a critical threshold.”


  This too was one of the authorities inherited down the Origin Fragment.


  [Heart Suspension]


  The reason why he couldn’t stop BY of the 4th iteration from stopping her heart; the reason why even the green hatchling of the 6th iteration was unable to stop the blue dragon from stopping its own heart despite being next to it.


  Dragons, upon their suffering reaching a critical limit, could stop their heart and kill themselves.


  “That is exactly correct. But haven’t I mentioned it? I’m a mutant. I can decide my own death even if there is no pain.”


  Yu Jitae couldn’t say anything in response. He couldn’t believe it but what surfaced on the Eyes of Equilibrium was ‘true’.


  “What? My position?


  “Know my place?


  “How laughable.”


  Her slow tone of voice specified who it was that was in control of the situation. It was due to a variable that he hadn’t expected, that stemmed from her mutation.


  “If you want my body, do as I command you to.”


  “…”


  “Why are you silent? Isn’t this similar to the cooperation that you were talking about?”


  “…”


  “But I am not going to stay holed up in here and there’s no reason for me to follow your words either.”


  However, being able to kill herself was different from dying. The black dragons in particular were more obsessed with their lives.


  “No. You will not be able to die.”


  “Me? Why not?”


  “A dragon forcing their heart to a stop is only when death is seen as the better future. Are you telling me that’s how miserable your life is?”


  “Who knows. Being locked up and bashed by a mere human might be a miserable life for some.”


  I will die if I am not the one leading the negotiation – that was what Myu was saying.


  “I do not believe there is a single black dragon in the entire world that would end their own life.”


  However, the moment he talked about the black race, the smile vanished from Myu’s face.


  “Do not pretend like you know anything about my race. Is that not what I have said before?”


  “You seem to have no idea about how your race is living because you’ve been wandering all your life. You don’t know the disgusting measures they resort to to simply survive, do you?”


  “How dare! Shut your mouth right now!”


  Yu Jitae considered this extreme reaction of Myu to be a positive sign. He had sensed it before but Myu appeared to have some sort of pride and attachment to her race.


  “What. I’ve told you. There were tons of such dragons out of the ones I’ve met. Each and every one of them were underhanded, disgusting and stubbornly hung on to life in hideous ways.”


  “Shut your trap My Nemesis, unless you want to see me end my life right now.”


  “You will not die. From 150-year-old hatchlings to 7,000-year-old dragons. Every black dragon pollutes the world and tarnishes everything around them and yet values their life so much that they want to be the only one living an eternal life. Am I wrong?”


  “Stop–”


  Myu blocked her ears, refusing to hear his words.


  Therefore, Yu Jitae walked up and forcibly pulled those hands away from her ears. “Uht!” She desperately threw a fist but he grabbed it and continued.


  “Cooperate and don’t create a fuss. Or pretend like you’re cooperating and betray me later. You can do what all the other dirty black dragons do. Even if you do so, I won’t be disappointed because I already know you guys are always like that.”


  “Stop, stop–!”


  A shredding scream echoed across the isolation room. In the blink of an eye, Yu Jitae pulled his body back as her sharp claw slashed through thin air. 


  There was now a gap between them as silence filled the room. 


  With an expressionless look on her face, Myu heaved a sigh. The look of composure soon returned to her face as she faced Yu Jitae and smiled while biting her lips. 


  “Well. Let me see you try…”


  Before long, the mana changed starting from the heart of the black dragon. The pulsations of the heart gradually began to slow down.


  Thump, thump… thump…


  Yu Jitae twitched his eyes.


  “You. What are you trying to do.”


  “What do you think?”


  “Are you suddenly trying to kill yourself? Is this supposed to be a protest?”


  Seemingly thinking that she was the one leading the negotiation again, Myu smiled.


  “I’ll say it one last time. Give me my freedom and do not stop me. Then I will cooperate with you to some extent.”


  Myu’s dragon heart began to slowly lose power. Her eyes lost focus as the blood flow started to slow down.  


  Her scattered black hair wavered as her purple eyes dimmed. Her breath became faint. Even the hand that was placed above her stomach lost power and slipped down.


  “Nn…”


  With a faint groan, she closed her eyes. Myu gradually began to die and her heart tremendously slowed down.


  “I’ll give you 60 seconds… Weigh your options…”


  In that instant, what Yu Jitae had placed on one side of the scale became useless and a heavier weight was added to her side of the scale. 


  “Or I’ll die–…”


  Still with her eyes closed, Myu smiled; it was obviously a provocation. The composure in her voice was quite unfitting of her current dying state.


  “And you can do what you want, with my corpse…”


  He closed his eyes as a hot impulse rode down his vessels. He found it laughable how he had to make it survive within 50 seconds despite wanting to kill it immediately.


  There were 50 seconds remaining.


  “Are you trying to negotiate with your life on the line because nothing else is going to work? Do you think that would work?”


  “The one suffering a bigger loss… will have to move, right…?”


  Yu Jitae frowned.


  Myu could not die here.


  Over a thousand iterations. Over hundreds of years in time.


  It was the first mutant he found that had a cracked [Will of the Ancient One] out of dozens of dragons that he had seen. 


  This was an opportunity he got because of Hostility running amok in the 7th iteration. He had no idea when he would be able to meet a similar entity after this iteration. 


  There were 40 seconds remaining on the clock.


  However, there was one thing that Myu didn’t know.


  “The one suffering a bigger loss, is it.”


  Myu did not know the number of black dragons that Yu Jitae had met in the 5+ iterations. 


  “Alright. Just die.”


  “Nn…?”


  “Die. If that’s what you want to do.”


  Myu did not know how Yu Jitae knew the locations of all the black dragons in the nearby dimensions.


  “But before you go, have a look at one of my memories.”


  And did not know that all those black dragons had been killed by Yu Jitae.


  With less than 30 seconds left, Yu Jitae approached her again and grabbed her hand. It was a small and white hand.


  She resisted with her feeble remaining power but could not stop his fierce grip. 


  Despite nearing her death, the innate ability built into their mana of assessing the emotions and memories of the one in contact moved.


  Memories of 5+ iterations appeared in Yu Jitae’s mind. Although there were countless holes due to not being identified as iterations, they were more than enough.


  In that instant, her hazy eyes widened in a flash. 


  “You, you…”


  Shaking her powerless arm, she tried to push his hand away.


  “Let, go.”


  “Why should I.”


  “L, let go–!”


  In a fit, she shook her hand and tried to push his face away. However, she was stopping her heart in her already weakened state so she could not push him away at all.


  Memories that were too painful to watch endlessly flooded in.


  Those were the memories of when Yu Jitae was massacring the dragons of the black race. Towards Myu who held pride and affection for her race, Yu Jitae opened his mouth.


  “It was a stupid dragon.”
A memory of the 3,700-year-old dragon, Alikkan of the dimension Gyogre, losing its head to his attack.


  “How amusing it was seeing it thrash around on the floor.”
A memory of the 1,800-year-old dragon, Kiriuga of Umutuna, left wingless from his ambush.


  “This one was quite stubborn.”
A memory of the 150-year-old hatchling, Allan of the public dimension Hamkan, whose heart was ripped out by his hand.


  “It was old and sluggish.”
A memory of a 7,700-year-old elder dragon, Aian of Katriarka, who had its skull crushed in one strike.


  Everything was sent to Myu except for their ‘death’. Despite killing all of them, for some reason, there were holes in his memories in the exact moments of their death. 


  However, that was enough to get the meaning across.


  There were 15 seconds remaining.


  “…”


  Myu was silent but through [Eyes of Equilibrium] Yu Jitae spotted her mind undergoing a rapid change. 


  Her emotions and her hatred were reaching the limit. 


  Her feelings were that of a girl who saw their parents being bashed to the brink of death and her mana sharpened like glass fragments.


  There were 10 seconds left.


  “You…”


  Her voice trembled. 


  Why was it that Myu was overly attached to the black race? Was it because they were in the same boat as her? But for that to be the case, other dragons of other races appeared different.


  Perhaps it was related to her being a mutant.


  “Do you know your place now?”


  There was a memory of a black race’s hatchling mixed in his memories, and Myu would have sensed that that hatchling was not dead yet in this timeline. How would that make her feel?


  The Regressor knew the exact answer.


  “You can go.”


  There were 5 seconds left.


  “But if you do.”


  Yu Jitae released his grip.


  3 seconds.


  Her small hand wriggled in the air.


  “Expect all of them to follow you one by one.”


  A beastly growl resonated across the isolation room.


  ……Thump.


  …Thump.


  Thump, thump…


  1 second.


  The weakening heart began to beat again. Although it was still weak, it meant that the death had stopped.


  “…”


  At last, Myu yielded.


  Episode 93: First Experience (3)


  “What were those memories just then.”


  “Who knows.”


  “…Did you kill all of them?”


  Yu Jitae shook his head. Things have gone back in time and all the black dragons that he had killed should all be alive again. 


  “They are all alive for now.”


  Myu had already given in, so it was not a wise idea to continue instigating her hatred. 


  Her favourability facing him was at extreme levels already and was close to exceeding the limits. Considering that they had to spend quite some time together due to the experiments, it was a better idea to create an amicable relationship even at a superficial level.


  He used the stick, and it was now time for the carrot.


  “There is no need to hate me too much.”


  He found it ridiculous after saying such words, considering how he already hated Myu himself.


  “Let me reiterate this. As long as you cooperate, I will guarantee as many things as I can.”


  “…”


  “It takes a hundred years for a normal dragon to create their nest right? If you did that in 5 years, you must have been trying your hardest to settle on Earth while cutting down on your sleep. You must have been desperate as well.”


  “…”


  Her slanted lips faintly curved downward. She realised that the momentum had completely shifted to his side. 


  “Filling the 72nd floor of the Tower of Mages with the dragon’s black metal, [Ethril], making the Tower stand on your side and inciting the entire world with a fake identity was all for you to live a good life was it not?”


  “…”


  “I’ll respect that at the very least and I will guarantee that you won’t be mistreated during your isolation. I will also give you some freedom.”


  Her loosened eyes were still filled with hatred but it was hard to decipher her exact thoughts.


  “How aggravating…”


  Soon, her heart began to beat as usual.


  “So my race hasn’t died yet huh…”


  Myu said while gasping for breath.


  It seemed that the mere attempt to stop her heart had caused trouble for the body. She grabbed her chest and calmed herself down before wiping the blood off her eyes with her white wrist.


  “Yeah. Ask me anything if there is something you want to request for the cooperation.”


  The outline of the negotiation was finally set. Yu Jitae was the one in control of the negotiation and he didn’t necessarily hate deals that were made under his lead. 


  Myu glared at Yu Jitae.


  Lowering her gaze, she looked at her reddened wrists before turning her eyes towards the crushed bed. Soon, a light of resignation flashed past her eyes.


  “I will demand three things…”


  “Speak.”


  But by the time she gazed back up into his eyes, it was again filled with hostility.


  “One. Do not abuse me more than necessary.”


  “That will depend on how you act.”


  “As I have stated, no ‘more than necessary.’”


  Yu Jitae remained silent.


  “I will take that as a yes. Two. I conform with being isolated in this place and I will help with the experiment. However, I wish for a treatment that fits my status.”


  “What is that about. Do you wish to get treated like a king?”


  “Anything wrong with that?”


  “… Explain the details.”


  “Move the isolation room to a bigger place. Send in attendants that will move as my hands and feet and reduce the chains to the minimum. Give me an animal that I can play around as a toy and if I ever wish to spend time quietly in this place, let me lay my hands immediately on anything I desire.”


  “Alright.”


  It wasn’t anything difficult.


  “What’s the last.”


  “Before saying that, there is a question I must raise. My Nemesis. What exactly is the vivisection and experiment that you were talking about?”


  “It is regarding your heart and the Origin Fragment.”


  “How many experiments, and how long would it take?”


  “That is unclear. It won’t finish in one go. It would have to be several times.”


  Yu Jitae was expecting Myu to request for freedom at the end of the experiment. No-one in the world unconditionally wished for death and Myu must in the end have some desire to live as well.


  After some hesitation, Myu opened her mouth.


  “After one experiment, let me leave the isolation room for a short time.”


  But her request was different from what he had been expecting.


  “You want to leave?”


  “Yes.”


  “That won’t do.”


  “Why is that?”


  “Because it’ll be troublesome. Any other requests?”


  “None. This is something I cannot concede. I am a black dragon and we are the wandering race. I am tired of being locked up in one place.”


  Her expression was serious to the point that he could sense the resolution behind her request.


  “Where are you planning to go.”


  “Wherever my feet carry me.”


  “To do what.”


  “Whatever I lay my hands on.”


  In other words, she had nothing planned.


  Yu Jitae stopped his words. If Myu had to go outside, there was only one way to do it.


  “…There is a condition.”


  “Speak.”


  “Wherever you’re going and whatever you’re doing – from the moment you leave the isolation room until you return, you must be with me. You cannot go outside the boundaries I have regulated and you cannot do things I tell you not to do.”


  Myu curiously asked back.


  “Right. I was expecting that much. But, what is this boundary and what are the things that I cannot do?”


  “Brainwashing someone, deceiving them, attempting to run away, or sending those disgusting thoughts of yours to someone else. Things that interfere with my experiment.”


  “What ‘disgusting thoughts’. If only I could torture you to death…”


  Revealing her fangs, Myu growled.


  “…Alright. What about anything else? How about coming into contact with humans?”


  “It will be fine as long as they do not interfere with the experiment.”


  “Even if I were to allow ten able men into the bedroom, do you mean you will be simply watching over the window?”


  “The debaucherous life of dragons is none of my business.”


  Myu glared at Yu Jitae with a crooked gaze before caressing her aching cheeks. She contemplated but she probably knew that this was everything he could permit and that there weren’t any other things she could choose.


  “My Nemesis.”


  Before long, Myu opened her mouth with a resigned look.


  “Explain the experiment process to me.”


  “There will be a physical and mana contact with the Origin Fragment.”


  “So you will be splitting the skin.”


  “Yes.”


  “How dangerous is it.”


  “It won’t be dangerous at all.”


  “Will you be inserting objects? I hate discomfort.”


  “There is none. The experiments will end with each experiment. However, it will be painful and will thus require anaesthesia. At times a recovery will be necessary after the experiments.”


  “Does that bag have tools for the experiment?”


  Myu pointed at the cubical bag he brought in.


  “No. That’s for the anaesthesia. Since the shock and pain will be considerable.”


  “Tranquilising the dragon heart, is something difficult to imagine.”


  “It is quite troublesome. It will take around a fortnight for the anaesthesia to tranquilise the entirety of an adult dragon’s heart.”


  “…Alright. I have understood it all.”


  She raised her body that had been leaning on the wall.


  “Begin right now. That heart experiment or whatever.”


  “After fixing the broken bed.”


  “No. Do it now. I must get out of this suffocating place as soon as possible.”


  “Alright.”


  Things advanced smoothly now that they had matching thoughts. Myu used magic to create an alternate space on the floor and laid herself down on it. Yu Jitae approached her and opened his bag.


  “Before starting the experiment I will carry out the anaesthesia. Sit back. Once it goes in and you feel sleepy, do not resist it.”


  But blinking her purple eyes, Myu said something outside his expectations.


  “There is no need.”


  “What?”


  “There is no need for anaesthesia. Did you not say it would take a fortnight?”


  Lying on the ground, she grabbed onto the neck part of her t-shirt with extended claws, and pulling it straight down, she ripped it in half.


  The body that was made by mimicking a human body was revealed.


  “Do not waste any time.”


  Myu closed her eyes.


  He had mentioned already that he would be cracking open the dragon heart. It was like ripping open a person’s flesh and naturally, dragons also felt pain. 


  Even though she tended to act like a young entity, things like this made her look like an adult dragon. 


  Yu Jitae closed the bag and sharpened the killing intent at the tip of his fingertips into an extremely fine and keen point.


  “Thanks for your cooperation.”


  The words that unconsciously left his mouth were surprising even for him. It seemed that he had become used to daily lives so much that such words had left as a habit. 


  In response, Myu widened her eyes and glared at Yu Jitae with a hostile gaze. She then seethingly uttered words one by one.


  “You little shit…”


  He didn’t reply.


  Instead, he formed over 40 utensils by articulately crafting them with killing intent. There were seven different types of knives as well as hammers, chisels, electric chainsaws, wires and needles. 


  “If you show signs of pain, the experiment will immediately come to a stop. And I will carry out the anaesthesia.”


  “I do not mind pain.”


  “It’s not because I’m being considerate of your pain. Every little twitch will be an interference to the experiment.”


  “Do as you wish.”


  Saying that, she closed her eyes.


  Jiiinng—


  And the chainsaw of killing intent began to rotate.


  ***


  Myu suffered throughout the experiment. 


  By tearing through the flesh and cracking open the bones, Yu Jitae approached the dragon heart and the Origin Fragment in various ways. By crushing, splitting it, embedding devices and injecting liquids.


  Despite the pain, Myu remained still and all she did was occasionally frown or grab the bed sheet. Thanks to not a single groan and not a single twitch, the experiment smoothly came to an end.


  After he healed the wound and closed it,


  “Is that all…?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Then leave at once…”


  Myu finally released her tight grip on the bed sheet and fell asleep so Yu Jitae covered her body with a robe. She had lost a tremendous amount of vitality so she needed to take a long rest. 


  Before leaving the basement, he told Thimithi.


  “Leave B-12 alone for it to recover. I will later send you further terms so follow them and contact me as soon as it wakes up.”


  – Okay.


  After ending the work at the isolation room, while walking down the long corridor, Yu Jitae had to pacify his emotions that were drenched with excitement.


  The results of the experiment were extremely good, to an unbelievable level.


  Due to the crack in the [Will of the Ancient One], Yu Jitae was able to access the Origin Fragment via mana and there, he identified 9 authorities that were being individually operated. 


  One of them would be [Heart Suspension] while the other will be the [Immediate Summon] for the Amusement. The likes of [Infant Dragon Protection], [Long-range Dimensional Intersection] that forced open a fissure to the distant dimension upon death and [Amusement Assistance] that stopped hatchlings from being overly attached to their Amusements should be included.


  In the next experiment, he had to distinguish them and tell which was which.


  And if he could identify the authority of [Long-range Dimensional Intersection], he would be able to find the coordinates of their dimension, which he couldn’t find due to the sheer distance, and open a fissure.


  The reason he could progress and envision the future experiments in one go was because of his built-up experiences from the 4+ iterations. 


  It won’t succeed in one or two experiments.


  He might have to sacrifice a few things.


  However, compared to all the time he had thus wasted, he predicted it to take an immensely shorter amount of time.


  And if he could confirm the coordinates,


  If he could at last confirm those coordinates…


  Closing one of the doors, he continued down the long corridor as something wriggled within his emotions.


  If he could find it, the baby dragons would finally return home…


  “…”


  Yu Jitae reflected on the memories of the past.


  In the night sky of his imagination were stars.


  That was the Regressor’s dream and an aspiration that he had harboured for so long.


  It was too far to reach and too hazy to see. At times he was zealous, telling himself that he would definitely see it and undoubtedly reach it…


  However, it all turned vague after repeating failures upon failures. It should be somewhere around there. I’ll reach it one day if I proceed on…


  No matter how long he waited and tried, he could not see the stars. The world was too dark for him to see it.


  Yu Jitae stopped his feet.


  Something squirmed from the depths of his heart.


  His blood felt scorching hot. The pulsations of his heart reached his ribs, as the blazing blood rhythmically flowed down the arteries to every nook and cranny of his body. His entire body felt heated up from the rising temperature.


  This wasn’t good.


  Excessive expectation has always been poisonous.


  The emotions that had returned from living daily lives were the problem. The Regressor could not deny that his rampaging emotions that had surged up after seeing the concrete evidence were agitating him.


  How long had he lived trying to just see those stars…?


  He turned around.


  Off in the distance down the corridor, he could see the firmly shut entrance of Myu’s isolation room. The light seeping out of the palm-sized window attached to the door appeared like a road sign in this dark tunnel. 


  His eyes wavered and couldn’t suppress the movement behind his chin. By silently standing still, he quietly restrained his bursting emotions.


  On the other side of the darkness, were flickering stars.


  *


  Myu only woke up from her sleep after a few days.


  Episode 93: First Experience (4)


  Early in the morning.


  As the dry and refreshing winter breeze seeped through the window, Bom faintly opened her eyes and rubbed them open.


  A sweet voice woke her up from her sleep.


  Yu Jitae was talking by himself in the living room.


  *


  – Yes, Season. Zhuge Haiyan speaking.


  “There is something I want to request.”


  – Is this regarding the isolation chambers?


  “Yeah. Can I get some time for it soon?”


  – Ahh. Is that the thing about B-12 going outdoors that you’ve mentioned?


  “Right. To let it have some fresh air. Can you get the word across beforehand, thanks.”


  – Hmm… The matters related to the ‘immense risk factors’ leaving isolation rooms must be requested face-to-face due to security reasons. Is it urgent, by any chance?


  “Why. Is there something on your hands right now?”


  – I’ve actually taken the morning off for some personal reasons.


  “You took the morning off?”


  Zhuge Haiyan hesitated a little before adding more words.


  – …I have an arranged marriage meeting today.


  “You’re meeting a man?”


  – Yes. First meeting.


  “How rare. For you to see someone.”


  It was more intriguing than rare.


  Zhuge Haiyan had never married anyone in the past iterations. In other words, it meant that she had been single for hundreds of years.


  – It’ll just be a short meeting in the morning so it won’t affect work. There’s not much time, you see.


  “Who is it? For him to not have time to meet someone like you who only sleeps two hours a day.”


  – Ah, I mean, I don’t have much time.


  “….. I see. Then please do that for me as soon as you go to work.”


  – Alright.


  “Good luck on your appointment.”


  Ending the call, Yu Jitae turned around. From behind the small gap behind the door of her room, Bom was peeking his way. Her emerald eyes blinked as soon as their eyes met.


  “Good morning~”


  She then suddenly walked out of her room with a big stretch.


  “Did you have a good sleep?”


  “Nn~ The weather looks amazing today.”


  “What do you want for breakfast,”


  “How about some fast food?”


  “Sounds good.”


  Bom naturally approached the sofa and laid herself down next to him while resting her head on his thigh. She then turned on the hologram display of the watch while humming, “What should we feed the kids today…” 


  Despite their kiss in the lounge room of the warp station, Bom still tended to lean on him like this quite often.


  It was Yu Jitae who was the most troubled by this as he thought Bom was uncomfortable with sexual atmospheres and the likes because she had yet to experience such things. 


  “Oh yeah. By the way, who were you talking to on the line just then?”


  “What. On the watch?”


  “Yes.”


  She sounded and appeared very casual so he replied in a similarly nonchalant manner.


  “Zhuge Haiyan.”


  ***


  <Head of Isolation Chambers. Thimithi: The isolation target B-12 has regained its consciousness. [13:52]>


  That day, Yu Jitae headed to the Association.


  He would now take Myu outside and take a short break. In the meantime, the agents of the [Immense Risk Isolation Rooms] will move everything to a bigger room and carry out the things she had proposed.


  It wasn’t difficult for Yu Jitae to assume that today would be a rather uncomfortable day.


  How?


  “I wish you wouldn’t greet me with that disgusting mouth if you could.”


  Because those words were the first things he heard the moment he opened the door. 


  “…”


  He detested the black dragon and similarly, the black dragon also hated himself. Considering their relationship, it was obvious that having to stick to each other when going outside wasn’t very well-received by either of them. 


  “How’s your body.”


  “…”


  “Answer me.”


  “…”


  “Or there will be no going outside today.”


  Myu didn’t move her lips. She looked up and threw him a short glance.


  “It has gotten better.”


  “Right. It shouldn’t be getting worse.”


  Her dragon heart and the Origin Fragment had to recover a bit more before the next experiment.


  “I’ve already applied for a leave on the way. We can go out whenever you want to but I’ll only allow up to half a day. Is there anywhere you want to go?”


  “…”


  Myu pondered.


  Where would she try to go?


  He could easily guess the location.


  Hatchlings being similar to humans was because of the short span of experience and time they had built up. However, a one-time experience became an everlasting memory in the unforgetting memories of adult dragons. 


  Due to becoming numb to stimulation, what adult dragons wished for tended to be bigger sources of stimulation.


  In other words, they were generally dirty and disgusting things.


  “I’ve wandered through dimensions for a long time. Ever since I was very little.”


  That was when Myu started talking about things he wasn’t even curious about. 


  “After coming to Earth… I found out that this mysterious world contained things that I had never seen or heard of.”


  It was what everyone including Chaliovan who came from different dimensions always said about Earth. Her words were going in one of his ears, going out the other, but Myu continued rambling reminiscently while gazing off into a distance. 


  “I’ve found some worlds with technology where magic coexisted with cogs. But a world this advanced in technology was a first.”


  “…”


  “Even I, as a dragon, was seeing it for the first time, and yet the humans of this land lived without even appreciating it. I found that intriguing and judged that this world was one that was worth settling in to end my hundreds of years of travel. My plan was to quietly stay in a corner after making a nest and explore the new world.”


  He was only half-listening but he could still guess what she was trying to say. 


  That long introduction was to put the blame on Yu Jitae who had ruined it.


  “And what.”


  “…”


  “Just get to the main point. So where do you want to go.”


  Myu was similar to 5,000 year-old adult dragons in terms of strength, but she said with her own mouth that she was between 500 to 1,000 years old. 


  It was obvious where dragons of that age would head to. With that in mind, the Regressor was thinking of all the dirty places that it could ask for.


  But after some hesitation, 


  Myu talked about a completely unexpected location.


  “……A museum.”


  *


  Myu wanted to have a look at the chronological development of Earth’s technology. That’s why she wanted to head to a museum but she didn’t know which museum to go to.


  A museum…


  The Regressor thought to himself. The ‘technology of other dimensions’ that she had seen were probably those worlds that developed cogs, weaved cotton with tools and had oil pressure at best.


  In other words, they were around the 18th~19th Century on Earth, similar to the technological state during the Industrial Revolution. 


  Thus, Yu Jitae decided to show the technological and scientific development that happened during the 19th~20th Century. Fortunately, there happened to be a museum in Paris that had gathered evidence on the modern development history that went all the way until the 20th Century.


  That should be enough.


  And if she enjoyed it, it was easy to find what to do on her next leave. He just had to show the scientific skills developed in the 20th~21st Century. 


  Yu Jitae took Myu, who hid her appearance with a mask and a cap, and went to Paris. There were not many things that he had to do. The first thing he did was to hire a guide because he didn’t want to talk to her all day.


  “What you see here is a replica of the tin foil phonograph that Thomas Edison had invented in 1877.”


  He introduced her as a ‘girl from an uncivilised tribe who knew nothing about the world’ to the guide and because he didn’t want to walk next to her, he left a few steps between them and monitored her movement.


  “A phonograph? What is that?”


  Myu very much acted like a normal person, like the time she first met Yu Jitae.


  “Firstly, let me show you how it works.”


  The guide touched the replica on display and said while turning the handle, “Welcome to Paris full of wonders!”


  In that instant, Myu’s heart reacted. She observed the machine with her acute senses but tilted her head, because she didn’t sense any mana from it.


  – Welcome to Paris full of wonders!


  “Ah.”


  Myu appeared startled. It was an impressive fabrication which momentarily deceived even him. 


  “Were you surprised?”


  “…”


  “A phonograph is a device that saves sound. Do you see this needle here? Sound has a vibration and the vibration gets transmitted here to swing the needle. And the needle leaves the vibration as a record down on the spinning cylinder.”


  “…”


  “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.”


  Like Yeorum staring at a good weapon and Kaeul looking at new macarons, Myu’s eyes flickered with light.


  “Is the recording function on the watch based on similar principles?” she asked.


  “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…”


  The guide continued with the explanations.


  Starting from the wireless telegraph over the Atlantic (1901), controllable gliders (1902), penicillin (1929), magnetic tapes (1931) and jet engines (1940) to the first computer Colossus (1943).


  All the way to the satellite Sputnik (1957), which humanity managed to send off through the atmosphere.


  As if possessed, Myu followed the guide and listened to his explanations, seeming very satisfied. 


  She also bought a replica of a controllable glider as a toy/souvenir. Myu wanted to buy more but Yu Jitae stopped her.


  “Why can I not get more?”


  He was uncomfortable seeing Myu’s undisguised expressions of joy.


  “There’s no money.”


  “You are not a beggar or anything. Do you not have money for a single toy?”


  “Of course I have money.”


  “Then?”


  “But I have none to use for you.”


  “I wish you go kill yourself.”


  Like a child, Yu Jitae’s emotions were unstable. Thinking back on black dragons disgusted him but the fact that she was a precious ‘experimentable subject’ that he had found after a long time made him think that it would be fine to do 1% of what he would do to the kids.


  This too might be a thought that he earned during his daily lives.


  Being uncertain of what to do like an average person.


  Before leaving the museum, Yu Jitae bought a toy replica of the satellite Sputnik and gave it to Myu.


  It was on a whim.


  “……What is this about?”


  But Myu looked at him with an indifferent look on her face and he had nothing to say in return. 


  When he didn’t say anything, Myu raised the toy Yu Jitae bought and chucked it down on the ground.


  Clank!


  It shattered into pieces and scattered.


  Yu Jitae endured the impulse to run up and grab her by the hair to similarly chuck her down towards the ground. 


  It was his fault for acting on a whim.


  “Let’s go.”


  The way back was uncomfortable for both of them and they said nothing to each other.


  But the problem was that he had bought two presents on a whim. He was going to hand them out one by one and there was now one still remaining in his hand.


  Sitting in the lounge of the warp station, Yu Jitae contemplated before giving it to her once again.


  It was a small phonograph toy. It didn’t actually operate like a phonograph and was just a toy that recorded sound like a recorder that looked like one.


  “Throw this too if you don’t like it.”


  “…”


  Myu, who was sitting a seat away from him, did not receive the small gift. Therefore, he placed it on the empty seat between them and completely shut his mind off it. He was no longer curious whether she even received it or not.


  Yu Jitae read the newspaper with his watch and waited for their turn at the warp station before heading to the Association.


  “For my first ever date with a male, it was a mess.”


  And when they arrived back at the Association, Myu suddenly gave him a grade which Yu Jitae was naturally not even interested in.


  “And what about that. Huh?”


  “…Never mind. Why would I bother. Leave.”


  Myu said while shaking her fingers.


  “Obediently stay here till I come back.”


  “Hope you eat shit.”


  “Unless you want a hole in your head.”


  Leaving behind Myu who was raising her middle finger in the new isolation room, Yu Jitae turned around. Their first leave that was as uncomfortable as it could have been, thus came to an end.


  *


  Left alone inside the room, Myu took the phonograph out of her pocket and quietly stared at it.


  Black dragons placed a lot of importance on new experiences.


  Seeing a ‘machine’ that operated without a single movement in mana was similar to seeing magic in a world without magic. 


  “…”


  So this little thing here, copies sound without using any mana?


  Thinking that, Myu carefully pressed on the record button.


  Ding–


  ***


  He was done with most of the work.


  Because there was something he had to convey to Zhuge Haiyan, he looked for her at her personal office and saw something bizarre.


  Inside Zhuge Haiyan’s office, Bom was doing something with Zhuge Haiyan in front of her.


  “Ah, welcome. Chief Season.”


  Startled by the sudden visit of the Prophet, Zhuge Haiyan stood up and saluted him. He saluted back before turning towards what Bom was carrying in her hands.


  She was holding a thin brush, which had been used to draw near the eyes. In other words, it seemed that Bom had been doing make-up for Zhuge Haiyan.


  “Hello, Season.”


  “What has brought you here.”


  “Nn. I was helping Haiyan-unni with some make-up.”


  “Make-up?”


  …Haiyan-unni?


  Zhuge Haiyan awkwardly let out a smile after sensing his gaze.


  “It’s nothing much but I coincidentally came across Miss Soothsayer at the cafeteria around lunch time. After some conversation, we realised our personalities matched mysteriously well. So we thought of having tea and… I even talked about the marriage meeting that I told you about in the morning.”


  “Apparently, things have gone very well for unni today.”


  Bom said with a chuckle. Zhuge Haiyan turned towards her with an embarrassed smile with intimacy oozing out of her gaze.


  Yu Jitae was sceptical due to various reasons. In his 90 years of service at the Association, Yu Jitae had never gotten that close to Zhuge Haiyan; not a single time. He had always been thinking of her as a human computer so seeing something like that out of her was mysterious and the process of Bom getting that close to her was also something he became curious about. 


  “Ahh. And apparently they are going to meet in secret during the Association’s dinner event tonight.”


  “That was meant to be a secret.”


  “Aht, sorry…”


  Bom and Zhuge Haiyan looked at each other before giggling out loud. They looked very close and intimate.


  When Bom turned her eyes back towards him, he sensed the same intimacy that was in Zhuge Haiyan’s gaze from her eyes.


  The time he had spent with Myu, and the gaze he felt from her at times, must have really been uncomfortable, judging from how it was so relaxing to receive her gaze.


  “And, by the way, Season.”


  “Yes. What is it.”


  “If you have time tonight…”


  Before continuing with her words, Bom wetted her lips a little. She appeared to have no idea about it but it was a habit he noticed after spending years together. 


  She seemed relaxed. Her eyes were calm and her voice was the same as usual.


  But when she does that and uses her small tongue to lick her lips like a cat…


  “Would you like to come with me to the command centre’s dinner event today?”


  That was when she was nervous.


  Episode 93: First Experience (5)


  “Let me double-check the schedule.”


  Why is she nervous?


  It started off as a small doubt. But as he continued thinking about it, he discovered various strange points among her recent actions. 


  These days, Bom had gotten very close to the members of his office including Kang Ahjin. Going around the Association, she started meeting people and learning work and now she was even doing make-up for Zhuge Haiyan. 


  It was in stark contrast to how she would usually act around people. Was she simply trying to find more to do after getting used to working at the Association?


  He continued thinking as his doubt gradually increased in size.


  Bom always moved based on deliberate calculations. She always acted after thinking and never the other way around.


  Kang Ahjin. Zhuge Haiyan.


  And the agents of the office that she became closer to by approaching them first: Isabella Kampavic, Wei Hongwei, Patricia Mosca, Gretta Jenecamp, Iyana Goradia…


  What was the thing in common between these agents who were different in both race and nationality?


  “…”


  Yu Jitae felt slightly uncomfortable.


  They all happened to be female.


  *


  “Could you come with me for a little.”


  “If there is something you would like to say, of course Season.”


“Get in the car.”


  “Yes oppa.”


  He took Bom to the underground parking lot and got in the car.


  “Bom. Is there something happening these days?”


  “No?”


  “Why do you suddenly want to go to their dinner event.”


  “Are we not allowed to go if there’s nothing wrong?”


  The fragments of his doubt were too far apart to connect into one piece. 


  “Why have you become so proactive these days.”


  “Can’t I?”


  “It is weird though. It has already been several months since you’ve joined the Association and you were putting a distance between you and them to match your image of a soothsayer.”


  “Yes. But I think I’ve been too indifferent to my surroundings.”


  Indifferent?


  “What do you mean.”


  “Hmm… I suddenly had this thought a few days ago. I think I’ve been living my whole life staring inside a cylinder.”


  “Inside a cylinder?”


  “Yes. Like the core of a tissue roll or a straw. It’s nice to focus and look at one thing through it but that makes it impossible to look at the surroundings. And when the thing you were staring at through the cylinder disappears, you immediately lose track of it.”


  He couldn’t understand her words but there seemed to be no reason to continue with this QnA. 


  Her words were false according to the [Eyes of Equilibrium (SS)]. Having a false for the answer meant that her response wasn’t an authentic one that stemmed from her sincere thoughts. 


  “Bom. Are you hiding something from me?”


  “Nothing these days.”


  True.


  “Are you trying to do something behind my back?”


  “How and why would I do something behind your back, oppa.”


  True.


  “Don’t misunderstand my words and reply as comfortably as you want to. Are you planning on hurting someone?”


  “No?”


  True.


  Soon, her lips formed a pout as a sullen look appeared on her face.


  “Why would I suddenly hurt someone. What a weird question…”


  “Sorry if that offended you.”


  “I’m not that much of a psycho, you know…”


  “I’ve never once thought of you as a psychopath.”


  In any case, if Yu Jitae knew everything and she had no plans of hurting other people, it shouldn’t be a problem.


  He decided to let go of those doubts for now.


  “Are you coming to the dinner later?”


  “You wanted me to go, didn’t you. Then I will.”


  Bom once again licked her lower lips.


  “Okay.”


  ***


  That night.


  The command centre’s dinner was held at a wine bar. Rather than a formal one, it was for people that liked socialising to come for a chat and was more similar to an in-company party than a formal dinner.


  Naturally, the higher-ups like the Five Transcendents and Chaliovan weren’t here today.


  Because of that, Yu Jitae who was swirling his wine glass at the corner wearing a business shirt and a tie was a difficult person to approach for them. He was like a professor who came to a university party of students. 


  It was evident by how some of the agents awkwardly greeted him before immediately going further away.


  Despite the prevalence of human death these days, it was still straight after a huge incident so the people weren’t very rowdy. They dropped their business mindset a little to share some conversations about their personal lives.


  There was one person who gathered the eyes of everyone present. 


  It was none other than Bom.


  “Haru! Can I please sit next to you?”


  “Yes. Of course, unni.”


  “Miss Soothsayer. The thing you told me last time was such a great help.”


  “Wow really?”


  “Would you like to have some tteokbokki together when we have time?”


  “I would love to…”


  Her connection wasn’t limited to the 5th command room agents. It included many people from other departments so various women naturally began to gather around Bom.


  There was definitely something in her mind.


  It was then that his eyes met with hers through the gap between the crowd. 


  Her hair was done up. Not a single blemish could be found on her skin despite her sitting under the lights. A black choker was around her neck and a thin layer of make-up was on her face.


  On top of that, she was wearing a white babydoll dress. It was rare for her to put so much effort into dressing herself.


  “But Haru, how come you never wore clothes like these until now?”


  “Right… you really look fantastic today.”


  “You look just like a doll. Where did you get these clothes from?”


  There were so many people bustling near Bom but she still sent sincere gazes to each and every one of them and naturally continued with the conversation like flowing water.


  The fragrance of nature softly spread from her. Her clear voice was a delight to listen to and her beautiful eyes bewitchingly gathered their gazes.


  Everyone that was talking to her became engrossed in Bom. 


  As time passed and people got more comfortable at the dinner, Bom slowly stood up from her seat.


  “Excuse me.”


  “Nn? Where are you going?”


  “I asked him to come, but he’s sitting alone so…”


  Some of the people that just discovered Season were quite surprised. They wanted to follow Bom and have more conversations but none of them were willing to share the same table with Prophet Season. Even Kang Ahjin wasn’t very willing because it was burdensome. 


  “How come you are alone on such a fine night?”


  But there were still many ears on them so Bom maintained the appearance of a mysterious soothsayer despite being alone with him. 


  “I believe you were enjoying yourself. There is no need to be concerned about me, as I feel more comfortable staying alone.”


  And so did Yu Jitae.


  “But you’ve come a long way. Would you like a glass with me?”


  “Yes. Of course.”


  In that dark area with the only source of light being the dim lamp, as the LP disk in the turntable played a heavy yet slow melody,


  Clink.


  Yu Jitae and Bom clinked their glasses.


  He expected Bom to leave after that but she remained in her seat. As he was wondering what she was trying to do, Bom rested her chin on her two hands and gazed at Yu Jitae with her usual eyes.


  It was different from the eyes she showed at the Association.


  Her eyes were slanted in the shape of the character ‘eight’ (八) and she deeply stared at him as if she was gazing into the depths of his soul.


  Quietly, she stayed like that.


  “…”


  That silence, for some reason, felt like the start of a certain event. That was what the Regressor’s intuition told him. Whenever this girl who was like a nine-tailed fox did strange things, there tended to be reasons regardless of whether he knew them or not. 


  In other words,


  Something was going to start.


  Her head was tilted to the side and her eyes that deeply stared at him curved like bows. Her smiling lips opened, before coming to a close. After some hesitation, she barely voiced it out.


  “……Thanks for everything.”


  That was what Bom suddenly said.


  “It’s thanks to you that I’ve become happy.”


  “Please don’t worry about it.”


  Was it a simple sentence of gratitude or was there some other intention behind it? He knew that something had begun but had no idea what it was.


  That was when Bom covered her mouth in slight surprise.


  “Ah… sorry. Was that a slip of a tongue?”


  In any case, Yu Jitae had to show respect to Bom within the Association for her authority.


  “By no means. It was sudden, but it’s okay.”


  “I must be drunk. But it’s not made up. I’ve always, wanted to say this to you…”


  “It’s an honour.”


  Bom breathed in and out, going ‘huu, huu’.


  “Apparently you become sober faster if you breathe in and out like this. Huu, huu…”


  “Isn’t that a superstition?”


  “Is it? Huu…”


  He decided to stealthily show his doubt.


  “You seem to be in a very good mood today. Did something good happen? You also seem to have drunk more than usual.”


  (Why do you act so drunk.)


  Usually, Bom tended to reply connotatively whenever he asked such questions.


  “There are many good things of course. It’s good talking to such awesome people, and sitting in front of you like this also…”


  But her response was different today and she actually seemed drunk.


  “If you have drunk too much, how about you stop drinking now.”


  “Nn… It’s fine. So what, if we get slightly tipsy?”


  “A drunken tongue blurts out wrong words, and the body tends to behave disgracefully. It concerns me that it might dishonour your face.”


  (If you’re really drunk, then stop it right now.)


  There was no way that the clever Bom wouldn’t have understood the meaning behind his words, but she shakily shook her head.


  “Noo? That doesn’t logically make sense, because I’m not drunk.”


  “You seem to have relaxed yourself too much.”


  “Huhuh… I’m not a one-year-old child. I can control it and besides, I don’t drink like this anywhere else. But, isn’t it fine to get a little tipsy today?”


  “Why would that be fine?”


  “Because, you are with me by my side…”


  It was a sweet-sounding word that was pleasant to the ears. In fact, it did ease his mood and soothe his heart that was starting to be filled with suspicion.


  On the other hand, he still couldn’t understand what she was trying to do.


  What exactly was wrong with her? Bom however, did not allow him the time to think about it.


  “You can’t leave by yourself.”


  “Of course, I’ll never.”


  “Nn…”


  Yu Jitae changed his mind.


  Maybe Bom really was drunk and was saying anything that was going through her mind. Thinking that, he deemed it necessary to end it here in order to maintain her dignity as the Soothsayer.


  Clink–


  Their glasses collided once again and he drank the wine in one go.


  Afterwards, he opened his mouth trying to suggest that they leave now but that was when Bom put something into his open mouth. It was a canapé that they had ordered to have alongside the wine. A cracker with cheese, cream and fruit on top.


  Slightly surprised, he looked at Bom as she continued staring at him with a smile.


  Bom trying to feed him food was something that she had been doing for a long time. However, this was the Association and Yu Jitae was Prophet Season and yet Bom had treated him very much like how she would in their daily lives.


  “How does it taste? I tried it, but it was really delicious.”


  He quietly crunched the thing that was in his mouth while feeling intensified gazes from the surroundings.


  The glances that were occasionally being sent towards their way had suddenly changed into explicit and open gazes.


  Let alone Kang Ahjin and Zhuge Haiyan, the members of the 5th command room and the ladies that Bom had befriended recently as well as some of the male agents were all staring at Yu Jitae and Bom with eyes filled with intrigue and curiosity.


  Don’t tell me she…


  “So I immediately thought of you. And wanted to let you try it…”


  Only then did Yu Jitae realise it.


  Her words finally resolved all his doubts.


  The reason why Bom suddenly approached Kang Ahjin and Zhuge Haiyan to get closer to them. The reason why she left the impression of a wagging puppy to others to make that relationship seem natural, and lastly the reason why she repeatedly expressed her affection towards him while pretending to be drunk.


  All the scattered puzzle pieces finally came together.


  Monsters that hunted in hordes tended to gather the food they hunted into one place and apply their thick saliva on it to ensure their foods won’t be mixed up. It was like labelling the food and was called ‘marking’.


  Similarly, piss was also used to mark territory that implied to others, ‘This is mine, and this is my territory so do not come over’. Taking that approach, Yu Jitae finally understood Bom’s actions as well as why she intentionally waited for everyone to settle before coming to him.


  Bom was marking him as her territory.


  Episode 93: First Experience (6)


  For a long time, Bom gazed at Yu Jitae with deeply immersed eyes that anyone could tell. She expressed her trust in Yu Jitae, talked about her happiness and lastly, she naturally fed him food.


  Not a single expression among that process was explicit but was enough to widen the eyes of the onlookers. Anyone could make a guess after seeing her attitude.


  ‘Oh my, oh my…’


  ‘Are those two, in that sort of relationship?’


  The relationship between the two of them had always been one of the big questions inside the Association.


  Prophet Season, who suddenly appeared at the Association and violently jolted the executives, and later appeared like an omnipotent god, and the young and beautiful Soothsayer Haru that was brought by him.


  They came at different times of the day but were always together when going off work, and they were more than often riding in the same car.


  None of them dared to ask them about their relationship but everyone could still guess that they were very close. Some of them exercised their imaginations and likened them to a princess and a bodyguard that frequently appeared in fairy tales.


  Their doubts that had been gradually increasing in size were finally answered.


  ‘Uwah… what did I see just then?’


  ‘Maybe they really are lovers…’


  That was when Yu Jitae modified his mana into a very thin and secretive string and shot it towards Bom. It was a mimicry of the long-distance communication skill [Silent Noise].


  He transmitted his thoughts.


  ‘Bom. What are you doing.’


  ‘You called me selfish didn’t you…’


  Her reply brought up some of his memories. Back when things happened with Carrot Girl, Yu Jitae consoled Bom but also reprimanded her for being selfish.


  Bom’s emotions had gotten the best of her, and she ended up ruining a lot of things. It was similar to a child’s rapid change in mood and was considerably violent as well. A selfishness at that level could harm other people and could be poisonous to her in the future so he wholeheartedly rebuked her by calling her selfish.


  What was her response back then?


  – …You, are making me selfish.


  Through the string, Bom explained. She said she wanted to chase ‘certain women’ out of the Association but couldn’t so, so she befriended everyone.


  ‘Sorry oppa. I can fix everything else, but this is something I cannot change.’


  And in front of the eyes of such ‘friends’, she furtively announced that Season was hers.


  ‘Maybe I really am selfish…’


  Yu Jitae was inwardly quite amazed.


  He knew Bom was skilled at social interactions, but he hadn’t expected it to be at this level. For better or for worse, the news would now spread and people would remind each other of their relationship, and discourage anyone from approaching him.


  There probably wouldn’t have been any woman approaching Yu Jitae already, but this would give Bom the certainty. Besides, her actions just then were extremely exquisite and stuck to the level that wouldn’t cost her any authority.


  Despite her jealousy, Bom managed to perfectly control her emotions and the situation to get what she wanted.


  It was remarkably well-organised, but there were also concerning points in this situation.


  ‘Bom. I asked you before whether you were doing something behind my back or not. You told me there was none.’


  ‘I was just, trying to make friends…’


  In the end, it was true that she wasn’t intentionally hiding it from him nor trying to deceive him.


  ‘That’s not a friend in the true meaning of the word is it. You should’ve let me know at least if this was what you were going to do, and ask for permission beforehand. One mistake and all your authority that we had excruciatingly built up could have crumbled.’


  ‘Yes…’


  ‘However you did pull it off without a problem. You probably know yourself so I’ll stop with the nagging.’


  Bom nodded. With drooping eyes, she silently gazed at the reddish-black wine inside her glass.


  ‘But what pushed you into doing something like this. That’s what I’m curious about.’


  She replied with a gloomy look on her face.


  ‘Sorry. I can’t tell you that…’


  For some reason, she had a very melancholic look on her face so he stopped asking her questions.


  In any case, since things were already in this state, Yu Jitae decided to play along Bom’s strategy. Bom was sullenly lowering her head but that made her look as if she was dozing off on the outside. People were still throwing glances at them so Yu Jitae gently laid his hand on her small head, slowly pulled her head towards him and allowed her to rest on his shoulder.


  Startled, Bom’s heart pulsed out loud.


  *


  In fact, Yu Jitae had connections to other female superhumans as well. It was common for him to meet Jeanie Inssirem for matters related to the Tower of Mages and also sometimes conversed with the new chief aide of Chaliovan, ‘Armin’. 


  However, there was one reason why Bom only got close to Kang Ahjin and Zhuge Haiyan.


  Most of the Asians had black hair.


  *


  Time passed as more alcohol entered the systems of the attendees. 


  Bom pretended to be asleep for a little before getting up. Her eyes after waking up were evidently brighter than before.


  After that, she shared a conversation with him regarding how she spent time at the Association, and fed him canapé, cheese and crackers whenever she had the opportunity. 


  Her two eyes were fixed on Yu Jitae and her ears only listened to his words.


  And after sensing that Yu Jitae wanted to spend some time alone, she stood up and moved back to her seat but constantly thought about Yu Jitae on the way.


  After dropping all the complex thoughts, Yu Jitae felt a strange emotion during his chat with Bom. It felt as if the 1 square metre of space between them was Unit 301. 


  He pondered on what it could be and realised that it was probably ‘comfort’. It was intriguing because he had never felt comfortable just by being around certain people before.


  It might have been more obvious due to a comparison with the exceptionally uncomfortable time he spent with Myu in the morning. 


  Meanwhile, something interesting happened on the other side. After going back to her seat, Bom joined into the conversation of the 5th command room females that she had gotten close to. The women’s ages ranged from late 20s to 40s and their conversation topics were something else.


  “Huh? Miss Ahjin. You’ve never kissed before?”


  “Ah, yes…! Not yet.”


  “That’s because you are always in the office working. Shouldn’t you meet some men while you’re young?”


  “Is that how it is? I… am quite ambitious you see. So I feel going for romance on top of that is being overly ambitious? Or something like that.”


  “What’s your ambition?”


  “I want to become the future chairman of the Association!”


  ‘Hahaha. You’re crazy!’ They laughed. 


  Up till that point was fine and even Bom was gently smiling in the mix. It was part of her plan to get close to the people.


  But the problem was… that they had gotten too close. To the point that they could comfortably share conversations about male and female relationships.


  The conversation that started off with ‘kiss’ naturally became more and more blunt.


  “I’m telling you my first experience was horrendous.”


  “Why?”


  “My husband was 24 years old back then. And that must have been his first time as well. He didn’t know where was where, you know?”


  “Oh my, really?” “That’s so innocent and cute!”


  “No it is not! Do you know how much I…”


  Although Yu Jitae wasn’t interested in listening to others’ experiences, Bom being flustered in frank conversations like that was an amusing sight. So he decided to listen a little bit more.


  “Right. We were newlyweds back then. And he, would jump at me during breakfast, and jump at me at night after coming back from work…”


  “Oh my oh my…!” “Aigo, good times…”


  They continued with such unrestrained conversations. With a blank look on her face, Bom was only half-listening to the conversations and her vacant eyes were off focus. But that was when the arrowhead shifted towards her direction.


  “Um, hmm hmm.” “So, umm…”


  Hesitantly, they asked.


  “Haru. Can we ask you something?”


  “…Yes?”


  “Aye. Linda. Stop. Why would you ask something like that? She’s still too young!”


  “What? No she’s not that young. She said she’s turning 24 this year. That’s old enough to know everything these days!”


  “Eeng? Reallyy~?”


  An old Grade 4 agent who was a little bit more drunk than others asked with a knowing smile on her face.


  “Miss Soothsayer.”


  “Y, yes?”


  “Could you… tell us ‘that’, by any chance?”


  “Hmm, by that you mean…?”


  “Actually, there were a lot; a lot of people who were very curious until yesterday.”


  “About which?”


  “…About the relationship between Sir Prophet and Miss Soothsayer.”


  ‘Yes,’ ‘Right, right’. People nearby nodded in agreement. They appeared excited after just confirming it today.


  “Hmm, Those things, I don’t really know much about…”


  Questions flooded her the moment she shook her hands.


  “Ey, I don’t think so,” “Since you’re not denying it entirely… that means something did happen right?”


  “Hmm, umm… that…”


  Yu Jitae thought to himself.


  Whenever conversations like this were brought up in Unit 301 (because of Yeorum), Bom tended to ignore it. Why? It was because it was embarrassing since she had yet to build tolerance for such conversations. 


  “I think Miss Haru is a master at romance.”


  “Right. I saw her giving a lot of tips to Director Haiyan.”


  “Really?”


  “I mean… she’s so pretty so how many men would she have around her…?”


  “…I, I have none.”


  Bom, who had instigated such conversations in order to comprehend the concurrent relationships of the people inside the Association, was instead put in an awkward spot in those conversations.


  She had fallen into her own trap.


  “No. But you always go off work together so I thought something must have happened already!”


  “There’s nothing…”


  “I thought so too. You two look amazing together by the way!”


  “Ah, thank y…”


  “So so so! Have you held hands? Wait, actually! You were leaning on him before so… have you kissed?”


  “Hmm, hmm…”


  “Aye. Of course she has. Didn’t you see how they were lovey-dovey before?” “Right.” “Maybe Season is unexpectedly extremely sweet when they’re alone?” “Oh my oh my…”


  “…”


  One of them even whispered to her by using mana.


  ‘How are things at night…?’


  Bom was startled. Not knowing what to do, she fidgeted and was at the brink of tears.


  Yu Jitae felt amused seeing a fox fall into its own trap. 


  Meanwhile, the women laughed after seeing the embarrassed Bom but did not cross the line. They did not cross the line that Bom had drawn which meant that her authority was growing stronger despite them being relaxed around her. 


  Soon, Bom gave him the SOS sign. She tapped her watch, and it seemed that she had sent him a message.


  His watch soon vibrated but he did not bother checking it. When Bom sometimes glared at him, he looked away and later even turned off the watch because of all the constant vibrations.


  “Excuse me, let me head to the bathroom…”


  “Ah. I wanted to go as well. Let’s go together!”


  “Sorry? Ah…”


  Her plan to escape failed. Even after coming back from the bathroom, they continued on a similar topic. Only when it was becoming pitiful to watch did Yu Jitae interject and pull Bom out of the mix to go back. 


  *


  They teleported and headed straight to the residential area of Lair.


  On the way back,


  “Your watch must be broken.”


  Bom, who had been silently forming a pout, suddenly began mumbling.


  “It’s perfectly fine.”


  “Then my messages must have evaporated…”


  Feeling amused, Yu Jitae closed his mouth but Bom continued reproaching him.


  “Like, why didn’t you help me? You were listening the whole time.”


  “No I wasn’t.”


  “I know you were. It’s too much… Here I’m so embarrassed I feel like dying and yet you’re just watching from the side. It was impossible for me to leave by myself in that situation you know…”


  Bom was sincerely grumbling which was quite a rare sight. Thinking that a kid was still a kid, he asked.


  “How is it embarrassing.”


  “You really don’t know…?”


  “Just ignore it. You’re good at it aren’t you?”


  “But…”


  She stopped talking so he turned and looked at her.


  Bom’s expression was as remarkable as a piece of art. She glared at Yu Jitae with a resentful gaze before widening her eyes into circles and bending her eyebrows into the shape of the character ‘eight’ (八). She clenched her lips and faintly dropped her head.


  Soon, she reopened her mouth with a sigh.


  “It makes me visualise it in my mind…”


  Of course.


  It seemed that visualising the candid personal matters of others that she didn’t even want to know about, was a burdensome thing to do. 


  After that, Bom walked a few steps behind him and focused her gaze on the watch. She seemed quite sulky and didn’t say a single word until they arrived back at home.


  Walking alone, Yu Jitae did not smile.


  He had never smiled when alone but throughout the entire way back, he was amused.


  *


  “…Please, help me with this homework.”


  “Alright.”


  After returning to Unit 301 and while helping Gyeoul with her homework, he looked at his watch and finally checked the messages that he hadn’t seen before. Seeing the messages made him feel amused yet again.


  [Yu Bom: Oppa]
[Yu Bom: Oppppa]
[Yu Bom: #Ahjussi #Oppa #Yu Jitae]
[Yu Bom: Please save me]
[Yu Bom: Let me out]
[Yu Bom: Help mee]
[Yu Bom: Please T.T]
[Yu Bom: Why aren’t you reading my messages]
[Yu Bom: Helppp]


  He could sense the urgency from her messages. 


  But underneath that, he saw more messages that were sent at a different time. They were sent several minutes ago, meaning that Bom had sent further messages on their way back.


  [Yu Bom: Just letting you know, I’m not a naughty child]
[Yu Bom: I really wasn’t thinking about anything weird]
[Yu Bom: T.T]


  What did this ‘naughty child’ here mean? Yu Jitae belatedly sent a reply.


  [Me: Think about what]


  [Yu Bom: I don’t know. Don’t talk to me today…]


  He immediately received the reply message. 


  He thought she must be sincerely upset, but that was when he suddenly remembered her words from before.


  – It makes me visualise it in my mind…


  …


  …?


  Episode 94: Umbrella (1)


  Tap, tap.


  “Uunng…”


  Kaeul groaned. Something was tapping her on her face and it was most definitely Chirpy. 


  The baby chicken tended to sing in the morning when it was time for Kaeul to wake up. It would sing, chirp chirp~♫, telling her that the sun was up and that she should wake up.


  Tap tap. But today, it did nothing but tap.


  “Uung. 5 more minutes…”


  Whatever the case, Kaeul stretched out her hand, trying to hug the baby chicken. It was a habit. Chirpy had the softest fur in the world so it was tender and soft to hug.


  However, Chirpy avoided her hand.


  “…?”


  When her hand found nothing but the air, Kaeul opened her eyes in wonder and saw the baby chicken staring at herself.


  They looked at each other for a few seconds. Chirpy did not approach or act cute like it always did. It merely gazed at Kaeul.


  As if it was viewing a work of art; as if trying to etch the scenery into its head as much as possible.


  After a few more seconds,


  Kaeul’s hazy eyes became increasingly wider.


  ***


  “Unni.”


  “Yeah.”


  It was a rare weekend at Unit 301 with everyone gathered. Yeorum had returned from Europe after a 2-week training with a ranker and Kaeul was resting at home, after applying for a leave due to not being able to find any meaning from further schooling. 


  Sheek– sheek–


  Sitting on the terrace, Yeorum was sharpening the edge of her sword with a whetting stone.


  “Because we are dragons…”


  “Yeah.”


  “We will live a lot longer than others, yeah?”


  “By a few thousand more years, yes.”


  “Then, all the organisms around us will die before us, right?”


  Sheek… Yeorum stopped her hands and turned around to face her younger sister.


  Kaeul’s voice was a lot calmer than usual. After staring at her for a while, Yeorum opened her mouth while moving her hands again.


  “I guess so? Elves, who live the longest, only live up to a thousand years while only a handful of demons and devils can live up to a thousand years. Most of them would die and vanish before us.”


  “I see…”


  “Why.”


  “I just thought that would be very heart-wrenching.”


  “Is that so?”


  “Don’t you think so, unni?”


  “Not really.”


  “Why? If everyone you get close to dies first, how would you easily befriend anyone? When you have to send them off in the end?”


  “That might be true, but,”


  Yeorum calmly moved her hands and her voice was as tranquil as her hands.


  “Can’t you just befriend someone new then?”


  “…”


  There was a fundamental difference in their personalities. Unable to find the answer she wanted, Kaeul was about to stand up but that was when Yeorum stood up first and inserted the sword into the sheathe.


  “Why are you asking that all of a sudden.”


  “Nothing really…”


  “Oi. Yu Kaeul. You really don’t act like a dragon, do you.”


  “Uun?”


  “What kind of dragon ever worries about such a thing? Other people dying and disappearing; is that something to be that sad about?”


  “Do you never feel that way?”


  “Of course not. I don’t care. No matter who dies and disappears.”


  After some contemplation, Kaeul opened her mouth.


  “What if that someone was our ahjussi?”


  “What?”


  “Ahjussi is an amazing human, but he’s still a ‘human’. He can’t live for thousands of years in Providence so in the end he would die before us…”


  “Wait, fuck. What’s with this sudden shit.”


  “But, that’s true right…? Will you really not feel sad even when that happens, unni?”


  Yeorum said with a frown.


  “Are you sick or something?”


  “No?”


  “Fucking go away. Stop saying weird shit like that.”


  “Okay.”


  Despite her words, Yeorum pushed her to the side and walked into the living room first. In the process, her feet came to a stop and she pondered for a bit before adding more words. 


  “Your life must be so laid back. To have time to worry about meaningless stuff like that.”


  Her words were sharp. They contained sharp blades themselves.


  “What do you mean…?”


  “No, never mind.”


  Kaeul asked in surprise but Yeorum’s voice soon softened. Raising her hand, Yeorum repeatedly ran her fingers through her hair.


  “Did I say something wrong?” Kaeul asked.


  “No.”


  “If I didn’t, then why…?”


  Yeorum didn’t say anything back but she appeared as if she was holding in her anger. Seeing that, Kaeul was quite sad. Because for her, it was a really important and serious topic.


  “Sorry if I somehow made you upset…”


  But Kaeul knew Yeorum was slightly more sensitive than usual after returning from Europe so she apologised first. Soon, Yeorum heaved a small sigh before adding more words.


  “Anyways, I’ve never thought about things like that in depth, nor do I want to. I have my own problems to solve so I have nothing to tell you.”


  “Uun.”


  “Ask Yu Jitae or Yu Bom for something like that.”


  “Uun……”


  Saying that, Yeorum walked away but Kaeul didn’t go back in. Leaning on the wall of the terrace, she gazed off into a distance.


  Chirpy was always looking in this direction every morning.


  What did that child see from here? Even with the eyes of a dragon, she couldn’t see it.


  Back when she was young, her mother told Kaeul while hugging her that dragons were a ‘glorious race’.


  ‘…’


  But after actually coming out and experiencing the world, Kaeul started to think otherwise. There were still a lot of things that she did not know.


  Bigger questions like the one she asked Yeorum and what she herself had to do, as well as smaller questions like the reason behind Yeorum’s irritation were both things that Kaeul could not answer.


  Blankly gazing off into a distance like that abruptly resurfaced the memories of the time an elder of the race passed away. 


  It was probably the mother of the father of the father of her mother. She didn’t really know her but she did see her several times and had shared some conversations while walking to places hand-in-hand.


  So Kaeul was relatively shocked after hearing that she had passed away.


  – She has gone in accordance with Providence.


  On the way back after the funeral, Kaeul in her mother’s embrace felt her emotions.


  – It is nothing to be sad about.


  Her mother said despite her sorrow.


  ***


  Going into the living room, she found Bom cutting apples by herself.


  “Hello, Kaeul. Do you want some apples?”


  “Nn? I’m fine…”


  She was going back into her room with swaggering steps when Bom suddenly pushed forth an apple with her fork.


  “Here. Just have it.”


  “I’m fin…”


  The fragrance of the apple was very sweet. Both sweet and fragrant.


  She felt slightly dejected seeing her own self that was still chasing after food in a situation like this.


  “Thank you.”


  Taking the apple by the fork, Kaeul was about to walk back into her room but Bom’s voice stopped her in her tracks.


  “Kaeul. You have something you’re worried about?”


  “Uun?”


  “Come here. Let me hear it.”


  Who told her that? Thought Kaeul, because she had only expressed her concerns to one person.


  Bom grabbed her hands and pulled her towards the sofa as Kaeul vacantly sat next to her on the sofa.


  “Like, umm. Well, it’s not that big of a concern but…”


  She couldn’t readily ask the question because there were too many ears in the living room. Sensing her agony, Bom pulled her by the hands and brought her into her room. Closing the door, she expanded the alternate dimension to cut off sound. 


  Only then was Kaeul able to start the topic with a sigh.


  “Unni. We live longer than other races, right.”


  “Yeah?”


  “If we get close to beings that are not dragons… they’ll definitely die before we do, right?”


  “That’s true.”


  “How would you feel, unni?”


  “Well…”


  “Wouldn’t you feel sad?”


  Bom said after thinking about the answer.


  “It would depend on who it is.”


  “Right. If it’s someone precious, it would be more heart-wrenching the more precious they are. So what should we do then? In fact, is it fine to get close to others in the first place then?”


  “What makes you question that?”


  “Because the closer we get, the more painful the time of separation will be.”


  Bom shook her head.


  “Am I wrong…?”


  “No. Kaeul. Everything you said is correct.”


  “…”


  Kaeul was slightly disappointed by the answer. In a corner of her mind, she wanted her to say no, hoping that the smart Bom-unni would give her a different answer and a new direction. 


  “In your life, you will meet people, get closer to them, but there will be inevitable times of separation as well.”


  “What if we don’t get closer to anyone?”


  “We can’t because our mothers are the same as well. Your mother must have lived a few thousand years more than you, right?”


  Kaeul’s eyes widened into circles.


  That was true… it wasn’t limited to just beings other than dragons.


  Some dragons, despite being dragons, will still disappear before she did. It was such an obvious fact and yet she had never considered it that way until now, so Kaeul began to feel sad.


  In her life, she would definitely lose her mother one day…


  “Kaeul. We call ourselves ‘people’ similar to humans.”


  “Uun? Uun…”


  “Because everyone that leads a life is similar. Everyone must bid farewell to other people one day.”


  With a sad pair of eyes, Bom caressed her by the forehead.


  “There’s nothing we can do about it.”


  Her response sounded powerless.


  “That too is life, so we must accept it.”


  It was an extremely weak sentence. Kaeul still couldn’t understand it, so she asked about something extreme like she did to Yeorum.


  “Is that it? Just feel sad, accept and that’s it?”


  “What else can we do?”


  Kaeul pondered. In occasional conversations about families, Bom mentioned that she didn’t have a father and she seemed to have a bad relationship with her mother.


  The person she likes the most would be…


  “Unni, you like ahjussi don’t you.”


  Bom’s eyes widened into circles.


  “…Nn.”


  “Uun? Am I wrong?”


  “No. Go on. So?”


  “I really really like ahjussi as well right? But ahjussi is a human and he will die before us. When that happens, I think I will be extremely sad. What about you unni? Will you just accept the sadness and finish there?”


  “No.”


  “…Uun?”


  “I will die with him.”


  Bom said with a straight face.


  It did not sound like a joke at all. Kaeul suddenly remembered her emotions that she had received in the past and asked back in fright.


  “Are you serious…?”


  “Of course it’s a joke. Why are you so surprised?”


  After seeing her face turn jet black, Bom laughed out loud.


  Ah, so it was a joke.


  “Kaeul.”


  “Uun…”


  “There are many sad things in life. But us dragons apparently get numb to those feelings with age. We get used to the sadness.”


  “…”


  “It sounds a bit scary right? Because that means we have to weather through a lot of sad things.”


  “Uun…”


  “But, there’s nothing we can do. Even the dragons that die early live for at least 5,000 years. That’s the life that was prepared for us from birth.”


  Bom said with a bitter smile. Even then, they had to endure it, and live on despite the sadness.


  That was the fate of dragons, and;


  “…That’s our providence.”


  ***


  Kaeul learned two things from Bom.


  1. Separation is inevitable.


  2. You must accept it even if it hurts.


  Lastly, Kaeul decided to go to Yu Jitae after some hesitation.


  “Yeah. Come in.”


  He was in the study reading a newspaper with Gyeoul who was sitting on his lap but when Kaeul opened the door, Yu Jitae made Gyeoul leave the room. And facing her questioning gaze, he said, ‘I heard you had something you’re concerned about’.


  How did he know?


  After telling him everything she learned from Bom, she asked Yu Jitae about the things she wanted to ask.


  “Then how should we handle separation?”


  “How do you think we should handle it.”


  “…I, don’t really know.”


  Kaeul placed her hands on her chest.


  “Just thinking about it makes my heart ache. I don’t like pain, so I hope it’s never painful…”


  “So?”


  “So I thought about it. How about distancing ourselves before the separation?”


  “Distancing yourself?”


  “Yes. It hurts because they’re precious right? If they’re no longer precious, then wouldn’t it be easier at the time of separation?”


  Yu Jitae looked into her eyes and replied.


  “I don’t think so.”


  “What do we do then…?”


  Reminiscently, he opened his mouth.


  “If the problem is your heart aching, then you need to think it through. Sorrow lasts for some time but that’s it. It’s like a wound. With time, the blood stops and the wound closes. But some emotions really last a long time in your heart and endlessly pain people.”


  “What is it?”


  “It’s regret.”


  Kaeul blinked her eyes from the unexpected words.


  “Regret exceeds the scope of a wound and leaves a disability. It continues on and sometimes regrets suddenly appear long after the event. Even the wisest people will inevitably build up regret with more time. Because the past is unretrievable.”


  “I see…”


  Regret aches the heart. Even more so the pain of separation, it bitterly pierces a corner of one’s mind.


  “That is why the final moments must be decorated as beautifully as possible. At least that’s what I think.”


  “Do you ever have any regrets, ahjussi…?”


  “I used to have none.”


  “Then?”


  He didn’t reply and Kaeul too was soon immersed in her own thoughts.


  In deep contemplation, she did not open her mouth for a very long time. 


  Before long, tears budded around her eyes. She blinked her eyes for a bit before slightly raising her head towards the ceiling to stop them from falling down. They still threatened to travel down regardless so she lowered her gaze and stared at the ground this time. 


  Her fingers fidgeted without an end. With her right hand, she constantly touched her left index finger.


  She slowly walked towards him and he stood up from his seat after sensing what was happening.


  The child slowly reached her arms out and wrapped them around his neck. He bent his back to match his height with the child’s and returned a natural hug.


  “Is it time?”


  In his arms, Kaeul softly whispered with a lump in her throat.


  “Yes…”
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  However, Kaeul did not cry. She wiped a drop of tear with her hand and smiled awkwardly after separating from Yu Jitae.


  “Ah, ummm, I’m fine.”


  With a myriad of emotions in her mind, she opened her mouth.


  “Ahjussi told me before, right. To prepare for a good farewell…”


  Kaeul asked back then, on how there could possibly be a thing called a good farewell.


  “I did. Do you get it now?”


  “Noo… I still don’t really get it. But, I’ve prepared a lot for it.”


  She spent time with the baby chicken by investing a lot of time from her life. Meeting friends was her only source of entertainment but she recently applied for a leave at the school. On top of that she rejected the chance to live a steady and successful life as a superhuman.


  Kaeul had tried her best.


  “Yeah. I know.”


  “Then, this, should be a good farewell right?”


  In fact, he didn’t know what exactly a good farewell was either, and had no idea how to make a farewell good. However, he had seen Kaeul try as hard as she could throughout their time together so he replied without a sliver of hesitation.


  “Of course. Let’s continue preparing in the remaining time we have.”


  Kaeul nodded as her voice became a little brighter.


  “I should…! Actually one time, I went to a spirit beast cafe and you know what~? Every puppy there had a dog tag on their necks. Every one of them!”


  “Really? What about it though.”


  “Like you see~ Chirpy is a piggy so it’s hard to make a necklace for him. He’s also too fluffy; it looks weird.”


  “That’s not good. And yes, I guess it would strangle him if you put it around his neck.”


  “Right! That’s why, I’m making an anklet right now! To use as an identification tag…! Ah, I should hurry up and finish making it…!”


  “Yeah yeah. Hurry.”


  “Uun uun!”


  Kaeul hurriedly turned towards the door but her feet suddenly came to a stop. Turning around and facing him, she asked.


  “…He, should be here for a few days at least, right?”


  She still needed more time.


  *


  The baby chicken actually had to leave way earlier, and from time to time, it did try to leave. 


  The spirit beast, ‘Chirpy’, had his home, a house to return to and a family. But because Kaeul wanted to prepare for a good farewell and spent more time playing with the baby chicken, it in fact ended up discouraging the baby chicken from leaving.


  All the spirit beasts that were waiting for him had already left. The dimensional gap wavered at times and yet he had to leave Lair during the newborn superhuman competition. Despite those situations where the path of return could have disappeared, the baby chicken did not leave. 


  And yet he was trying to leave now and there was a reason behind that.


  ‘When do you think Chirpy is going to leave?’


  ‘Ah, I just thought ahjussi might know it…’


  After telling her that he would immediately look into it, he connected his mind with Clone 2.


  – Yes, my lord.


  The clone had arranged the residence for Ha Saetbyul a while back. Yu Jitae had severed their mental connection for an experiment and got the results back from it. 


  After that, Clone 2 had been protecting the dimensional gap the whole time. The reason such a precious military might was being a mere watchman was because the fissure connecting Earth to the other dimension [Anum] was that important.


  ‘How are things?’


  – It is starting to close. It has been gradually closing ever since I came here.


  Ever since the end of the ranking competition, the baby chicken had been heading to the fissure every day to check its shape. There were two reasons why the baby chicken was trying to leave now.


  – It is gradually collapsing in its closure and the 4/7th barrier is also starting to snap. Even from the outside, it is evident that it is about to close soon.


  One of the two reasons was that the fissure was changing to a ‘closing shape’.


  ‘How long do you think it will take for it to completely close.’


  – At best, it will last 7 hours.


  ‘…I see.’


  *


  Reality was cruel to people at times. 


  No matter how much they yearned for each other, they were sometimes put in situations where they could not even miraculously come across each other or coincidentally walk by one another. 


  That was the state they were in right now.


  Kaeul was shopping with Bom and Gyeoul, in order to calm herself down before decorating their final moments together. But she immediately returned home after hearing the sudden news.


  ‘Sorry? A few hours…?’


  The baby chicken would be leaving very soon.


  The chicken was actually still fast asleep. He would probably be confused about the turn of events as well because he would have to hurry back home after seeing the rapid changes to the fissure’s shape.


  ‘I, I haven’t even prepared myself yet…’


  She didn’t have time to sit still and accept the reality and her hands moved despite the shocking situation. She completed the identification anklet that she had almost finished and hurriedly left the residential area to go to somewhere far away.


  When she returned, she was carrying a small gold-coloured scale in her hands.


  [Reverse Scale]


  The one and only reversed scale that appeared around the chin of a dragon. Its nerves were directly linked to the dragon heart and it encompassed a lot of refined mana that flowed in from the heart. Dragons tended to immensely treasure it.


  Receiving Bom’s help, she punched a hole in her reverse scale and connected it to the anklet.


  At that point, there was less than an hour left.


  Soon, the baby chicken woke up, and it was time to bid farewell.


  ‘…’


  Together the three of them headed to the restricted area, went through the underground passage and arrived at the warehouse.


  In front of the unstably fluctuating dimensional tunnel, Kaeul hung the anklet around the baby chicken’s ankle, said goodbye to the baby chicken and gave it one last hug. Worried that delaying things too much would be vexing, she couldn’t even give a proper hug.


  Without even enough time to properly dwell on their emotions came the cruel separation.


  The baby chicken left them.


  ***


  Is it because it was a sudden farewell? Or because she had been preparing it for a long time? Regardless, Kaeul did not cry. Even when she was sleeping alone in her room which used to be inhabited by two; even when she was cleaning up the leftover belongings of Chirpy, Kaeul did not mourn.


  After all that she blankly stayed lying down. Despite loving sweet stuff so badly, she did not touch a single sweet snack and stayed holed up in her room for several days without having any food. 


  The people around her were curious. One of them asked her.


  “…Unni, are you okay?”


  Whenever she was asked such questions, Kaeul replied.


  – Uun. I’m fine.


  Kaeul left the room after a few days.


  The baby chicken was no longer here. So there was no longer any reason to stay in her room.


  “I, am going to go out, and try to continue with what I was doing.”


  So after a few days, Kaeul returned to Team Lair.


  “Welcome back. We were waiting for you.”


  “I thought you were never coming bacck…”


  A lot of people were shocked when she announced that she would stop her career as a superhuman. They ranged from the ones that supported Team Lair from the outside as well as the members of Team Lair. 


  “I’ll try my best.”


  *


  Without coming back to Unit 301, Kaeul focused on her work. Until the cold winds stopped blowing; until the midday sun started to feel warm.


  Kaeul did not contact Unit 301. She only picked up the call when Yu Jitae or other kids occasionally contacted her.


  One of the kids was disappointed.


  “Like fuck, how come you’re not giving us a single call? Do I have to watch the news to hear stories about you?”


  – Sorry. Hehe.


  Kaeul apologised.


  But even then, she never gave them a call first.


  *


  It happened one day. Blankly, Kaeul gazed down at the knife in her hand and wondered.


  Why am I carrying this?


  Her hand holding the knife appeared strange, and so did her military outfit. Vacantly standing on the spot, Kaeul looked around. Within the remaining rubbles of a city, in the midst of collapsed buildings, she was standing by herself. 


  Suddenly, she found everything to be empty and meaningless.


  Why am I empty?


  It was strange.


  She had a home that she could return to any day, and had a job that she could wholeheartedly focus on. 


  There were people that wanted her. And the people she wanted were also there. 


  Everything was still there.


  Despite that, Kaeul had a very strong feeling, which she had never felt before, that everything was in vain.


  “…”


  Is it because Chirpy left?


  No…


  Although the final moments went by rapidly, she didn’t have any regrets. She did her best to Chirpy and Chirpy also peacefully went back home. She was able to send him off with a smile.


  Even then, Kaeul felt empty.


  No matter how much she contemplated it, she couldn’t tell why.


  “Kaeul. Can you come and heal this child here!?”


  “Uh, uh…?”


  “There are a lot of them hurt over there so I have to go! Hurry up!”


  Yong Taeha said with a shout.


  Kaeul quickly ran up to the injured kid and crouched in front of them. She was in a dangerous battlefield where unauthorised personnel weren’t allowed to come in and in a place like that, Kaeul had to heal someone.


  She couldn’t use healing magic, because that would kill the child.


  With awkward hands, she opened the first-aid kit. Even though she learned and still remembered it, she wasn’t good at it. She disinfected the wound with trembling hands, applied a paste over it and pressed it down with a bandage. 


  Kaeul tried her best and yet it was still sloppily done. She was terribly ungifted at using her hands.


  That day, after raiding the fissure that suddenly appeared, the superhumans went to an expensive restaurant and consoled each other while barbequing meat and drinking wine. However, Kaeul found that place to be like a bed of pins and needles. 


  She did not know how to drink wine. She could not empathise with the laughing and chattering voices, and things weren’t interesting because of that.


  Kaeul, who had been blankly gazing at her glass, was about to raise the scabbard that was on her waist that oddly annoyed her when sitting down to place it on the table.


  That was when her eyes caught sight of a variety show that was being shown on the restaurant’s TV.


  [The song ‘Garbage’ by the new singer Jung Yuran! Please welcome her with a round of applause!]


  She was vacantly gazing at the screen when a familiar girl appeared on it.


  “Huh? I know that girl from somewhere.”


  “Isn’t she from Lairr…?”


  Yong Taeha and Ling Ling said.


  Right. She was indeed from Lair. Once, they used to be friends at the same travelling society and later she was the girl that Kaeul had a strife with during the audition of Lair’s masked singing contest.


  A bad girl, who felt inferior to her and tried to pull her down behind her back.


  [“Hello. I’m Jung Yuran!”]


  Kaeul blankly stared at the screen.


  She, became a singer huh…


  When the beautifully-clothed girl turned around and faced the camera, people clapped out loud in admiration.


  In alignment with the instruments playing at the back, the child began to sing. She naturally danced in between and her high notes clearly resonated across.


  It’s a good song, and she’s good at singing. She must have practised a lot…


  The audience let out a thunderous applause as Kaeul vacantly gazed at the screen. After the performance, Jung Yuran gave out a bright smile. She looked very happy.


  In her hand was a microphone.


  Kaeul looked down at her own hands.


  She saw a scabbard of a knife.


  *


  At last, it happened.


  It was when they were hunting the remaining monsters in the ruined city and saving people. There was a large flame in one of the tall buildings. An evil fire spirit that looked like a human was rampaging about, shooting flames everywhere and Team Lair’s job was to defeat it.


  Thinking that it would be an unavoidable strike, Kaeul shot a spell at it.


  “Wait, Kaeul–! Don’t shoot it that way—!”


  It was a mistake.


  A building that could have had people inside was behind the fire spirit. She knew there was a building there, and the problem was her lack of focus.


  “Ah—”


  They managed to kill the monster but Kaeul was shocked. They belatedly arrived at the building and checked it and fortunately, there was no deceased human inside the building.


  However, there was a small puppy there. It was unable to tell whether it was caught up in the aftermath of her spell or not but the puppy was lying flat on the ground with its leg pincered by debris that fell from the ceiling. 


  The puppy wasn’t dead and it was sent to a vet.


  “It’s okay.”


  “No-one’s hurtt.”


  “It’s not you that did it.:”


  Her kind friends consoled Kaeul, but she did not return to the dormitory after the end of the raid.


  Kaeul walked forward.


  She endlessly walked forth following the path. Without a destination, she went wherever her feet pointed her towards. 


  That was when heavy rain started to fall. All the flames that had picked up in nearby places were extinguished and she could hear voices that joyfully shouted how it was a miracle and a godsend. 


  Walking down the road, Kaeul was gradually drenched in rain.


  Her drenched clothes felt suffocatingly heavy. Taking off her military coat, Kaeul placed it on the ground. Her soggy shoes were unpleasant so she also took off her military boots.


  In light clothing and on bare foot, Kaeul walked down the deserted ruin.


  Kaeul slowly raised her head and looked up at the black sky covered in dark clouds. 


  That day was a similar day – the first day she met the baby chicken. After hearing from Yu Jitae that she should give up on being loved by people as early as possible, she was put in a similar mood and that was when she found the baby chicken for the first time in the streets. Under the rainy weather, the baby chicken was soaked in mud, trembling in fright inside the bush.


  The scenery back then intactly remained in her head. Closing her eyes, she reminisced on the emotions and memories of the time.


  Only then did Kaeul realise what the emptiness she had been feeling was.


  Kaeul closed her eyes again.


  Swoaaaah…


  It was raining.


  *


  Towards the end of the cold winter,


  While one’s breath still spread into white mist,


  With the scarf personally woven by Bom around her neck, with the hairpin she received as a gift from Yu Jitae on her head,


  Kaeul returned to Unit 301.


  It was after 2 months of leaving home.
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  Clone 2 had been protecting the entrance of the dimensional tunnel even after the baby chicken left. 6 out of the 7 connecting barriers had closed already – the path between Earth and Anum will disappear the moment the last one closes.


  The connection with the nearby dimension, Anum, will be severed.


  Clone 2 gazed into the fissure.


  It was Spring in Anum. The flowers were in full bloom as the refreshing smell of the World Tree spread far and wide. Various species of spirit beasts and beastmen were running up and down the large tree having fun. 


  Laughing beastmen, whispering birds, and the cold breeze sweeping past the grass.


  Clone 2 raised his eyes a tiny bit. Even a small piece of darkness tended to be clearly visible in a world full of light. 


  From beyond the horizon, black things were swarming forward in large groups, having clear objectives and in thrill and excitement. 


  Two months ago, one of the reasons why the baby chicken wanted to leave was because the fissure was starting to close.


  There was another reason why the baby chicken wanted to leave. After living for several years with the Gold Dragon, the baby chicken who had unknowingly received mana from her had also received the ability, [Crisis Perception] from her. 


  Vuuuuung…


  The frightening echoes of buzzing wings resonated across the air.


  [King Bees]


  Plunderers were on their way. 


  ***


  Upon leaving for their Amusement, dragons lived with humans. They looked for their hobbies and their roles.


  Kaeul was also a dragon.


  At first, she wanted to be loved. 


  Kaeul loved attention and that was all she had wanted.


  Despite that, the ahjussi who was the most precious in the world told her that her fate was to not lead such a life. Therefore, Kaeul decided to live without craving for the love of others.


  There were still a lot of things to do in the world.


  But what should I do…?


  Turning around, she could see her unnis of Unit 301.


  At the start, she enjoyed laughing and chatting at Unit 301. 


  She wanted to try her best at living a successful school life.


  However, that wasn’t easy. People appeared to be covered with thorns and getting too close to people made such thorns stab each other. Because of that, Kaeul could not easily befriend humans. 


  But if I were to approach with a smile, shouldn’t that allow us to become friends? If I smiled at someone, wouldn’t that person smile back at me? It was then that she was betrayed by her most-trusted friend. The moment she heard the dirty thoughts lying inside that friend was when Kaeul realised that human relationship wasn’t the way for her.


  Kaeul despaired. 


  Once, she became envious of Bom-unni’s ability of healing injured people. Thus, she tried to learn healing magic. 


  However, it was obvious from the beginning that healing magic was not the way for her. The thing that gets healed by her cannot put up with her output: the memory of the chimera that exploded the moment she used healing magic on it was vividly etched into her mind. She had used magic to let it live, and yet it expanded and exploded, scattering as blood and flesh to all sides. 


  Her unforgetting memories did not allow her to forget such memories.


  Kaeul despaired.


  Once, she became envious of Yeorum-unni who was overflowing with passion. So after hearing the suggestion to become a soldier, she decided to try it.


  She quite liked saving people but fighting was, as expected, not a good fit to her personality. Calmly retaining her rationality in front of dying people in tense situations and fighting monsters was very burdensome.


  Seeing the injured puppy, seeing the child that couldn’t receive help in time, embracing her hand that trembled after using a spell,


  Kaeul despaired.


  Once, she wanted to do volunteer work but throughout her time doing it, she was under a dilemma, wondering whether she was doing this purely for others or as a self-satisfaction.


  At other times, she wanted to leave on a journey looking for other sources of enjoyment, but gold dragons were territorial spirit beasts.


  “Nothing goes well whatever I do.”


  Connecting such memories one by one, Kaeul reached a certain conclusion in the end. 


  “Nothing in the world goes the way I want it to.”


  It was after she gathered everyone, saying that there was something she had to say. After hearing that Kaeul had returned, Bom, Yeorum and Gyeoul dropped everything they were doing and gathered. 


  Their sister, who they hadn’t met a single time in the past 2 months, said with a calm look on her face.


  “Oi. What would the chicken think if he heard you say that?”


  “That’s right, Kaeul. Didn’t Chirpy return home safely thanks to you?”


  Yu Jitae and Gyeoul appeared to be thinking the same thing. With a faint smile on her face, Kaeul gave a nod.


  “Uun.”


  Her lips were smiling but her golden eyes were calm.


  “Maybe.”


  After hearing that she couldn’t lead a life of being loved by others, back when there was not a single thing that she had actively done, Kaeul did something for the first time out of her volition.


  ‘There is a baby chicken’, she said to him.


  – A baby chicken?


  It was a wild baby chicken. She saw it often but it never opened its heart up to her.


  – Hmm, I see


  ‘When you meet someone for the first time, how do you open their hearts up?’


  He gave a genius reply in response.


  – Try luring it in with food.


  That was how she herself had opened her heart up to him.


  “At the start, I found it very pitiful.”


  Closing her eyes, she could still clearly see the small, dirty and starving flurry ball.


  “That’s why I thought I had to raise it.”


  Kaeul moved on her own volition for the first time. She provided the poor child with food and washed its dirty body.


  “And what I found is that I, who can’t do anything properly, could finally do something.”


  Raising, feeding, putting it to sleep, playing together, going out on a walk, saving it from being taken and healing it.


  While doing all the above, she pondered on how to make a good farewell.


  Kaeul was always thinking about the baby chicken and in the end, they did carry out a ‘good farewell’.


  “Before we separated, I thought that would be enough but…”


  As she looked after the baby chicken more and sacrificed even her own enjoyment, Kaeul thought everything she was doing was a pure sacrifice. She thought everything she did was for the baby chicken.


  “But it wasn’t.


  “I finally noticed it after he left.”


  Kaeul was a person who gave food to the baby chicken.


  Kaeul was a person that looked after the baby chicken when it was injured.


  Kaeul prepared a place for it to sleep in, and decorated the room into a place that the baby chicken could comfortably relax in.


  She tried her best so that the baby chicken would be happy even during the farewell.


  “I didn’t do any of that because I was talented. Nor is it because it was the path for me… I’m, just…”


  I was a guardian.


  “…”


  After the baby chicken disappeared, Kaeul was no longer the guardian of the baby chicken.


  
She realised that she had returned to her previous incapable self.


  “It’s alright, Kaeul. Nn? You can meet a new child and form a good relationship.”


  “Yeah, that’s fucking right. He’s not the only chicken in the world is he?”


  Kaeul did not cry.


  She simply whispered with a faint smile.


  “No. I tried doing a lot of things, but you know how they all ended up. No matter what I do, it doesn’t go well.”


  “Oi. So are you going to give up now?”


  “I’m not giving up.”


  “Then what?”


  “I just want to take a little rest…”


  Yeorum frowned.


  “What do you mean, rest.”


  “My mommy told me to look for a dream during the Amusement. Even though everything has been a mess, I at least learned something now so isn’t that enough?”


  “No, you fuck. So what do you mean by resting.”


  “If I make new relationships, there will come a time for separation again… I don’t want to bid another farewell. I don’t want to feel so powerless again.”


  “…”


  “I think I’ve learned everything I need to learn already. Not right now but one day I will become the guardian of another child. So… let me just sleep for a little.”


  As the kids listened in silence, she continued.


  “Just, 10 years…”


  Kaeul dropped an outrageous comment.


  “10 years? Are you sick in the head?” “Yu Kaeul!” “…!?”


  Yeorum and Bom simultaneously raised their voices. Gyeoul also startledly clenched onto Kaeul’s sleeves.


  Adult dragons tended to sleep for centuries but no dragon slept during their Amusement. Young dragons had to earn good experiences and memories and the first Amusement was the most important of them all. Wasting 10 years of that time meant in other words…


  That she would be giving up on this Amusement.


  Surprised by the shouts of her unnis, Kaeul widened her eyes. However, she was firm with her words.


  “Why are you so surprised? I, I tried my best as well.”


  “Oi. Stop talking crap.”


  “But, I just can’t do anything properly so what can I do?”


  “Stop! Do you not think about anyone around you? How can you give up so easily? Have you tried to the brink of death?”


  Yeorum stood up, held Kaeul by the collar and pulled her towards her, seeming extremely frustrated.


  Kaeul did not retaliate but instead, she looked directly back at Yeorum with her wavering gaze.


  “Unni. I’m not an idiot. I’m not that stupid you know…”


  Soon, her eyes turned red.


  “I know. I know everything. I know how hard Bom-unni was trying to help me. I know you take care of me, Yeorum-unni, and I know how much ahjussi is worried whenever I cause problems. My mum said it too, that I had a weak mentality. So I knew it ever since I was very young.”


  Yeorum looked like she could slap her any time so Yu Jitae walked up and grabbed her arm. Releasing her grip, Yeorum turned and glared at Yu Jitae.


  Meanwhile, Bom held onto Kaeul’s arm and said, “Kaeul. Let’s calm down first. Okay?”


  “Unni. I’m sorry. You taught me how to use magic so much, but I couldn’t learn them properly.”


  “It’s fine. It’s fine. Okay?”


  “I know you were trying really hard to teach me. But I couldn’t learn it. It’s because I’m stupid.”


  Tears budded under her eyes. Bom hurriedly held her by the hands and received Kaeul’s emotions.


  “Kaeul.”


  “It’s all because of me. I don’t like worrying everyone, and I’m sorry for not returning anything despite being helped all the time. So…”


  “Kaeul. You can stop for now. Let’s calm down.”


  But Kaeul did not stop.


  “I’m tired. I’m useless, stupid and my willpower is so weak that I just can’t endure it anymore…”


  She had never shown it on the outside before, because she knew that expressing it would burden other people even more.


  However, she couldn’t help but say it now.


  “It would have been so much better if I was more stupid… so stupid to the point that I can’t even think about such things. I’m only half stupid so I can’t use anything I learn and I cause trouble to everyone all the time. That’s just how I am, so what can I do…”


  Kaeul who had identified her position by looking at the baby chicken, this time apprehended her identity by looking at the dragons.


  “I’m not as clever as Bom-unni, as strong-minded as Yeorum-unni or as mentally strong as Gyeoul. I’m, just a pathetic kid…”


  Wiping her endlessly flowing tears, Kaeul came to a conclusion about her own self.


  “Just a kid that can’t do anything…”


  Only her weeping sound could be heard in the living room.


  “So please let me sleep at least…”


  Kaeul said with a choking voice.


  “Thank you for everything until now…”


  ***


  “Why aren’t you saying anything?”


  Kaeul went into her room. Immediately after that, Yeorum turned towards Yu Jitae and grabbed him by his collar.


  “Why are you silent, huh?”


  “…”


  “I’m asking you. Why, why the fuck aren’t you saying anything.”


  “…”


  “You can tell her something can’t you. I don’t know shit so I can’t give her any advice, but you’re different! You always gave me advice when I was suffering!”


  Yu Jitae didn’t reply.


  “So why are you so silent!”


  Gyeoul was crying after receiving Kaeul’s emotions with Bom consoling her from nearby.


  “…”


  Yu Jitae wasn’t in a good mood.


  Whose fault was it that Kaeul’s heart had crumbled to such an extent?


  He could give out excuses. It was because of the previous iteration’s Kaeul. It was because he saw the death of BY.


  
But regardless of what excuse he were to give,


  The one that made Kaeul powerless in the ‘7th iteration’,


  Was none other than himself.


  “Yeorum. Stop. It’s not ahjussi’s fault that this happened…”


  “This is so freaking frustrating! Why’s that bitch so weak-minded? Why? And what the fuck am I supposed to do?”


  Kwang–. After kicking a chair with her foot, Yeorum dashed out of Unit 301. Bom also gazed at Yu Jitae with a gloomy gaze before hugging Gyeoul and following after Yeorum.


  “I will, go buy chocolates, macarons and stuff…”


  She said while leaving the house.


  “I don’t know if Kaeul would like them or not, but I’ll try something at least. So please do something as well ahjussi…”


  *


  After the front entrance closed, Yu Jitae stood in front of Kaeul’s room in thought.


  If there really was an omnipotent, omniscient and wise existence, that being might know how to put a mentally unstable girl in front of the media and the public while not hurting her in the slightest. 


  However, he could not do such a thing.


  “…”


  But at the very least, he had been expecting something like this to happen and the fact that Kaeul decided to ‘sleep’ instead of killing herself was in fact a statement to the achievement of his initial goal.


  So everything that will happen henceforth will be an impulsive act done on a whim.


  “…”


  Yu Jitae knocked on the door but she didn’t reply.


  Opening the door, he walked into the room. The child lying down on the bed had her eyes closed but wasn’t sleeping yet.


  He walked up and sat next to the bed. Then, he caressed her golden hair the way the child liked, following the line down the forehead.


  “…”


  Taking a small bracelet out of the dimensional storage, he put it around the child’s wrist. Although Kaeul flinched a little, she did not resist.


  After putting the bracelet on, he quietly walked out of the room.


  “…”


  Yu Jitae had a plan.


  A plan that he had been preparing for for almost 3 years ever since the first time he saw the baby chicken; ever since he realised that it was a chicken from the alternate dimension, ‘Anum’.


  A plan delicately prepared all for this moment.


  He had such a plan in mind.


  ***


  After Yu Jitae walked out of the room, Kaeul opened her eyes. A myriad of complex emotions and a sense of emptiness flooded her.


  She had extracted all the words that she had been suppressing inside. Although it felt better, it still hurt her heart. In the end, being honest about her thoughts like this was something that pained everyone.


  It was a fitting last moment for an incompetent and whinging kid like herself, who couldn’t do anything properly. Although this wouldn’t be an eternal farewell, it was still a type of farewell and something that can’t be called a good farewell by any means.


  She was pathetic until the very end.


  “…”


  However, at least this was the end.


  This is fine.


  Everything, was now over…


  Her golden eyes shining under the moonlight slowly came to a close.


  .


  .


  .


  .


  .


  .


  That was when it suddenly struck her.


  Buzz—


  A foreign emotion seeped into her head and her eyes slowly opened back up.


  Her senses – the crisis perceiving ability of the gold race alerted her of the incoming hazard. It wasn’t something that was happening around her and the hazard was very far away. This was mana that had originated from the [Reverse Scale] that she had attached to the baby chicken’s ankle.


  The size of the risk was immensely huge…


  As if possessed, Kaeul raised her body. She then hurriedly opened the curtain and added a ridiculously enormous amount of mana into her eyes.


  Kaeul’s two eyes were staring outside the window but her vision was going beyond the horizon. The dimensional gate located at the basement of the restricted area was almost gone but hadn’t fully dissipated yet.


  “Ah, ah… uhh…”


  Startled, she hastily opened the door and jumped out to the living room. But for some reason, neither Yu Jitae nor the protector were inside the living room. 


  She touched the watch and scanned through the contacts with her frantically trembling fingers.


  “Uhh, umm. What should…”


  Kaeul always looked for Yu Jitae in times like this but Yu Jitae did not pick up the call.


  “Why, why, why isn’t he…”


  Her head turned blank as if it had been struck by a hammer and time felt as if it was stretching like a cheese stick.


  Her wavering gaze headed outside the window.


  


  



By the time she came to herself.


  Kaeul was jumping out the window.


  Episode 94: Umbrella (4)


  Standing in the sky above, Yu Jitae gazed down.


  Kaeul was dashing off in the distance. Jumping through space, she flew with hurried steps towards the dimensional tunnel. Yu Jitae killed his senses to the limit and followed her from behind.


  There once was a gold hatchling.


  Luna.


  In every iteration, her name was different but they were all soft-hearted.


  Ieyata G.D.


  Their lives were different but she always crumbled before hardship.


  Baby Yellow.


  A dragon that ended all those lives with a suicide.


  Now, she had become that golden-haired girl hurriedly racing off into a distance.


  After the baby chicken urgently left them, Kaeul must have contemplated her life during the 2 months of time she had spent outside.


  He didn’t interfere with that process. People needed time to mature and also had to answer some questions themselves.


  The conclusion Kaeul drew from that was like the following.


  – I am useless.


  Kaeul failed at everything she did, so she called herself useless.


  – Stupid.


  Nothing she did worked and she endlessly worried about strange things. That was why the word she used to describe herself was ‘stupid’.


  – My willpower is so weak that I just can’t endure it anymore…


  And weak-minded.


  Those were the reasons for failure that she had discovered from herself.


  However…


  Is Kaeul really useless, stupid and weak-minded?


  The Regressor thought otherwise.


  Kaeul was not useless.


  She had various great talents that no-one else had. Compared to everything the other three had achieved in their 20 years of time on Earth, her achievements were incomparably greater. 


  Kaeul was not stupid.


  She was just more immature and delicate than other kids, that she didn’t yet know what suited her the best.


  ‘I just can’t endure it anymore,’ is something that can only be said after trying to endure it as hard as one could.


  Compared to the child who had shivered from endless hatred and hostility, who buried her face into a blanket and cried throughout the night, who later relied on drugs to endure it,


  ‘Weak-minded’ was a debatable expression to use for her current self.


  Then why was it that Kaeul had crumbled to this extent?


  The one and only downside that this innocently kind girl had was that she had the habit of looking for the reason behind every unfortunate event in the world from herself.


  – I’m, just a pathetic kid…


  – Just a kid that can’t do anything…


  Right. Unfortunately, Kaeul had already learned powerlessness.


  That was why Yu Jitae hadn’t said anything to Kaeul when she was crying and voicing her feelings. Things had already gone too far for simple words to solve the problem.


  What Kaeul really needed wasn’t a consolation made of hundreds of words, but one full experience. And it was for that one full experience that Yu Jitae had made this plan.


  He organised the entire world [Anum] that had been destroyed in other iterations, that was now supposed to head into ruin, into a scene. In that pre-organised scene, Kaeul without knowing that it was a planned situation, would dive into it. 


  Since it will be a real battle, things might not go the way he wanted it to at times, and that was why Yu Jitae followed Kaeul and also headed towards the dimensional tunnel.


  There was no room for any problem.


  What he was about to do now was undo the shackles that were binding her feet.


  It will shake Kaeul’s life from its core and it will change her values.


  From now, in alignment with Yu Jitae’s strategy,


  Yu Kaeul will become the [Guardian Deity] of Anum.


  ***


  Kaeul ran.


  She raced towards the restricted area, towards the interdimensional fissure.


  There was nothing else in Kaeul’s mind but the fact that Chirpy was in danger and that she had to go save it. In fact, she was so out of it, that she couldn’t even judge whether that was indeed going through her mind or not. 


  What am I doing right now…?


  She was moving on an impulse without any certainty. Because of that, Kaeul had to stop in front of the vertical fissure for a bit because it was clearly visible that the fissure was about to close any time soon. 


  If she went now and things were to go south, she might never be able to return.


  “Uhh, umm… What is, someone like me going to even do there…”


  Kaeul wondered but that was when a fierce crisis was perceived through the [Reverse Scale]. As if possessed by a ghost, Kaeul unknowingly moved her body. It was similar to how she had urgently raced out of the house.


  Kaeul had to save the baby chicken.


  ***


  Having a height of 7,000 metres, it was as wide as a mountain range. A type of enormous tree that existed across various dimensions that was so large that one couldn’t catch its entire shape with one glance. 


  [World Tree]


  All sorts of beastmen and spirit beasts that showed characteristics of land animals like dogs, cats, monkeys, rabbits, elephants and giraffes and birds built their houses on the tree and formed a society of their own. 


  It was a paradise for thousands of spirit beasts.


  Living there were certain ‘birdmen’.


  They resembled humans in appearance and walked on two feet but had large wings attached to their arms. In silence, they watched their egg that was the size of an ostrich egg. The white egg with blue dots had been shaking left and right since yesterday – the baby inside was moving.


  Both day and night, the parent birdmen looked after their egg. Worried that it might accidentally fall, the mother stayed at home to watch over it while the father flew more diligently to hunt for the mother who was unable to leave on a hunt.


  The egg that had come out onto the world 3 months ago, was about to let something else out onto the world.


  From the side, young birdmen flickered their eyes while staring at their parents, waiting for their younger sibling to come out. The siblings were the ones that had decided on the name of their younger sibling, by putting together the likes of light, flower, rainbow, tree and wind which were close yet ever so precious. 


  Crack–


  It was then. A crack appeared on the egg. Tap tap. The crack widened with each tap. One of the young birdmen that was making a fuss got smacked on the back of their head. As they nervously waited, a loud crack echoed across as a very tiny head of a birdman popped out of the egg, wearing a broken piece of the egg on top of its head like a cap.


  It was the birth of a new life. In that wondrous instant, the young birdmen that now became older brothers and older sisters received the baby birdman from their parents.


  Carefully, they hugged it as the tiny life faintly moved.


  It was then.


  Kwaanng–!


  A loud thud was heard from outside. Surprised, the father birdman opened the curtain.


  Outside the protective barrier that was safeguarding the World Tree were black things covering the entire sky. The father birdman felt his blood racing down.


  They were King Bees.


  The thud had been the result of the disgusting plunderers throwing their bodies towards the barrier with their stings in an attempt to break it. Kwang! Kwang! Kwang! They accelerated down from hundreds metres away and stabbed as hard as they could. The bees would turn into a paste upon being unable to break the barrier due to the speed but that did not dissuade the greedy plunderers from sacrificing their bodies. Kwang! Kwang! Kwaaang!


  “Ahhhk!”


  “Hukk…!”


  The young birdmen screamed out loud. The surreal scene of bees crushing their bodies in an attempt to break the barrier appeared like a scene directly from hell. 


  No matter what dimension it was, relationships were always quite similar in form. The adults pacified the startled children.


  “Kids. Calm down. It’s fine. The protective barrier will not break that easily…!”


  “Dear!”


  “It’s okay! Now, follow your mother and go!”


  The father birdman was a soldier. As he hurriedly calmed the kids and tried to let them leave through the back door, one of the young birdmen asked, ‘Then what about you daddy?’


  “I’ll…”


  He could not continue. A black shadow appeared over the young birdman.


  The father birdman gazed into a distance and reached the source of the shadow. His eyes wavered from the unrealistic thing in front of his eyes.


  “Hukk! What is that thingggg!”


  People screamed outside.


  Outside the protective barrier was an entity that was at least 20 times bigger than the rest. The King Bee, [Centurion], that was as big as a whale revealed itself. Pushing out its butt and raising its thorn that was as huge as an elephant, it buzzed its wings in descent.


  In that moment, the father birdman hugged the children in fright and quickly jumped to the wall outside the house for a cover with the mother birdman. 


  And,


  Kwaaannnng–!


  A thunderous noise shook the heavens and the earths.


  The protective barrier cracked open. The aftershock swayed the tree as countless beastmen and spirit beasts were flung off the tree and rolled on the ground. 


  “Ukk!”


  The father birdman quickly raised his head and looked around before checking the states of his kids, his wife and the baby.


  Oh no!


  He couldn’t see one of the young birdmen…


  “Run!”


  “Run away! Run until the military gets here!”


  The beastmen society had a military. 


  Before long, beastmen riding huge flying spirit beasts came flying out as the King Bees poked their heads into the crack in the barrier to fly in. The beastmen soldiers covered the crack so that the enemy would not be able to enter too deep.


  They collided.


  The beastmen that collided with the King Bees fell. The beastmen whose heads got struck died while the King Bees that were stabbed by mana-infused cold weapons also exploded and died. 


  Countless arrows were shot towards them but even then, one of the King Bees managed to squeeze through the siege.


  Its hexagonal eyes gazed down at the large tree, looking for an easy target.


  Soon, the King Bee found a prey that was smaller than the rest, who was stuck on a branch by itself after being separated from its group.


  Vuuung…


  Hearing those ominous buzzing sounds, the young birdman widened his eyes. The King Bee was flying towards him.


  “H, help me! Daddy! Mommy!!”


  As the tough outer shells of the bee closed in; as the tiny hairs on its body became vividly visible to the naked eye, the birdman screamed, feeling like he was seeing a devil from hell. The young birdman froze stiff next to the tree as fear reigned over its heart. It could not even scream anymore.


  It’s coming.


  “H, help…”


  It’s coming.


  It’s coming!


  He tightly closed his eyes.


  That was when a bright ray of light flew across. A lightning strike as bright as the sun sparked across. It lashed like a whip and removed the entire head of the King Bee.


  Kwagwagwagwang–!


  It was so fast that the sound came after the strike. The flying King Bee fell towards the ground as the astonished young birdman turned its gaze towards the sky.


  Gold hair was fluttering in the air.


  Standing there was a female human.


  The woman looked at him, seemingly trying to judge whether he was injured or not. The moment she judged that he was fine, she immediately threw her body further into the air and vanished as a spark of light. 


  *


  With an anxious gaze, Kaeul looked at the large tree and the chaotic battlefield. There were a total of 3 holes in the protective barrier. Three [Centurion] King Bees had smashed into the barrier from 3 directions to form holes on the barrier. 


  Kaeul had to find the baby chicken first.


  But due to the mix of all sorts of auras, she could not sense the specific direction of the Reverse Scale. In addition, the scent of the chaotically running spirit beasts also messed with her senses.


  He has to be somewhere nearby!


  “Chirpy!”


  Kaeul looked for the baby chicken. Chirpy was not above the branches, nor was he underneath a large leaf.


  “Chirpy!”


  She checked the holes that were on the tree. Despite checking roughly twenty of them, the baby chicken wasn’t in any of them.


  That was when Kaeul found a yellow furry ball walking with staggering steps on a branch.


  “Chirpy…!?”


  Surprised, Kaeul quickly dashed forward and called out the baby chicken’s name but noticed the size of the baby chicken after getting closer to it. The spirit beast in front of her was slightly smaller than the spirit beast, Chirpy.


  “Hey! You over there! Run away immediately!”


  That was when a birdman resembling a rooster shouted with a spear in hand.


  “Ah, don’t worry about me…!”


  “Nn? A human…!? Anyway, you must evacuate right now! The Queen Bee is flying towards us right now–!!”


  “What?”


  “The Queen Bee! The Queen! The lord of King Bees is on its way! It must be trying to scorch this entire tree to make this its new home!”


  “I, I have…!”


  “Wait! We are running very short on time! The Queen Bee shoots flames and poison! We must head towards the top! If we’re in a low area like this, we will all die to the poisonous fog!”


  The birdman’s voice was filled with fear and Kaeul’s face as she listened to its words also turned pale. A poisonous fog… if that were to spread, Chirpy wouldn’t be fine either.


  She had to immediately find the direction. She had to find where the baby chicken was as quickly as possible but she had no idea where it could possibly be at.


  “Hurry up! Now!”


  “Ah, w, wait… I have a place to go to…!”


  “And where is that!”


  “I, it’s…”


  While being pulled away by the birdman, Kaeul who had no experience of shaking off someone’s arm, had no idea how much power she should put into her arm. She was starting to feel irritated from all the frustration when a sudden message floated inside her head.


  <The Authority, [Keeper of the Clock (SSS+)] gazes down at you.>


  Kaeul noticed the bracelet around her wrist vibrate. Isn’t this the bracelet ahjussi put on her wrist when she was lying on the bed?


  What exactly is happening to this watch right now…?


  That was when more shocking words rang inside her head.


  <The Authority, [Keeper of the Clock (SSS+)] suggests the direction of the target, [Spirit Beast].>


  <↗>


  Episode 94: Umbrella (5)


  “Yu Kaeeuul. Come out!”


  Yeorum knocked on the door of Kaeul’s room.


  “Yeorum. That’s enough…!”


  “Let go! Enough what? Yu Kaeul. Come out right now!”


  She was about to break open the door at this rate. Left with no choice, Bom used telekinesis as thin yet tough strings reached out and grabbed Yeorum back by her arms and legs.


  “What is this!”


  “Stop being violent to a child with a crushed heart. Please. Before I really get mad.”


  “It’s because you’re always being this lax that she’s being childish and whinging all the time. You need to tease a crying child to make them stop crying. Don’t you know that?”


  “Stop saying nonsense. Yeorum. Please.”


  The moment the telekinesis turned slightly weaker, Yeorum immediately kicked the door open. Ignoring Bom who shouted, “Yu Yeorum!” she walked into Kaeul’s room.


  “Oi! Goldie!”


  But after entering the room, she realised that Kaeul wasn’t inside.


  “Oh fuck. We’re doomed.”


  “What’s wrong? Where’s Kaeul?”


  Yeorum turned pale.


  “Yu Kaeul, this crazy bitch. She left home…!”


  “What?”


  *


  The misunderstanding was soon undone. Clone 2 who no longer had any reason to protect the interdimensional fissure came to Unit 301 wearing a black face mask. It was a mask widely used by the Association’s secret ops squad so Bom wasn’t too wary of him.


  “It is an honour. Nice to meet you.”


  “What. Who are you?”


  Clone 2 introduced himself as a subordinate of Yu Jitae and gave them arm bracelets, so that they could have a look at how things were currently faring. This was an artifact created by Yu Jitae called [Authority Adaptor], the same one as the one that was on Kaeul’s wrist.


  It allowed Yu Jitae, who still couldn’t act like an ‘authority’ within the world of Providence, to use abilities like an authority to the wearers of the bracelet. After putting the bracelets on, the image of Kaeul in the other world ‘Anum’ appeared in their minds. To be exact, Yu Jitae was essentially sharing his vision with the kids.


  “Please do watch together.”


  Despite being usually uninterested in what was happening to others, Gyeoul also calmly sat down and watched the things unfold. After realising what was happening, their expressions rapidly changed.


  They could understand why Kaeul left home as well as why she was suddenly fighting monsters in another world.


  Kaeul flew and jumped through the space before meeting the baby chicken.


  “…Oh … Chirpy.”


  Gyeoul recognised it. Kaeul hugged the chicken and the chicken likewise rubbed its forehead. In that chaotic battlefield filled with shock waves, explosions and screams, the baby chicken was fortunately unscathed.


  All the baby chicken spirit beasts including Chirpy were using their beaks to carry a net of spirit beast eggs into a different place. They were carrying it into a mechanical device that resembled an airplane.


  Seeing that, Bom frowned.


  “They seem to be trying to float that outside in case the World Tree falls.”


  “That appears to be the case. Each of those eggs are of the different beastmen species, and they seem to be trying to preserve all their races by doing so.”


  They were moving with the assumption that they had already lost.


  “My goodness…”


  Bom clenched her lips.


  It was a world she knew nothing about. She didn’t have real connections to it and it was also her first time hearing the name of that dimension. However, seeing a world fall to the attack of a plunderer was obviously nothing pleasing to look at. 


  The dead spirit beasts fell and dropped on the ground with some of them being yellow baby chickens that looked exactly like Chirpy. The battle turned increasingly more intense, as things turned radically feverish.


  “Can you go into your room and stay inside, Gyeoul?”


  ***


  “We must stop this. Right now.”


  Bom said to Clone 2 who was wearing the black mask. Clone 2, who had received a portion of Yu Jitae’s memories, was unfamiliar with such a firm attitude.


  “What is wrong?”


  “You should know it since you were sent here by ahjussi, but this situation is too harsh for Kaeul. Ahjussi needs to step in and solve it for her.”


  “That’s…”


  “People are dying next to her in real time and she is put into a situation where she needs to kill others. Kaeul won’t be able to handle it. Why did he put such a soft-hearted girl in that place? I don’t understand.”


  But it was Yeorum who rebutted instead.


  “I don’t think so.”


  “What?”


  “She doesn’t crumble that easily.”


  “Yeorum. Do you think everyone in the world is as strong-willed as you? Kaeul is fragile. She is already in a weak state of mind right now so putting her out into the battlefield is a really bad decision.”


  In response, Yeorum glared back at her.


  “You know. Isn’t it you, unni, that’s looking at Yu Kaeul like a damn retard?”


  “What?”


  “She received a professional military education, you know that.”


  “Of course I do. How much better would it be if Kaeul were to use that military education or whatever after she’s back to her normal state?”


  “And when exactly would that idiot get back into her normal state then?”


  “At least not right now.”


  “What do you mean. There’s a war happening already. Do wars wait for people to get prepared?”


  “That’s only for real wars is it not?”


  Bom didn’t seem convinced but Yeorum drove her argument further in.


  “That is a real war! Think about it. She didn’t just receive military education. It was at the world’s best facility for three years. She’s been getting good marks and hasn’t repeated a single subject, has 80 dungeon raiding experiences and got a 3 digit rank from the start. Which retard in the world can ever achieve such a thing?



  “It’s been that way from the start. That bitch. She could’ve done anything as long as she wanted to!”


  In the perspective of the authority, Kaeul helped the baby chicken move eggs. She appeared to be trying to persuade the baby chicken to run away and appeared to be in a fluster as she hurriedly tried to carry the eggs.


  Kaeul heading to that place despite her unhealthy mind was solely for the safety of the baby chicken, Chirpy. 


  However, the baby chicken refused to run away. No matter how much Kaeul told him to, he could not just leave his homeland behind and escape. That was why Kaeul was helping the baby chicken in a fluster.


  Things were going in a very disadvantageous direction. At last, the soldiers that were protecting the World Tree could not stop the King Bees. Even the commanders of the military like the mythical creatures, unicorn and the winged tiger, were being pushed back.


  That was when things happened the way Yeorum had predicted.


  It at last resulted in a serious matter.


  Sheeeek—–


  A stray sting flew their way.


  There’s no way… they thought but the sting headed for the baby chicken and Kaeul tried to block it with her hand in shock but it was too late.


  Pak—


  The chicken fell.


  Kaeul screamed out loud as Bom and Yeorum lamented at the same time.


  “Ah…” “Fuck.”


  A thorn the size of a human arm was nailed into the baby chicken’s body.


  In that instant,


  Kaeul’s body stopped. It froze like a statue.


  Before long, however, Kaeul regained her senses and calmly laid the baby chicken down on the ground before taking the first-aid kit out of her dimensional storage. She extracted the thorn and carried out the first aid. She looked extremely bizarre and mysteriously calm. To the point that it made them wonder whether she was the same Kaeul as the one that had been trembling moments ago.


  “What. What’s wrong with her?”


  “…”


  After finishing the first-aid, Kaeul rose from the ground, and turned her gaze to face the world.


  The pupils within her golden eyes were split vertically. Kaeul began to fume with killing intent.


  Yeorum felt goosebumps riding up her arm.


  Kaeul was angry.


  “Yeah… You have to wake up. Yu Kaeul.”


  But Bom instead had a worried look on her face.


  “No. This is dangerous.”


  When Yeorum glared at her, she quickly added more words.


  “If a weak-minded person acts on an impulse, it might harm everyone.”


  However, her concern was soon dissolved. Kaeul calmly raised the baby chicken and carried it into the airplane where the other spirit beasts were rapidly going in and out of.


  Her movements were calm and despite oozing with killing intent, she was not agitated.


  Kaeul was silently and chillingly furious.


  ***


  The situation immediately changed.


  Kaeul flew into the battlefield. Using [Teleport (S)], she travelled through space and rose higher up.


  “——–!”


  She shouted. It was more of a scream that sounded as if her throat was cracked. The high-pitched sound echoed all across the world.


  [Dragon Fear]


  It was the warning shot of a gold dragon. 


  Hearing the large shout that threatened to explode their eardrums, the battlefield turned oddly silent for a little as the beastmen military and the King Bees simultaneously gazed at Kaeul.


  Vuuuung.


  Soon, the King Bees began flying towards Kaeul after receiving the command from their Queen. That was when mana gathered in her hands and rotated like a tornado.


  [Magic Arrow (B)]


  Tuung–


  Who in the world would ever consider this an arrow?


  It resembled a cannonball if anything.


  After leaving her hands, the arrows flew several kilometres, destroyed everything that existed in its path and created a whole on a distant mountaintop.


  That overwhelming output surprised even Bom and Yeorum, let alone the beastmen military and the mythical creatures.


  Immediately, the King Bees came flooding in.


  Raising their stings, they approached in an attempt to kill Kaeul.


  Soaring further into the sky, Kaeul shot magic arrows endlessly and crushed everything that dared to approach her. The thick outer shells and the flesh of the bees scattered down like drops of rain. 


  That was when the ‘Queen’ changed its attitude.


  Chiririririk!!


  It commanded everyone to focus their attacks on her. The King Bees immediately knew who their strongest enemy was.


  Kwang!


  One of their stings was blocked by Kaeul’s barrier spell and shattered. Once more and more bees were added to the fray, Kaeul also had to urgently turn her body to dodge several of them. However, she couldn’t dodge all of them and one of them created a hole on her shirt after scraping past her shoulder.


  The core focus of the battlefield soon turned into one dragon and despite the chaotic war, the tides visibly turned as the beastmen chased after their enemies who had suddenly retreated in an attempt to kill Kaeul. The King Bees flew towards Kaeul at the cost of losing their wings even, as if they had lost their rationality. 


  In that volatile situation,


  Kaeul yelled.


  [Soldiers, heed my words]


  [I will shoot down the heart of the Queen Bee]


  [And thou shalt protect me]


  Dragon Voice.


  A dragon’s mana-infused voice had the power of forcing every creation. That one spirit beast who suddenly appeared in this world was able to light a fire in the hearts of every other spirit beast.


  They had been constantly on the receiving end throughout the fight, but it was now different. The commanders of the troops – the mythical creatures shouted out loud.


  “Protect the golden human!”


  “Run in, all of you!”


  King Bees and beastmen soldiers moved in perfect order as Kaeul raised her gaze and stared at the distant enemy boss. The reddish black eyes of the bee were looking back at her. It considered her a human and used its status to suppress her.


  The difference in status did in fact put a limit to her movement and Kaeul could feel her body moving slower.


  [Dispel Polymorph]


  So when Kaeul broke the taboo of Amusement and removed every chain that was concealing her status,


  “Huuk!”


  “Wait, that is…!”


  When the large golden body reaching 17 metres in height revealed itself, its overwhelming ‘status’ trembled the atmosphere and stunned everyone.


  A mythical creature, classified as an ancient species. The strongest spirit beast across every dimension.


  “A d, dragon—–!”


  It wasn’t just the beastmen and the spirit beasts. Even the King Bees were affected and their bodies slowed down during their flight.


  “Protect the dragon!”


  The beastmen soldiers blocked the King Bees, who did not stop their march towards Kaeul despite their loss. In an instant, Kaeul flung her wings and rapidly flew towards the Queen Bee.


  Large Centurions attempted to stop her. They threw their bodies to protect their queen.


  However, Kaeul had already squeezed her dragon heart to pull out every bit of mana. Her talents that could outshine any other hatchling – that overpowering output of mana turned into a ray of golden light at her throat.


  [Dragon Breath]


  Paaaanng–


  Like an atomic bomb, it erupted the atmosphere.


  The coercive force momentarily painted the world in shadow. The large ray of light flew off into the sky, drawing a clean cylinder in its path.


  The dragon breath destroyed two Centurions and crushed them, and with its remaining power it successfully scorched the wings of the Queen Bee. The queen dropped towards the world tree and crashed through several branches but barely managed to find its balance in mid-air.


  It was thanks to the Centurions taking most of the damage.


  Chiriririririrak!!


  As if in a seizure, the queen shouted. Soon, its butt expanded before exploding with a thud.


  [Poisonous Cloud]


  A liquid of poison splattered above the ground. They soon turned into green gas that slowly descended towards the earth beneath.


  On the ground were hundreds of beastmen that couldn’t escape in time.


  Watching that, the gold dragon clenched her teeth. Due to using too much mana in the dragon breath, there was a slight pause before she could move her body again.


  Her body would soon move again without a problem but the cloud of poison would reach the ground first at this rate.


  “Damn it! No!”


  “Shoot wind! Do not let that gas fall!”


  The mythical creatures shouted as the beastmen used their wind spells to try to lift the gas up. However, it was nowhere near enough. The boss’s aura was not weak enough to waver from a weak breeze.


  “Uuuk!”


  “Kuhuk…!”


  “Ahk! D, do not breathe!”


  Growl! Chirp!


  The beastmen that breathed in the gas near the ground began to writhe in pain. Some of them vomited blood and drooled while others shivered and convulsed.


  Meanwhile, the King Bees moved to attack other beastmen. It was to hide the fact that their queen had been weakened.


  Watching all that,


  Kaeul thought to herself.


  Despite thinking rationally, she still had no idea how she was supposed to act right now. That was when the mysterious voice that she heard before floated in her head again like a revelation.


  <The Authority, [Keeper of the Clock (SSS+)] wishes to add more power to you!>


  This…


  In that instant, Kaeul remodified her body using polymorph, because a human body was able to use mana more efficiently now that there was less mana inside her body.


  <The Authority, [Keeper of the Clock (SSS+)] is sending mana to you.>


  Mana soon seeped in through the wrist. It was a truly ridiculous amount of mana.


  Kaeul had no idea what this authority was. She could only guess that it was an existence related to ahjussi since ahjussi was the one that had given it to her.


  <The Authority, [Keeper of the Clock (SSS+)] wants you to heal them.>


  Kaeul looked at the hundreds of beastmen and spirit beasts that had been infected by the poison. A large number of organisms were crawling on the ground in agony.


  She, however, wasn’t certain because she could not heal properly. Everything that had gone wrong when she was trying to heal rapidly resurfaced in her head. The biggest of them was the chimera that had exploded but it also included a memory of how Yu Jitae had been mad when she was trying to lay a knife on her wrist.


  <The Authority, [Keeper of the Clock (SSS+)] believes that you will be able to do it.>


  <The Authority, [Keeper of the Clock (SSS+)] wants you to trust in yourself.>


  Trust in myself…?


  *


  “What is she trying to do?”


  Yeorum shotued.


  “No. You can’t do that. Fuck! Is she trying to kill everyone with her hands?”


  This time, it was instead Bom who was calm. She opened her mouth when Yeorum turned towards her in doubt.


  “Kaeul, she learned healing magic from me, you know.”


  “And?”


  “…She tried, really really hard.”


  “What?”


  “She practised really hard even when there was no-one watching. Even though she failed countless times, she did it for months without an end.”


  There was only one reason why she had constantly failed.


  It was because of her crazy output.


  *


  Kaeul suddenly had this thought.


  Maybe, it’s because her overflowing output had been focused on one target that they had exploded due to being unable to endure it.


  If that was the case, if she could assign that whole group, that was close to a thousand, as her target… If she could split her output into hundreds of strands…


  Feeling the mana jolting her heart, Kaeul clenched her teeth.


  She had never properly healed someone before. Things had instead exploded to death after being healed by her and she could not trust her own stupid judgment.


  However, even then, she repeated it hundreds and thousands of times. So that she could heal the injured and the sick, Kaeul tried endlessly by herself in tears.


  If all that effort wasn’t in vain.


  Then everyone there must be healed.


  Kaeul decided to trust herself for the first time.


  [Mass Cure (A)]
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  Meanwhile,


  The Regressor merely watched things unfold from the sky. Standing above everything else, he could see everything within the battlefield but Yu Jitae’s eyes were fixed on Kaeul.


  Would Kaeul know, he wondered.


  Healing magic. Combat magic. Immense mana output. Military life. Volunteering. All those ‘failed experiences’ and things she tried to voluntarily learn as well as bringing in the baby chicken surprisingly all had a common factor.


  – If I knew this would happen…


  After the parrot flew out of the cage.


  Left alone, BY cried for days and nights before finally coming to herself. In that vacant and intoxicated state, she repeatedly mumbled.


  – I shouldn’t have asked for love.


  With trembling hands she wrote down the next lyrics while ruminating about her life.


  A life that had been spent chasing after love. But at the end of that not-so-short life, upon realising that she wasn’t suited for receiving love, BY at last realised what the type of life she should have led was.


  – I should have given more love…


  – I should have treasured it more…


  – Given more love before it left…


  Back then, Yu Jitae could not understand those words no matter how much he pondered and in fact, that was still the case until recently. 


  But now, he had an idea.


  – I should have loved more…


  Some existences lived in order to be loved, but there were also people that became complete by giving love. Those that protected a nation, its people, the world and every individual – those who lived for the sake of others.


  People referred to such beings,


  As ‘Guardian Deities’.


  That was the common factor in everything that Kaeul had done on her own volition. Without anyone telling her anything, she was already on the path to becoming a guardian deity. 


  With his eyes fixed on Kaeul, he thought to himself.


  Yes. You can do it.
There is no need to feel powerless or be discouraged.


  Do not falter. Trust in yourself.
Trust in what you think is correct.


  She had ended three of her lives with her own hands already.
Isn’t that more than enough experience in crumbling from powerlessness?


  The one soft-hearted gold hatchling;


  At last, it was time for her to be saved.


  *


  The poison of King Bees had a neurotoxic nature to it.


  One of the spirit beasts bled from every hole on its face while one of the beastmen convulsed, unable to breathe properly. Them bleeding and vomiting in pain was vividly etched into the golden eyes.


  Below the shades of the tree, into that pandemonium, her magic descended as a gleam of hope. 


  Magic was the manifestation of will and thus those with a selfless nature tended to be better at using healing magic.


  Even though she had never met them before, Kaeul’s wish for those suffering in pain to recover was carried by her violently enormous flood of mana and was conveyed down to everyone.


  And what happened as a result made Kaeul doubt her own eyes.


  The tiger beastman stopped convulsing; the blood that had been endlessly flowing out of a giraffe spirit beast’s neck stopped. A wound that was so large in comparison to the small body of the rabbit spirit beast rapidly closed.


  As the injured slowly raised their bodies and began to follow someone’s order to hurriedly escape the area,


  The World Tree’s military each raised their voices and roared in joy.


  —-!


  —-!


  Listening to all those cheers with her two ears, Kaeul turned blank for a little.


  She thought she wouldn’t be able to do it. Because she wasn’t able to do a single thing properly.


  Her first failure was disheartening. It hurt more due to all the effort she had put in. It forever remained in a corner of her memories so Kaeul had to consciously avoid the memories of that time.


  However, whenever her mind crumbled and bad thoughts surfaced up; whenever a sense of defeat and a sense of powerlessness rose to the surface, Kaeul could not stop those memories from floating back up. 


  I’m, really trash…


  As she repeated failures, she slowly became used to them. I won’t be able to do it no matter how hard I try. All my effort will be betrayed anyway. All those thoughts slowly made Kaeul more and more timid.


  When was the last time she had wholeheartedly laughed and chattered? She realised that she had always been half-awkwardly smiling recently.


  She was always anxious.


  Always sorry.


  Even though she had always been problematic, no-one pointed fingers at her. And since it was her that always betrayed those kind-hearted people, Kaeul had always been pointing her own fingers at herself.


  Isn’t it time for you to finally start getting better…?


  Why are you so stupid…


  Why can’t you do anything properly…


  Those had been the questions constantly going through her mind.


  And yet what was happening underneath right now? All those spirit beasts and beastmen that had been convulsing and vomiting blood were slowly standing back up and moving.


  Kaeul looked at her two hands.


  She could not stop them from shivering.


  I, I can do it.


  I can do it as well…


  The chains that had been binding her snapped. At the start, it was on an impulse due to the danger Chirpy was put in, and was out of anger but it was now different.


  Even someone like me, can do it.


  Raising her head, Kaeul looked at the sky. The state of the war was still far from victory.


  Through her military life with Team Lair, Kaeul learned how to assess the progress of a war. In a disadvantageous turn of tides, the plunderers that had been aiming to invade the World Tree changed their attitude. At a glance, it was impossible to understand what their goal was.


  They began to throw their bodies to all sides, attacking everything in their sight without any order.


  “What are you doing! We must stop them!”


  “No. It’s not a simple attack. We need to understand what they’re after!”


  “And what are they after!”


  The reason behind their actions were difficult to grasp and they seemed to be flying around without a clear objective, solely for the purpose of destruction. 


  One of the King Bees attacked a beastman soldier that was on a flying spirit beast, while others randomly attacked the unarmed spirit beast civilians.


  In Kaeul’s eyes, it was a strange flow of events.


  It was then.


  The sensitive nose of a dragon picked up a peculiar scent. Is it poison? No, this is…


  Kaeul thought to herself.


  Most monsters communicated through visual and olfactory measures. They warned others by making themselves look bigger or marked one’s territory with urine. 


  More intellectual beasts like goblins and gray wolves that formed groups communicated through sound, just like humans.


  However, King Bees were different. King Bees were able to carry out complex communications through chemicals that other species could not even sense. It was a communication that no-one should be able to pick up without receptors like them.


  It was the power to share an explicit common goal in a short period of time.


  Through pheromones.


  Although dragons did not have the chemical receptors like King Bees, they did have the power of interpreting the will behind the mana that formed those pheromones. Kaeul quickly began to analyse the will hidden within the ‘peculiar scent’.


  She infiltrated through the outer disguise. The moment she analysed the first command of the Queen Bee embedded within, Kaeul widened her eyes.


  [Mass Suicide]


  Only then did she realise what the King Bees were trying to do. Raising her mana to the limit, she soared into the sky.


  “Uhk—!”


  Now that the tides had turned against them, the Queen commanded them to carry out a purposeless massacre. Pheromones had yet to reach the distance. She had to kill the Queen Bee immediately and stop the signal before it caused any more chaos.


  [Magic Arrow (A)]


  A large missile rushed through the sky but the Centurions interrupted it. Despite their large bodies exploding from the strike, the Centurions threw their bodies in and protected the queen.


  Charararak!!


  The excessive use of mana overheated her heart. In a situation like this, she would not be able to shoot a dragon breath even if she were to undo the polymorph.


  Kaeul was already close to her limit. Never in her life had she scraped up so much power.


  “Kuhuk!”


  “S, stop them!”


  Meanwhile, the King Bees continued with their attack. Each had their own target and fell towards the unarmed and weak spirit beasts with whatever method of attack they had with them. “Ahhkk-!” “Noooo–!”


  There were some deaths that she could not stop.


  It was a chaotic war.


  Chemical signals allowed a group to carry out complex orders. Ants building their house underground immediately knew where they had to go, and what room they had to make as well as how to make them.


  King Bees were the same. After the simple command of [Mass Suicide], a separate yet complex pheromone was again spread by the highly intellectual Queen Bee.


  The queen’s command was renewed inside Kaeul’s mind.


  [Aim for the young spirit beasts]
[Gather the attention of those flying bugs (flying spirit beasts)]
[Strike the branches of the World Tree and break them]
[Isolate the unwinged spirit beasts between the branches and the roots]
[Expand your stomachs (with poison) and explode yourselves]


  It wasn’t a simple suicide explosion. With intellectual means, they were trying to carry out the most efficient explosion. 


  Such a specific expression of hostility caused Kaeul to have goosebumps.


  [Magic Arrow (B)]


  [Magic Bullet (B)]


  Kaeul shot more spells in a hurry. They flew towards the queen but could only kill those that were protecting it.


  [Blink (A)]


  Despite her repeated attempts, they were all blocked by the Centurions so this time she moved through dimensions to attack from different angles. However, it was not enough to go around the enormous bodies of the Centurions.


  She was in a hurry. Even at this moment, the queen’s command was spreading far and wide, changing into more and more complex orders.


  “Kuuk! Damn it!”


  “What in the world are they after?!”


  “Stop them first! Stop them! Save those that weren’t able to evacuate yet!”


  The death throes of the dying spirit beasts could be heard.


  Pandemonium.


  It was like hell on earth.


  Kaeul looked at the watch but the existence that had given her power once did not react this time.


  That was when she felt several gazes coming her way. They were from the mythical creatures – the commanders of the military. Looking at Kaeul, they were eagerly wishing for something.


  Those gazes struck her at the back of her head.


  Despite meeting each other for the first time, they were already relying on her and were expecting things from her. Kaeul soon realised that it was because the head commander of the military had died from the sting of a Centurion. 


  She could sense her position and her role and so she immediately stopped attacking the Queen Bee. Kaeul realised that she had the right to lead every soldier in this place.


  Kaeul thought to herself.


  And came to a decision.


  However, in that instant, she doubted herself. Because standing in front of people and gathering their attention was what Kaeul had to avoid at all cost. She again felt a shackle flying in, suppressing her by the neck.


  ‘Do not stand in front of a crowd…’ That was the supreme order given by Yu Jitae and was a shackle that had been binding an elephant from youth. It was difficult for it to break through even after becoming an adult. 


  That was when she suddenly felt a warm gaze, that seemed to have guessed what was going through her mind. 


  <[Keeper of the Clock (SSS+)] gazes down at you.>


  Dragons had a certain level of comprehension regarding ‘transcendent authorities’. The eyes of a being that had evidently exceeded the realms of a human that could possibly even rival the status of the Ancient One was on her.


  An existence like that was watching over her, with a warm gaze filled with encouragement.


  Therefore, Kaeul decided to trust in herself one more time. Getting rid of the fear that suppressed her throat, Kaeul squeezed the mana out of her heart and yelled with a scream.


  [Every mythical creature leading the army, heed my words—!]


  Dragon’s Voice – a power that forces every creation.


  Kaeul remembered the way commands were given out in the military.


  [Every operation regarding the protection of the World Tree will now be under my command–]


  She remembered the names of the spirit beasts that she had learned from school that existed in a corner of her unforgetting memories.


  At the same time, she reflected on the analyses of the pheromone that was constantly being updated.


  [Mountain Lord, go down and protect the young spirit beasts—]
The winged tiger.


  [One-horned Beast, do not be deceived by the King Bees! Protect your ranks and those nearby–]
The one-horned white horse.


  [Jiao, protect the branches of the World Tree and do not let them be broken–]
Large snakes and others.


  Kaeul continued giving out orders.


  [The objective of the King Bees is mass suicide–]


  [Stop the poison from spreading as best as you possibly can–!]


  After finishing with the commands, Kaeul felt a severe insufficiency in mana that made her gasp for breath. She had to overuse Dragon’s Voice to send her voice across while embedding coerciveness into it. 


  Kaeul blocked her mouth in an attempt to stop herself from throwing up. She then wiped her mouth as blood smeared her hand.


  Her mind felt dizzy and her vision wavered.


  However, when she raised her head again, she found the mythical creatures following her command and moving in perfect order. 


  The aggression of the King Bees was efficiently obstructed once their goals were seen through and their meaningless offences were no longer threatening. The tides turned yet again as the plunderers fell into confusion. Even though the queen updated its orders from time to time, Kaeul also gave further orders in response.


  Two dragons that were watching the situation unfold from a distance clenched their hands and cheered.


  The exceedingly efficient commands that only dragons could give in the world created a new flow in the once chaotic battlefront.


  The flow was now completely in their hands, as they struck back.


  Kaeul trusted in herself.


  And everyone believed in Kaeul.


  “Block the Centurions–!!”


  Just like that, the large spirit beasts and the mythical creatures all cooperated to block the Centurions and hinder their movement and Kaeul, who jumped through dimensions, finally found a gap. As a golden arrow squeezed out of her fingers and explosively shot through the air,


  —


  The falling light finally popped the head of the Queen Bee.
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  The large body of the Queen Bee fell. It plummeted into the ground as clouds of dust rose up into the sky.


  After losing the connection they had with their boss through pheromone, the King Bees became confused. Their movements and attacks no longer had any purpose.


  Without the central power directing them, the army turned into groups of individual entities. The King Bees scattered away while some of the dense bees drove their heads into the protective barriers of the World Tree and crumbled into pieces.


  Meanwhile, the army of beastmen and spirit beasts led by the mythical creatures moved promptly, swinging swords and throwing javelins at their order-less enemy.


  However, the war wasn’t over yet. The final fight of the war finally began as the remaining bee commander came back to itself.


  The surviving Centurion collected data from nearby. Although the pheromones of fighter bees weren’t as potent as the queen’s, they could still emit pheromones to relay information to those nearby.


  Every remaining bee was destined to die in any case. Left with that predestined fate, the Centurion pondered how they could follow the last commands of the queen as efficiently as possible even in death.


  In other words, it seeked for the most effective target for their self-explosions.


  While its allied King Bees were dying, out of several hundreds of pheromones that were relayed through mana,


  The one remaining Centurion found the answer.


  *


  There was a large mechanical device. 


  This artifact with a cylindrical shape resembling both an airship and a whale was a gift to Anum and the World Tree that had been given by an existence called a ‘Prophet’ who had come from a different dimension.


  A flying ship.


  While the King Bees and spirit beasts were having an intense battle of life and death, one King Bee who managed to squeeze in through the gap reached the device and checked what was inside. It discovered that there was a strikingly large number of spirit beast eggs inside it. 


  Before the gold dragon headed to battle, hundreds of spirit beasts including the baby chicken Chirpy had gathered all sorts of eggs to that place in preparation for the worst case scenario; the destruction of the World Tree. It was under the command of the mythical creatures.


  Even if the World Tree were to be scorched; even if all the spirit beasts and beastmen here were to die, their race would live on in a different world, wherever it may be. 


  However, that decision was now proving to be a mistake.


  Chirararak–!


  The Centurion screeched out loud with the voice unique to an insect-type monster. There was no longer a need for a chemical transmission of information.  


  What it wanted was simple, and was also intimidating.


  [Destroy that large ‘whale’.]


  The shout of the Centurion struck the minds of the King Bees who had fallen into confusion after losing their commanders. Their flights gained direction and the King Bees flew straight towards the flying ship like missiles.


  The beastmen were appalled. The eggs inside the flying ship were the children of their brothers and sisters, and were no different from their own.


  “No…! Nooo!!”


  “Stop them! Do not let them break through!”


  “Their goal is self-explosion! Do not let them approach!”


  The King Bees were out of their minds. They added more and more poison into their bodies and their stomachs soon bubbled up into hideous balloons. Hundreds of King Bees fell from the sky.


  “We must send the ship outside the barrier right now!”


  “Is it still not ready to move!?”


  Some of them asked, why wasn’t it moving yet? But it was because things were changing too rapidly. 


  “Move it right now! We can’t fight them head-on anymore!”


  “It’s almost ready! Just… just a little bit more!”


  The bees did not run away from the layers of soldiers that were standing in front of them. Even if they were to die, the ones behind them would have an easier time reaching the airship if they were to destroy the obstructions.


  On the other hand, the spirit beasts had no choice but to throw their bodies in to stop them. Because behind them was their future.


  Their convictions resulted in casualties on both ends. 


  Meanwhile, the Regressor watched Kaeul from the sky. 


  She had overused combat magic, interdimensional spells and healing magic, on top of the continuous use of Dragon’s Voice. All those spells had been displayed at an output that far exceeded the norms.


  Because of that, Kaeul was currently on her knees on one of the tree’s branches, gasping for breath and bleeding from her mouth.


  “…”


  The original plan for Yu Jitae was to intervene at this moment. 


  Kaeul had overcome her self-hatred and had accomplished more than enough as a guardian deity so it was fine to help now.


  However, he did not intervene.


  Kaeul raised her head despite it wavering from exhaustion. 


  <The existence, [Yu Kaeul] looks at the enemies.>


  If he treasured the World Tree and Anum even slightly more than Kaeul, he would have intervened and helped immediately. But that one dragon was incomparably more precious to him than thousands of beastmen and spirit beasts.


  <The existence, [Yu Kaeul] tries to stand up.>


  Her legs failed her and she fell back down but despite vomiting mouthfuls of blood, she tried to stand up again.


  And seeing that, he realised that this wasn’t a place for him to chime in and provide help.


  Kaeul staggered and raised her knee against the branch of the tree. 


  <The existence, [Yu Kaeul] tries to stand up.>


  Alright.


  Let’s see you stand up on your own feet.


  <The existence, [Yu Kaeul] tries to stand up.>


  It was you that started it and you that pulled it off. 


  So tie the knot with those tiny hands of yours as well.


  <The existence, [Yu Kaeul] tries to stand up.>


  However, Kaeul could not stand up properly. She staggered and fell to the side as her golden hair messily scattered across.


  He inwardly lamented.


  Should he step in and take care of it after all…?


  But as if trying to go against his thoughts head-on, a new message floated back up.


  <The existence, [Yu Kaeul] is furious at being unable to stand up.>


  Kaeul did not give up. With her small fists, she struck the tree. Unable to hold her emotions in, she endlessly struck the tree branch.


  Despite stumbling and limping, Kaeul tried again and again and at last stood up. Staring up at the battlefield with eyes filled with killing intent, she squeezed out mana that laid at the very bottom of her [dragon heart]. 


  Seeing Kaeul finally stand firmly on the ground with her two feet, Yu Jitae felt his heart ringing from the depths. It felt like a small drop of water causing a big ripple.


  That was when an unexpected message appeared in his mind.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] has confirmed the met requirements of an emotion.>


  <Filled Emotion: Anxiety>


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] states that the [Obelisk of Anxiety] located in the [Basement of Vintage Clock> has been cast with light.>


  His eyes twitched. 


  He thought he was cheering for her but it seemed that he had wrongly analysed his own emotions. Had he been anxious for Kaeul?


  Is that so…


  After labelling his emotion as anxiety, he suddenly remembered memories from the past. It was on things that had happened near the end of the 4th iteration. 


  – You should have brought something sweet…


  If, what if,


  What if the last thing she so desperately wanted failed? Wouldn’t she become powerless again? It was the anxiety and concern of the one who had instigated this whole situation. 


  However, his concern didn’t last for long.


  When the huge body of the airship finally rose to the sky, everyone considered things to be over. The core was operating without a problem and there was also a new protective layer that had formed around the outside of the airship.


  But the last Centurion proved otherwise. The brutally huge bee reaching 10 metres in height crunched at the protective barrier with a powerful chin that could munch through steel plates. 


  Cracckk– 


  Pushed away by the barrier, its shells cracked.


  Its eyes bursted as its feelers snapped and dropped. Its fluids began to drip as the grotesque interior of the insect monster was in full display.


  Despite that, the Centurion did not stop. Even after losing half of its head, it pushed its chin forward and at last destroyed the core that was protruding out of the ship.


  Kwaannng–!


  With an explosive thud, the Centurion’s head exploded and it fell.


  The airship lost its power supply but the problem was that it was already 300 metres away from the World Tree. After losing the power, the ship slowly tilted before gradually shifting its direction… gradually towards the ground. 


  “Damn it–!”


  “Nooo!!”


  People screamed. The precious sons and daughters of their neighbours – the future of Anum had begun to fall in front of their eyes.


  The airship was unreasonably large and wasn’t something people could dare support or carry. 


  “Nooooooooooo—!!”


  Some of them could not help but look away and close their eyes.


  It felt as if time had stopped.


  Or rather, did it really stop?


  No matter how much time passed, the sound of the ship crashing into the ground could not be heard. When they carefully sneaked a peak with teary eyes,


  They found the once descending airship drawing a parabola back up towards the sky. 


  “Ah…!”


  “That’s…”


  Golden forks of lightning sparked from the broken core.


  It was the gold dragon.


  The gold dragon was supplying the ship with power in the stead of the power core!


  The flashing sparks of gold protected the airship and sustained it in the air without making it fall and caused the huge aircraft to fly back up.


  That ridiculous and absurd scene caused all the spirit beasts and beastmen of the World Tree to shiver with astonishment.


  “Ah…!”


  The whale was flying through the sky.


  ***


  The remaining King Bees were ripped to death by the beastmen. Dozens flew towards the airship but died after crashing into the protective barrier.


  Before long, the flying ship slowly descended and landed safely. The moment she confirmed the safety of the airship, Kaeul fainted.


  The eggs were safe and the war had at last ended.


  She only woke back up after a very long time.


  ***


  Sitting on a chair, Yu Jitae looked at Kaeul.


  Even though she was young, she was still a dragon. A human would have been severely injured and could have died from a shock considering all the mana she had squeezed out but Kaeul had almost fully recovered.


  Listening to the sound of her heart, it was about time for her to wake up but… it had already been three days since he first thought that.


  Without moving a single inch, Yu Jitae sat next to her during all that time and waited for her to wake up. He injected mana into her body to help with her recovery as well.


  However, even Yu Jitae who was usually dense with time became slightly worried after sitting on the same spot for 72 hours.


  Why isn’t she waking up.


  <[Keeper of the Clock (SSS+)]: ٩(๑`^’๑)۶ >


  That was when a message floated up following the awkward systematics of himself as an authority. 


  Oh, so this is how it works.


  It seemed that emotions turned into letters and were expressed as an image. Since he had never watched over an existence before as an ‘authority’, it was the first time he saw it.


  It was quite an intriguing addition to his otherwise boring wait.


  Did this mean the Vintage Clock would have gone through such emotions like him at a distant place somewhere? While waiting for Kaeul to wake up, Yu Jitae decided to try expressing other emotions.


  However, it was not easy. Even though he wanted to express sorrow, he could not feel sad and there was thus no emoticon of sorrow.


  The same was for joy.


  Looking back at his happy memories… so thinking back at the pleasant times he had spent with the kids, he did find them comfortable and nice but that was the end and those memories failed to connect to a specific emotion. 


  Anyway, why aren’t you waking up.


  <[Keeper of the Clock (SSS+)]: ٩(๑`^’๑)۶ >


  Perhaps human emotions were just a device made to better memorise unique moments. A photo was just a photo but with matching filters applied to them, they could hold more than just a visual record. 


  Similarly, even though events were just events, maybe it was ‘emotions’ that people applied to those events to assign more meaning to it. That was the sudden trail of thought he had.


  Because things become faint with time, it might be natural that momentary emotions that abruptly pop up are more dramatic in nature compared to past memories. Thinking along the lines of that, he remembered how Yeorum had grumbled in the past.


  ‘Ah this retarded manga is so annoying. How many volumes of past recollection are there?’


  ‘I have absolutely zero interest in whatever yous did in the past so just develop the plot!’


  ‘Ahh, so when are they having sex huh!?’


  Was that a similar case? He wondered.


  However, there was something that wouldn’t make sense in that case. Although very rare, [Vintage Clock] tended to send messages as if it were reminiscent of the past. Even during those moments of recollection, it sent plentiful emoticons of emotion.


  It was impossible for normal humans to do so. He even wondered that Vintage Clock might be an ‘existence’ that vividly remembered the past memories and the past emotions. In fact, even the fact that it expressed emotions was strange.


  But it was most likely a wrong idea.


  Since there was no way that ‘authorities’ would be ‘existences’.


  He himself was an example of how ‘existences’ could not become ‘authorities’.


  “…?”


  It was then.


  Kaeul slowly opened her eyes and turned towards him with a dull gaze. She blinked her unfocused eyes.


  “Hello.”


  Yu Jitae greeted her first as Kaeul slowly replied.


  “Uun. Hi…?”


  Kaeul had received a large amount of shock to both her head and her heart and had already slept for several days. Due to that, she was in a half-blank state right now like a human who had just woken up from anaesthesia.


  Perhaps that was why.


  “Wow, it’s Bom-unni’s boyfriend…”


  “What?”


  “Hehe…”


  Words outside his expectations left her mouth.


  Episode 94: Umbrella (8)


  “You know, by the way…”


  “Yeah.”


  There was a beastman watching from the side. When Yu Jitae gave him a nod, the beastman left the room.


  “That thing just thenn. Was that a dream…?”


  “Which one?”


  Her brain wasn’t processing information properly.


  “What was it againn…?”


  Being referred to as Bom-unni’s boyfriend was slightly surprising for Yu Jitae, but at the same time, it wasn’t the most surprising thing in the world.


  Although Bom only teased him when they were alone together, the other kids were also dragons. They had excellent eyes and ears so it was possible that they had noticed something. Or it might be that Bom had told them already.


  He let it be since it would be strange to interject just to correct her misunderstanding and besides, Kaeul should wake up any time soon anyway.


  “Ah…!”


  “Do you remember now?”


  “Unn uun. I was like, like… papabak… pabak…”


  Kaeul uttered while swaying her hands left and right. Yu Jitae was amused by her clumsy gestures so he decided to tease her a little.


  “What kind of weird dream was that?”


  “Ehng. Was it really a dream…?”


  “I think so.”


  “Ah. No wonder… So I, just jumped out huh…?”


  She appeared to be talking about when she had jumped out of Unit 301.


  “Uung. That’s weird though…? I thought, I’d be safe jumping off from that height though…”


  Kaeul then gave a wide smile that made her truly look like a dull simpleton. Her outstretched hands slowly came down and reached her hair and she continued with her words while twirling the ends of her hair.


  “Did I drop head first…?”


  Muhuhu, she laughed and it supplemented her foolish smile to make her appear twice as foolish. 


  She seemed to be trying her hardest to think despite her head refusing to. He was about to stop teasing her but that was when she added more words.


  “What would you, have done if I died…”


  “That’s what I should be asking you.”


  “Yeah. Why didn’t you, put iron bars on the window…?”


  “At that point, you might as well ask for shackles.”


  “That’s a bit…”


  Kaeul was about to raise her body but Yu Jitae dissuaded her by waving his hand.


  “Stay on the bed. Don’t overwork yourself.”


  “Uung…”


  She obediently laid back down. Kaeul rubbed her head into the pillow as her long hair then covered her face, and seemingly finding that unpleasant, she ran her fingers through her hair. 


  In the meantime, she mumbled.


  “But still, thank goodness I’m alive…”


  Those words touched a sensitive part of the Regressor’s mind so he waited for more words in silence.


  Soon, Kaeul had a blank look on her face while seriously contemplating something. She thought on and on. 


  Although Kaeul wasn’t good at reading the mood, she was the type to try her best in reading the mood and although she wasn’t very thoughtful, she tried her hardest to think as much as possible. 


  Even now, she was working her small head as diligently as she could.


  “I’m a bit strange right? I never lacked anything but… life had always been hard…”


  “…”


  “It’s been that way for several years so… it should be time, for many good things to happen… so it would be a waste to die so early right…?”


  “So why did you jump out then.”


  “Uun sorry… but, there was a good side to jumping down…”


  “What was it?”


  “I had a dream…”


  With her eyes still out of focus, she looked at the ceiling.


  “It was a really good dream… I met Chirpy again. There were bad monsters so, I flew around a lot, shot spells from my hands, saved people that were in danger. And there was like, someone helping me…”


  Like a drunkard, she mumbled on.


  Regardless, it fortunately seemed that it had indeed remained as a very positive memory. Even though her eyes were still out of focus and vacant, her hazy expression gradually became brighter. 


  “I also healed injured people…”


  “Really?”


  “Uun. They all became healthy… like, they could walk again…”


  “Must have been nice.”


  “Uun. I also defeated the very bad guy…”


  “Good job.”


  “But, there were also a lot of people that died…”


  “Oh no.”


  Kaeul shook her head.


  “It’s sad, but it’s impossible to save everyone… Actually someone told me before… that you could carry through with your conviction with power… in my dream I wanted to help everyone… and you know what’s really insane…?”


  “What is it?”


  She threw her arms wide open.


  “I helped eeeveryone…”


  “Good on you.”


  “Uun… but that was all a dream huh…”


  Saying that, she pulled her arms back in and suddenly turned away from him. Looking at the child’s back, he asked.


  “Are you disappointed?”


  “…”


  Kaeul replied after a short hesitation.


  “Yes but… one day, I might be able to do that…”


  “Yeah. Maybe.”


  “Uum… but it will be difficult for me… I’m stupid… and I can’t do anything properly…”


  “…”


  “Uun, but, I will try my best… I got some courage after having that dream… maybe I’ll be able to do that in the future…? Helping and saving people…”


  Kaeul turned towards him again with her vacant eyes staring at his face.


  “That’s why I decided to not cry anymore…”


  “Are you sure about that? That you won’t cry anymore.”


  “Of course…”


  “Can you promise me?”


  “Uun…!”


  “Then let’s make a vow on that promise.”


  “Ohh. I know that…! I’ve done that before… I know the rules as well…!”


  She clumsily raised her hand above her head while still lying down on the bed and murmured to herself, ‘I am the daughter of the gold dragon, Kalakisias, of East Askalifa’s Vien peninsula…’ He couldn’t exactly hear what she was saying due to all the mumbling.


  “…I hereby vow to not cry.”


  Saying that, she awkwardly gave a bow.


  “Got it.”


  Yu Jitae caressed her forehead. Following the lines of her hair, he patted her by the side of her forehead.


  “Feels good…”


  “Does it?”


  “You do it just like our ahjussi…”


  She suddenly blinked her eyes after saying that.


  “Nn…?”


  Kaeul slowly turned around to face Yu Jitae.


  “Eh…? Bom-unni’s… huh!?”


  “Why. What’s wrong?”


  She slowly woke up from her confusion. Yu Jitae felt amused seeing her hazy eyes gradually regaining their focus. It was seemingly followed by a sudden headache as Kaeul frowned while placing her hands on her forehead.


  “Are you okay now?”


  “Uun? Uhh, yes…? What did I say just then…?”


  Kaeul belatedly checked her surroundings again. What she had thought was her usual pillow was actually a bundle of straw and the bed she had considered comfortable was in fact a rugged bed crafted out of some animal fur. She slowly realised that this wasn’t her room at Unit 301 but even then, she still couldn’t discern whether the events from before was a dream or not and she thus continued thinking with a dazed look on her face.


  Vuuuuung–!


  That was when the sound of a warhorn was heard from outside.


  “Mommy…! That scared me…”


  It had been 2 weeks since she had fainted. 


  The spirit beasts and beastmen had begun restoring the World Tree after burying all the corpses and carrying out a group funeral. They were slowly starting to bustle again with energy.


  “Yu Kaeul.”


  “Yes?”


  “Come here.”


  Holding the child by her hand, Yu Jitae raised her up from the bed. With wide eyes like a rabbit, Kaeul was still bewildered and had trouble believing it was all true. He walked forward hand-in-hand with the child as she limped after him.


  “Did you have a very good dream?”


  “Sorry…?”


  The warmth that was being transmitted over his hand steadily brought her back to reality.


  “Time to wake up now.”


  The moment Yu Jitae opened the curtains of the window, all the countless beastmen and spirit beasts that had gathered at the plaza in front of the building raised their voices and bellowed.


  ““Waaaaaaaaahh—-!!!””


  Their growls and their voices resonated the entire dimension. Those who had heard the name of the gold dragon from Yu Jitae began calling out her name – the name of their guardian deity who had saved their world and the World Tree.


  ““Yu Kaeul–! Yu Kaeul–! Yu Kaeul–!””


  As the faint barrier hindering her cognition crumbled down, Kaeul at last realised that all the dreamy events had in fact been real. She felt goosebumps all around her body. Every moment of what she had considered a dream; all those moments that seemed impossible at a glance were all real.


  And it was she herself that had done it.


  “…”


  Freezing stiff from the overwhelming emotions, Kaeul used both her hands to cover her face. Her vow was already broken.


  “They’re all waiting for you.”


  “…”


  “Wave back at least.”


  But hearing Yu Jitae’s words, she lowered one of her hands and looked at the large tree that she had protected, and at the world in front of her.


  As soon as Kaeul raised her hand,


  It was followed by a thunderous roar of cheers.


  ***


  Under the radiant sunlight, the animals hummed songs.


  Receiving the endless cheers of the beastmen and the spirit beasts, Kaeul walked out onto the streets. The mythical creatures welcomed her and guided her forward as the World Tree moved its gigantic body to convey its gratitude. The gentle breezes spread a peaceful scent of nature and colourful flowers were laid in front of her path like a red carpet. 


  Before anything, she headed to the grave of the dead spirit beasts and beastmen. There was a cemetery built with people crying inside. Going into that place, Kaeul offered her condolences to the buried spirit beasts and beastmen. Although she had never met them before and did not have any connection with them, she still sincerely empathised with the sorrows of the ones present and wept with them. It was her inborn nature.


  After that, she went to meet the baby chicken Chirpy and also met some spirit beasts that served him as a boss. She fiddled with his chubby belly for a bit but Chirpy soon led her to a different place.


  Kaeul turned stiff upon arriving there.


  In that place were spirit beasts who had hatched in the span of 2 weeks that Kaeul had fainted for. Most of them were babies of bird spirit beasts and looked like tiny baby chickens. Their parents were large hens and roosters who came up and asked for the blessings of their guardian deity.


  In that warm forest of blooming flowers, surrounded by roosters and baby chickens, Kaeul gave various pleasant words.


  He watched all that unfold from behind. Seeing that suddenly aroused a prophecy Bom had given on a certain night regarding Kaeul’s future.


  – Hmm… There were a lot of roosters and chickens. A lot of baby chickens…


  Perhaps this was the future she had seen.


  After spending three days in the World Tree, it was finally time to go back.


  In truth, Kaeul looked reluctant throughout the three-day period. She wasn’t pleased with the idea of leaving behind a world she had saved since the world also wanted her to remain here.


  However, Yu Jitae had to take Kaeul back and this was something that could not be compromised on by any means and she also knew that to some extent.


  That day, Yu Jitae and Kaeul walked on top of a branch that was near the top of the World Tree. She had something that she wanted to request from him.


  “Please persuade me,” she said.


  “Persuade for what.”


  “Please persuade me at least, to go back home… otherwise I don’t wanna go back.”


  In response, Yu Jitae took the pocket watch out from his pocket and opened it. He then took out the note that Kaeul had given him as a present in the past during his birthday party.


  [Wish Card ♥]


  “Ugh… that’s not supposed to be used now…”


  Kaeul said with a pout as her golden eyes resentfully glared at him. Yu Jitae returned a faint smile and the two of them walked for a long time without saying anything else.


  When the branch became narrower, Kaeul stumbled and was about to fall so Yu Jitae held her back. 


  Sitting at the top of the world, they turned their gazes to the spirit beasts on the ground that were now miniscule and hardly visible. Due to feeling all the emotions and thoughts that surged up from watching the town of beastmen and spirit beasts, they didn’t share any conversation for quite some time.


  It was Kaeul who broke the silence with a question.


  “What if…”


  She mumbled with a calm face that he had never before seen from her. 


  “What if there was a world without farewells. How would it be?”


  He realised the child was sincerely concerned about the topic, and because that concern was something everyone had in common; and also because it was an unfortunate question that did not have a beautiful and idealistic response to it, he honestly shared what he himself thought.


  “Then the time you spend together won’t feel special.”


  “Is that so…”


  There is nothing eternal in this world. That was the conclusion he drew with his dry voice.


  “It is because there are farewells that we try our hardest during the time before the farewell.”


  “And make good farewells too?”


  “That’s correct.”


  “…”


  Looking at his face, Kaeul deeply pondered so Yu Jitae looked back and similarly contemplated.


  <[Keeper of the Clock (SSS+)]: …>


  That was when a message like that appeared in Kaeul’s mind.


  In that instant, Yu Jitae realised he had made a mistake but Kaeul didn’t seem to have noticed it. Therefore, as naturally as possible, he retrieved the [Authority Adaptor] bracelet from the child.


  “Oh right, by the way, when did you come here ahjussi?”


  “After you finished everything.”


  This was an extremely important question, and was a question that Yu Jitae couldn’t give an honest answer to. Fortunately as always, Kaeul trusted him.


  “Were you worried a lot?”


  “No. Not much. Should we go back now.”


  “Ah, yes.”


  The two of them stood up.


  The sun had already set beyond the horizon and it was nighttime. Dense clouds that could be spotted through the veil of night approached from a distance as raindrops started to fall.


  After telling the mythical creatures and the representative of the World Tree that she would go back and that she would sometimes come over, Kaeul bid farewell and walked outside with Yu Jitae.


  Waiting in front of an alleyway was the baby chicken. With blank eyes it looked up after seemingly sensing something.


  Chirp!


  “Un un.”


  Kaeul walked to the baby chicken, Chirpy, and took an umbrella out of her dimensional storage to cast over the baby chicken. It was raining quite heavily.


  Crouching in front of the baby chicken, she reminisced on memories of the past.


  She could remember the small and dusty furry ball, wandering around the streets injured, pushing its beak through dirt in hunger. 


  At first she had approached it with Yu Jitae, gave food and had watched over it with concern and yet that same baby chicken was now so much bigger, ready for a full farewell.


  They had danced together in times of joy and had consoled each other through hardships. Every morning they sang songs and every night they hugged each other to sleep. The baby chicken was the one that made her realise she could do something, and was also the one who made her realise that her value was in giving love instead of receiving it.


  With a myriad of thoughts flashing past her head, Kaeul crouched in front of the baby chicken for a very long time.


  “You have to stay healthy.”


  Chirp…


  A final smile should be a better farewell.


  With that in mind, Kaeul did not cry.


  
    
      [image: ]
    

  

  ***


  After leaving the World Tree, while walking together with Yu Jitae towards the interdimensional fissure, Kaeul went through the events that had happened once again.


  From time to time there was someone that had provided her with help. It was a being that she could never have assumed to be a human.


  Kaeul felt goosebumps the moment she realised it was Yu Jitae from the conversation she had with him just then despite not showing it on the outside.


  When she was frightened about the idea that she had to endure hardship by herself, that ‘transcendent authority’ helped her stand back up again and again. And she now realised that that had been Yu Jitae all along.


  Kaeul was surprised by the fact that he was such an incredible being that could rival the authorities of the Ancient One and was also surprised by how it had been him who helped her stand firmly in times of uncontrollable anguish. 


  It was raining heavily on their way back. Carrying an umbrella, Yu Jitae walked next to her.


  This weather and this scene appeared like a representation of her life. It had always been raining in Kaeul’s world, and who was it that had been stopping all those rains for her?


  Looking back, surprisingly enough,


  It had always been just one person.


  So in the middle of their way back, Kaeul stopped her feet and hugged Yu Jitae. Yu Jitae hugged her back with one hand while holding the umbrella with his other hand.


  

The world of my weak-hearted self had always been dripping with heavy rain.


  Whenever it was raining,


  The person who always stood by my side,


  To protect me and keep me safe from the rain.


  “Ahjussi…”


  You, are the one over my head; my Umbrella.


  Episode 95: Lifetime Luck wasted on Gacha (1)


  He returned to Unit 301 with Kaeul. Bom, Yeorum and also Gyeoul who was later called up, all came to the front door after receiving the news from Clone 2.


  “Oi Goldie!”


  “Kaeul. You did great.”


  “…!”


  Since it was her first time seeing Kaeul in a long time, Gyeoul dashed into her arms as Kaeul raised her up into the air and Bom followed suit by hugging Kaeul and raising her up. It was Doonga Doonga time.


  Once to the left, and once to the right. 


  Kyahaha, they laughed.


  Despite being glad for her return, Yeorum pondered whether she should join that stupid Doonga Doonga thing or not. 


  “No. I can’t…”


  “Why? Unni. Come here and join.”


  “No, I’m fucking fine. It’s great to see you back but I just can’t make myself do that…”


  It was apparently so childish that it gave her goosebumps. In any case, after that, the kids chatted about what happened when Kaeul was away.


  Meanwhile, Clone 2 who was standing next to the protector in the living room, quietly walked out. After a respectful salute to Yu Jitae, Clone 2 was about to leave Unit 301 but suddenly stopped. Yu Jitae sensed his thoughts through their mental connection and noticed that he had something he wanted to say.


  “Why.”


  Yu Jitae asked after bringing Clone 2 outside.


  “Yes. My lord… Aren’t you going to ask about what happened with Miss Ha Saetbyul?”


  “Why would I.”


  Since he had cut off the memory regarding the whole matter, he didn’t exactly know what happened but wasn’t interested in it either. The one thing he was certain about was that Ha Saetbyul would escape the agony she had fallen into due to being involved in his matters and will live a happy life elsewhere. 


  “You sound like you are itching to talk about it.”


  “N, no. That’s not…”


  “Right. So what happened.”


  “…”


  Clone 2 replied after some hesitation.


  He listed the things that had happened. By finding a new house together, helping her work at the new workplace as a teacher and helping her meet new people, he had an emotional exchange with her which Yu Jitae had allowed.


  Listening to the stories of the clone, Yu Jitae thought to himself.


  In the 1st iteration, Yu Jitae was raised at an orphanage after losing his family and had seen bad examples of orphanage teachers so that might be why he was attracted to Ha Saetbyul, a genuine teacher, in the 2nd iteration. 


  It was a fresh take on those memories of a distant past.


  “Those were the things that happened…”


  There was actually one thing he was curious about.


  “Did you sleep with her?” he asked.


  “Sorry? N, no. I did not.”


  Clone 2 replied in a fluster.


  “Things did go slightly strange as we got drunk but, there was a feeling that we shouldn’t do it…”


  “Who thought that first,”


  “…I’m not sure which of us felt disinclined first.”


  Clone 2 conveyed his memories to Yu Jitae.


  Ha Saetbyul’s lips were right in front of his eyes. Their lips were millimetres away from overlapping. As they smelled the dense scent of alcohol from each other’s breath, Clone 2 froze on the spot while Ha Saetbyul gave a smile.


  – We might do something bad at this rate…


  Clone 2 hurriedly distanced himself and straightened his clothes.


  – I’ll be on my way now…


  – Yes. I took too much of your time.


  It wasn’t a short encounter. In front of the door where they would separate again, Ha Saetbyul asked Clone 2.


  – Will we, meet again in the future?


  Clone 2 opened his mouth.


  …That was when the memories paused.


  “Ah, sorry… th, the thing is… it’s because I actually had something I became curious about.”


  “What is it.”


  “If you separate with someone, will you definitely be able to meet them again?”


  With a sincere voice, Clone 2 asked Yu Jitae. Even though he was made based on the young Yu Jitae of the 1st iteration, it wasn’t something an existence created by a concept rather than by nature would usually ask.


  And thus, this in fact added another evidence to Yu Jitae’s experiment.


  “How can you restrain hearts from walking away, when you can’t even control your own,” he replied.


  “But can’t you approach the one you have separated with as long as you want to?”


  “Can it be called a re-encounter if you’re the only one doing it? Trying to selfishly hold other people back is greed.”


  In other words, he meant that meeting again after a separation was out of one’s control. The old proverb, ‘Those who meet must part and those who part shall meet,’ was one that he didn’t necessarily agree with.


  Soon, the memories of Clone 2 started playing again. Clone 2 said, ‘Yes’ to her before turning around. Yu Jitae was quite intrigued by that response because it meant that was probably how he himself would have answered in the past.


  “But if you long for them, they sometimes come out in your dreams.”


  Yu Jitae gave awkward words of consolation.


  “Thank you, my lord…”


  Leaving those words behind, Clone 2 left Unit 301. It was now time to meet the Witch.


  Clone 2 understood the reply that ‘no-one knows whether you will meet again or not’ because he knew about Yu Jitae’s past. It was in fact quite an obvious answer for his lord because not a single thing that left him had returned in its original shape. 


  But after thinking through Yu Jitae’s words, he started feeling more and more sorry for his lord.


  They come out in your dreams if you long for them?


  Yu Jitae hasn’t been able to sleep in the past 200 years though…


  ***


  [Release Output Amplification Core]


  It all started from this shining sphere that was as small as a ping pong ball.


  “…”


  Yeorum glared at the ball.


  Mana core. It was like a supportive battery of an artifact and amplified the output capacity of the user to allow a smoother battle.


  “Why did you buy that? I thought you always wanted to fight using only your own strength, unni.”


  Yeorum frowned in response to Kaeul’s question. 


  “I did.”


  “Did you change your mind?”


  “No.”


  Yeorum had been going to Europe these days to apply for duels with large combat guilds. Her winning streak was then smashed by a stronger opponent. 


  There were still many superhumans in the world that were stronger than Yeorum.


  “Then why?”


  “Look. Even 4 digit rankers put their lives on the line in duels and dope their weapon, dope their bodies and freaking do everything they can to fight. Isn’t it unfair for me to fight bare-handed against them?”


  “Uum… but there are people that still don’t use them right?”


  Doping one’s body had a high likelihood of causing accidents. There were many people that ended up in bad states due to trying to reach above their abilities through those means. 


  That was why there occasionally were ‘natural superhumans’. They were those that refused to dope their bodies and solely relied on their given abilities and blessings to fight. Yeorum was closer to this group.


  “…”


  But Yeorum frowned again.


  Kaeul became slightly nervous. She knew Yeorum was quite sensitive these days due to the constant losses she was suffering.


  Hehe. Did I make a mistake?


  Worried, she looked back at Bom who shook her head in response, suggesting she stay quiet and read the mood.


  Noo, did I make a mistake…?


  “Ah, fuck.”


  Mommy..!


  “Ah, whatever. This is so unfair. Do you think I can’t do the same? Fuck it. I’m gonna dope myself as well. I’m gonna add a battery to my sword and also take those pills.”


  “Ah. Y, yes! There’s also cigarettes apparently…!”


  “Whaat? Cigareettess?”


  “You know, those doping cigarettes…! Sillardo Leo sticks two of them into his nostrils right!”


  “Haigo~ fuck. Two is nowhere near enough. If I was using them, I’d stick it into my mouth, my nose, ears…”


  She then started listing all sorts of holes. “Uahh! Don’t say that!” Kaeul said with a fright while Bom quickly covered Gyeoul’s ears.


  Her outrage stopped at a cute level without going too far. Fortunately, it seemed that she was only frustrated despite the loss. 


  “And you. Goldie.”


  “U, unn?!”


  “I didn’t lose. You get that?”


  “Yes yes…!”


  “Repeat after me. I have to suffer due to being a natural.”


  “H, have to suffer due to being a natural…!”


  Without stopping there, Yeorum flicked her head to glare at Gyeoul.


  “…Have to soffer… a natural.”


  Gyeoul also returned a cursory nod and said what she wanted to hear with a sigh. Even though Yeorum didn’t show it, she seemed quite content by it.


  “Anyway, so you’re going to be opening those cores now right?”


  “Yeah. Fortunately they released a whole stack of them a few months ago, so I used up all my fortune to buy 5 of them.”


  The kids turned their eyes towards the small spheres.


  [Release Output Amplification Core]


  They were highly expensive cores that reached hundreds of thousands of dollars each. By using up all the money she earned at Las Vegas, she bought five of them. They were cores that could be attached to artifacts and weapons to support their output.


  But there was something unique about these cores…


  “Isn’t this the one?! Where they increase in output as you crack more seals…!”


  “Yeah.”


  These cores that had a total of 10 layers of seals around them unleashed more power as more and more layers were opened with mana.


  That was why they were also referred to as ‘onion cores’.


  “Apparently the chance to have a higher output when you crack each layer is 20%.”


  “Then what happens in the remaining 80%?”


  “You get fucked. That’s all.”


  The problem was that the formulae of these cores were completely [random]. They were random and undecided at birth so there was not a single technique or magic that could allow one to see the end result beforehand. 


  If they had some sort of internal mechanism, Yu Jitae would be able to foresee the end result but they didn’t have any mechanism at all. 


  As a solution to that problem, Yeorum bought 5 of them.


  “Bom-unni.”


  “Nn.”


  “20% means one out of five is definitely going to be a hit right.”


  “I guess?”


  “And because I’m on the luckier side, two of them should be a good pull at least.”


  What was that about? Bom tilted her head while Yeorum handed a core each to Yu Jitae and the kids.


  “Let’s crack them open. Just two layers will do.”


  “The chance is too low though. The possibility of getting two in a row is 1 out of 25. Even if we try with 5 cores, that’s less than a 20% chance.”


  “Sounds very doable.”


  “Hmm…”


  In any case, 
Going straight to work,


  “I’m doing it right now.”


  Yeorum started off by pulling a layer of mana surrounding the core.


  Pasasak…


  It was a fail.


  The ambient light of the core immediately turned dark.


  “Ah fuck.”


  Hundreds of thousands of dollars evaporated into nothing right before her eyes. 


  “Aoh, my money…” Yeorum was lamenting with a frown when the core in Gyeoul’s hands also dimmed out with a crumbling sound. Surprised, Gyeoul dropped the core. 


  “Oi, oi! You should’ve said something before opening it. Why would you do it like that?”


  “…You didn’t, mention that.”


  “No, that’s common sense, you idiot. Do you know how important these things are? Ahh, it’s two down already. I should’ve done it myself.”


  “…Do it, …by yourself then.”


  “What did you say, you brat?”


  Yeorum and Gyeoul growled at each other when Kaeul quickly chimed in and waved her hands.


  “Don’t fight…! I, I, I’ll try it. I’m good at things like this!”


  “No. Don’t do it. Just give it to me. I’ll probably blame you guys if you do it so just let me open all of them.”


  “No! Don’t you trust me? There’s been tons of great things happening for me recently right…!”


  It was true. Kaeul was indeed quite lucky these days.


  “Hmm… Alright. I’ll trust you then. Go, Goldie!”


  “Let’s gooo! Aht, wait…!”


  Kaeul popped the core into the blanket that was covering her legs and cut off both light and sound. She widened her eyes as Bom and Gyeoul, let alone Yeorum, all looked and waited for her reaction.


  “Did you open it?”


  “Uun…!”


  “How’d it go? Did you succeed?”


  “I don’t know…!”


  The answer should be inside the blanket. Kaeul slowly stood up, leaving the blanket on the ground, as Yeorum slowly took a deep breath in and out.


  In that nerve-wracking situation, where even Gyeoul became nervous upon realising that it was very expensive, Yeorum quickly lifted the blanket. 


  Lying inside was a black core.


  “Oi! Yu Kaeul!”


  It was another fail! Yeorum shouted looking for Kaeul but she had already escaped out of Unit 301 with a blink.


  “Oiii! Where did this freaking goldie fool go—!”


  Yeorum furiously shouted in distress. Gyeoul giggled from the side but soon quietly avoided eye contact after being glared at by Yeorum. She had a fit for a while before snatching the core that was in Yu Jitae’s hand.


  “I wanted to do it though.”


  “No, I’m gonna do it myself. Let’s goo–!”


  The result was the same as always. It was another fail.


  “Is this rigged or what… Why can’t I get a single success!?”


  Looking at the last remaining core, Yeorum sweated profusely. Has the wall of 20% always been this high? How could she possibly open four and fail all four of them?


  “Shouldn’t one of them be a good pull at least?”


  “…You still, have one left?”


  “You, be quiet and shut up.”


  “…Hing.”


  In any case, the last one was in Bom’s hand and after reminding her to not open it at any cost, Yeorum went outside for a bit. “Oh no, she’s going to kill Kaeul.” Worried about Kaeul, Bom sent her a message but fortunately that didn’t seem to be the case. When Yeorum returned home, she brought with her the smell of a cigarette. 


  “Huu, huu…”


  The last core was in the hands of Bom, who said while handing it over to Yeorum.


  “Here. At least this should work.”


  “No. I thought about it outside but I think you should open this one, unni.”


  “It’s fine. I’m not that lucky with things like this.”


  “Is there anything you can see by any chance? Don’t you see this and that everyday?”


  “Nothing.”


  Bom continued with an awkward smile on her face.


  “You do it. Ever since I was young, I was really unlucky when it came to gachas like this. You remember right; how the fruit I got from the Spirit Tree looked when we went over to play at Peace City?”


  This was something Yu Jitae was also curious about. The dancing Spirit Tree that only stopped when someone was nearby – when staying still, it would collect the voices of the people nearby and form corresponding fruits.


  Back then, Kaeul got a soft and moist fruit, Gyeoul got a sour and bitter one while Yeorum’s was extremely spicy. He heard how it was as spicy as a chilli pepper.


  However, he never got to hear what Bom’s fruit was like.


  “What did you get.”


  Yu Jitae asked but Bom again shook her head with an awkward smile, but this time, Yeorum gave her no way out and exposed her.


  “It was a rotten fruit. With fungus on it.”


  “Hey. I asked you to keep that a secret…”


  “You should all watch out. Yu Bom has a terrible personality it seems.”


  “No… I looked it up. Apparently one out of a thousand fruits of the Spirit Tree immediately turns bad. I was just unlucky…”


  It seemed that Yeorum thought otherwise.


  “But isn’t that good in fact? It means you pulled a 0.1% chance right?”


  “Shouldn’t that be considered unlucky?”


  “No. 0.1% chance. Let’s see… that’s more than enough for 4 consecutive successful cracks!”


  Yeorum clapped her hands as Gyeoul similarly flickered her eyes from the side. Wasn’t this an expensive artifact that got more and more expensive with more successes?


  “You should try it. I bet you can do it, unni.”


  “I don’t have money. I can’t pay you back.”


  “I swear I won’t ask for anything. And you know what, I always thought the green race was a perfect fit for things like this.”


  “Like I said, that’s not the case… I haven’t talked about it but I’ve been mysteriously unlucky ever since I was young.”


  “Ahh, just put your tongue on hold and open it. Hurry up!”


  Because of the constant rush, Bom curved her eyebrows in displeasure. She turned towards Yu Jitae but he simply gestured for her to try and she received a similar response from Gyeoul.


  With a worried look on her face, Bom heaved a deep sigh.


  “It’s not my fault…”


  She pulled out a layer of the core’s mana.


  Panng—


  Fragments of light resembling stars scattered as the light turned slightly brighter. The kids widened their eyes in shock.


  It was a success..


  “We did itt! Yesss! Look! What did I tell you!”


  “Huh? Why is this…”


  “Unni. Let’s have sex! Ahhh! I love you so fucking much! Come here, let me give you a kiss!”


  “No, wait—”


  Chuup, chuup! Yeorum jumped on top of Bom and hugged her. “Uakk…!” shouted Bom after dropping the core as she struggled to save herself from Yeorum’s lips. Gyeoul sneakily snatched the core and gazed at the ‘expensive object’ that had jumped several-fold in price.


  “Ahahaha! We did it—!”


  However, the first success was just a starter.


  “Huh…?”


  After exactly 5 minutes,


  Unbelievable things started to happen.


  Episode 95: Lifetime Luck wasted on Gacha (2)


  Looking at the ‘onion core’ that became slightly brighter than before, two pairs of eyes were filled with greed. The two of them suddenly turned their gazes to their watches and looked up something.


  ‘So the output increases by 20% every time you crack a seal huh… twice is 44% and three times is 72.8%?’


  One of them was Yeorum who couldn’t be satisfied by just one gacha.


  ‘…Uwah.’


  And the other was Gyeoul who checked on the internet that an onion core with one unsealed layer jumped up in price by four times. It meant that Yeorum had made up most of the loss she had suffered with just one fortunate pull.


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae turned towards Bom. With a blank gaze she was looking at the core and it seemed to be a continuation of her anxiety from before. 


  “What’s wrong,” he asked.


  “Nn?”


  “You don’t look very good.”


  “Ahh… it’s nothing. I wasn’t expecting it to work so I was just a little surprised by it.”


  Bom soon returned to her nonchalant expression but after all the time they had spent together, Yu Jitae couldn’t help but think that her current apathetic expression was a very forced one.


  “Here, Yeorum. Take it back.”


  “Huh?”


  “Thank goodness it worked. I’m really happy for you.”


  “No no no.”


  “Nn?”


  “It’s only the beginning. Let’s do it one more time.”


  “I don’t want to.”


  “Why?”


  “Because it’s obviously going to break.”


  Yeorum, who was still on top of Bom, suddenly grinned and gave a very warm smile.


  “Unni…♥”


  With a coquettish voice, she whispered as Gyeoul freaked out from the side.


  “Just once… Nnnn?”


  “No.”


  Bom was resolute.


  “Ahh whyy~ Just once. Unni. Just one more time for this cute sister Yeorumm!”


  “What’s wrong with you…”


  Bom shook her head as if she was being asked to catch a bug with her bare hands. 


  “I’m not doing it.”


  “It’s okay even if it breaks, so just one more time. Okayy? This is gonna work for sure. I can feel it!”


  “No. Go away.”


  She tried to push her away but was no match to Yeorum in terms of physical strength. “Move…!” she shouted but Yeorum resisted while crying, “Ahhhnngg!”. The two of them pushed and pulled each other but Bom was soon pushed down onto the sofa with both of her arms suppressed.


  This time, she used telekinesis to move her away but it was also futile as Yeorum endured it like a big rock. She had become a lot stronger than before.


  “Uhh… Yu Yeorum. Go away right now!”


  “Just one more time, unni. Nn? Just once! The output goes up by 44% you know!”


  “I don’t want to shoulder the burden when it fails okay? The problem isn’t me taking responsibility or not. I would just be breaking something that works completely fine.”


  “Uuuiiingg I dun no I dun no~. Pleasee do the gacha for meee~!”


  “Ugh, so annoying.”


  While Gyeoul was retching at the back, Bom tried to endure it as much as possible before sending a gaze towards Yu Jitae asking for help, but Yeorum covered her eyes in response.


  Bom raised her knees up in surprise and accidentally kicked Yeorum in her crotch. “Uhhkk!! Aigo~ Yeorum’s little V is getting smashed…!” Even though it didn’t hurt in the slightest, she pretended like it hurt and whinged, “Cute Yeorum can’t have any children now…!” in an attempt to make Bom gacha out of guilt.


  They’re sure having a fun time, thought Yu Jitae. On the other hand, it also made him wonder why Bom was so reluctant to do it.


  “Uuunng. Do it for Little Yeorum. Pretty pleaaasee!”


  “No…!”


  Bom was on the selfish side and had a clear distinction between her own and others’ belongings. That wasn’t necessarily bad or anything but it was thus strange that she would be so reluctant to gamble on someone else’s belongings because she had the tendency of only taking care of her own stuff.


  “Oi, oi. Put that thing down.”


  Meanwhile Yu Jitae had to stop Gyeoul from coming up with a golf club. Where did she get that from?


  “Right. I shouldn’t be the only one doing this. Oi, Yu Gyeoul.”


  “…What.”


  “I’ll give you 50 bucks every time this succeeds.”


  In other words, she was asking Gyeoul to beg with her.


  But in response, Gyeoul glared at Yeorum with a displeased look on her face. Was she looking down on the pride of the blue race? There was no way that money would — 


  “100 dollars.”


  Gyeoul dropped the golf club. She then gazed up at Bom with sparkling eyes.


  Yu Jitae also added.


  “It’s not that big of a deal is it. Don’t be too stressed and take it easy.”


  “…”


  “I can help you if there’s a problem,” he said and Bom immediately stopped having a fit as if the previous struggles had been an illusion.


  Bom looked at Yu Jitae like a puppy who was made to take a loathsome prescription, but soon heaved a deep sigh before giving a nod.


  “Yeorum. This will not be my fault.”


  “Yes yes.”


  “But, you should know this. That just then… was actually the first time I did well on a gacha in my entire life.”


  “Is it that bad?”


  “Have you seen me do anything similar during my Amusement? It’s because things went bad every single time I tested my luck.”


  Bom murmured, ‘Ever since I was very young…’ before carrying the core in her hands. Then, she grabbed the 9th seal of the onion core with her hands.


  “Don’t blame me…”


  However,


  There was no reason for Yeorum to blame her because the core gleamed brightly the moment the seal was undone!


  “Uaaakkk! We did it—!”


  Breaking through 20% chance, it was the second success in a row.


  In a fright, Yeorum grabbed Bom by her collars and shook her back and forth. Despite being shoved back and forth, Bom’s startled eyes were fixed on the core. Even Gyeoul who slowly reached forth to take the core had the same sparkling eyes as Yeorum.


  “…!”


  This core had become four times more expensive in that one short moment.


  “Thank goodness…”


  “Thank you so much, unni. Thank you!”


  “It’s alright. Luckily it did work out well.”


  “Nn nn!”


  Bom retrieved the core from Gyeoul and handed it over to Yeorum, who quietly laid her hands on top of the core before giving another sneaky grin.


  “But you see…”


  In that instant, Bom realised what Yeorum was trying to do. Seeing Yeorum throw constant glances at her while biting her tongue and acting cute, Bom gave a frown.


  “You. You just don’t plan on listening to me at all, do you…”


  “Noo. That’s not it! Unni, listen.”


  Yeorum began persuading Bom like an uncle who found a great market to invest in. Explaining about the possibility and the flow and whatnot, she continued talking about how she would forever respect her as a sister if she were to do it just one more time. 


  Perhaps she had felt certainty seeing Bom succeed twice in a row in the midst of repetitive failures. Bom was a green dragon after all.


  However, Bom remained silent and did not have a very good look on her face.


  Yu Jitae had never seen such an expression on her face before. She was neither angry nor sad and instead appeared worried and agitated. Her eyes rolled around left and right and her hands were even more fidgety.


  Bom looked anxious.


  And it seemed that she was conscious of it herself, judging from how she soon placed both of her hands underneath her bum and lowered her head. 


  “You know how you were unlucky from ages ago. Maybe that luck was all for this moment for this onion core? So all the misfortunes until now should mean…”


  “I get it. I get it. So stop, and please shut your mouth.”


  When Bom raised her head back up, there was a very stern look on her face. If Yeorum had a tail it would probably be swaying in a servile manner. 


  “Yes, unni.”


  “I’ll say it one last time.”


  She turned all the more serious as more and more anxiety was added into her gaze.


  “It won’t work.”


  “…”


  “There is no way it will happen three times in a row. Even if all my misfortunes from youth were combined for this gacha, it will never work. I know myself the best.”


  “But there’s no guarantee that it won’t work. It’s just a gacha right? If it cracks here, it will be a little sad but it’s fine~.”


  “It’s not fine…”


  “Like, is there something wrong? What is it? How grandiose of a thing is it that you are being like this?”


  “Yeorum. You are being really annoying, you know that.”


  “What?”


  Silence befell the living room in an instant.


  There was still a serious look on Bom’s face and Yeorum had to read her mood. Not because of the occasional confrontation of emotions they had, but because the anxiety in Bom’s eyes was now so obvious that even Yeorum could see it. 


  “When I was young…”


  In the middle of her speech, Bom cut her words off and clenched her lower lips with her fangs protruding out. She looked angry so Yeorum gave an awkward smile and approached her with an apologetic gesture but Bom used the back of her hand to flick her arm away.


  That touched Yeorum’s temper a little but she endured it and returned another servile smile, because there seemed to be something going on.


  “Unni, are you angwyy…? I’m sorry…”


  “Anyway, so you still want me to do it, yes?”


  “No no no. I was going too far.”


  “If this works again, then there’s a high chance that this is in fact an unlucky core. Something bad might happen to you but you still want me to continue, yes?”


  “Wait, no. I told you it’s fine to stop…”


  Her breathing noise turned coarse.


  “I’ve warned you already, and now I’m going to break this.”


  “No, unni. I’m sorry, okay? Let’s calm down and pretend this never happened. Nn…?”


  But before Yeorum could even stop her, Bom began ripping the seals around the onion core. At the same time, miraculous things began to happen.


  “Wait! Wait…!”


  Paang–


  “Uhh…? Wait a minute. I, I think it’s a succes…”


  Paang–


  “Ahhhk! We did it! Unni unni unni! Please stop! You can stop!”


  Paang–


  “Gyaaakk! It’s another success! This is more than enough! Absolutely enough! Unni, this is insane. You got 5 successes in a row! But apparently from the 6th seal, the chance drops by a half…! 10% is too low right? Haha!”


  The core was still in Bom’s hands, and she looked more irritated than ever. 


  Yeorum on the other hand was tremendously excited. 5 successes in a row meant the onion core’s output was now 2.5 times greater than the original. 250% increase in output was truly a shocking number.


  At the same time, Gyeoul also froze in shock. Because the money earned in this short moment was thousands of times larger than all the fortune she had accumulated in her life. 


  Maybe life really was all about one big success!


  In the middle of all their attention however, Bom did not release the core and her hand was on the next layer.


  “U, unni…?”


  Yeorum doubted her eyes. Was she really going to go even further?


  Immediately, she felt as if someone had poured a bucket of icy cold water above her head in the middle of winter. 


  The chance to get 5 successes in a row was 0.032%. Although it wasn’t an impossible feat to pull off, it was still a tremendously low chance.


  And yet the probability of success starting from the 6th layer was 10%. There would now be a 90% chance of the core crumbling into nothing. 


  90%


  It was way too high.


  All the fortune coming this far would vanish with one mistake and Yeorum had to stop this.


  “U, unni? Bom-unni…?”


  Bom remained silent facing the ground. With an awkward smile, Yeorum lowered her body to look into her eyes but felt fear for the first time in her life. 


  Her eyes weren’t the eyes of a sane person.


  “Unni… unni! L, let’s put that thing down first…”


  “…”


  “Nn…? Please let’s just put it down. Huh? We were very lucky till now so it would be a waste to break it now. R, right?”


  “…”


  “Please… I’m insanely excited right now to be using a super strong weapon. If that breaks, I’m gonna kill myself. For real.”


  Gyeoul also nodded from the side with a worried look on her face.


  In that living room filled with tension, Yu Jitae was the only one who could control the situation. He was actually going to leave them be, seeing how the kids were enjoying themselves and playing with each other, but it now seemed that Bom was clearly not in a good state.


  She was glaring at the core as if she wanted to crush it into pieces.


  Therefore, he walked up, lowered his body and looked into her eyes.


  “What’s wrong.”


  Slowly her eyes moved away from the core and shifted towards him, and at last, her eyes regained their focus.


  “Bom. Are you alright.”


  “…Ah.”


  The convulsing and trembling around her eyes also finally came to a stop.


  “Calm down. So you don’t make a mistake.”


  “…Yes.”


  Bom looked into his face with a slightly blank look on her face. Her fingers stopped shaking and the pace of her breath returned to normal. The tension that had been surrounding the living room vanished in an instant. 


  Relaxing her anxious heart, Yeorum gave him a double-thumbs-up, and Gyeoul added another thumbs-up from the side.


  “Why do you think this is not breaking,” Bom asked.


  “Maybe it’s a lucky day like Yeorum said. It’s fine now so just put that down. You’ve done more than enough already.”


  “But that’s strange. The odds are so low…”


  Bom continued murmuring, ‘Why isn’t it breaking’, ‘Why does it keep succeeding,’ as Yeorum carefully tried to retrieve the core from her hands. 


  “It needs to break though…” That was when Bom suddenly added more power into her fingers to pull out another layer!


  “Waittt–!”


  “…Aht!”


  Even Gyeoul was surprised and let out an audible gasp. 


  It was unstoppable – the layer slowly separated itself from the core. Every second felt like 10 minutes. Yeorum pushed Bom away and snatched the core from her hands, and Bom fell back onto the sofa as Yu Jitae made sure she didn’t get hurt.


  “Noooo–!” Yeorum shouted as the seal was lifted. Her heart dropped seeing the core gradually lose light.


  However, the weakened light intertwined with each other near the core, and after breaking through the odds of 10%, they gathered at one place to revolve in a stable manner.


  Paanng–


  It then gave off a bright radiance.


  A success!


  Bom had succeeded in opening the sixth seal!


  “——!!”


  “…..!!”


  Yeorum was astonished to the point that ‘dragon fear’ accidentally came out with her shout as Gyeoul also grabbed her by her pants in shock. Soon, the two of them hugged each other and jumped up and down.


  Even Yu Jitae felt slightly surprised by it. 


  Soon, he gazed down at Bom who was half lying down in his arms. She was covering her eyes with her fingers; her lips were smiling but that smile didn’t really appear like a genuine smile.


  “This is driving me crazy…”


  She whispered with a sorrowful voice.
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  “Kyahaha! Ahh I’m so happy!”


  Hehehe! Me too me too!


  “6 in a row on an onion core? That’s nuts!”


  300 dollars in 10 minutes…!


  “Ah, sorry but I don’t think I can give you 300 dollars.”


  ??,,


  “Because I’ll be giving you 400 dollars instead! Kyahahaha!”


  Aha…


  “But seriously, you freaking money-addict. I saw that straight face you made just then alright? Don’t you have anything to say to me, who’s being so nice to you?”


  “…I love you.” 400 dollars!


  “Ahak! You crazy little kid. ‘I love you’, lol. Kyahahahaha–!”


  Ehehehehe–!


  Doonga doonga~. Gyeoul was carried by Yeorum and was moved left and right. 


  While that was happening, Gyeoul saw something behind Yeorum’s back.


  Yu Jitae was looking at her. Usually she would have given a bright smile as soon as their eyes met but this time, she didn’t. Instead, her gaze headed towards Bom who was half-lying-down, and leaning on Yu Jitae’s arms. 


  Bom had created a gap between the fingers that were covering her eyes and was looking up at Yu Jitae’s face. With her anxiously crooked eyes, she gazed at his face for a few seconds.


  When Bom suddenly began ripping out the layers of the onion core, her breathing had been very deep and coarse. That still seemed to be the case, as the tight t-shirt revealed her stomach moving up and down.


  However, the pace of her breath gradually slowed down as she deeply gazed at Yu Jitae’s face. Even her crooked eyes returned to normal at a visible rate, which Gyeoul found to be quite intriguing.


  Bom tended to face Yu Jitae with such eyes very often. It was similar to the gaze Myung Yongha had been facing his wife with; also similar to his wife’s gaze towards her sons at the vacation in the past.


  Right as Yu Jitae was about to lower his gaze, Bom moved her fingers to cover her eyes again. Then, she lifted her body up from his embrace with a normal look on her face.


  That was also when Yeorum returned to her senses.


  “Oh right, so. Bom-unni.”


  “Nn?”


  “Are you alright?”


  “Ah… Nn. Sorry for acting strange for a bit. I became a bit emotional. It’s fine now.”


  “Weren’t you like, going to talk about something that happened when you were young?”


  “Just something unlucky that happened with gacha.”


  “Is that seriously just it? To be honest, your eyes just then were on the same insane level as the laptop incident.”


  Bom smiled in response.


  “It’s too embarrassing to talk about…”


  At that point, it was difficult to ask any more questions.


  In any case, what was important was that the 6th seal of the core had been lifted, and that it could now give off close to 3 times the output of the original core. In truth, the [Release Output Amplification Core] was only a second-grade item out of supplementary cores and there were tons of better ones out there.


  However, things were different as soon as it reached 3 seals where it would give off 1.7 times its original output. Even a slight difference in output mattered tremendously for supplementary cores, meaning that onion cores had vastly superior potential. 


  And that was why onion cores above 5 lifted seals were usually shared to the public by broadcasting companies. 


  In addition, Yeorum’s quick research about the number of onion cores with 6 opened seals told her that there were only 4 of them in the entire world.


  And yet that has now become 5…


  So which [Release Output Amplification Core] has the most number of cracked seals and who has it? 


  It was none other than the Witch, Valentine, who possessed the onion core with 7 opened layers. It was well-known for being used by Valentine whenever she was using dimensional spells and even had the name, ‘Lucky Onion’. 


  With a gulp, Yeorum looked down at her two hands; at the core that was one level below the one possessed by that renowned ‘Witch’. 


  If I have this…


  Reflecting on the things that had happened in the past few weeks, Yeorum clenched her teeth.


  ***


  [(Breaking News) ‘Super fresh superhuman’ Yu Yeorum visits France.]


  [Yu Yeorum defeats Rank 103 Sephrine, famous for her strong 1:1 duels as she aims for 1 digit rankers!?]


  [A fierce battle with Rank 83, Laurent Clauviere. Yu Yeorum comes out victorious after a 2-hour duel. However there are criticisms that she is masking intentional defamation behind the mask of duels…]


  [The next target is Rank 72, Sim Lung. A duel against the firm defence-oriented superhuman. But shockingly enough… “The experienced veteran could not defeat the passionate youngster”]


  He checked the current affairs section of the international superhuman news. Since a cadet that had just graduated from Lair had become Rank 93 in an instant, everything Yeorum did was shared as a news article. And besides, her insane obsession for duels was one that was extremely eye-catching. 


  In the standards of normal superhumans living on Earth, it was a rather unfavourable thing to do. Ever since the New Era, superhumans had become a portion of the economy and served as a type of brand. Superhumans that indiscriminately caused fights not only ruined their own public image but were also ostracised by other superhumans in the long run due to the same reason. 


  If Yeorum were to win, the opponent’s brand image would fall, and if she were to lose, her brand image would deteriorate. 


  Because of that, Yeorum was like fire to the current era and her constant victories added oil to the flame.


  [Summer, a season of humiliation]


  [A red mad bulldozer on the run! Who’s Yu Yeorum’s next opponent?]


  [Rankers constantly suffering a loss from a young 20-year-old superhuman… Superhumans that have become complacent after the Great War – “Remember why the red light is a warning sign,” criticises Petrovic.]


  Eventually, the rankers became not only alarmed but also hostile. The rankers of France who had been the constant targets of Yeorum openly declared a reproachful comment against Yeorum.


  [Rank 29, Saviour of Gallia, Simon Abkarian, condemns the young and disrespectful child.]


  [Yu Yeorum replies, ‘Eat shit’. A raw message in return.]


  After that, Yu Yeorum went to fight the strongest ranker of France, Simon Abkarian, and…


  [Finally, a stop. Yu Yeorum loses in a duel against Simon Abkarian in just 15 seconds.]


  She crumbled before the wall called Rank 29.


  [The end of an immature act – the wall of a true hero was unable to be overcome]


  [Yu Yeorum suffers another defeat. This time, the victor was decided in just 12 seconds.]


  [Yet another defeat for Yu Yeorum. A short 9-second duel decided in one blow.]


  [Endless criticisms against Petrovic on the SNS]


  [Simon states, “A fearless fool that rushes in will die before angels,” as a warning to stop the indiscriminate duels]


  [Yu Yeorum gets her additional duel requests ignored by Simon Abkarian… A shameful return.]


  That was why Yeorum had been quite sensitive these days.


  Simon Abkarian…


  It had been a while since he last heard his name. He was the representative of the organisation, Superhuman Without Borders, and at the same time was one of the members of the Grand Natural Society, who had been trying to contain Yu Jitae in the past. Since he was quite annoying, Yu Jitae had pondered whether he should kill him off in the 7th iteration or not but an old and wise assistant had helped save his life.


  The man had big ambitions, condescendingly looked down at the world and lowered others to raise himself up. Even in his 1 on 1 duel against Yeorum, at the end of the fight, he intentionally put his foot above her head as she was lying down. That was exposed to the media by reporters and became the number 1 embarrassing photo for Yeorum.


  Yu Jitae was checking the news on his watch when Gyeoul, who was cuddling right next to him, gave a frown.


  “Why,” he asked.


  “…It’s, annoying.”


  “What is.”


  “… Like… why is she getting bashed up? …Like that…”


  In truth, Yu Jitae didn’t really think much about Yeorum’s embarrassing photo because it was a fight with their pride on the line in the first place. Besides, doesn’t Yeorum do something similar herself when she comes out on top?


  “You don’t like seeing Yeorum get bashed up?”


  “…Yes.”


  “I thought you guys weren’t on good terms.”


  “… Like… It doesn’t matter, if I’m doing it… Why does she do that outside”


  Was this what it was like to have a relationship of both love and hatred? Yu Jitae, who did not have an actual family before, could not really understand Gyeoul’s feelings. 


  In fact, fights like this that were known to the public were just the tip of an iceberg because rankers tended to have duels in secret. Articles like this being made once every 2 weeks was only because both parties had agreed to making it a public fight.


  In other words, she probably would have fought someone between Rank 72 and Rank 29 in the meantime, and considering how she had lost to Simon in 15 seconds, she probably would have lost to others from that range as well. 


  Yu Jitae’s opinion was that Yeorum was especially strong at interpersonal 1 on 1 fights rather than group fights and fights against monsters, and he assumed her rank to be around 50.


  She was still considerably weaker than her final goal, ‘Javier Karma’.


  That was when Gyeoul asked with a worried look on her face.


  “…Can you please, help her?”


  “Well. I don’t think that would be a good idea. In the end, if I help her beat Rank 29, she would stop again at around Rank 25, and even if I do help her again, she won’t make it past Rank 20.”


  “…But what if, you help her again, and again?”


  “She wouldn’t like it though.”


  “…But, …what if.”


  Gyeoul raised an extremely sensitive question. From hereon was in fact Yu Jitae’s greed – a greedy hope that the dragons would lead a good life even after their Amusements. That ‘greed’ was actually changing his initial plan of how the 7th iteration would look. 


  That greed was why Yu Jitae had gone through unnecessary acts to help Kaeul stand firmly on her two feet. And that hope was also why he was supporting Yeorum from a step back so that she would not become overly dependent.


  All the above was in fact something that interfered with the Regressor’s dream.


  He decided to give a sincere response to that sensitive question because he did not consider her a baby anymore.


  “If I did help now and if Yeorum were to overcome all these problems with my help, she would not learn how to deal with problems by herself.”


  “…”


  “You guys have to go back and there will be hardships when you’re back. Those problems will continue all the way until you become adults and I won’t be by your side then, will I.”


  “…”


  Gyeoul nodded.


  But that was when something outside his expectations occurred – Gyeoul suddenly started wiping her tears with the back of her hand.


  He immediately realised that he had been too specific when referring to the farewell. 


  Fortunately at least, he now knew how to console crying children. He reached his arms out as Gyeoul naturally reached her arms forward in return. Hugging the child, he slowly tapped her on her back.


  “…Will you help, if she asks for help?”


  “Who, Yeorum?”


  “…Yes.”


  “I don’t think I would. Firstly, she probably wouldn’t ask for my help and secondly, I still stand by what I said. She needs to learn how to solve problems with her own power.”


  The Regressor considered Yeorum to now be a perfect exemplar of how a hatchling should be like. There was only one thing at this point, that he might teach Yeorum.


  It was her anger management problem that she still could not properly control.


  Even though Yeorum was currently using all sorts of expedients to go around the problem of being swept by her emotions, that instead further proved how she wasn’t able to control her temper even now.


  Yu Jitae would provide help if that were to become a problem in the future, but he had no plans of helping her aside from that.


  “…Can you please, help her?”


  “Why. I told you. Don’t you understand what I’m saying?”


  “…Nnnn.”


  Gyeoul raised her head from his chest.


  “…If unni asks for help… please help her.”


  “Why.”


  “…Because, she needs to learn.”


  The child looked into his eyes for a bit, before burying her head back into his chest.


  “I told you, it’s time for her to learn how to solve problems by herself.”


  “…That’s, something she does by herself.”


  “Yes.”


  “…That means, she can do it after we go back.”


  Her following words struck Yu Jitae in the back of his head.


  “…But, if we go back… she can’t learn from ahjussi… anymore.”


  When the words of the child seeped into his ears, it caused a ripple in his emotions.


  Can’t learn from me after they go back?


  Those words put more emphasis on himself than the act of learning.


  It was strange.


  He had never desired to be loved before. Never had he wanted to remain as a meaningful or special existence in the minds of the kids and that was also the fundamental reason why he had put a distance between himself and Bom. 


  The reason he forced these kids into one place was because he wanted them to live happily without dying. That was the only wish Yu Jitae had for the hatchlings.


  Do not die. Be happy. That was it.


  What they thought of him as in that process was something he wasn’t interested about.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] gazes at you.>


  Since that had always been the thought in his mind, Gyeoul’s words surged a strange emotion in his mind.


  But how is that important? Everything would be in the past already anyway. You guys would live for thousands of years and the time you’ve spent with me would be less than 1% of that time, would it not?


  That was what he wanted to ask.


  However, he knew those questions weren’t suited for the current situation so he buried those questions in his mind. Judging from the context, Gyeoul would probably be sad if he were to return such questions.


  In the end, he had no choice but to console the kid because the child’s mood was the most important in the world.


  “Got it.”


  “…Really?”


  “Yeah. If Yeorum asks for help, I will help her.”


  Gyeoul finally looked a lot better as she looked at him and gave him a nod. 


  After sending the child off, he noticed his shirt was wet around the chest and looking at a mirror, he realised his gray shirt had turned darker around that area.


  It was a lot despite her small eyes.


  Perhaps because she was a blue dragon.


  *


  “Dear. Are you sleeping?”


  That same dawn was when Yeorum came looking for Yu Jitae.
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  Dawn – about time for the darkness to slowly dissipate. It was also the time for Yeorum’s day to start.


  Ever since the newborn superhuman competition, Yeorum started waking up at dawn to train by herself. She would return drenched in sweat, take a quick shower (like a protagonist of a drama) and have breakfast together. 


  But today, the sound of her footsteps came closer towards Yu Jitae’s room. She asked, ‘Dear, are you sleeping?’ after opening the door a little. 


  However, there was a problem.


  The problem was that Bom had come to his room 5 minutes before her, saying that she had trouble falling asleep today.


  “Good morning.”


  Yeorum was startled after opening the door. Since they killed their own presences at home, she had no idea she was here. 


  “Uhh, uhh? Yeah. Good morning…!”


  “But what do you mean ‘dear’?”




  


  “It’s nothing~. I was just trying to be closer to my dear teacher ♥”


  Fortunately, it didn’t escalate into a big problem. Bom nodded before quietly leaving the room. When it was just the two of them in the room, Yeorum grabbed her chest and heaved a sigh of relief.


  “That was fucking dangerous…”


  But she suddenly blinked her eyes.


  “Wait? Why is she here though?”


  “Apparently she couldn’t fall asleep.”


  “So did she want to sleep with you?”


  “No.”


  He replied with a straight face.


  “Just to have a chat about the Association. So why are you here.”


  Yeorum shook her head to get rid of all the obscene thoughts that rose up in her mind. She was about to open her mouth but quickly turned towards the door in doubt. Is she watching from nearby? She thought, but there was nothing strange nearby that she could sense.


  In any case, now wasn’t the time to worry about such things.


  After emptying her mind, Yeorum opened her mouth.


  “You know my godlike 6-unsealed core. It was very good.”


  “Okay.”


  “The output’s insane. It has a beautiful glitter and it’s ridiculous… but you see. It’s slightly uncomfortable to use.”


  “What do you mean.”


  “Like, you know. I’ve never used things like this before have I?”


  In other words, she was asking him to teach her how to use it.


  “True. It’ll obviously be hard to use at the start.”


  “…So I’m not the weird one, right?”


  Real-life doping was different from buffs in rpgs. Life would be easy if it was as simple as drinking a potion to directly increase your stats, but that wasn’t the case in real life. 


  So how does it work in real life?


  It was like the following.


  1. Consume a drug or an elixir.


  2. It then affects the hormones of the physical body as well as the internal mana.


  3. The sympathetic nervous system gets stimulated. The heart beats faster and rapidly pumps blood into the body as the lungs naturally crave for more air. That physical arrangement was to harness more mana inside the body.


  4. The dantian gets overheated. The mana inside the body gets amplified and moves to the body to reinforce muscles. If unable to be controlled properly at this stage, the mana might rupture muscles. 


  5. But if they do get controlled, it results in an increase in the overall power.


  The same was the case for onion cores. Simply attaching the core to a weapon would not immediately increase the weapon’s output.


  Superhumans incorporating mana into a weapon was something normalised as a habit. Sharp when attacking, flexible when blocking, light when swinging… The characteristics of the mana had to be constantly modified and this was a relatively complicated process. 


  Making that process a habit through repetitive practice was what was referred to as ‘taming one’s weapon’. But with the addition of an extra core, it was like having two cooks making a broth because ‘something foreign’ would be constantly adding mana into the weapon.


  Since that was the case, the user had to manipulate both sources of mana properly in order to properly make use of the extra core.


  “It’s freaking hella complicated; it’s impossible.”


  And when it came to control over mana, Yeorum’s talent was at the top 10 percentile of the Earth’s superhumans. 


  In other words, she was ghastly ungifted in the standard of dragons. 


  “I made Yu Bom try it since she’s good at using her head, and she could use it fine so I was starting to think I was the weird one.”


  Well that was because Bom had the best talent in regards to the manipulation over mana out of every existence Yu Jitae had seen in his entire life.


  “Did Kaeul try it?”


  “Yeah. But she couldn’t do it.”


  It was different from Kaeul who only had ridiculous output. 


  In any case, Yu Jitae was quite amused by Yeorum’s indirect way of speaking. It seemed that the child was still finding it hard to voice out, ‘please teach me’ even to this point. 


  She still had such high pride.


  Even though he always respected her pride, independence and identity, this was a different issue. Yeorum was trying to ask him for help despite being able to do it by herself.


  A situation like that naturally called for a clear request because after all, he was not a vending machine.


  “Hmm. I see. And?”


  “Huh?”


  “And what.”


  “Uh. No, nothing. That’s just how it is.”


  “Are you done talking?”


  “Uhh, I guess?”


  “I see.”


  “Eeng? Is that all?”


  He felt more and more amused as time passed, so he decided to tease her a little.


  “You said you were done talking.”


  “Wait, fuck. What do you mean. You know what I’m trying to say, don’t you.”


  “What are you trying to say.”


  “Are you really going to be like this?”


  “Like this?”


  “Yes!”


  “What do you mean, ‘this’.”


  “AHHHH! Aaaaaahhh! Like, why are you doing this? Do you really not get what I’m trying to say?”


  “I don’t.”


  He returned a crooked reply as Yeorum curled her lips up and revealed her fangs.


  Yu Jitae felt even more amused.


  She opened her mouth trying to say something but hesitated, before reopening her mouth, only to exhale deep breaths.


  “Hah, fuck…”


  Soon, she heaved a deep sigh before murmuring with a crawling voice.


  “You know.”


  “Go on.”


  “So.”


  Only when her diminishing voice reached the sound of a mouse’s heartbeat did she finally say the main topic at hand. 


  “Please teach me how to use a core…”


  She couldn’t even meet his eyes. Fortunately, Yeorum was at least somehow able to say it so she heaved a sigh of relief…


  But that was when he replied.


  “I don’t want to though.”


  After a few seconds.


  Yeorum became extremely sulky and was about to leave the house so he had to calm her down.


  “Whatever. I wasn’t that curious anyway.”


  “Alright. My bad my bad.”


  “It’s fine. I won’t do it. You don’t want to? Cool, because I didn’t want to do it either! I’ll do it by myself!”


  “Alright, I will teach you.”


  “Let go! And go away! I freaking hate you!!”


  ***


  In any case, he calmed her down and planned for the lesson.


  That morning, Yu Jitae took Yeorum and headed for the academy district after having their breakfast. It had been a while since he had last come to this place. Yeorum was a full-on celebrity now and everyone tried to greet her after seeing her. 


  “This is why I do it at dawn…” Yeorum grumbled irritatedly.


  They soon walked into a large training room.


  But… why was she following?


  “Nn? I just wanted to watch our little Yeorum work hard…”


  Bom said with an awkward smile. And she really did nothing but watch while hugging her knees in a corner of the training room. 


  It was time for the actual teaching to begin.


  “The core thing to focus on is multitasking with mana.”


  “Multitasking with mana?”


  Mana was the manifestation of will and one existence could only have one will at a time. However, a trained musician could sing a song while playing a piano at the same time. It meant that one will could allow two processes to occur. 


  “How does that work though?”


  How could one play a piano and sing at the same time? How do they induce their bodies into doing two things at once?


  “It is done by grouping two into one category.”


  “A category?”


  The first task would be pressing a key of the piano with one finger. Playing the piano with five fingers of the same hand would make that into one category, and playing the piano with two hands would group the tasks further into another category.


  Adding singing to that would create another category.


  Going further on, people would eventually even be able to sing and dance on top of playing the piano. Everything was possible despite their complexity as long as they were grouped into one classification.


  The same was the case for utilising two or more cores.


  After listening to his explanation, Yeorum blinked her eyes.


  “I see… That’s pretty interesting. So what am I supposed to do now?”


  The answer to that question was rather extremely simple because as always, practice makes perfect. Even if Yeorum was to learn how to manipulate two cores at once by herself, she would have mastered it in no more than one year.


  “I don’t think so though…? That thing wasn’t that easy. Because the seal was lifted six times, the will incorporated inside the core’s mana is hella strong and it bounces up and down by itself.”


  Even then, one year would have been enough since she was still a dragon.


  “Yeorum.”


  “Yah.”


  “If learning it the hard way would make you learn it that much faster, how hard do you want it to be. Choose from 1 to 10.”


  “170.”


  “Your height? Be serious.”


  “I am serious. 170. Time is gold for me, as you know. If I can learn it in a day, I’m even fine with torture,” she replied with a serious voice.


  Yu Jitae thought to himself.


  In the past, he too had trained by himself in order to manipulate cores. 


  One, two, three… He trained for over 20 years after closing himself in a mountain and could at last incorporate up to 177 cores into one category. 


  There was a tip he acquired by himself from that process.


  “Simple repetitive practice is, in the end, a matter of concentration.”


  “Yeah.”


  “That means you will learn faster if you concentrate more.”


  “I guess.”


  “Then, when do people concentrate the most in your opinion.”


  “Uhh… when they’re fighting?”


  “Right. But more specifically?”


  It was when their lives were on the line.


  Yu Jitae was contemplating about the set-up when his eyes met with the green pair of eyes. Ah, that seems like a decent plan. Thinking that, he called Bom from a distance.


  “Yes?”


  “Can you help me a little.”


  “Yes, of course.”


  “Can you form mana into thin strings and connect from this side of the room to that side?”


  “Thin strings?”


  “Yeah. Very thin. Weave four of them together, and for the formula, add [Detect], [Harmonise], [Instability], [Rip] and [Recover]. Can you do it?”


  “Sounds a bit complicated, but I’ll try.”


  Bom groaned, “Nnnnnn—” while racking her brain but soon came up with strings that were a lot better than he had expected. Meanwhile, Yeorum was blinking her eyes, seemingly trying to guess his intention.


  “Yu Yeorum. Take your shoes off.”


  “Why?”


  “Just take them off. Your socks as well.”


  When the strings were complete, Yu Jitae placed Yeorum on top as she was suddenly made to stand bare-foot on top of the thin strings.


  Underneath, he used his killing intent to form spikes as large thorns began to cover the ground and lastly, he bound her heart using [Chains of Hell] to ensure she couldn’t use much mana.


  Yeorum gradually became more and more flustered.


  Fortunately, she was still being supported by Yu Jitae.


  “Am I… supposed to focus on the two cores in this state?”


  She was standing on top of the thin strings.


  “It’s hard enough to balance myself here though…?”


  That wasn’t the end. She had to use both mana cores at once and if she couldn’t send mana into the strings at once, the strings would snap.


  “Wait wait wait. Wait. Isn’t this too dangerous?”


  The ground was densely covered with thorns that were made by Yu Jitae, and each of them was at least a metre tall.


  Pain or injury wasn’t even the main problem. Her heart was already being bound by the chains that would immensely slow down the recovery speed. If she were to be pierced by thorns that were created using Yu Jitae’s killing intent in a state like that, she might even end up with an irrecoverable wound or a disability.


  “Listen. Wait wait wait! I said I was fine with torture but I never said I was fine with getting a disability…!”


  Yeorum asked Yu Jitae who was holding her by her nape, but he remained silent.


  “Why aren’t you saying anything?”


  She still had some doubt in mind.


  C’mon.


  Of course he will catch me if I fall. There’s no way he would just watch me lose a leg right?


  But the moment she turned around and looked into his eyes, Yeorum felt a chill going down her spine. There was a serious and stern look on his face.


  “I will not help you.”


  “Huh? Huhh? Wait. No! Please no. Fuck…!”


  Yeorum was seriously flustered.


  Every training she had with him was always extreme but none of them was extreme enough to result in a disability with just one mistake. It was because he was always there to help.


  “No, no! I can’t do this! Have you seriously gone insane?!”


  “You’re the one that wanted this.”


  “Even then, this is…!!”


  His gloomy voice stabbed through her ears.


  “Be responsible for your words.”


  Yu Jitae released his grip with those words. 


  “Aht…!”


  Yeorum felt her heart coming crashing down. She was startled but still somehow managed to balance herself above the string. However, that was when the strings began to fade – she had focused too much on balancing herself that her concentration over the two cores had diminished.


  “…!”


  She focused on the cores but this time, it was difficult to balance herself. She accidentally missed a step as her body wobbled on top of the string. Yeorum was frightened.


  Are you really not going to help? I almost fucking fell there? I’m actually gonna be fucked?! 


  She turned towards him with a gaze asking for help but Yu Jitae was facing Bom and having a chat with her. He wasn’t even looking at her.


  Fear flooded in.


  “Oiii! Dick Jitae!! I, I, I’m about to die here!”


  He didn’t reply no matter how much she called him and she soon realised that he really wasn’t going to help her.


  “I, I’m dyi…!”


  Pop– That was when one of the strings of mana that were intertwined into a rope popped. She no longer had the leisure to yell. Yeorum brought her focus back onto the rope in a fright, and balanced herself so that she wouldn’t fall while simultaneously focusing on the two cores to keep the strings from fading away.


  I will die if I fall.


  I will lose a limb if I fall.


  I will be fucked.


  Whenever her body wobbled, a sense of crisis shook her heart and muddled her brain. She wanted to shout what this shit was about and wanted to pour out profanities at Yu Jitae and Bom. 


  However, she could not do so. Why?


  “…!”


  Because she was millimetres away from dying!!!


  .


  .


  .


  This unsophisticated method of Yu Jitae was in fact very helpful for Yeorum. He did not let her down from the strings for over 24 hours and even left her behind and returned to the dormitory at one point.


  Yeorum who was intensely focused on balancing herself and utilising her mana could not voice out her complaints despite gritting her teeth.


  The next day when he came back to the training room with Gyeoul, Yeorum was sleeping on top of the strings. She was sleeping stably, as if she was sleeping on a hammock.


  She had managed to pull it off.


  That was when Gyeoul, who had come with him, faced the large spikes at the ground with widened eyes. They looked extremely dangerous to her.


  Gyeoul asked him.


  “…What, are these? …Real spikes?”


  “Try touching them.”


  Those viciously shaped spikes crumbled like thin crackers the moment they touched Gyeoul’s hand.


  “They’re fake spikes.”
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  Yu Jitae continued teaching Yeorum on how to make the best use of a core, and how to safely handle the increased output. 


  It was always the three of them whenever they were training thanks to the addition of Bom. Her spells were very handy because most of the training required specific set-ups so he involved her in the process.


  But on the other hand, he found it strange.


  Bom had been busy going around meeting her acquaintances at the Association but these days, she was following him so often that she had stopped attending those meetings.


  “Ah, I told them I’ll be busy for a while.”


  Why was she suddenly following him around? He asked her in case she was being jealous of Yeorum but she did not say anything meaningful in return. 


  “There is nothing for you to worry about…”


  And she always did the same thing. Crouching in a corner of the training room, Bom always quietly watched them train as if she wasn’t there and stayed there until the end unless he called her. 


  “You’re really great at this. Yeorum.”


  “Huh? Oh, really?”


  Yeorum became less concerned by it after having it happen over and over again but Yu Jitae thought otherwise while looking at Bom.


  As always,


  Bom never did anything unnecessary.


  So then, why was she following them around?


  “Can I go with you today as well?”


  “Yeah. Let’s go.”


  Even though he didn’t know the reason, he supposed this at least wouldn’t be that big of a problem. The only reason he could guess was that she was being jealous of the relationship between Yeorum and himself but that was highly unlikely.


  Even if the unlikely cause behind her bizarre actions really was jealousy, that wasn’t anything to be greatly concerned by. Bom had always been quite sensitive about the approach of opposite genders and plus, he always drew a clear line and Yeorum too was being considerate of Bom and drawing a boundary herself.


  “…”


  That was why he let her be but she did other strange things on top. Floating a flower above her hand with magic, she glared at it with an anxious look on her face.


  It was a flower he knew about.


  [Stardrop]


  This was used as a substitute for a torch by spirits living inside dark caves because plucking a petal of the flower resulted in a fluorescent light. The spirits tended to use that to light the path in front of them.


  In addition, the spirits plucked the petals in times of difficulty to guess their future, since every flower had a different number of petals.


  It will be a problem. It won’t be a problem. Will be. Won’t be…


  Bom mumbled while plucking the petals one by one with a worried expression. After removing all the petals, her eyebrows turned crooked, making her look even more depressed.


  “What are you doing, Bom. Why are you pulling the flower apart all of a sudden.”


  “Hmm…”


  “Is there something you’re worried about?”


  “Nnnn…”


  Would this be how a puppy would look when it was itching to take a dump only to find out there was no toilet nearby?


  With such an expression on her face, Bom shook her head and floated another flower. She took a deep breath in before plucking the petals again.


  He couldn’t understand the reason behind her actions. Her eccentric actions continued without an end and lasted almost three months.


  For those three months, he continued teaching Yeorum.


  “Don’t be in too much of a rush when you’re increasing your output.”


  “Yah. Understood.”


  While teaching Yeorum,


  “I want a dog. A large one with jet-black fur.”


  He met Myu to conduct an experiment. He successfully analysed which parts of the Origin Fragment corresponded to which [Authority].


  Myu began to act like a queen after moving to a wider isolation room. The director of the isolation chambers, Thimithi, expressed her concerns but Yu Jitae permitted it. Not because Myu was pretty but because the black race had a tendency to attach more meaning to their own territories and it could therefore be used as a good carrot. He would immediately move her out if she became disobedient.


  “Hello, dear Association.


  “You have all become old. 10 years have done much to your appearances.”


  The Witch left the deep depths of the dungeon and revealed herself at the Association as Clone 2 escorted her with a flushed face.


  “Uun? When did you comee?”


  And Kaeul, who sometimes left the house without saying anything, was found crouching at a park near the residential area. It was the place where they had first fed the baby chicken.


  “He should be healthy right?


  “He sometimes comes out in my dreams, and there, he was living happily…


  “…Can you please pat my head.”


  Time passed.


  Yeorum planned for another duel with Rank 39 of the Association and demonstrated a natural manipulation over the output to finally succeed in defeating him. He was one of the unsurpassable walls a few months ago and it was thanks to her gaining immaculate control over the 6-unsealed core that she came out on top.


  “Yesss! Die, die–!”


  She was about to step on the head of the guy that was still on the ground so he had to stop her.


  “My onion core really is the best—!


  “Bom-unni, I love you ♥”


  Bom congratulated her with a bright smile but could not control her eyes from twitching outside her vision. 


  Yu Jitae realised that she was feeling extremely agitated.


  ***


  It was immediately after her victory against Rank 39 of the Association.


  Yeorum was overage already. She wanted to drink after winning the duel so Yu Jitae took her alongside Bom to a bar that had a decent ambience.


  “Cheers, for I, Yu Yeorum!”


  “Cheers…!”


  Bom raised her voice and clinked her bottle with hers. The kids cancelled the detoxification blessing in their bodies and poured alcohol into their mouths to get drunk as Yeorum began listing her heroic stories. 


  But right when their tipsiness was about to hit the limit, Bom suddenly grabbed a spirit with 50% alcohol and chugged the bottle. 


  “Huhh? You’re drinking the whole thing?”


  Yeorum giggled and followed suit but felt a sudden nausea hitting her head so she had to stealthily use mana to push the intoxication away. It was quite an embarrassing thing to do, so she did so while giving out empty coughs.


  However, on the other hand, Bom continued chugging the spirit without forcing the intoxication out with mana, as Yeorum asked in a fluster.


  “Unni. Calm down. Why are you drinking so much?”


  “It’s finee…”


  “You’re pretty much gone already. What do you mean fine?”


  “I just feel like getting drunk todayy…”


  “Take it slow. Or sober up a little at least. Your whole face is red right now, you know that. And plus your eyes don’t look sane.”


  Bom did not stop. Only when she was so drunk that the entire world was revolving in her vision did she finally release her glass.


  Then, she opened her mouth with a very slow tone of voice.


  “Uhh, I have something to say…”


  She began talking about the reason behind her anxiety over the past three months.


  “I have been unlucky ever since I was very young.”


  Her luck had constantly been put to the test at home and she had always been unlucky, to the point that she even wondered whether the world itself hated her or not.


  That was why she wasn’t as flustered as the other kids even when they had met the dimensional disjoint on their first Amusement.


  “Ah, is that why you suddenly said sorry to us on that day when our Amusements were fucked?”


  “Nn… because it was probably my fault…”


  “I was wondering what the heck you were suddenly about. Isn’t that all just a myth?”


  “…”


  But, although very rare, there were times when she was absurdly lucky and an example was her recent 6 consecutive successes with Yeorum’s core. The problem was that those lucky times were always followed by a ‘reaction’.


  “What kind of reaction.”


  “A separation…”


  “Separation?”


  “The first time I became lucky, my father left after a few days. It wasn’t ‘luck’ at all…”


  Bom refrained from sharing the details.


  “What about the second time?”


  “I had a younger sister,” said Bom while grabbing the bottle with both of her hands. Her voice was very serene.


  “A sister? You never mentioned that before, did you…?”


  “She’s dead.”


  “……What?”


  A father and a sister. They were the beings the young baby Bom had treasured the most in the world. 


  Memories of the time were too wretched and unfortunate that they could have negatively affected the entire childhood of the young hatchling, so her mother touched her memories to make them hazy. She then told Bom, “It’s not your fault,” so Bom in fact could not remember the exact details.


  However, that could not completely erase the memory, so Bom was about to go crazy from anxiety.


  Yeorum continued bothering her, asking whether it was true after she was done with her words. It was because Bom appeared so composed despite sharing such a serious past.


  Because of that, Bom shared her memories and emotions with her. Yeorum, who had been asking things, widened her eyes in utter shock after receiving her emotions.


  “Wait, fuck…”


  And could not say anything else.


  “But, it’s alright. My memories are hazy thanks to my mother’s help. It feels like it never even happened and like the plot of a drama, it’s not that painful. But…”


  Her father who had been the most precious person in the world.


  And her younger sister, who helped her endure after the departure of her father through the hard times when she was learning magic from her mother.


  She had already become distant from the two most precious people, and yet now, Bom had one more person that was precious to her.


  Bom looked into Yu Jitae’s eyes.


  Soon, tears budded underneath her eyes. Rather than tears of sorrow, they instead resembled the tears of a drunkard.


  Yu Jitae nodded after realising the situation.


  “Ahjussiii…”


  “It’s fine.”


  “You’re not going to die right…?”


  “I won’t. Who in the world would possibly kill me.”


  His words were mysteriously persuasive. It was indeed hard to imagine anyone killing Yu Jitae and Bom nodded despite being massively drunk.


  “But, you won’t like, leave us without saying anything, before the end of the Amusement right…?”


  “Of course I won’t. I was the one that forced you guys to come here so why would I leave.”


  She didn’t seem convinced and shed drops of tears with an indifferent look on her face.


  “I’ll die if you disappear without saying anything.”


  “You don’t have to worry about it.”


  Bom was still skeptical so Yu Jitae reached his hand out and shared a portion of his thoughts and emotions. He will not leave the dragons until the end of the Amusement – only after sensing those sincere thoughts and feelings did Bom heave a sigh of relief.


  Fortunately, the atmosphere wasn’t too serene despite the conversation topic due to their intoxication.


  But on the other hand, Bom crying with a runny nose was a very amusing sight. She pretended to be normal but her nose was bigger than before. Right when she became relieved, Yeorum giggled and started taking photos of her face.


  “Stooopp…”


  Bom retaliated and tried to snatch the watch, but the struggles of a person too drunk to even properly move their limbs was in vain. 


  “Heyy. Stop taking picturess…”


  “So ugly lol…”


  “Still prettier than you okay…?”


  “Let’s see if you can say that after seeing your photo…”


  At this point, even Yeorum was quite drunk and was out of her mind. They were stumbling, blabbering about deleting the photos and whatnot when Bom placed a ball of cheese on top of Yeorum’s head.


  “What is thiss…”


  “Emergency provisions… Eat it if you’re hungry at home…”


  “Ohh, thanks. You really are very organised…”


  Yeorum picked up another cheese ball and suddenly pulled Bom’s t-shirt before placing the cheese inside her underwear.


  “Why did you put it here…?”


  “You have three boobs now… Easy triplets…”


  “Good… but why triplets? And not twins…?”


  “Ehng? What do you mean…? You have three boobs now, you fool…”


  Hehe~ Kekek~ They laughed.


  None of them were in their right minds.


  But fortunately, it seemed that Bom had her fun from it,


  Judging from how she tended to drink more often after that.


  ***


  After coming to the Association for the first time in a while, Bom was meeting people and during her coincidental physical contact with Zhuge Haiyan, had a look at a portion of her memories.


  Bom’s conversation topic had always been about Prophet Season and they were having a similar chat that day. 


  From her touch, she realised that Yu Jitae had been frequenting the underground hazard isolation rooms lately.


  “By the way, what’s inside the underground isolation chamber?”


  “Oh? Did you not hear from the Prophet, Miss?”


  But upon realising that, Zhuge Haiyan refused to talk about it and Bom had to call Yu Jitae on the way back home, asking about the thing inside the isolation room.


  Yu Jitae casually returned a reply.


  – Just a black dragon.


  Bom felt a piece of lead dropping inside her head. Was he talking about the black dragon from before? That monster that was powerful enough to drop the Tower of Mages was still alive?


  For a long time, she had trouble voicing out more words and after a few seconds, she finally managed to ask a question.


  “…Is it a female?”
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  Bom lowered her head and looked at her grass-coloured hair that came all the way down to her chest.


  She was a green dragon. That was why her hair and her eyes were green.


  A black dragon.


  They had been exiled out of Askalifa a long time ago so she had yet to meet them, but their eyes and hair would naturally follow the colour of their race once polymorphed.


  Black hair… the person that would share love with Yu Jitae in a distant future after Bom. That person was the reason why Bom, who had been living a fine and happy life by herself, was pushed to the brink of anxiety from time to time. 


  What was certain was that the person was a female, and that she had the form of a human female.


  That was why Bom waited for Yu Jitae’s reply. He had always been a slow speaker and his response came after roughly 2 seconds, but for Bom, those 2 seconds felt like minutes.


  Bom waited while biting her nails.


  Why was there such a destined future?


  For what? Why would Yu Jitae leave her despite sharing love with her?


  What do I not have that he will throw me away like that? What does that black-hair have instead, that she gets to be with Yu Jitae?


  Her head was slowly starting to turn blank when Yu Jitae gave his reply.


  – Why are you asking that?


  ***


  Yu Jitae did not know of Bom’s ‘Providence of the Black Hair’.


  The said Providence wasn’t something Yu Jitae was supposed to know of, and even the other dragon races could never interfere with the Providence upon hearing it from the green race. This was due to the authority, [Protection of the Providence] that resided in the Origin Fragment, and was why even the chattery Yeorum was keeping it a secret.


  However, there was one thing he knew and it was that Bom was sensitive about his relationships with females.


  “Why are you asking that?”


  Yu Jitae was still teaching Yeorum. Soon, Bom’s composed voice was transmitted over the watch.


  – Ah, please don’t misunderstand. I was just curious…


  “Well. I never assigned any meaning to its gender.”


  – Yes, yes. It’s just… you know? It’s the first time a dragon came here apart from us. That’s why I became curious.


  – …Or, is there something you are hiding?


  Yu Jitae realised that this topic was on top of a fine line.


  There was no reason to hide it because he was doing what was necessary and was not betraying the kids in any way.


  Even then, he was still reluctant to answer her question.


  Why? 


  …It’s because it indeed was a female.


  However, hiding the truth just because it was a female also seemed strange. There was nothing he needed to hide nor was there any reason to.


  “By the way, where did you hear that from?”


  – Sorry?


  “The fact that I’m going to the underground isolation rooms and that there’s a black dragon in there.”


  – You’re the one that mentioned the black dragon, oppa.


  “What about the question before that? About the isolation rooms.”


  – I’ve heard stories here and there while supporting people as a soothsayer.


  The tone and pace of her response was very composed – even more so than her previous one. But that instead suggested that she was consciously making herself seem composed, and meant that she was in a difficult spot.


  “Bom.”


  – Yes.


  “Alright, fine.”


  Yu Jitae pretended to forgive her to shift the topic away from her question. 


  On the other hand, Yeorum walked towards him while wiping the sweat with a towel. Blinking her red eyes, she expressed her curiosity about the content of his talk with Bom. 


  “A black dragon? You mean the one that came out before right?”


  “It’s nothing for you to worry about.”


  “You did mention it was still alive, but it’s locked in the Association, huh. Is it inside that isolation room or whatever?”


  Yu Jitae didn’t reply, and simply wondered why she was so curious about it.


  “But what was the talk about its gender and stuff?”


  “Who knows. Stop asking a bunch of useless stuff and go change. Let’s go back.”


  “Yah.”


  But on the way back to Unit 301, Yeorum had to suppress her heart from making a loud thump.


  Yu Jitae might have no idea what a ‘black hair’ meant but…


  Yeorum knew what it meant.


  ‘Holy fuck. Don’t tell me…”


  ***


  After a few hours, when Yu Jitae left with Kaeul and Gyeoul to the park,


  Yeorum knocked on Bom’s door as if she would break it open.


  “Oi!”


  “Oh, hi. You’re back.”


  Why was her voice so calm? Thinking that, Yeorum stopped on the spot. Bom was sitting in front of the desk, writing something down on a note with the usual indifferent expression as if there was nothing she was concerned about.


  Yeorum closed the door and slowly walked into the room. The room was filled with the fragrant scent of nature but it did not stabilise her mood at all.


  “Can you at least knock on the door before opening it…”


  “Oi oi, Bom-unni! That’s not the important thing is it?”


  “Nn?”


  “Huh? Wait, fuck. Are you okay? I heard what you two were talking about on the phone.”


  “Ahh. I didn’t interfere with your training did I? It should have been near the end though.”


  “How do you feel? Are you good?”


  “Nn. Well… why wouldn’t I be fine?”


  “No no no. You are not fine right now, are you? He said it was a black dragon. It’s still alive there. And what was its gender?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “Why don’t you know; didn’t you ask?”


  “Ahjussi changed the topic…”


  “Oh fuck. Don’t tell me it’s actually a female?”


  “No way, right…?”


  Bom was still composed even though she should have had a panic attack 37 times at least. Seeing such an incomprehensible reaction out of her made Yeorum even more frustrated.


  “Let’s go and ask Yu Jitae.”


  “No. It’s okay.”


  “I’m gonna go ask him even if you don’t.”


  “No, Yeorum. Don’t.”


  “Why aren’t you asking him? Aren’t you curious?”


  “There must be a reason why he changed the topic.”


  “Then did you ask why he changed the topic?”


  “…”


  Yeorum squinted her eyes.


  This won’t do.


  Even though Bom looked okay, she was definitely just pretending to be fine. Her smile with a few screws loose was the proof.


  After coming to that judgement, Yeorum immediately stood up and approached her. Bom looked surprised but Yeorum sat on top of her lap without a care.


  “Bom-unni. Let’s be honest.”


  “You’re a bit heavy. How about you move aside?”


  “Shut up. Let’s become frank enough to show our innards, yeah?”


  “What are you trying to ask now?”


  “You know in the Providence of the future you saw, the black-hair was being embraced right?”


  “Yes, and?”


  “What exactly was the situation? I don’t really get it, but it should have been like an image right? Like a photo or a video.”


  “Yeah…?”


  “‘Yeah’ my ass. You fuck, stop cutting your words short and say it. Tell me!”


  “Hmm…”


  Bom was about to turn to the side and slur her words so Yeorum tightly held onto her cheeks and pressured her with a low voice. ‘Say it.’


  “It’s nothing. It just…”


  “Just?”


  “Was in a human form. An adult.”


  “And?”


  “I saw her back. It was white.”


  “And?”


  “…”


  “…?”


  “…They were, naked.”


  Yeorum’s eyes widened into circles.


  Holy fucking shit.


  “Who? The black-haired woman? Or Yu Jitae?”


  “…”


  That was when Bom’s eyes began to faintly quiver.


  Even though Yeorum knew that this was the starting point of her emotional outburst, she had to hear it. And the following words struck her at the back of her head.


  “Both of them…”


  Yeorum slowly stood up from her lap and took several steps back. She then took out a cigarette. Even though Bom usually reprimanded her for smoking inside the house, this time she didn’t say anything as the ember scorched the cigarette and smoke left Yeorum’s mouth. 


  This is crazy.


  That’s what Yeorum thought.


  No matter how she possibly thought about it, even if she was to stand upside down and think, that most definitely would have been a sexual relationship.


  “But actually, there’s nothing to really worry about right?”


  It was then – Bom suddenly gave a smile. Her eyes were still twitching and the corners of her lips were raised onto different heights.


  “M, maybe, it was just, a dream?”


  “Huh?”


  “Or maybe like, I go out with ahjussi in 5 years, and I dye my hair black in 10 years and get embraced. Maybe that’s the future I saw with Providence. Right?”


  “Dude, like, what kind of… has that ever happened to you before?”


  “No? It hasn’t…? But it m, might happen in the future…? It was all a dream. Yes. Yes, it was all a dream, and I’m just being paranoid by myself for no reason.”


  “What kind of… but there’s a black-haired dragon now isn’t there?”


  “S, surely it’s a male right? There’s no way it’s a female. Maybe it’s a male that’s already married… with kids. 50 sons at that! Right…! The black race only gives birth once in their lifetime, right? But? They’re known to give birth to a lot of kids right…!?”


  Her entire body began to tremble as she began to hyperventilate.


  “You freaking madman! Calm down first. Okay?! You never believe in things without seeing with your own eyes so what’s wrong with you now?”


  “AHHHHH–!”


  Bom suddenly shot out of her seat and grabbed two handfuls of her hair.


  “Why is this happening to me!?”


  “Calm down! Calm your…!!”


  “Yeorum. Tell me. What am I lacking…? Hnn? What do I not have? Are obsessive women not attractive? But I’m not being too clingy. I’m restraining myself a lot so ahjussi doesn’t feel uncomfortable! Should I really just step up and make him only face me? Without thinking about you guys at all? And be selfish?! I think I can do that! I have the confidence to do that better than anyone else!! But…!”


  “Oi, oi! Yu Bom!!”


  “I, I can’t live like this anymore…!”


  She suddenly opened the window and crawled onto it.


  “Oi, oi! What do you think you’re doing, you madman!!”


  But was stopped by Yeorum.


  “Let go…!”


  “You let go!”


  Bom clenched her teeth and tried to escape but could not beat Yeorum in strength. She even resorted to trying to use [Teleport (S)] to escape but it was interrupted by Yeorum and she was thrown back onto the floor.


  “Calm down, you crazy bitch! Nothing will get resolved even if you get agitated like this! Weren’t you the one that always told me to be composed…!?”


  Even though she was thrown on the floor, Bom seemingly did not care about it. With quivering eyes, she morbidly repeated murmuring to herself.


  “I’ll be thrown away…! After I give ahjussi both my body and heart…”


  “Oi. You’re really going to die at this rate…! Try cutting your feelings for him off at least!


  “How can I when I like him so much it’s driving me crazy… I can’t. It’ll be faster for me to die…”


  “Then what are you going to do? Providence is unchanging, no!? It’s been destined already!”


  “That’s why it must be a dream…! R, right…! Actually, can you guys just give me five years of time? Nn…?”


  “W, what?”


  “I will kidnap ahjussi and run away to a different place…! Take him to a place no-one can come to. R, right. Like a deserted island…! I can feed him food, give him everything he needs, get married and lock him up in a place only I can see… I’ll be too anxious to give birth but if I can have ahjussi only for myself…? T, that won’t be a problem right…? Hehe.”


  Yeorum was lost for words. Bom looked completely insane – that clever and foxy girl had pretty much let go of her sanity and smiled and shivered like a fool.


  However, Yeorum realised that Bom’s madness was aligned to self-rationalisation. It meant that the direction and target of her madness really could point towards a bad direction.


  “I’m a trash…


  “An unappealing trash…


  “A trash that will be discarded when I give my body…”


  Bom then began driving her head into the floor. Kung, kung, kung. The sound was proof of the force behind her headbutt.


  Like, what the fuck is wrong with her? Yeorum thought to herself. She knew from 2 years ago that a black-haired woman would be coming out right? Then what the hell was the issue…


  It was then.


  Upon suddenly realising something, Yeorum turned her gaze to her waist.


  “…!”


  She could see the onion core attached to the Level 2 long sword artifact.


  Yeorum realised the problem.


  Bom liked Yu Jitae and wanted to become closer to Yu Jitae, both the heart and the body. However, she could not do so because of the Providence and had managed to endure it with difficulty despite feeling constantly anxious for 2 years.


  It was similar to withstanding the pain inside a burning house.


  However, things changed with the 6 consecutive successes of the onion core. Bom mentioned that she always separated with someone precious as a reaction when she became lucky and that precious target was now Yu Jitae.


  In other words, the onion core had added oil to the fire.


  And that was why the house had now exploded.


  “I’m trash…!”


  “…”


  At that moment, Yeorum realised something.


  Ignoring whether that black dragon was a male or female, ignoring the fact that it would be on the bed with Yu Jitae and whatnot, the reason behind Bom’s currently unstable psyche was none other than the onion core.


  If the problem was that she had been too lucky, wouldn’t the problem be solved if that fortune was to be broken?


  “Bom-unni. Look at me…”


  Bom was still doing a headbutt against the floor. Yeorum called her with a calm voice.


  “I am not Bom-unni… Can you please call me unappealing trash from now on…?”


  “Fuck, stop with this bullshit and raise your head up, you lunatic.”


  “…”


  “Hurry up and lift your head! Do you really wanna get bashed up?!”


  When Bom lifted her vacant gaze with a drooling mouth, Yeorum took the core out with trembling hands and handed it over to her.


  “This.”


  “Nn…?”


  “Let’s crack the seal one more time.”
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  “…?”


  Bom suddenly came to her senses. The twitching in her eyes started to subside and her anxiously murmuring lips also came to a stop. She half-rose up from the ground and asked with a vacant look on her face.


  “Yeorum. Are you out of your mind…?”


  Yeorum was dumbfounded. Who was the one talking?


  “I am not out of my mind.”


  “Then why would you tell me to peel another layer? Don’t you know how precious that is?”


  “Do you think I wouldn’t know that.”


  The chance to get 6 successes in a row was 0.0032% and the output had increased by 2.98 times.


  Only 4 of the cores in the world were known to have 6 lifted seals, and Yu Jitae had explained that this core could pretty much increase an artifact by a whole level. In other words, Yeorum’s Level 2 long sword artifact was close to a Level 3 artifact with the addition of the 6-unsealed onion core.


  It was very precious even for a dragon and in fact, even Yu Jitae was quite surprised when it succeeded. That was how low the probability was.


  And yet Yeorum handed it over to Bom.


  “Listen carefully, you green trash.”


  “Nn.”


  “Why are you feeling so down right now. It’s because of all the luck you suddenly got, right?”


  “Yes?”


  “Now, you’re going to be breaking that with your own hands. No matter how big of a fortune it was, isn’t it all going to be worthless the moment you crush it?”


  “…”


  Bom could not return any words.


  “Has that never happened before? You said you had two similar things happen before right.”


  “But back then, the lucky situation had already ended…”


  “What was it?”


  “One of them was a surgery on my dragon heart. The probability of success was extremely low so I was told I would most definitely die. I think my dad and my mum were also fighting a little back then maybe…?”


  “What about the other one?”


  “The other one…”


  Bom gave a frown. 


  She could not remember the details.


  “No, but this should be fine. We still don’t know if that black dragon is the black-haired person or not, and we don’t know its gender either. And this onion core is already complete so let’s not touch it.”


  “What?”


  “I’m just being paranoid by myself and I don’t want to cause you too much trouble…”


  Bom suddenly stopped in the middle of her speech due to Yeorum suddenly pulling her shirt up to reveal her stomach. On her stomach was a scratch caused by the strands of mana that had splattered when dispelling Bom’s teleportation spell.


  Blood was bubbling up around the wound.


  “I’m like this because of your sudden fit. Are you still not going to do what I tell you to do?”


  “Sorry…”


  “It’s weird how I’m the one saying it but, you’re going to cause a massive problem at this rate. We still have more than a year or two left for our Amusement. And besides…”


  Even if,


  “Honestly, even if this gets broken, wouldn’t Yu Jitae do something for us?”


  Yeorum realised it was a very careless statement the moment she said it out loud and she in fact didn’t even think so. He would probably not replace it for her nor did she want him to, but that was the only way to calm Yu Bom down in her opinion. 


  But instead, something outside her expectations happened. The instant she heard Yu Jitae’s name, Bom’s eyes suddenly wavered like a magnitude 5 earthquake. 


  “Right…?”


  The vibration slowly intensified. 6, 7…


  “E, even if it fails, ahjussi will help us, right…?”


  Bom started laughing, ‘Hehe,’ as if she had given up on thinking.


  “Okay. Give it to me.”


  “Huh? Oh yeah.”


  “You said it was fine, right? Yeorum?”


  “Huh? Yes I did…!”


  “Oh right, was it a 20% chance to succeed?”


  “No. I told you it’s 10% from the 6th layer onwards.”


  Bom, despite half-giving up on thinking, still surfaced a bright smile.


  
“Ahah! Then that should never work right…!”


  “Yeah! It’s not easy to hit a 10%!”


  “It’s definitely going to break…! Is that still okay…?”


  “Yeah yeah. Fuck it. To be honest, it didn’t even make sense for it to reach 6 seals, did it?”


  “Of course not!”


  “You’re damn right! So just destroy the whole thing and drop your burden!”


  Bom gave a wide smile.


  “Nn!”


  And ripped a layer of the core.


  Paang–


  The 7th seal, was another success.


  “Kyaaaaakkk–!”


  “Uoookk! What the fuckk–!”


  Bom dropped the core and fell back in astonishment. She crawled back in shock as her head struck the table behind her. It was such a strong hit that her head immediately bent into a right angle but she did not feel a single pain from it.


  “Ah, ah ah…!”


  Uukk…! Huuk…! Huuuuk…! She began to hyperventilate again as she grabbed her chest in pain.


  “What in the fucking world. Does this even make sense!?’


  On the other hand, Yeorum was also frightened seeing the core on the ground. It had succeeded yet again by breaking through the 10% chance!


  No, if she were to stop here, that would only stop Bom’s luck at a higher level. Yeorum quickly racked her brain and decided that they could not stop here.


  “Yu Bom!!”


  “Huak, hiak… I, I want to die… Please kill me…”


  “Oi! What are you talking about! Wake up! Yu Bom!”


  Yeorum constantly tapped her on her back but soon realised that Bom wouldn’t be able to crack more layers with a sober mind. She might faint from psychological stress even before trying to open the 8th seal.


  In that instant, she suddenly remembered the spirit with 85% alcohol that she had bought at Las Vegas.


  “You, you stay right here! No, wait…!”


  Since she might escape in that time frame, Yeorum pulled Bom by her collar and dashed to her own room. She then grabbed onto Bom’s cheeks.


  “Open your mouth!”


  “Ahhk, n, no…!”


  Her hand came flying in. Slap slap! It landed twice on both sides of Bom’s cheeks and turned them red.


  “Just open your damn mouth!”


  “What was that for…!”


  “This isn’t over yet! If you stop here you’re only going to be stopping at a high roll! Shouldn’t you crack more layers and break the damn thing!?”


  Maybe she’s right?


  Bom widened her eyes.


  “But can you do this with a sober mind?! Huh?”


  She rapidly shook her head in response. Simply looking at the core made her freak out and caused the world to revolve around her. Suppressing the urge to vomit, she covered her mouth and began to whine.


  “We are never going to do this with a sober mind, so hurry up and open your mouth. And turn off your detoxification!”


  “Urgh…”


  At this point, it was double or nothing. 


  Bom disabled the detoxification blessing inside her body. As soon as her body became similar to a normal human’s, Yeorum opened the lid of the spirit and poured the liquid down Bom’s throat.


  “Drink. Drink!”


  “Uhp…”


  Even Yeorum was stimulated beyond her limit at this stage and felt like going crazy. Bom began coughing after completely chugging a whole bottle so Yeorum used one of her hands to block her mouth so that she wouldn’t vomit, and used the other hand to pour the same spirit down her throat.


  Her mind suddenly turned hazy as the world began to turn in front of her eyes.


  She succeeded in getting drunk in one go…!


  “Huhu! Yu Boooomm? Have you prepared yoursellff?”


  “Nnn… ♥”


  “For the 8th layer, we goooooo!”


  “Let’s gooo ♥”


  The two hatchlings followed with their plan.


  10%.


  It was hard to be at the top 10% wherever it was, so the 8th layer should obviously be a fail.


  That’s what they thought but,


  Paangg~


  The 8th layer was another success.


  Bom did not stop and,


  Paaangg~


  The 9th layer was yet another success.


  However, Bom still did not stop and, moved her hands for the final 10th layer…


  “Ooooi! Waitttt—!”


  …But was restrained by Yeorum.


  “Nnnn…? What’s wrong?”


  “W, w, why isn’t this… anyway, just wait for a bit…!”


  “Why…? We haven’t failed yet…?”


  “J, just wait for now! Damn it!”


  Slap! Bom got slapped and the core was soon snatched away from her hands.


  The moment Yeorum felt the core’s mana with her bare hands, she felt as if the alcohol she had consumed would leave through her nose. 


  What is this.


  What in the world just happened?


  A core with 9 cracked seals was placed in front of her eyes.


  9 seals?


  An onion core with 9 opened layers?


  Not 6, and not 7 which was currently the best one in the Witch’s hand.


  But 9…?


  On the other hand, Bom’s already unstable mind pretty much collapsed after becoming drunk.


  “I, am trash…”


  That was evident from how she was trying to shove her head into the rubbish bin inside Yeorum’s room. 


  Yeorum was trying her hardest to remain sane and that caused all the intoxication to fly away.


  “Huuk! Uahhhk…!”


  An increase in output by 5.15 times.


  It in fact was yet to be confirmed, because there had never been an onion core with more than 8 cracked seals recorded in history. 5.15 times… depending on the weapon, it might even allow a Level 2 artifact to reach a Level 4 artifact. 


  With this, it would be possible for low-ranked superhumans to defeat 3-digit superhumans, and a 2-digit superhuman might even be able to kill Rank 2, BM, with a decent weapon in hand.


  A single core with an output like that was ridiculous, and that was how insane of a high roll this was. 


  The probability was only 0.0000032% – approximately 3 out of 100,000,000. Choose 30 million people and only one of them would succeed, and yet there were less than 50,000 onion cores in the entire world.


  Unprecedented, unheard of and revolutionary.


  Whatever the case, it was an extremely precious core…!


  Sitting on Yeorum’s hand was an onion core with 9 cracked seals that had managed to fight against the odds.


  “This is too amazing now right…?” said Bom.


  “No.”


  “Should we stop now…?”


  “Like I said, no.”


  “I’m really fine… it was just a superstition… it might just be a coincidence right…?”


  “Oi.”


  Despite being drunk and half out of her mind, Bom made a rough estimate of the core’s value and suggested they stop, because there was no reason for Yeorum to suffer so much.


  “If ahjussi throws me away in the future, that must be because I did something wrong… I must have hurt his feelings, and done something bad… Nn. In that case, I can understand why…”


  “What are you on about! Stop trying to force yourself to understand!”


  “…You’re right. I don’t understand.”


  “Huh?”


  “Why would he throw me away? What am I lacking? How could he do such a thing…? A female dragon like me, is hard to find. Right…? I’m a virgin… pretty… kind… and I can even match my physique to his preference… As long as he loves me back…? I can give him everything including my soul…”


  “Ah fuck. This shit again.”


  Bom started whining like a drunkard again so Yeorum shook her head. In any case, the reason Yeorum stopped was not because of the value of this 9-unsealed core.


  “Oi. Yu Bom you trash.”


  “Yes… I am trash Yu Bom…”


  “Take this, you trash.”


  With a stern look on her face, Yeorum handed the core back to Bom.


  “This, is your last chance.”


  This was the reason she had stopped.


  There were only 10 layers of seals around the onion core. If they were to succeed one more time, it would now completely get rid of their ‘chance to fail’.


  “If you succeed this as well, there’s no turning back from your superstition.”


  “…”


  “It’s a 90% chance to fail though. Yeah? 90%…”


  Bom slowly nodded her head.


  “What was the chance of failure again?” Yeorum asked.


  “90%…”


  “Yeah fucking 90%. So crush it real good. Please. Okay?”


  “…Yes.”


  “Repeat after me! W, we can do it!”


  “We can do it…!”


  “We can, fail the honing!”


  “We can fail…!”


  “90% chance to fail! Let’s gooooo!”


  “Let’s gooo…!”


  Bom opened the 10th layer.


  With a crack, the layer of seal around the core dropped. All the layers were now gone leaving behind a single kernel inside as the core began to vibrate. Kugugugugung… Its vibration was strong enough to resonate with the air inside the room. Seeing a different reaction caused both Bom and Yeorum to widen their eyes and glare at the core. 


  Please! Please crack…!


  Yeorum gulped while sweating from her tight fists.


  That was when a sudden crevice appeared on the onion core that was shaking left and right as it began to divide into two separate parts. At the same time, the light dimmed out as the outer side of the core rapidly withered and shrunk.


  “Hukk! Is, is it a fail? Did we fail…?!”


  “Ahhh…”


  “It looks like a fail! Dude! We finally did it…!”


  That was the scariest 90% chance in the entire world. Thinking that, Yeorum was about to hug Bom in surprise but that was when the core cracked open like a nutshell. 


  Revealed inside the withered shells of the onion core was a small yet incomparably forceful kernel. It appeared like the compressed version of the Sun. The moment it shook the nearby atmosphere and displayed its overwhelming mana to the hatchlings, Yeorum realised it.


  “…”


  This too was a success.


  She was so dumbfounded that she couldn’t say a word. Feeling as if she would vomit out blood, Yeorum turned towards Bom wondering why she was so quiet in the face of such a shocking turn of events. But upon seeing her face, Yeorum immediately understood the reason.


  It was no wonder, because Bom had already fainted!


  “H, holy fuck…”


  Yeorum murmured before turning to the core with trembling eyes.


  She then thought to herself.


  A core with 10 cracked seals. With such power in her hands…


  After thinking up to that point, she took the core into her arms, opened the window and jumped out.


  She ran away.


  Episode 96: Another Peaceful Day (1)


  “Hello…?”


  Yeorum welcomed Yu Jitae with an awkward smile on her face. She was underneath one of the bridges that were in the restricted area of Lair. There was an enormous amount of mana surging into all sides and the source of all that mana was on Yeorum’s waist. 


  According to the protector, it seemed that Yeorum had abruptly left the house after having a sudden quarrel with Bom and she had already hidden her presence by the time he began looking for her. It was different from her usual outing but that didn’t mean she could hide herself from him.


  “What are you doing here.”


  “Nn? Nothing. That was quick though. It’s only been half a day since I ran away.”


  She gave it away with her own mouth. ‘Ran away’?


  “Why did you run away.”


  “Just puberty stuff, you know.”


  Yu Jitae twitched his fingers.


  “Stop talking gibberish and come here.”


  “Okayy.”


  It was time to return home.


  As soon as Yeorum came and stood next to him, he threw his gaze towards her waist. No matter what he thought, it was strange. Why was that core so much stronger now?


  In response, she slightly curved her body and hid it while stealing a glance at his face. She seemed very conscious of it so he asked her.


  “What is that.”


  “Little Yeowum’s bott ♥”


  “Bott?”


  “Butt.”


  “No, not that. I mean what’s with the core on your waist.”


  “What about the core?”


  Why was she pretending to be clueless?


  “Why’s the output so high? It feels a lot different. Did you remove more layers or something?”


  “…”


  Yeorum looked at him with a pout before scratching her hair.


  “Can’t hide anything. Fucking hell…”


  “What?”


  “N, nothing. Nn. It is the same core. Did a few more gacha and they actually all went well.”


  “Why are you hiding it then.”


  “Why not? It’s a treasure so why wouldn’t I hide it. Anyway, what is Yu Bom doing right now?”


  “Don’t change the topic. Why did you run away all of a sudden, and why did you fight with Bom.”


  “Ehng? Is that what she said?”


  “No. She’s just staying holed up in her room.”


  “She’s not like, angry or anything right?”


  “Why; did you hit her?”


  She refuted.


  “No I did not…! So how is Yu Bom? Is she mad?”


  “She didn’t look particularly upset.”


  “Really? Ah, and we didn’t fight or anything. We just drank a lot and ran a few more gachas… but they worked unexpectedly well so I wanted to sneak away with the core while keeping it a secret from Bom-unni.”


  “What a nice personality.”


  “Just an average red dragon, thank you very much.”


  His feet came to a stop. Yu Jitae pondered for a bit, before throwing her a question.


  The output he was feeling from the core was impressive even by his standards, and was not just one or two stages above the 6-unsealed core she had before. It was either 9 or even beyond that…


  Of course, it was nothing useful for him. Adding a water tank filled with water into the ocean wouldn’t result in much but it was definitely significant for hatchlings and he also realised that Yeorum was trying to hide something. 


  Should he intervene or should he trust them?


  He asked at the end of a long contemplation.


  “Is that something I don’t need to know about?”


  Since it was something he wasn’t supposed to know about, Yeorum gave a nod.


  “Nn…”


  And Yu Jitae decided to trust her.


  “Alright.”


  On the other hand, Yeorum was slightly curious about Bom’s state because she seemed to be fine according to Yu Jitae. It was surprising enough that she had become sober so fast after all that but it was even more mysterious that she didn’t make an uproar after waking up from the intoxication.


  How would she be feeling right now? Yeorum could not even begin to comprehend her emotions.


  It might be because she was drunk that things had ended with her simply fainting. Bom wasn’t in a good state before, so much so that she could have killed herself upon seeing the 10th success if she had been doing it with a sober mind.


  However, it seemed that she was now meekly staying in her own room according to Yu Jitae, so Yeorum was curious about her condition throughout their way back home. 


  Opening the door of Unit 301 was as intimidating as opening the pandora’s box. If Yu Jitae wasn’t waiting behind her with a doubtful look in his eyes, Yeorum would have spent a few more minutes hesitating in front of the door. 


  After opening the door, Yeorum stared at her own room and Unit 301 that had now been cleaned, before heading towards Bom’s room.


  “Onnii…”


  She stealthily pushed the door open and found Bom sitting on the windowsill gazing outside. She seemed completely sober. 


  Bom was indifferently staring outside at the sunset and her calm composure was soon transmitted to Yeorum.


  “Bom-unni.”


  When Yeorum called her once again with a calmer voice this time, Bom turned around.


  “Are you alright?”


  “Nn.”


  Bom came down from the windowsill. After making sure the door was closed behind her, Yeorum walked towards her.


  She didn’t run away from home for no reason.


  “You remember everything, yeah?”


  “Nn.”


  “What are you gonna do now. The core has finished upgrading already.”


  “Yeah.”


  “Are you going to give up on Yu Jitae?”


  “Who knows…”


  “Yeah fuck it. Is Yu Jitae the only male in the world? There are tons of dicks out there.”


  “…”


  “Right? Take it easy. We are not going to be spending time here forever and we have to go back anyway once it’s all done. We’re destined to part ways in the first place, right?”


  “Yes.”


  “Or you can do it with me when you’re bored.”


  Yeorum grinned while tapping her own crotch but Bom did not smile in return. In fact, she had a blank look on her face let alone a smile, as if she was completely detached from the current situation.


  The smile soon vanished from Yeorum’s face.


  “Yu Bom. Give me your hand.”


  “…”


  “I’ll lend you this.”


  Saying that, she took out something that was on her waist. The weapon resembling a revolver gleamed beneath the sunset and showed off its golden lustre.


  [Dragon Slayer]


  A top Level 2 revolver artifact, that had the best performance out of magic guns. Yeorum used up all her funds that she had earned by working as a superhuman to buy the revolver after leaving home. 


  Naturally, it had not actually killed a dragon before and it was just a name, but it was a fairly powerful name regardless.


  An average Level 2 revolver wouldn’t be that much stronger than Bom’s magic but what was important was the ambient golden glow around the gun. Embedded on the gun was the onion core.


  “I thought about it, but looking at you right now, you’re probably going to do it with Yu Jitae in the near future.”


  “…”


  “But the problem is what comes next right? If that black dragon really is that black-haired woman, and if that bitch tries to steal Yu Jitae away from you…”


  Yeorum slowly gripped her hands and placed the gun above her palm.


  “Shoot it.”


  However, Bom shook her head in response.


  “It’s fine.”


  “…”


  “You don’t need to give me this. Did you buy it at a Swiss armoury? Let’s take the core out and quickly refund it.”


  “Oi.”


  “I seriously don’t need this. More importantly, this is too dangerous.”


  Yeorum felt mysteriously uncomfortable with Bom’s current voice, and her unfocused eyes were even more unpleasant. 


  She felt a chill going down her spine. She had been thinking that Bom was mysteriously calm but that was wrong – Bom was by no means calm.


  Her eyes were the eyes of a dead person.


  “Before, I had a really bad urge for a bit.”


  “…What? Dude, are you sure you’re fine?”


  “Nn. I did become better after seeing ahjussi’s face so I’m fine now. But, ahjussi won’t be near me all the time and if I have this in my hand, I don’t know what will happen.”


  Yeorum gulped.


  They really were alike.


  That face.


  It was the same expression that she sometimes saw on Yu Jitae’s face…


  “What do you mean? It’s simple. Just shoot.”


  “No. It’s more complicated than that.”


  “What?”


  “I don’t know who I might end up shooting.”


  “Like I said, what do you mean?”


  “Something like this?”


  Bom said while pointing the gun at her own temple.


  “Oi, you freaking…!” In a fright, Yeorum pushed her away and hurriedly snatched the gun away from her hands. Bom fell back like a stringless puppet and sat down on the bed.


  “Yu Bom. I’m warning you. Don’t you dare do anything strange, unless you want to get bashed up. Do you get that?”


  “Nn.”


  “What are you gonna do without this though?”


  “I don’t even need that. I’m a lot better at using magic than you think. I can use a decent spell as long as I prepare beforehand even without a gun like that.”


  Bom appeared extremely unfamiliar. Yeorum had no idea what the reason was, but she appeared very different.


  “…Are you okay in the head right now? Fuck, what in the hell is wrong with you?”


  “Why are you so mad? Am I that scary?”


  “Scary? You’re freaking creepy right now. Don’t you know?”


  “Ah.”


  Bom vacantly gazed at the stern look on Yeorum’s face before slowly lying down on the bed.


  “I see.”


  Rumpled pyjamas and dishevelled green hair. With a gaze that was difficult to read, she stared at the dream catcher on the ceiling as it shook from the spring breeze and let out a ringing noise.


  “I’m also quite scared.”


  “…What are you scared about?”


  Bom slowly continued with a voice dry enough to resemble a dusty ground.


  “I have no idea what I might do.”


  ***


  After that however, Bom was mystifyingly normal.


  In the morning, she would return home with Yu Jitae carrying food or sometimes cook food at home, play outside with Kaeul and accompany Gyeoul to her school as her guardian.


  Yeorum, the only one that knew everything, observed her from time to time but could not find anything strange. She had an indifferent look on her face and sometimes smiled but that was all.


  “Oi, Yu Kaeul.”


  “Uun?”


  “Does she look okay in your opinion?”


  “Uum…”


  Kaeul nodded.


  “Uun! Whyy?”


  “Doesn’t she look strange at all?”


  “No?”


  Even Gyeoul, who was next to them, tilted her head wondering what that was about. It was expected for the dense Goldie to be clueless but the blue kid was quite sensitive to people’s expressions and it meant that Bom’s facade was extremely natural to the point that even the kid couldn’t catch it.


  What did it mean for her to look normal in a situation that was far from normal…?


  ‘Fucking hell.’


  Yeorum was slightly frustrated since there was no-one to share the secret with.


  But regardless, daily life continued as per normal.


  Looking at Kaeul and Gyeoul who were sitting right at the front entrance, Yeorum suddenly felt odd. Weren’t they sitting there the whole time ever since morning?


  “By the way, what are you guys doing there?”


  “Un un. We are waiting for Gyeoul’s delivery.”


  “Delivery? For what?”


  “It’s a super suuuper important delivery. Right?”


  ‘…Nn nn!’ Kaeul and Gyeoul looked into each other’s eyes and shared an inside conversation that only the two of them knew about.


  “What is this about, you idiots.”


  “You see, Gyeoul ordered something second-hand for ahjussi…”


  That was when Gyeoul brought her fingers to her lips and went, ‘Shhhh!’ as they then chuckled out loud among themselves.


  “Far out…”


  Second-hand?


  It seemed that the fools were doing something foolish again. She was about to ignore it and walk away but that was when she started to hear the ringing footsteps of the courier outside. 


  Yeorum usually did not understand the world of fools nor did she feel the need to, but she had never seen Yu Gyeoul anticipating a delivery this much so she became slightly curious.


  Crossing her arms, she waited with them wondering what it was.


  “It’s here, it’s here…!”


  “…!”


  The idiots giggled, “Hihi” and stood up from the ground as they waited for the courier like puppies wagging their tails.


  – Delivery~


  “Yess!”


  After receiving the box,


  Gyeoul nervously raised a cutter knife. With an empty cough, “Khmm,” Yeorum stood behind them and curiously watched them open the box. Kaeul soon cracked the protective spell that was cast on the post as the box began to open by itself.


  Revealed inside was…


  “…Nn?”


  “Unn?”


  “Huh?”


  Gyeoul, Kaeul and Yeorum all raised a question mark above their heads. Gyeoul lifted the thing that was inside the box in surprise.


  It was rectangular, hard, orange and had three holes on it.


  “……Nnnn!?”


  It was a brick.


  Episode 96: Another Peaceful Day (2)


  “Idiots. You got scammed.”


  Gyeoul rolled her eyes in response to Yeorum’s words.


  Scammed?


  Of course, she wasn’t rolling her eyes because she didn’t know what the word meant. It was just that she only knew it as a word and had yet to be introduced to the concept. It simply did not feel realistic. 


  “…Then, what about my item?”


  “Of course you can’t get it. You got scammed.”


  “…Refund?”


  “You think they’ll do it? Didn’t you already send the money to that seller guy? They probably ran away with the money already.”


  That was when Kaeul became startled instead, and Yeorum immediately realised who it was that had sent the money in the stead of Gyeoul. 


  No item nor money and in the end, the only thing in her hand was a brick. Only then did Gyeoul realise how much of a ridiculous situation she was in.


  “…T, this can’t be…”


  She crumbled down.


  Yeorum apathetically clicked her tongue. There was nothing she knew about the situation so she didn’t really feel like teasing them either.


  “What did you buy.”


  “…Something important.”


  “What is it.”


  “…A secret.”


  “What’s the point of a stupid secret at this point?”


  Gyeoul refused to say it and continued shaking her head. Yeorum looked to the side and found Kaeul with a similarly complicated look on her face, looking like she wasn’t keen on saying it either.


  “Ah, like what is it. Is this how you’re going to be like? At least I need to know what it is that you ordered to help you, right.”


  Yeorum stubbornly demanded for the answer so Kaeul had no choice but to open her mouth.


  “It’s nothing. Just a memory crystal…”


  A memory crystal was an artifact with a limited use that recorded or sustained the information with mana.


  Why would Yu Gyeoul buy such a thing?


  Well, that wasn’t the important question for the time being.


  “We uploaded a post looking for sellers.”


  “On what, a second-hand transaction site?”


  “Unn unn. We said we were looking for a 5Y memory crystal and we got a message. The person said they would be selling it at a cheaper price…”


  “And how much was that?”


  Until now, Yeorum was quite relaxed. A kid was buying something second-hand on the internet so how expensive could it be? That was what she was thinking, but the price that left Kaeul’s mouth immediately changed her mind.


  “3,500 dollars.”


  “What!?”


  “3,500 dollars! That was Gyeoul’s entire fortune…!”


  “You idiots! Are you dumb? And you got scammed!?”


  Yeorum shouted out loud.


  $3,500


  It was a large amount of money for an average person, and it was an especially more significant sum for Gyeoul.


  Yeorum knew all the things Gyeoul had done in order to earn money. She always dried bananas and sweet potatoes on the terrace with the protector and always bought more umbrellas and coloured papers than necessary. That would have probably given her a few dollars a day.


  The prize she got from the school captain incident plus the 400 dollars Yeorum gave her to commemorate the onion core… All that money she had earned diligently over the past few years was gone in a flash.


  Like, why did this stupid retard have to get scammed? Why didn’t she ask Yu Bom or Yu Jitae for help if she was going to spend such a large amount of money?


  Yeorum became pissed off the more she thought about it. It would have been fine if she was the one stealing all that money, but the fact that it was stolen by someone random gave her the urge to spank Gyeoul.


  “Yu Kaeul.”


  “Uun?”


  “What’s the seller’s fucking phone number.”


  “Ah. This one…”


  Yeorum called but,


  Beep, beep, beep…


  As expected, the opponent did not pick up.


  “Unni, unni. Should we tell ahjussi?” Kaeul asked but he was currently in the middle of a conversation with Yu Bom. Yeorum judged after eavesdropping that it was a fairly important conversation so she felt disinclined to interrupt them.


  “No, I’ll do it myself for now. Do you still have the post? The guy wrote a comment on your post right?”


  “Uun. This is the list of posts I made…”


  “Let me have a look.”


  But the comment was already deleted.


  “Ah, I remember seeing the ID…!”


  Kaeul suddenly clapped out loud and immediately spelled the user ID number of the scammer. Even though both Yeorum and Kaeul were bad with the internet, they still managed to find the person after working together for some time.


  Using the ID number, they looked up the opponent’s list of posted comments while uploading a scam report on the [report forum].


  [Manager: Hello.]


  At the same time, Yeorum talked to the manager of the scam report forum and looked up the phone number on the internet for any other scam reports. The person indeed was a scammer with two other instances under their name.


  “Unni, I found the posts that person uploaded…!”


  “Let me see.”


  However, all the posts on the list had the label, [Successful Transaction] and it seemed that every other deal had been made successfully. Then what was up with the brick they received?


  “Why do all the other ones look fine? They even have the buyer’s comment.”


  “Maybe we were the first to get scammed…?”


  But after talking about it with the manager, they realised that fake transaction posts could be created to add credibility.


  Yeorum clicked her tongue.


  “Oi Yu Kaeul. Do you have a picture of the messages you sent them? The scam report manager wants to have a look at it if we got one.”


  “Uun? Ah, here! Gyeoul talked to him directly!”


  Her eyes naturally went first to the profile picture. It was a picture of a house with a young baby.


  “What the fuck? What kind of a freaking guy with a baby scams people online with second-hand stuff?”


  “I know right! That’s why Gyeoul and I trusted him…!”


  It seemed to be an intricate method to induce trust.


  1. A lower price than others,
2. The posts all seem to be of successful transactions,
3. A profile picture of a cozy house and a baby and;


  [JunYungKwon: Hello ^^~ I would like to sell a memory crystal. Are you still looking for one by any chance?]


  4. He sounded like a nice person


  It was no wonder that Yu Gyeoul was scammed.


  [Me: Aht]
[Me: Yes…]
[Me: Hello…]


  Displayed on the screen of the watch were messages Gyeoul had sent.


  Yeorum continued scrolling down.


  [JunYungKwon: Thank you for replying T.T. In fact, I was in a hurry trying to sell it because I’m in need of a big lump of money, but no-one wanted to buy it.]


  [Me: I see…]
[Me: Memory crystals aren’t that popular after all.]


  Why was this stupid Yu Gyeoul calmly having a conversation with him?


  The opponent had a decently urgent excuse as well. He said his child was sick but they didn’t have enough money to pay for the hospital fees.


  [Me: Oh no… Q.Q]


  A 5Y memory crystal’s market price was around $6,200 and second-hand goods were usually sold at $4,500 a piece so Gyeoul was probably delighted by the cheaper price.


  [Me: T.T…]
[Me: Hope the baby becomes healthy again very soon.]


  [JunYungKwon: Thank you T.T]


  And here Yu Gyeoul was consoling the freaking scammer.


  “Like…”


  After reading that far down, Yeorum had to swallow all sorts of profanities that were threatening to leave her throat. She was feeling more and more irritated but that was when Gyeoul tried to snatch the watch back.


  “What are you doing?”


  “…Give me, my watch.”


  “What’s this about? I haven’t finished taking a picture yet.”


  “…Give it back.”


  Kaeul had to calm her down by saying, “Gyeoul, let’s stay still.”


  On the other hand, Yeorum wondered what was wrong with the kid. Gyeoul had an extremely gloomy look on her face and gave off a strong feeling that she was embarrassed about her mistake.


  It was all out in the open already so what more was there to be embarrassed about?


  In doubt, Yeorum scrolled all the way down to the recent messages.


  [Me: Thank you so much for selling it at a cheap price…]
[Me: ([MM Supplement] x 1 – The gift has been sent successfully!)]
[Me: This is a present…]
[Me: You must be exhausted looking after the baby T.T…]


  Gyeoul sent a supplement that was worth 50 dollars as a gratitude but the opponent did not even say anything in return. Yeorum felt like her blood was flowing in the opposite direction.


  “Aoh, you freaking fool…”


  What was below was even worse.


  [Me: Hello.]
[Me: Umm…]
[Me: You are sending it tomorrow right?]


  [JunYungKwon: Yes, I will.]


  The opponent suddenly changed his attitude.


  [Me: It didn’t come today…]
[Me: Excuse me…]
[Me: ??]
[Me: Excuse me T.T]
[Me: It hasn’t come yet…]
[Me: When is it coming?]
[Me: Hello? When is it coming?]


  [JunYungKwon: Just wait, there’s an error with the company]
[JunYungKwon: Will send tomorrow]


  And the opponent continued postponing it. After reading that much, Yeorum could not control her anger anymore and asked.


  “Oi, Yu Kaeul. Did you not know about this?”


  “…”


  Kaeul also had a fairly upset look on her face, so Yeorum’s arrowhead of fury soon pointed at Gyeoul.


  “Oi, Yu Gyeoul. You pretend like a smartass everytime so why’d you do something so stupid? Why did you do such a stupid freaking thing while hiding it from us and ahjussi. Huh?”


  “Unni! Don’t be so mean to Gyeoul…”


  “Huh?”


  “There’s a reason why I only sent the money for her. This was an extremely important thing for her, and there’s a reason why Gyeoul was trying to do it by herself…”


  When Kaeul whispered the reason into her ears, it really was an important reason so Yeorum unknowingly heaved a deep sigh.


  “Ah, for fuck’s sake…”


  In any case, she could no longer be satisfied by just reporting it as a scam. Yeorum was so angry that she would rip the limbs off and pull the eyeballs out of the scammer if he was standing in front of her right now.


  She was annoyed at Yu Gyeoul for being so nice to the scammer like a fool, but the fact that her act of kindness had been betrayed made her even more irritated.


  “Ahjussi…”


  While Yeorum was trying to let off steam by herself, Kaeul knocked on Yu Jitae’s door as the representative.


  *


  “What?”


  Gyeoul had a complicated look on her face and both Yeorum and Kaeul also looked extremely unhappy. After listening to their story, he realised why.


  If she needed more money, she could have just asked him for more money, but it seemed that she had gone to an unfamiliar second-hand transaction website so that she could do it with her own hands.


  Yu Jitae looked at Gyeoul. The child couldn’t even look back into his eyes as if she had done something terribly wrong.


  “So you see? I helped Gyeoul send the money. But…”


  “Hmm. I see.”


  “…I, didn’t want, the baby to be sick…”


  “You did well.”


  “I talked to the manager of the scam report forum about it. That fucking shithead…”


  “Yeah. Okay.”


  The children surprisingly began to feel more relaxed as Yu Jitae calmly listened to their stories.


  It was strange. Was this not that big of a deal? Seeing Yu Jitae listening to them speak as if the whole thing wasn’t that big of a deal, they began to doubt themselves for being so frustrated over something so insignificant.


  “But why do you look so down. Yu Gyeoul.”


  “…Sorry?”


  “You did nothing wrong so why are you feeling down?”


  “…Because I didn’t know… and I got scammed like a fool.”


  Gyeoul replied while pushing her index fingers together.


  What would Yu Jitae of the past have said in response? He wondered, but couldn’t exactly find the right answer. Regardless, now that he was retrieving his daily life, Yu Jitae found her reply to be very peculiar.


  “What a very strange thing to say. It’s the scammer’s fault for deceiving you.”


  “…But, …if I did better.”


  “No. Even if you were clumsy, it’s still the deceiver’s fault.”


  Gyeoul blinked her eyes. He simply threw those words out without thinking too much about it but it was a mysteriously consoling sentence for Gyeoul.


  But even then, the situation at hand was still a very frustrating one.


  “Then, uum, what should we do now…?”


  Kaeul asked carefully.


  “It’s simple.”


  He wasn’t the type to abuse his abnormal authority for things that happened inside the spectrum of a normal daily life. However, he made this an exception because the opponent had ruined Gyeoul’s daily life.


  The opponent was a Korean and had used a Korean number to message Gyeoul.


  Yu Jitae turned on his watch and gave a call. Several urgent beeps that were unique to a special hotline rang as the kids nervously waited by the side.


  – Central Security Agency speaking.


  Soon, the top intelligence agency of the International Association of Superhumans picked up the call.


  “It’s me. There’s something I want you to do for me in secret.”


  – Yes, Chief. Please give us the command.


  And within merely 30 seconds,


  Every bit of information about the scammer including their full name, education level, family register, current address, family condition, national registration number, phone number, interpersonal relationships, internet cookies and SNS interactions were sent to Yu Jitae’s watch.


  The scammer’s identity revealed was like the following.


  Name. Jun Yungji.
Female.
Residence in Seoul.


  Up to there was normal but… there was something astonishing about the scammer’s identity.


  “Huh, wait what? Is this actually the scammer’s face?”


  “Apparently.”


  Yeorum frowned after seeing the photo.


  It was a kid.


  The scammer was underage no matter how you saw it, and she looked to be around the same age as Gyeoul. She looked just like a random kid that would chat with her friends and carry her bag to a school.


  “How old is she?”


  “13 years old.”


  “That’s ridiculous. She speaks like a freaking bitch and she’s only 13 years old?”


  “Oh wow… why would such a young child do such a bad thing?”


  Yeorum and Kaeul focused on different aspects after hearing her age.


  The world was wide and there were all sorts of unique people everywhere.


  The problem was that her residence was in Korea. Even after the New Era, Korea had a juvenile protection act for those above 10 and below 14 in age. In other words, minors could still breach the law and go practically unpunished. 


  So although they could physically bash her up and snatch the money back, it was impossible to give the child a legal punishment through the law. Yeorum and Kaeul were dumbfounded about the legal system whereas Gyeoul had a slightly astonished look on her face.


  “…Then, …we can’t get the money back?”


  “No. Of course you can get the money back.”


  It was possible to get it back – thinking that, her expression finally eased a little. 


  But wouldn’t it be frustrating to be on the receiving end of such an unethical incident only to have the same amount of money back? After some contemplation, Yu Jitae added more words. 


  “Gyeoul.”


  “…Yes?”


  “The kid made another post on a different second-hand website last night. Do you want to have a look?”


  “…Ah, yes.”


  ===
(Buying an artifact)
– Looking for the semi-perpetual perfume, ‘MX12’
– Price: [Beneath $4,000]
– Note: Please contact me only if you are okay with a negotiation
===


  Simply put, she was a young girl who diligently used up the money she earned through scamming to decorate herself.


  “How about you sell it to her.”


  “…But, …I don’t have, this perfume.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “…?”


  He lifted the brick.


  “You have one right here.”


  Yeorum immediately floated a bright smile as if she imagined a brilliant outcome while Kaeul was surprised. Matching a scam with another scam? That was what her eyes appeared to be saying.


  What was important here was Gyeoul’s opinion. She had a slightly brighter look on her face after understanding his words but turned gloomy again after a while. She appeared hesitant.


  “What’s wrong?”


  “…But, 4,000 dollars, … is too much.”


  Even though it was only 500 dollars more, she was reluctant.


  For Gyeoul, it seemed that those 500 dollars were a very important issue. Worrying about such a thing… It really suited her, who never crossed the line despite her wants, who wanted Yu Jitae to be a ‘good person’.


  “That’s fine. You don’t have to take the whole money.”


  “…Then?”


  “Didn’t this girl sell it at a cheaper price? You can do the same. Sell it for the 3,500 dollars that you lost.”


  “…!”


  It was a remarkable solution.


  Gyeoul gave a bright smile.


  *


  [Winter: Hello 🙂 I saw your post on the second-hand marketplace. I’m looking to sell the semi-perpetual perfume, ‘MX12’ in a hurry.]


  [Me: Oh wow! Hello! How much are you thinking of?]


  [Winter: I can bring it down to 3,600 dollars.]


  Kaeul and Yeorum giggled seeing her small revenge.


  Episode 96: Another Peaceful Day (3)


  Five pairs of eyes looked into Gyeoul’s watch.


  “Gyeoul Gyeoul. Don’t be too nice to her. That person was so mean to you in the end so let’s not be too kind, okay?”


  Hearing that, Gyeoul typed a message.


  [Me: There won’t be any more negotiations.]


  “What do you mean, you stupid Goldie. Of course you have to be nice.”


  [Me: But I can definitely promise you that the transaction will be done asap… :)]


  “Uun? Why?”


  “You only know one and not two. Listen. Which do you think would be more annoying: starting off with swear words or getting closer by pretending to be nice and then back-stabbing them?”


  “Oh wow…”


  “Think about it. Wouldn’t it be more shocking if we start politely and then swear at the very end?”


  “Unni, you really are evil…”


  [Scammer: I also love quick transactions. ^^ And I think $3,600 is a good price for me as well.]


  [Me: Thank you :)]


  It was Gyeoul who had personally saved the opponent’s number under the name, scammer.


  At this point, Gyeoul was nervous because there would be a little authentication process now according to Yu Jitae. She knew that deceiving a scammer would not be easy regardless of the scammer’s age, not because that person was cleverer than her, but because those that were cautious of others’ doubt were always more skeptical themselves.


  [Scammer: :)]
[Scammer: May I please see a photo of the item?]


  As expected, it was here.


  But everything had already been prepared beforehand.


  “Unni! She wants the photo…!”


  “Nn. Here you go.”


  One of Bom’s ‘friends at the Association’ who was interested in decorating herself had the following perfume and Bom had already received the picture from her.


  [Scammer: Wow 🙂 It’s pretty much new!]


  That was because the picture was taken at the time it was bought.


  Gyeoul widened her eyes hoping it worked but that wasn’t enough to answer the scammer’s doubt.


  [Scammer: Can you please write your nickname and today’s date and show it together?]
[Scammer: There are too many scammers these days you know T.T]


  “Fucking bullshit. Wish I could rip her tongue out.”


  “Uugh, so shameless…”


  It was Bom’s job to make the fake proof and she was the best-suited for tasks like this. Naturally, the image matching that requirement had already been prepared.


  [Scammer: Thank you, it definitely is real! :)]
[Scammer: ^^ Thanks for letting me have a look!]


  Okay! Gyeoul raised her thumb and gave her a thumbs-up so Bom returned one back.


  [Scammer: By the way, did you like the perfume when you used it?]


  [Me: Yes I did.]
[Me: I used it only once to try out the smell but I really do think it’s a great perfume. The smell also stayed there until I removed it :)]


  [Scammer: But if it’s new and you liked it, why are you selling it at such a cheap price?]


  [Me: Ah, that’s…]


  Gyeoul stopped her fingers and hesitated.


  Now was the time to get close to her as Yeorum had suggested.


  Gyeoul contemplated. What should she write? Since all of her relationships till now were formed by others approaching her first, she did not know how to approach someone else. She told her sisters that she did not know what to say, and the kids immediately turned their gazes to Bom.


  “Why are you looking at me?”


  “Unni. You’re super great at that!”


  “…Yes, yes.”


  “No, that’s not really the case but…”


  Bom thought for a bit, before adding more words.


  “Hmm… Gyeoul. How about we add a beautiful story to the perfume?”


  A story?


  [Scammer: But if it’s new and you liked it, why are you selling it at such a cheap price?]


  [Me: Ah, that’s…]
[Me: It’s going to be a long story but… would you still like to hear it? Haha…]


  [Scammer: What is it? I am curious.]


  [Me: Until recently, I couldn’t get a job.]
[Me: I really wanted to work but, I couldn’t find a job for nearly 2 years. Because my qualifications are all quite mediocre…]
[Me: I had 50 interviews at least… and failed all of them. It’s hard to find a job these days…]
[Me: But our house is not financially well-off so not being able to find a job for 3 years made it uncomfortable to sit around at home. I had no other choice so I took an interview for a job at the red-light district but I just couldn’t tell the truth to my family so… I told them I might find a job in retail haha…]


  [Scammer: Ah…]


  [Me: But my parents were so glad that their daughter could finally get a job, and they gave me a present.]
[Me: They gave me this expensive perfume…]


  [Scammer: Ahh… T.T]


  [Me: But something amazing happened.]
[Me: At noon of the first day of my work at the red-light district was my final interview at a different company. So I put on the perfume and went to the interview.]
[Me: And like a miracle, I passed it…]


  [Scammer: Oh wow really?? T.T]
[Scammer: Woww T.T]


  [Me: Yes 🙂 … But the new job I found has nothing to do with meeting customers, so I decided to sell it. So that I could do something better for my parents with that money.]
[Me: I believe it’s a perfume that brings in luck ^^]


  [Scammer: That’s amazing unni TT.TT]
[Scammer: I’m so happy for you T.T]


  [Me: Thank you T.T]


  That was the end.


  Bom, who had been giving the lines to Gyeoul with her eyes closed, slowly opened her eyes and found Yeorum, Kaeul and even Gyeoul looking at her with a strange look on their face.


  “…My word.”


  “What a freak…”


  “Uahh… I got goosebumps…”


  Bom giggled in return.


  “Was that okay?”


  “Unni, you are a bit scary… Your lies come out like you’re a vending machine…!”


  “It was something random I made up. Seems it was okay.”


  Yu Jitae was also quite amazed.


  Re-selling was generally the result of some sort of dissatisfaction so answering the question, ‘Why are you selling such a good item?’ was not an easy task. It forced the seller to point out the negatives of the item, but Bom decorated the reason with ‘filial love’ instead and labelled it as a ‘lucky item’.


  At this point, even the buyer would consider the perfume special and it was a truly exquisite lie considering it had been made up in just a few seconds.


  “Scary bitch…”


  Meanwhile, Yeorum was uncomfortable for a different reason as she continued glaring at Bom. Soon their eyes met and Bom returned a faint smile with a wink so Yeorum felt even more uncomfortable.


  In any case, the scammer became a lot more friendly thanks to that.


  [Scammer: Yes T.T. Unni, it’s really great that you managed to find a good job TT.TT. Congratulations T.T]


  [Me: Thank you ^^…]
[Me: Hopefully it will bring luck to whoever…]


  “Ah, Gyeoul. Let’s add a heart at the end.”


  [Me: Hopefully it will bring luck to whoever buys it ♡]


  All the preparations were now over.


  *


  On the other hand, there was a doubt that struck Gyeoul’s mind as she was about to place the brick into the post box. She asked her unnis whether doing a revenge on someone that has done a bad thing to you was also a ‘bad thing’ or not.


  The children showed mixed responses.


  “Uum, I’m not too sure. It does seem to be a right thing thinking about all the shock we got, and how that person would be feeling happy from stealing our money but… if we have a way to get the money back and if the opponent regrets it, isn’t forgiving them always a more correct choice…?” Kaeul expressed her doubt.


  “Nonsense. Of course you need to return it tenfold. If it was me, I would have taken 10 times the money she stole from me, crushed her legs and burned her house down. I’m not even joking. Honestly, I’m not that happy with what you’re doing right now.” Whereas Yeorum agreed with the revenge.


  “Gyeoul. How did you feel when you got scammed?” Meanwhile, Bom asked her a question instead.


  When I was scammed?


  Gyeoul thought the world was crumbling before her eyes. The stolen money swam in front of her vision and the animosity of someone she didn’t even know was painful.


  Of course, she loved money as well but did not like it so much that she would rely on such evil methods to earn money. How could she proudly call that ‘her money’?


  “Shouldn’t the scammer at least have an idea of that feeling as well?”


  “…Nn.”


  “So what you are doing right now isn’t revenge, but punishment.”


  “…Punishment? …Different from revenge?”


  “It is. A punishment is them paying for their sin, and a warning for them to stop doing such bad things.”


  It was a difficult topic without a clear answer. Gyeoul had to ponder deeply for a long time before finally coming up with a conclusion. She decided to punish the scammer,


  “…”


  So that there will no longer be victims like her.


  ***


  Bom’s made-up story made the whole case more efficient and Gyeoul received the entire payment up-front. The opponent trusted her so much that she would rather do that instead of using a safe transaction site to avoid commission fees.


  And in Seoul, Korea.


  At a certain elementary school, the scammer Jun Yungji bragged to her friends, telling them that she bought ‘that perfume’.


  “What? Really?”


  “The same perfume that Kyuchan-oppa used in the drama?”


  “Wow. That’s amazing… I’m so jealous!”


  Seeing envy dripping from the eyes of her friends, Jun Yungji who was quite clever for an elementary school student, wanted to spread this even further.


  Therefore, she chanted the magical words that would spread the news far and wide.


  “Don’t tell anyone else.”


  It was done. Everyone should know it by tomorrow.


  Meanwhile, some of the friends expressed their doubts wondering how she had managed to buy such an expensive perfume.


  “Huh? Oh, well. You know, my house is quite well-off right?”


  “Did your mum buy it for you?”


  “P, pretty much yeah.”


  In fact, Jun Yungji’s household was extremely normal. It was an average household that would consider it ridiculous to buy a $4,000 perfume for their primary school daughter. However, Jun Yungji had to lie about it to hide her scams.


  “Wow… I’m so jealous. My dad told me no.”


  “Ah! Actually, can you lend it to me just once?”


  “Wait! Me too, me too!”


  The perfume artifact took quite some time to use but the merit was that a fragrant scent would be left behind to last almost perpetually like body odour. 


  “Do you guys not know how much it is?”


  “Ah… right?”


  “Sorry…”


  “50 dollars.”


  “Huh?”


  “For one use.”


  The clever elementary student Jun Yungji considered this an opportunity. She judged it would sell considering how it was a new product that would last a long time after using once.


  The next day, when all her friends got to hear the news, some of the famous students of other classes came to her with money in hand. Using the perfume Kyuchan-oppa had used for just 50 dollars was a plus for them.


  Before long, Jun Yungji collected 500 dollars with a bright smile. Although the perfume would be used quite a bit, it would last a long time with one use anyway so it wasn’t a bad business by any means.


  “Hey. I heard you bought that perfume.”


  “Sorry? Ah, yes.”


  “I’m getting it first.”


  After a few days, even the scary unni that repeated a grade came and gave her 60 dollars to secure the first spot of the reservation. This unni was one year older than her: she was 14 years old…!


  Jun Yungji had long wanted to become friends with her but couldn’t approach her because of the intimidating aura she had so it was a fortunate turn of events.


  The 13-year old scammer, Jun Yungji, vowed to herself.


  Everything was going the way she wanted.


  It was easy to earn money by deceiving the innocent fools.


  Things would be different if she were to get caught after turning 14 years old, so she simply had to save up a lot of money beforehand.


  Right…


  So now all she had to do was wait for the delivery but…?


  [Me: Unni~~!]
[Me: Winter-unni :)]
[Me: Are you at work??]


  This woman.


  She’s replying kind of late today…


  Episode 96: Another Peaceful Day (4)


  [Winter: Ah, :)]
[Winter: Sorry haha I’m at the company right now, you see]


  [Me: Ahh T.T Are you at work???]
[Me: I was just curious when you’d be sending the perfume!]


  She didn’t get a reply.


  Even until the end of that lesson,


  And the end of the lesson after that;


  Until lunch time, she did not receive a single message back.


  [Me: Unni?]


  What time does a company usually end?


  The elementary kid Jun Yungji looked it up on the internet. It said 6 o’clock on the web so the reply message should come around then.


  Even though she thought that, there was still doubt rising in a corner of her mind.


  Don’t tell me… there’s no way…


  [Winter: Ah, sorry. Sorry for the late response.]


  [Me: It’s okay. You just entered a new company so of course you’ll be very busy T.T]


  [Winter: Thank you. I’ll send the post tomorrow. Tomorrow’s a weekend so there’s finally no work haha]


  It will arrive by the day after that if it was sent tomorrow. Jun Yungji’s future customers of the perfume would be borrowing the perfume after 4 days so there was still enough time.


  However, Jun Yungji still couldn’t help but feel anxious.


  [Me: Hehe unni, good morning! Did you have a good sleep?]
[Me: Unni~~~]
[Me: Unni?]


  [Me: Winter-unni? Are you sleeping in?]
[Me: It’s already noon…]


  Because it was taking longer and longer to get a reply.


  *


  Was I scammed? Winter-unni didn’t seem like the person to do such a thing though…


  Even though she had no evidence to support it, that was the impression she got from those numerous interactions – it was that she was a nice person with a kind heart.


  Why would such a person scam me?


  “…”


  Every passing hour made her lips drier than before.


  Jun Yungji had already sent the money.


  The young scammer wasn’t that experienced with spending a lot of money yet. It was the first time she had spent thousands of dollars at once and she could easily remember how nervous she was when sending the money in. 


  A 3, followed by a 6 and two 0s?


  Her hands had been trembling when she saw her bank account dropping down in a flash after pressing the OK button. All the money she had earned thus far had already been spent on things like a wallet, clothes, shoes and make-up. 


  But unlike how she had usually been scamming people for products worth ten or twenty dollars, the recent case that was worth 3,500 dollars was one that had required months of preparation and hesitation. And $3,500 was the borderline she decided on because too much money would move the police – she had earned all that money through such hard work and research and yet…


  [Winter: What should I do T.T?]


  [Me: Hwy?]
[Me: Why?]
[Me: Did somethign happen?]


  [Winter: It seems I can’t use my main bank account today because of a system security update T.T]


  [Me: What???]
[Me: Unni, I don’t really know a lot about it but,]
[Me: How is that related to sending the post?]


  [Winter: I can’t pay for the delivery fee… T.T]
[Winter: Can you perhaps pay for me instead?]


  It increasingly felt odd.


  The elementary school scammer, Jun Yungji, did not know much about the main bank accounts, security system and whatnot, but she could still feel that something was off.


  [Me: Yes yes. I’ll pay for it.]


  Like that, she had to pay 20 dollars for the international post fee.


  [Me: Unni?]


  [Winter: Ah, I live in the countryside, and public transport is already closed for today…]


  [Me: Sorry?]


  [Winter: I should have messaged you earlier… but the delivery fee has been paid so I can send the post straight away tomorrow morning!]


  [Me: But…]


  [Winter: Or can you maybe lend me 20 more dollars? I can order the delivery drone to come pick it up. I will pay you back immediately as soon as the bank update is over!]


  Jun Yungji no longer had any money.


  [Winiter: Ah, it’s okay ^^… I’ll send it tomorrow straight away… Haha]


  Weird.


  Something was weird…


  Something was very very weird.


  Jun Yungji’s doubt budded like a flower,


  [Winter: I suddenly got into a car accident and I’m in the hospital now…]


  And it at last bloomed into one.


  [Me: Unni, you’re not lying are you?]


  [Winter: … T.T I’m serious.]


  She soon received a photo of a lady sitting in the hospital with her face covered. Jun Yungji searched for the image online but couldn’t find any duplicate. 


  It seemed that the photo really was taken by herself but even then, Jun Yungji could not get rid of her doubt.


  How could all these things happen in the span of a few days? Does that even make sense?


  [Me: Unni.]
[Me: Unni?]
[Me: Tell your family to send it instead.]
[Me: It’s worth 3,600 dollars. How can you draw this out so long?]
[Me: I really need it right now.]
[Me: Unni?]
[Me: Why aren’t you responding?]


  [Winter: Hukk! T.T I’m sorry Q.Q]


  But even at this stage, Winter continued with her sincere apologies.


  [Winter: I’ll send it to you tomorrow T.T]


  So Jun Yungji felt like going insane from all the frustration.


  The person in question was saying she would send it, so why was it that so many incidents were interfering with it? And she couldn’t rush or get mad at someone that was in a hospital either, so she felt like going crazy.


  “Serves you right.”


  On the other side, Bom bit her tongue and smiled.


  ***


  “Yungji. Is the perfume here?”


  “Huh? Well…”


  Jun Yungji broke out into a cold sweat but still managed to force a smile on her face. Four days had passed already due to bank problems, transport issues and car accidents all happening at the same time and the post was naturally yet to come.


  But fortunately on the fifth day, Winter sent a receipt of the delivery post, so she only had to wait out one more day…


  At this point, Jun Yungji was so pissed off regardless of whether Winter was being honest or not and had even thrown a bowl of rice at the ground at home which led to a massive fight between her and her mum.


  “You’re lending it to us from today right?”


  “Don’t hide it and just show it to us.”


  “Me too. I bragged about it to my friends already.”


  They came flooding her with queries but she had already prepared her lines beforehand.


  “Oh yeah. I was going to bring it today, but my mum wanted to use it for one day so it’ll have to be tomorrow.”


  “What?”


  “Ehng?”


  “Wait, so you don’t have it today?”


  “Sorry, sorry. I told you my mum bought it for me right? So I had no choice.”


  The clever child Jun Yungji knew how people would readily swear at the person in front of them but would still be reluctant to swear at their parents.


  If they don’t swear at her parents, it would be an easy way to earn one more day.


  And if they do swear? All her friends will immediately gang up on that person for bad-mouthing someone else’s parents.


  Even though she was still sweating profusely, she was inside the delusion that her clever self could control them any day.


  Kwang!


  But that was when the wooden entrance of the room was kicked open with a loud thud as girls walked in. They were wearing such thick make-up on their face that they resembled Kabuki actors and had frightening eyes due to their eyeliner going all the way to their temples.


  And standing at the centre of those girls was the unni that repeated a grade with lips so vibrant as if she had been eating raw meat till now. 


  The smell of cigarettes spread across. While Jun Yungji nervously tried to pacify herself, the unni that repeated a grade placed a foot above her table.


  “Oi. Perfume.”


  “Yes, unni. How are you…?”


  “Why didn’t you come to me. I gave you money. Do I have to look for you on top of that?”


  “Ah, the thing is… the perfume is here but my mum…”


  “What?”


  Hahahaha! They laughed out loud. “Mum! Mum she says!” “Hahaha” “Is she a kid?!” “Are you shitting us right now? Oi!” They simultaneously commented as four of their thunderous voices dug into her ears. Jun Yungji bit her lips.


  “I will lend it to you tomorrow for sure, unni…! I’m really sorry…!”


  “Of course you will lend it to me. But are you not going to pay me back for breaking your promise?”


  “Sorry?”


  “Give me back my 60 dollars.”


  “T, then the perfume…”


  “I’ll wait till tomorrow for you.”


  She was one hell of a bully, but Jun Yungji had to nod with a servile smile on her face because her elementary school life would be over if she were to make a straight face here. She inwardly poured out curse words at Winter while returning those 60 dollars but it did not make her feel any better.


  That was when she suddenly realised something.


  Bring the perfume tomorrow?


  But doesn’t the delivery come after the school starts?


  “No… My life will be over then…”


  That night, Jun Yungji had to urgently call the delivery company to change the delivery address to the school.


  Won’t this make everyone know how this was a second-hand product? Wouldn’t they notice how it was a lie that her mum had been using it for a day? Thinking that made her scared but there was no turning back at this point and she had to come up with another lie.


  It was well-known how the class representative defied the unni who had repeated a grade and became ‘fermented’ last month… Them finding out that this was a second-hand item was not the main problem now and she had to lend the perfume tomorrow.


  “Fuck fuck…”


  But thanks to pulling an all-nighter, she managed to think of an excuse. 


  The next day, as she was fretting about the delivery that had yet to come while worrying about the unni who could come to her class anytime…


  At last, the watch of the elementary school scammer, Jun Yungji, who even at this point had zero regard for the victims she had deceived, rang.


  [Korean Post: We have arrived at the front of the school.]


  [Me: Please leave it there!]


  It was then.


  Kwang! The door was pushed open with a thud as a group of girls entered the classroom while noisily chattering to themselves. The smell of cigarettes spread as the girl at the centre shouted,


  “Oi. Perfume–!!”


  “Yes, yes! Unni…! It’s here!”


  “What was that?”


  My mum suddenly went overseas on a trip and posted it to me yesterday! Fortunately, it arrived at the school just then!


  That was Jun Yungji’s excuse.


  It was lunch time right now. Ignoring their gazes of disbelief, she went to the front entrance and received the delivery post. 


  She could finally relax herself a little. There was a fair bit of weight to the post and written on the box was the word, ‘Perfume’. Although the surname of the sender was ‘Yu’ and was different from her own last name, she could say it was the maiden name of her mother! It was a genius lie.


  “Uh? It’s finally here!”


  “Oh wow.”


  “Your mum must be really busy…!”


  Her doubtful friends slowly gathered one by one.


  It was there.


  That perfume, which Kyuchan-oppa had been using inside the drama…!


  Inside that very box!


  “Oi. Hurry up and open it.”


  The unni that repeated a grade rushed her with eyes dripping with greed. However, Jun Yungji knew she would become the weaker one the moment she handed this to her. It was well-known how the friend next door lent her a sticker which was now being ‘borrowed perpetually’ against her will.


  “Unni. This, is really expensive.”


  “What?”


  “It’s not just a few dollars. You have to give it back after you use it.”


  “Do I look like a thief to you?”


  “Please make a promise.”


  She had to make a promise while she was the one with the upper hand. Her tough outburst gathered the eyes of her nearby friends who would serve as clear witnesses.


  “Far out. Quite daring, aren’t you?”


  Jun Yungji was frightened but;


  “I get it so hurry up and just open it…”


  Even the unni that repeated a grade had to lower her head a bit.


  At last, Jun Yungji ripped the box open and,


  “Uh?”


  “Huh?”


  “Nn?”


  Inside the box,


  Was naturally the priceless perfume artifact MX12.


  “…?”


  Right.


  That was right. That had to be the case.


  Even though it was oddly red, had three holes, and looked like a rigid rectangular prism of stone…


  Even though it was stunningly similar to the red brick she picked up at a nearby construction site on her way back home to send to someone else…


  It most definitely had to be MX12.


  Jun Yungji, who was half out of her mind from the nervousness, raised the brick. She then handed it over to the unni next to her.


  “You have to… bring it back by tomorr…?”


  Immediately after that, the unni that repeated a grade picked up the brick and raised it into the sky so the friends had to intervene and separate the two of them. 


  *


  That day was the most shocking day in her entire life – the unni that snatched her glasses and demanded for her cheek; and her friends who faced her with scornful eyes despite pretending to be standing up for her… After those times of shock and fear, she left school early to escape and found several new messages on her watch.


  [Winter: Haha]
[Winter: It felt good when you were scamming other people for money right?]
[Winter: How does it feel to be on the receiving end of it?]


  Even at this point, the elementary school scammer wrote a message saying she wanted either the perfume or the 3,600 dollars back but could not send it. She was blocked.


  Another message came as she was about to turn the watch off.


  [Winter: Try doing something like that again :)]


  She wrote another message but could not send that either.


  The memory of that day became a trauma and ever since that, Jun Yungji could not scam other people until the day of her death.


  ***


  “Here’s your 3,560 dollars.”


  “…!”


  Gyeoul received a bunch of notes with a bright smile on her face.


  There was a small incident but that was in the past already.


  “…Thank you.”


  Bending her back in a right angle, Gyeoul gave Yu Jitae a deep bow. While she was at it, she went around the living room and bent her back to all her sisters that were sitting on the sofa.


  That was when Yu Jitae asked something out of curiosity.


  “But why were you trying to buy that online?”


  A memory crystal. A device that records down mana and saves it.


  With a shivering pair of eyes, Gyeoul turned to her sisters. Yeorum and Kaeul also looked back at her with a flustered gaze before stealing a glance at him.


  He wondered what was suddenly wrong with them but that was when Bom came out to clear up the situation.


  “It’s nothing that big.”


  “What is it?”


  “Do you remember what happened when Gyeoul was quite young? We went with the ranker, Mr. Myung Yongha, on a trip together to see the stars.”


  “I do.”


  “That seemed to have left quite the impression on her; she wanted to go stargazing again in the future, and the device is to leave that as a record.”


  Hearing that, Yu Jitae turned towards Gyeoul who quickly nodded back with mismatching eyes that looked like ‘O.o’.


  For some reason, it was a slightly strange reaction but…


  “Alright. In that case, it will be better to see prettier stars instead of gazing at the sky here right?”


  “I guess?”


  “I’ll look into it.”


  Gyeoul had spent her entire fortune to buy it. Since that was how much she liked stars, it seemed that he would have to plan for a trip and look for a good place.


  *


  That was the end of the incident.


  After that, Yu Jitae watched a movie with the kids. He could hear them laughing, whispering, caressing someone else’s hair, as well as the humming sound of the cleaning protector. 


  The smell of the cooked rice and the fragrant scent of the blooming flower gently filled the house, as the stars flickered brightly on the night sky outside.


  Gyeoul buried her head into his chest and stored the memories of the recent events into a corner of her head.


  It was yet another peaceful day at Unit 301.


  Episode 97: One Sweet Holiday (1)


  “When I was young,”


  Bom started off with a calm voice as her vacant eyes rested on the teacup. The flower petal floating on the clear tea moved left and right from the ripple created by her breath. 


  A ray of sunlight was shining through the heaven-reaching trees, lighting up half of her face as her eyes glimmered with the colour of nature.


  “I liked my dad a lot.”


  The old lady, Li Hwa replied.


  “First time hearing a story about your parents. Your dad must have been an amazing person I assume.”


  “Yes. Dad was a really cool dragon. He was the most acknowledged out of the entire race and was a very romantic person. Although I can’t remember it that clearly now…”


  Li Hwa lowered her cup. She wasn’t confused by the word ‘dragon’ since Bom had already told her about it.


  The old lady leaned her ear to the story of the young dragon. 


  “My mum was a very greedy person. ‘There is a Grand Schema, and you are the ones that will achieve it,’ is what she always told me and my younger sister. She trained us everyday ever since we were born.”


  “I thought they generally don’t teach anything to young dragons. How great of a plan was it for her to do that?”


  “I can’t remember the details. My mother turned my memories hazy after something bad happened.”


  “Something bad?”


  “…It was probably the death of my sister.”


  Bom drank her tea and wetted her lips.


  “I think my mother was too greedy back then. Our race had a lot of things broken down and everyone was exhausted. For example I lived a very hard life due to being forced to learn magic and my sister was less talented than me, so hers was even harder…


  “My dad always tried to stop her. Sometimes he got mad or tried to persuade her and pleaded with her to stop. However, my mum was stubborn and refused to do so. One day, they had a big fight.


  “Dad cursed mum and insulted her. I can’t remember the details, but I think he also hit her quite severely. My mum was greatly hurt and bled.


  “Back then, I was surprised dad would do such a thing but I also found my mum strange.”


  “And why is that?” Li Hwa asked.


  “Why is it that she would ignore the condemnation of her companion, whom she had spent thousands of years with, to stick to her goal? How important was this plan for her that she would stubbornly hold onto it? That was what I thought back then…”


  “It seems your mother did not stop until the very end.”


  “Yes.”


  Her mum did not stop.


  “…Even when dad met a different female dragon and left us.”


  Even though a green dragon spends their entire life with only one companion.


  “My mum cried when she was left alone.”


  Back then, her mum was like a king to Bom – a giant who would stand firmly in front of a big battle without wobbling even in the face of bloody hardships. Her crying, and the overflowing emotions of sorrow were a great shock to Bom.


  Those were the things that happened to the young Bom straight after a big fortune.


  “I see.”


  Lowering her cup, Bom wrapped her arms around her knees. Clouds moved beneath the sun and dimmed the light that had been brightening up the forest.


  Bom’s household began to crumble after that.


  Due to the increasingly difficult education of the maddened mother dragon, Bom and her sister were locked up. She could remember through her hazy memories how those times had been very difficult to endure.


  “Did you resent your dad?” Li Hwa asked.


  Bom replied with a gloomy voice.


  “No. I resented my mum instead.”


  “Why is that?”


  “Dad left because my mum was the problem.”


  “But didn’t you say your mother loved you guys?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then you should have at least consoled her and loved her back. Your dad even hit her, didn’t he?”


  “Yes.”


  “Is that not considered wrong for dragons?”


  “No. It is a wrong thing. I know that in my head but…”


  Bom looked at her two feet. Her white bare feet were the exact copy of human flesh and she still found them slightly awkward at times. Being distracted by other things like this was because the memories of the time weren’t fully intact.


  “Even then, I still found my mum more resentful, and not my dad.”


  After ruminating through the hazy fog of memories, Bom managed to remember what she had been thinking back then as a child.


  “Mum did not actively try to stop dad.


  “She was discarded for having no more charm but she did not try.


  “Even when dad was meeting another female, she did nothing but watch.


  “… I know this is not the right way to see things but,


  “I still think it’s all mum’s fault.”


  She continued.


  “If she didn’t want him, then she shouldn’t have cried in the first place but she did, meaning she wanted dad.


  “But she did nothing but cry on her knees when dad left. Foolish and crude.


  “Isn’t she like a loser? I hated her sobbing sound. Probably because she cried for years without an end.”


  Bom serenely confessed her emotions of the time.


  “If she was that sad, she should have thrown away the likes of Grand Schema and begged on her knees. She should have cried and begged him to not leave. Tell him, ‘I can’t live without you,’ desperately in front of his face, not to us young kids who knew nothing.


  “If not, then she shouldn’t have cried in the first place. We are green dragons so mum should have known it all beforehand. It all crumbled because mum began crying like that. The Grand Schema she chose also wobbled, and we who were at the centre of that plan also became miserable.”


  Silently, Li Hwa observed Bom’s face.


  Bom had a soft personality and rarely had a strong opinion. Like water in alcohol; alcohol in water, she was the type to let herself flow in the current.


  This was the first time Bom was showing such a strong opinion.


  “I see. So what happened after that?”


  “So… I hugged my sister who was even younger than me, and I think this was what I told her.”


  – My dear sister. When we get older,


  ***


  [2317. Let’s not become like mum.]
[Ahjussi Observation Diary ♥♥♥]


  ***


  “Has the experiment day come already.”


  Myu was lying down on a large black dog. 


  She seemed quite comfortable in the new expanded isolation chamber. Myu read to her heart’s content, exercised in a corner and raised a large dog like a queen.


  Besides, she also had Grade 0 agents waiting and serving her like servants. “I am thirsty,” she would say and one of the agents would politely give her a cup of fresh water.


  “You guys step outside.”


  The Grade 0 agents left the room. Her commands were extremely natural as expected of an adult black dragon. 


  He looked around the messy isolation room before opening his mouth.


  “Seems this new room isn’t that bad to live in.”


  “What kind of summer faeces of an ogre is this about… Is that something to say to a person locked away from freedom?”


  She glanced at him with a disgusted gaze making him have a sudden urge to pull those eyeballs out. However, it was him who had locked the black dragon of freedom and liberty so he understood where she was coming from at least.


  “Alright. Get up. We’re heading to the lab.”


  As Myu stood up from the ground, the large dog spirit beast also raised its body and started wagging its tail and whimpering at its owner. 


  “Shhh. Stay still.”


  Myu pushed the dog away with her hands but the dog wagged its tail again without giving up. This time, Myu pushed its face away with her foot.


  “I told you to stay still. Season, you fool.”


  What… The Regressor turned around but Myu was still staring at the dog.


  The large dog spirit beast clinged onto her and whimpered while acting cute. Wearing a frown, Myu raised her foot and stepped on the dog’s foot that was as large as a frying pan. The big dog jumped up in fright and yelped in pain.


  “You have ears to hear but lack the intelligence to understand my words. Season. If you run at me one more time, I will crush your two front legs and make a stew out of them.”


  Only then did the dog spirit beast steal glances at her and crawl on the ground. Myu turned back saying, “Let’s go,” while Yu Jitae dumbfoundedly asked her.


  “What is this about.”


  “What do you mean? Ahh, are you talking about ‘Season’?”


  “…”


  “Season is the name of that dog. He’s stupid and dense. An animal that can’t understand anything I say.”


  “…”


  “I wanted that instead of a puppet, but he’s so disobedient that I gave him a name. I at least expected a lowly son of a bitch to quietly wag his tail but to think he would be that moronic… Don’t get me wrong. I’m talking about Season, not you.”


  He was lost for words and did not feel like discussing it any further.


  In any case,


  Today was the third day of the experiment.


  She found it unpleasant to have her body ripped apart lying down, so this time, he made her sit while leaning back for the experiment.


  Myu dropped the gown she was wearing and revealed her naked body. Yu Jitae covered her eyes and took out a box of tools.


  The experiments themselves were quite straightforward.


  First experiment:
He vivisected the [Origin Fragment] and confirmed the location as well as the operation of the authorities that were hiding behind the cracked shield, [Will of the Ancient One].


  Second experiment:
Out of them, he identified the authorities that were essential for sending the baby dragons back: [Long-distance Dimensional Intersection], [Emergency Summon] and [Infant Dragon Protection] and where they were.


  And today, the third experiment:
Yu Jitae was planning on having a deeper look at the two functions, [Emergency Summon] and [Long-distance Dimensional Intersection] to see what it was that allowed such a long-distance travel, as well as the accurate coordinates of the other world, ‘Askalifa’ located in the distant dimension.


  Yu Jitae placed his hand on top of her skin, and confirmed the location of the heart.


  “Knife going in.”


  “…”


  She didn’t reply.


  Like a stringless puppet, she stayed still and endured the experiment without saying anything as always.


  “Opening the bone.”


  Her breaths weren’t equally paced. Whenever there was a ripple in her breath, Yu Jitae stopped his hands and waited a little.


  “You’ll feel a prick on your heart.”


  ‘…’


  Dragons could erase their physical senses but could not ignore a direct impact to the dragon heart and the Origin Fragment. Her breath would occasionally pause from pain but it was something unavoidable despite his consideration.


  In any case, Myu calmly withstood the pain like the other experiments and thanks to that, he was able to cut open the parts that were hiding the [Emergency Summon] and [Long-distance Dimensional Intersection] with ease.


  However, there was a problem.


  “…”


  The [Will of the Ancient One] was protecting the two organs like a barrier. The overall Will of the Ancient One covering the Origin Fragment was cracked, but the organs that were linked to the hatchlings were still enclosed.


  It was like the front entrance of a house being open but with the rooms locked.


  Why was it like this?


  He wondered and soon came up with a hypothesis.


  It was because Myu was an adult dragon. The organs that had been functioning properly when she was a hatchling closed after becoming an adult, while the Will of the Ancient One protecting the entirety of the Origin Fragment cracked some time after that.


  “But, this looks breakable…”


  He murmured.


  Unlike the Will of the Ancient One that protected the entire Origin Fragment, the Will that was covering the two small organs was comparatively smaller and had a significantly lower status.


  Yu Jitae tried all sorts of methods to destroy the mini [Will of the Ancient One].


  The experiment continued for three to four hours. He used a hammer, a chisel, a knife and poison but the Will of the Ancient One remained tough.


  “My Nemesis.”


  It was then.


  Myu, who had been staying still like a dead person, suddenly opened her mouth. Raising his eyes, Yu Jitae looked at the blindfolded test subject.


  “What.”


  “It is taking a lot longer than usual. By far.”


  “Not your business.”


  Yu Jitae cut her words off and moved his hands again.


  That went on for another three to four hours. He used an electric saw, fire, explosion and other methods to break it but they all failed. 


  However, he did succeed in finding the method that would destroy the Will of the Ancient One. 


  The issue was with the protective system which human brains could not understand.


  But Yu Jitae had an authority that could allow humans to understand incomprehensible concepts. It was the authority, [Conceptualisation (SS)] which he had stolen from the black dragon lord ‘Lugiathan’. 


  If he used this to change an incomprehensible concept into a comprehensible concept, and solve the problem there, it would crack the ‘Will of the Ancient One’.


  “My Nemesis.”


  “What now.”


  “When is this coming to an end?”


  He was too focused on the experiment that he neglected her. Myu barely uttered those words while gasping for breath.


  “Wait.”


  “Make it quick.”


  “Does it hurt?”


  “Indeed. And a little annoying.”


  “Sorry. But there’s still some left.”


  That was when Myu’s small arm came over and pushed his face away. Her fumbling fingers found his ear and grabbed it.


  “That’s enough, you detestable one.”


  “What are you doing. Let go.”


  “I will not let go. How could you make it 8 times longer than the two previous experiments? It is painful.”


  “Stay still. This will only stall the experiment.”


  However, he couldn’t concentrate on the experiment after that due to Myu constantly twisting her body while pushing him away with her hands.


  “Stop. Go away now.”


  “Calm down.”


  “Calm down? Get this blindfold out of my sight. There is a line to everything.”


  “Oi.”


  “Did I not ask you to not abuse me more than necessary? And you agreed. No matter how I see it, this is over the top. I’m telling you to go away–”


  She desperately tried to push him away and the power of an adult dragon was nothing to scoff at. He wanted to give her a slap but that might result in a big injury so he couldn’t even do so.


  Yu Jitae tied her two hands and held it in the air while using his other hand to press her thigh down. She retaliated so much that it made him consider tying her up at the start of every experiment from now on.


  It would waste his time if her wound was to close right now, so he had no choice but to give her a carrot.


  “Look. I got it.”


  “What do you get.”


  “I will make the next outing longer than usual.”


  “…”


  “So hold on a bit more. It’s almost done.”


  “Four days.”


  “What?”


  “Give me 96 hours. Don’t tell me you think four days is too much? Aren’t you making me suffer 10 times more than usual right now?”


  “…Tch. Alright.”


  Only then did Myu turn still.


  Her body sometimes shivered but those were just instinctive wriggles – the body was simply wriggling from the pain on reflex like a knee jerk. 


  After 10 hours of experiment, Yu Jitae came to a conclusion.


  This is impossible to break without [Conceptualisation (SS)].


  In other words, it was breakable with Conceptualisation… but it would probably take quite a long time.


  *


  After recovering from the experiment, Myu requested for a 4-day vacation to Yu Jitae. Unlike the kids who were leading a stable daily life right now, Myu required a closer supervision and was not someone he could leave to the clone. 


  Therefore, Yu Jitae sent Clone 1 to the dormitory, while he himself would be observing Myu’s holiday.


  Damn it. Spending 4 days together with a disgusting black dragon…


  He could imagine the dreadful future waiting ahead of him.


  Episode 97: One Sweet Holiday (2)


  “Oi.”


  In response to Yu Jitae’s voice, the purple pair of eyes turned towards him.


  “About your vacation, how about you go a week after.”


  “Why is that?”


  “Your body is currently in a relatively bad state. This experiment was long and strenuous. It must have been quite a burden on your body and your dragon heart hasn’t fully recovered yet, meaning you practically can’t use any mana.”


  “Are you saying I might get injured if I leave on a vacation now?”


  “That probably won’t happen, but your body is no different from a human body right now. There is a small possibility of a problem.”


  Myu raised her middle finger in response.


  “I will be going out.”


  He was feeling bitter on the inner side of his tongue when Myu suddenly began to laugh.


  “What’s so funny.”


  “My Nemesis, you were the very one that personally used those hands of yours to shred my heart with a knife and yet you are pretending to be worried now? Do you have the right to be worried?”


  “…”


  “Your detestable words were so disgusting they made me laugh.”


  Yu Jitae turned and observed the room. Unfortunately, there was no hammer or anything like that.


  “Leave this room now. There are plenty of things I must prepare.”


  “Prepare for what.”


  “It has been several months since I’ve been locked in this place and this will be my first time going outside for an extended period of time. The mere thought excites me.”


  Finishing her words, Myu turned around and gave several commands to the Grade 0 agents that were waiting silently in a corner of the isolation chamber. Seeing Yu Jitae who was still waiting in the room, she scoffed at him and said, “Are you not leaving? But then again, there is no way you would understand how it feels to be locked up.”


  He knew far too well how it felt.


  After having the Grade 0 agents leave the room, Myu looked back at Yu Jitae with her hands carrying a dress. It was the one-piece dress she had bought in her second outing, which she found interesting, because she had not seen similar clothing in other dimensions.


  Yu Jitae was still inside the room when Myu suddenly began to lower the gown. She stopped for a little before asking,


  “Are you planning to watch?”


  Her clothes started to drop again so Yu Jitae turned around and walked out of the room.


  *


  He didn’t tell the kids about the 4-day holiday because Bom didn’t seem to be in a good shape. Yu Jitae knew she was in an unstable state right now.


  To be exact, he noticed something was off by observing Yeorum – Yeorum tended to look at Bom with anxious eyes from time to time. It must be related to the onion core, meaning that Bom was probably worried about him leaving.


  How would she react if he were to spend 4 days outside with a female (which Bom would be concerned about) dragon? She would probably be put in a very bad mood.


  ‘There is one problem however, my lord.’
What is it.


  ‘Gyeoul seems to be able to distinguish us two.’
Oh no.


  Right – when he was at the Tranquil Sea with Yeorum, Gyeoul was able to tell that Clone 1 was a fake. Bom was considerably more quick-witted than other dragons so something Gyeoul noticed would not be able to escape her eyes.


  Yu Jitae had to make Clone 1 more like Yu Jitae.


  That was why he modified the clone a few days ago.


  [Shadow of an Archduke (SS) – Second Form]
[Complete Imitation]


  By killing more of the personality that each of the clones had, it would make them act and think more like Yu Jitae. The downside would be that the transmission of memories and a voice communication would be impossible with the complete imitation form on, but Earth was a world with a generalised real time electronic communication method.


  Yu Jitae notified the clone with his watch.


  “I’m going.”


  – Yes sir.


  “Call me anytime when there’s a problem.”


  – Understood.


  ***


  “What I would like to do now is observe humans.”


  Like how she had been curious about the history of scientific development, Myu again showed interest in something that was similarly strange at a glance.


  “I have been alone for a very long time and am curious to see how the relationships of humans living on Earth function. Let me see them in action.”


  It was a difficult request. Trying to see the relationships of humans out of curiosity? It made him wonder if Earth was but a large zoo in the eyes of dragons.


  To observe humans, it had to be an urban area and tourist attractions were the places with the most number of people. Therefore, Yu Jitae took her and headed to Paris, France – the centre of Europe’s tourism.


  Yu Jitae dropped her there.


  “I’ll warn you ahead of time. If you cause a fuss, bewitch people, kill, or do anything of that sort, your holiday will immediately come to an end regardless of the remaining time. I will take you back to the isolation chamber and lock you up again.”


  “Regardless of the remaining time?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Does that mean it is fine to kill people 1 minute before going back?”


  Yu Jitae frowned after hearing her words. She then slowly poked her tongue out and showed off her red tongue in a seemingly teasing manner.


  “My amusement is none of your business.”


  Then, she began to calmly walk down the street and even though he was discontent, he nonetheless followed from behind with a step in between them.


  Myu’s tour was similar to everyone else’s tour, but unlike other tourists, the target of her observation were humans.


  Her eyes were on the tourists even when walking between the tall and antique buildings,


  She watched the artists and spectators in streets filled with beautiful artworks,


  And even when buying an ice cream at a street stall, Myu gazed deeply at the stall keeper. 


  As they blankly looked into each other’s eyes, the white man working at the stall suddenly started absent-mindedly staring at her face after handing the ice-cream. He seemed bewitched.


  Slam!


  Something suddenly struck Myu on the back of her head and she almost dropped the entire ice cream.


  Myu, who had been smacked on the back of her head, slowly raised her head and turned towards him.


  “…What are you doing?”


  “That is my question. What are you doing.”


  “What did I do?”


  “I told you to not bewitch humans.”


  “I have not done such a thing.”


  “Then why was the man looking at you like that.”


  “Because I’m a dragon.”


  Yu Jitae hurriedly cut off the sound as Myu blabbered without any restraint.


  “Male dragons are handsome while females are beautiful and that is why merely looking at our faces is a bewitching experience. That is what polymorph is intended to be like.”


  “Are you saying the stall keeper was staring at you because you were pretty?”


  “Yes.”


  A dragon’s authority and their ability to convey memories was extremely secretive and difficult to sense. 


  However, he could sense the truth behind her words so Yu Jitae opened his mouth with a sigh.


  “Let me apologise.”


  “No. I do not need apologies.”


  “What?”


  Myu suddenly walked up to him. He stayed still trying to see what she was trying to do as Myu began to rub the soft serve ice cream onto his shirt. It dyed his black coat into white.


  “Because I will not apologise either.”


  Without stopping there, Myu threw the ice cream cone up towards his chin so he tilted his head to avoid it. In that instant, he looked around. A hammer, a brick, fire extinguisher, steel chair – whatever it is, he needed some tool that wouldn’t kill her.


  Unfortunately, he couldn’t find such a tool so he had to suppress that urge and endure it.


  However, he could still move his foot to trip Myu as she was about to walk past him.


  Startled, Myu thrashed her arms around while falling down. Her head was the first to hit the ground and it resulted in a louder and heavier thud than he had expected.


  He had overlooked how her body was pretty much broken and couldn’t use mana. The issue was that she did not know how to react when falling down because dragons in general would never fall down in their lives. 


  “…”


  For a long time, Myu stayed lying down with her face buried on the ground. She slowly raised her body and shook her head left and right to drop the dust.


  She looked back at him with blood flowing from both of her nostrils.


  “… This will warrant an apology.”


  There was imminent killing intent gleaming in her eyes. Something was bound to happen considering the temperament of the black race.


  Even though a being at her level creating a problem wasn’t anything to be bothered about, he still apologised following the boundary of daily lives.


  “I do apologise.”


  Only then did Myu point at the fountain nearby with a slightly more composed expression.


  “Go drive your nose into the lake and kill yourself.”


  Her nose did not recover by itself since she still couldn’t operate her mana.


  Yu Jitae made her sit next to the fountain and took out the guardian’s first-aid set from his dimensional storage before handing it over to Myu.


  However, Myu merely blinked her purple eyes with the ointment and bandage in her hands.


  She did not know how to use an ointment nor a bandage.


  “Do you not even know how to use this?”


  “Because I’ve never needed them.”


  “At least you should know how to use an ointment.”


  “How do you open it; do I rip it apart?”


  Myu grabbed the ointment with both of her hands and began to twist it but there was no mana to support her strength. She naturally had insufficient power to break the case of the ointment that was made with metal.


  “Oi. Are you really stupid or something? Do you not see the lid on top?”


  “I do. But it does not open.”


  This time, she tried to pull the cap open.


  “Why are you pulling that.”


  “Then what?”


  “Twist to open it. You fool.”


  When he irritatedly heaved a sigh, Myu stopped her hands. She looked at him with a stern look on her face and with eyes dripping with hatred.


  Soon, she lifted the ointment into the air and threw it into the water.


  Splash!


  “What are you doing.”


  “Whose fault is this to begin with?”


  “Pick it up. Before I get mad.”


  “Will you harass me again if you get mad? Try it. Try it. Why do I have to be called a fool because of someone and this damn lid, ub ubb.”


  She could not continue her words anymore.


  Myu seemed extremely upset. Due to her rising blood pressure, her nosebleed intensified and flowed into her mouth.


  She began spitting the blood onto the bright beige-coloured road, causing the passersby to glance at them.


  There was no other option.


  Left with no other choice, he picked up the ointment from the lake, twisted the cap open and put a heap of cream onto a cotton swab and brought it closer to her face.


  “Stay still.”


  “What are you trying to do.”


  Myu slightly pulled herself back.


  “You need to put this ointment on to heal yourself.”


  “Will that really close the wound?”


  “Yes. So just stay still.”


  “Wait, it has a very different smell to the one I know.”


  Myu, who had been calm even when there was a knife cutting her chest, twisted her head and avoided the white ointment that had a peculiar scent to it. She appeared to be repulsed by the unknown substance.


  “…”


  He felt irritated once again. It would be so much easier if he grabbed her by the hair and applied the ointment but that would cause her blood pressure to rise again and make her nostrils into broken faucets.


  Yu Jitae pondered for a bit. How do you make people do things they do not like? After ruminating on the topic, he soon remembered what happened with Yeorum in the past.


  He lifted his killing intent to shape it into a dagger and slashed at his own hand. It slashed the skin open as blood oozed out.


  Myu’s gaze appeared to be questioning what he was doing as he applied the ointment onto his hand. The wound quickly began to close.


  “…”


  Seeing that, she finally turned quiet.


  Moving his extremely reluctant hand, he applied the ointment on the bridge of her nose which had a large scratch and covered it with a bandage. Myu had her eyes closed tightly and appeared to be holding in her displeasure. He was the same – he wasn’t doing this because he wanted to.


  But after all that, as he was about to retrieve the first-aid kit, Myu reached out.


  “That thing, give it to me.”


  “What?”


  “Give me that thing with the strange smell.”


  Yu Jitae gave her the ointment.


  Twist twist…


  No matter how much she twisted it, the cap did not open.


  “Why is this not opening?”


  “You have to press it.”


  “The cap? Why do I have to press on the cap?”


  “So that kids don’t open it.”


  “Why?”


  “It’s flammable, dangerous and expensive.”


  “What a mysterious design.”


  At that moment, Yu Jitae felt strange. 


  Why was he kindly explaining all these things? 


  It seemed to be a habit he earned due to answering the questions of Kaeul and Gyeoul all the time.


  In any case, this time Myu pressed on the cap while twisting it at the same time and something remarkable happened – the lid which had remained firm regardless of everything she had done opened all too easily.


  Her purple eyes widened a little.


  He was about to take it back from her but that was when she suddenly stood up.


  “Follow me.”


  “…”


  “But not too closely.”


  Myu faced Yu Jitae with the same disgusted gaze but she seemed to have taken a liking to the ointment. Her one-piece dress did not have any pockets and she couldn’t use mana to open the dimensional storage, so Myu walked with her hand tightly holding onto the ointment;


  All the way until they found a place to sleep in at night.


  


  Episode 97: One Sweet Holiday (3)


  “Ahjussi, we received a newsletter from Gyeoul’s school regarding the student council training excursion.


  “Ahjussi. Who do you think will be the best opponent for Yeorum’s next fight?


  “Ahjussi. Kaeul…”


  That day, she looked for Yu Jitae more often than usual.


  He was the same as always – with a hazy look on his face, he gave dull replies and made appropriate judgments. Even though none of the other baby dragons found anything strange about him…


  Bom vacantly stared at Yu Jitae.


  *


  In the evening, she and Kaeul had something to ask him for. 


  “Ahjussi.”


  “Yeah.”


  “I’ll go outside for a bit with Kaeul.”


  “Go where.”


  “There was a place Kaeul had been wanting to go to for a while. It’s a cherry blossom festival and it looks like there will be a lot of spirit beasts.coming to the festival.”


  “How about you go three days after instead of the next few days.”


  “The cherry blossoms have started withering already, and it’ll be hard to see them after 3 days.”


  “Hmm. No. Stay at home for a few days.”


  “Why?”


  “Just stay home.”


  Kaeul turned to Bom with blinking eyes, while Bom nonchalantly gave a nod.


  “Okay.”


  Bom took Kaeul and was on the way out of Yu Jitae’s room, but she suddenly stopped and opened her mouth.


  “By the way, ahjussi.”


  “Yeah.”


  “You’re looking at your watch a lot today.”


  The two of them looked into each other’s eyes.


  “You’re overthinking things.”


  After returning to her room, Bom bit her finger nails.


  Chomp, chomp… she had been skeptical all morning but that just then made her certain.


  That, is not Yu Jitae.


  Every moment and time she had spent with Yu Jitae was arranged in her mind in chronological, locational and behavioural orders. It was a habit she had picked up ever since she planned on making him back into a human, and she became ever so sensitive after he started holding affection for her. Bom was assured based on all those reasons, that Yu Jitae would never touch his watch as often as today.


  In fact, he was even fidgeting with the watch right when she left the room, and he appeared to be contacting someone.


  Is it a big deal to touch a watch for communication? Others might think that and gloss over it and in truth, Clone 1 found nothing wrong with his own actions despite having the memories of Yu Jitae.


  However, Bom certainly felt something was off. In certain areas, she knew more about Yu Jitae than Yu Jitae himself.


  Yu Jitae was a transcendent. Even though he might be temperamental at times and act based on his mood, his actions at times that are not affected by his emotions are precise and equal like the cogs of a machine. His breath, stride, pulse and so on.


  So connecting straight to his watch every time he ended a conversation with the kids despite there being no outside factors like emotions in this normal daily life – how isn’t that bizarre?


  Bom thought to herself.


  Then who is that person who looks like a spitting image of oppa? He was probably his substitute, who used to occasionally appear at Unit 301 in the past. Oppa’s substitute who had been eating the tasteless food in his stead…


  The reason Yu Jitae left the substitute here without saying anything, must be because he had to leave for a bit, and there is most certainly a reason why he had to leave.


  Whether he was alone or with someone else,


  There also has to be a reason why he kept it a secret.


  After finishing her line of thought, Bom pulled open the curtains which she had left closed for a long time and gazed off into the distance.


  She could see a full moon. The sky was clearer than usual and was especially brighter than normal with countless stars embroidered on the sky. There would usually be clouds covering parts of the sky but there was not a single obstacle hiding the moon tonight.


  In her eyes, it looked quite romantic,


  So much so that it would be a waste to stare at it alone…


  In that instant, Bom stood up from her seat.


  ***


  Hotel room – 10 pm.


  Yu Jitae was checking the messages from Clone 1 when Myu murmured with her eyes staring outside the window.


  “The moon is beautiful.”


  She was sitting on the chair, staring into the bright moonlight. He had never considered the moon pretty but if the kids were to see the moon tonight, they probably would have called it beautiful.


  “Are you really going to spend the night here?”


  He didn’t reply.


  “I am sure I told you to get two rooms.


  “Are you going to sit there the whole time?


  “It is so unpleasant to my eyes that I cannot fall asleep.”


  He was in the same room to supervise Myu. Although it wasn’t impossible to supervise her even if he was in a different room, it was small elements like these that connected directly to one’s attitude. 


  “Go to sleep already. It is night time.”


  “Do not tell me what to do. I will do so when I feel like it.”


  It was an irritating day for him.


  If the one in front of him wasn’t the black dragon with a cracked Will of the Ancient One, Yu Jitae would have smashed Myu to death multiple times. 


  Yu Jitae glared back at Myu who scoffed in response.


  “My Nemesis, you sure do consistently hate me.”


  “Stop speaking and go to sleep.”


  But Myu wasn’t happy about Yu Jitae’s consistent attitude throughout the whole day either. Tucking her black hair behind her ear, she continued on.


  “Truly strange is it not…?”


  “…”


  “Your hatred when we first saw each other was over the top, and despite harassing me already, you look keen to hate me even more.”


  He didn’t reply back.


  “You said you hated our entire race. Right, some world got destroyed by a black dragon, was it? That’s the nature of a black dragon and that’s why you hate any dragon of the black race – was that what you said?”


  “Shut your mouth and sleep.”


  “No, I will not sleep. Think about it. Is that enough of a reason to hate me?”


  Yu Jitae, who had been quietly looking at his watch, frowned. His eyes filled with irritation looked up and reached Myu.


  “The way you treat me is beyond cruel. I am too frustrated to fall asleep and am discontent with this situation. Thus my question.”


  “Sleep.”


  “If you tell me, I will. So speak. Even if you hate our race, is that a reason for me to be detested by you?”


  Myu closed her mouth tightly after stopping her words. Yu Jitae’s expression as he glared at her suddenly made him look like a mass murderer.


  He didn’t reply as the room turned oddly silent and Myu could not guess what was going through Yu Jitae’s mind.


  “Myu. I will say this one last time. Lie down, put your blanket on and close your eyes.”


  Her eyes widened as her heart began to beat faster. But even then, she retaliated without falling back.


  “Is overbearingly forcing me the only thing you can do? Are you just a poor talker or do you have nothing to say to rebut my logic.”


  “…”


  “You cannot even reply, and I will just be harassed by you because of your petty, narrow-minded and stereotypical way of thinking. Am I wrong?”


  “…”


  “Ahh… how many poor existences there must be that got their lives ruined by you.”


  It was then. Yu Jitae dashed forward and grabbed Myu by the hair as she groaned, “Ugh!”


  “What is this for! Let go!”


  “Come here.”


  Yu Jitae pulled her hair and walked forward. She helplessly got pulled over with her bum dragging across the floor. 


  He fully opened the curtains and pushed her head towards the glass window of the hotel room.


  They were on the 24th floor and a forest of buildings was revealed in front of the superhuman and the dragon.


  “Let go! You detestable human!”


  “Do you see it?”


  “See what!”


  “Look.”


  Myu had an increasingly bigger fit so Yu Jitae dropped her hair. Crumbling down onto the floor, she finally turned her gaze outside the window.


  4th District – Hôtel de Ville. The large road connecting from the rivers of Seine were filled with starlight – they were people that were each raising a torch.


  Seeing that, Myu frowned.


  “What is…”


  The galaxy on the ground connected all the way to Hôtel de Ville, the city hall of Paris, and hanging on the city hall alongside the French flag was the flag of Australia.


  [Forever Australia]


  The incident that had shocked the entire world a few months ago.


  The Catastrophe of Australia.


  “Did you say putting you on the same level as other black dragons and harassing you is a wrong thing to do? I’m ‘narrow-minded’, was it?”


  Hundreds of thousands of casualties, billions of dollars in human and material damage. Paris wasn’t the only city with this assembly. People gathered once every month ever since the incident all around the globe to cherish the memories of the victims of the Australian disaster.


  Yu Jitae replied with an apathetic voice.


  “You’re not wrong.”


  Myu glared at him with a venomous look on her face but Yu Jitae merely looked down at her with the same hazy expression. 


  “875,000 deaths and 170,000 destroyed households. Those are the people you have wretchedly killed.”


  “And what about it?”


  “You killed them, but it has nothing to do with you in your mind, does it? That’s what every other black dragon was like. So then what is the difference between you and them.”


  “…”


  “From my experience, all the black dragons were the same as you. They kill people, devastate the land and pretend like it’s the most natural thing for their race. However, I wished that wasn’t the case for you when I first saw you.”


  “…What?”


  “Did you think making you like this had been my initial goal?”


  Bewitching people with brainwash?


  Shooting the Downfall to attack the Association as Q?


  Destroying the Tower of Mages?


  Those were fine. He was only interested in the survival of the entire humanity and had no interest in the deaths of individuals.


  “I was going to overlook it.”


  Was it because she had purple eyes?
Maybe.


  Was it because of the daily life he learned while living with the baby dragons?
Perhaps that was the case.


  “It was on a whim.”


  Myu was given a chance to be treated as a person from Yu Jitae.


  “But wasn’t it you who ruined it with your own hands?”


  However, Myu didn’t seem convinced.


  “Then how are you any different from us, black dragons, huh? This land was supposed to be my nest. You ruined my plan, and all I did was damage my nest a little in a fit. What is the issue there?”


  Words alone wouldn’t be enough.


  Yu Jitae once again grabbed Myu. Her sloppy gown was about to be undone but neither of them were interested in something like that.


  Raising Myu, he jumped out the window. Feeling the descent, Myu groaned.


  “Open your eyes.”


  In a flash, Yu Jitae and Myu were standing in the middle of the assembly. Although Myu was wearing a gown and standing bare-foot on the road, none of them spared a glance at her.


  Even though only the torchlight had been visible in a distance, there were also signboards in this place and written on them were messages such as ‘We loathe monsters’, ‘We will not forget the war’ and ‘We will grieve with Australia’.


  Some of them were even carrying portraits of the deceased. It had the names, faces and ages of the unfortunate victims that were announced by the Australian federal government, and there were also short descriptions about them next to their pictures.


  Pushing her face in front of the portraits, Yu Jitae whispered into her ears.


  [Polchesky, who was concerned day and night about making the best clothes: Hope the angels of the sky cover you with their garment.]


  “You guys are always the same. Every one of your actions lead to destruction.”


  [Smith of the blueberry farm who had worked diligently on the farm: The seeds you have sowed this summer will bloom next year without fail.]


  “Like a virus planted by nature. You pollute everything you touch and kill it.”


  [Our little angel Hariban who just started to walk: It was too early for those wings but wish you can fly freely over there.]


  “And yet when I rip their limbs and half break their necks and ask them, this is what they always say,


  “Have a look at my memories.”


  [Devoted daughter, Flera, who quit the college of her dream to help her sick mother.]


  ‘The dwarves of the land attacked me first.’


  [Mother Alisha who had always felt sorry for her daughter.]


  ‘Those elves made me angry first!’


  [May your family live happily in the painless heaven.]


  ‘It was to protect myself.’


  Seeing those memories;
And in the face of the tragedy she had caused.


  The voices of the black dragons she knew nothing of that she could see inside Yu Jitae’s memory, were awfully similar to her own. 


  “Do you still think you are different from other black dragons?”


  ‘I attacked Earth because I was in a bad mood,’ was not a valid excuse.


  Revealing her fangs, Myu turned her face away with a face resembling a devil. However, Yu Jitae grabbed her chin and cheeks with a tough grip.


  “Don’t turn your face away.”


  “Let go…”


  “Look closely, at what you have done yourself.”


  Even at this moment, this black dragon had no sense of guilt. She was just annoyed by the fact that she had to look at the consequences of her actions.


  Why?


  There was no reason.


  It was simply because Myu was a black dragon.


  “Don’t forget your position, Myu.”


  “…”


  “You were long supposed to die and yet I’ve kept you alive. You were discontent with the isolation so I moved the room for you, and I let you leave every time you want to. I give you an inch and now you whinge for a mile?”


  The reason he was treating her this nicely was because of the daily life he learned by living with the baby dragons.


  However, this was not Yu Jitae’s original method.


  “You, you…”


  “Try babbling nonsense one more time. I will chase you out of your nest, skew your hands and feet on a stick and leave your flesh inside out for an experiment anyday.”


  “…”


  “You will wish to regain these privileges when that happens, but won’t ever be able to retrieve them.”


  But it was then. Yu Jitae suddenly looked off in the street after sensing something – from a place not so distant from where he was at, he could sense Bom’s aura.


  Yu Bom?


  Why is she…


  He frowned in thought but that created a tiny gap.


  “Don’t make me laugh–!”


  A ‘dragon fear’ powerful enough to shred one’s ears resonated across. The people forming the assembly turned towards her in surprise and found Myu kicking a nearby incense after escaping from his grip. The portraits of the deceased, the heartfelt gifts and letters written in tears all scattered and fell.


  


  Episode 97: One Sweet Holiday (4)


  The impulse was greater than usual and bitterness rolled beneath his tongue. His chin clenched as he repeated opening and closing his hand to control the power behind his grip. If he were to move based on his mood, he might end up killing Myu.


  His attitude towards her had been that way from the start and there were too many reasons why this peculiar relationship might go south. He had learned how to control his emotions to achieve his goal but in the face of uncontrollable impulse, he was no different from a beast who had to suppress its instinct.


  “What about all this! Huh? So what if these pathetic insects die! How dare you try to make me submit just because of something so insignificant—!!”


  Myu yelled as if she had gone insane. A kick made the table fly off as the watchers slowly began to wake up from their shock.


  “T, that woman!”


  “Oi! Are you not sane!? Stop it right now!”


  “What do you think you’re doing!”


  She reached her arm out but could not use any magic so instead, she raised a broken piece of a vase to threaten the surrounding astonished people. She was driven mad already. Even though her body refused to move according to her will, she still tried to attack them.


  “Do you not hear me telling you to go away? You damn bugs!!”


  He was still overly stimulated. 


  This was the first time in the 7th iteration that he had been so annoyed. The impulse didn’t subside with ease and he wasn’t confident in not killing her.


  “Please stop!”


  “Is she on drugs?!”


  “This young lady has gone completely insane…!”


  When the senseless ones threatened Myu by raising their voices, she held the vase piece tightly with her two hands. Her eyes sunk and without any omen, she suddenly began rushing towards them.


  The vase knife closed in.


  Is she going to stab me?


  Is she?


  “Uhhh?”


  “Hukk…!”


  That was when Yu Jitae stood in front of Myu firmly like a wall of steel. With the vase piece still in her hands, Myu fell back and rolled on the ground.


  Myu was like a sugar cane to him – a sugar cane shaking violently. He wasn’t confident in not crushing it with a touch.


  “You accursed human–!”


  Collapsed on the ground, Myu shouted.


  “How are you any different from our race, and how are you different from me? Aren’t you also harassing me to obtain what you wish? The one to blame for everything I’m doing is you. And yet you dare judge me? How do you ever have the right to do so – by what right, do you dare judge me—!!”


  His eyes twitched, but his mouth remained closed.


  “I do not care about my race or anything anymore. I cannot continue living like this and will instead die. By my hands!”


  She had no mana and could not stop her own heart. Myu thus lifted the vase piece and pointed it at her own throat and Yu Jitad had no choice at this point but to move. 


  In order to not kill her, he relaxed his hand as much as possible.


  [Knifehand Strike (D)]


  Bamm! Myu’s body came to a stop. At the same time, she started falling back; towards his body, about to be embraced.


  That was when mana began to gather in a dot in mid-air. Myu’s [Dragon Fear] had reached and resonated way too far and Bom’s presence that had been nearby rapidly closed in.


  Immediately, Bom appeared in front of them.


  It was [Teleport (S)].


  Yu Jitae was supporting a black-haired woman with his arm in front of Bom’s eyes.


  Her gaze shifted from Yu Jitae to Myu;


  And back to Yu Jitae.


  ***


  He brought Myu and Bom and returned to the hotel. There were three mouths but none of them said a single word and the room was therefore silent.


  Myu asked him,


  How do you ever have the right to do so?


  He did not answer her last question. In fact, there was nothing he could say in response because there was nothing wrong with Myu’s words. 


  Those who condemn must be sinless. Those who strike others for being a sinner must be clean themselves – at least that’s how it must appear to those seeing it.


  And in that regard, the Regressor had no right to condemn someone. His life was no different from Myu or the black dragons – he obtained what he wanted to obtain, and unhesitatingly carried out actions that might seem sinful in that process.


  Myu killed people,


  But the Regressor killed even more people.


  Black dragons destroyed worlds,


  But the Regressor destroyed even more words.


  And yet here he was condemning Myu and had not been feeling repulsed by such a paradoxical deed. He simply thought to himself upon realising it, that he was yet again doing something contradictory.


  In the past, he didn’t want to live like this but he had been living this way for far too long already. Regrets do not bring anything back and he wasn’t the type to linger on things that cannot be retrieved.


  However, such emotions tended to arise at times after starting to live a daily life. These things called ‘emotions’ were exceedingly outside his control. Whenever it rose up, he had to close his eyes and muddle his thoughts;


  Like what he had always been doing.


  “…”


  He reopened his eyes and saw Bom.


  Bom was sitting on the sofa of the hotel room without leaning on the backrest or twisting her legs, and merely had both of her hands resting on her lap with her eyes fixed on the ground. She was wearing an outstretched t-shirt, shorts, slippers – everything she usually wore at home.


  He had just asked Clone 1 for an explanation.


  – There was a flower blooming in Yu Bom’s room.


  – It was a flower that had existed from the first time I had stepped into Unit 301 and had an abundant amount of Yu Bom’s aura. She seems to have saved a lot of her aura inside it over the past 5 years.


  – Although it was remarkably crafted, it has now withered.


  A highly precise manipulation of mana so brilliant it even deceived the Shadow of an Archduke for a split second. Even though she had been preparing for 5 years for this one moment, it was nonetheless a masterful feat. 


  That was why the Regressor had to face a situation he had not been expecting.


  “What’s with that flower.”


  Bom slowly opened her mouth in response as her voice echoed resembling a breeze flowing past the grass.


  “It’s something I started growing from the first day I was kidnapped… to run away.”


  “You got me. Even though I knew you were a genius at using mana, I wasn’t expecting you to be able to deceive me.”


  Power had an endogenous origin and it was hard to clearly see through it before being released 


  Honestly, he was quite impressed. He had always considered Bom a genius at magic but he had to edit his opinion a little today – Bom’s talent had exceeded the normal threshold.


  He wasn’t trying to blame her however. 


  Bom stayed silent so he continued.


  “So why did you come here.”


  “I came because I was worried.”


  “Because of the onion core?”


  “Yes.”


  “I told you there’s nothing to worry about.”


  Bom slowly shook her head in silence.


  “And how did you come here.”


  “I saw Providence.”


  Soon, her gaze slowly travelled up from the ground to Myu who was lying down on the bed. He remembered the things that had happened with Carrot Girl in the past. There was nothing he was guilty of but he still felt the need to explain the situation.


  “That is the black dragon you know. And as you said, it’s a female.”


  “Yes.”


  “Usually it’s kept isolated at the Association’s underground isolation room and is used as an experiment subject. It gets a short vacation after every experiment because the black race has trouble staying in one place. And this holiday will go on for four days including today.”


  “Yes.”


  “It’s an adult. Around 500 years old and the name is ‘Myu’ with a dirty temperament like every other black dragon. However, it’s crucial for an experiment so it has to be kept alive. And that is why it gets treated humanely, although limited.”


  “Yes.”


  “I am here as a supervisor. It is such a dangerous entity that I’m the only one that can do it. So there is nothing to misunderstand here. Do you understand what I’m saying?”


  “Yes.”


  She turned her eyes towards him. Her head slightly tilted to the side as her grass-coloured hair flowed down from her shoulders.


  Yu Jitae observed the muscles around her eyes – there was no quivering and it meant that she wasn’t anxious.


  “Did you really understand everything I told you?”


  “Yes.”


  He looked at her opened mouth – she didn’t lick her lips, meaning that she wasn’t nervous.


  “Are you less worried now about what happened with the onion core?”


  However, she did not reply to this question.


  Bom simply stared back and as always, she appeared as if she was trying to gaze deeper into him. It was the same eyes he saw when he first met her that was quite different from an average young dragon’s gaze.


  It would now be a question time from Bom.


  The Regressor realised that the 7th iteration was about to twist out of his intention once again in front of his eyes.


  And he would have no choice but to lie.


  Experiment.
She might ask what the experiment on the black dragon was. However, no-one in the world knew what this experiment was and he naturally had no plans of telling Bom about it either. He had already come up with a decent excuse.


  Why didn’t you tell me? She might ask and he already prepared an excuse which Bom would certainly be convinced by.


  Whatever question she interrogated him with will all be met with lies.


  However, Bom’s following question was way beyond what he had predicted.


  “What’s…”


  Bom asked very slowly, with an extremely prudent voice.


  “…Your relationship with her?”


  Yu Jitae turned silent for a bit.


  There must be a lot of questions weighing in her mind including the ones he had thought of but her first question was nonetheless about their relationship.


  This question was extremely important for Bom, so he had to give a definite answer.


  “Nothing.”


  Her hazy eyes regained its focus and her half-dead expression relaxed a little.


  “When you say nothing, do you mean you are not close to her at all?”


  “Yes.”


  “Does that mean you are far from her outside of work?”


  “Very far.”


  “Then what’s your personal opinion aside from your position as a supervisor and a test subject?”


  “I hate it.”


  “Why?”


  “Let’s see. There are a lot of reasons but first and foremost, it’s a black dragon.”


  There was slightly more vitality in her eyes.


  “What if, you are starving to death and that dragon gives you bread? Will you not eat it?”


  “I’d rather die.”


  “What if that dragon was actually your younger sister. Will you still hate her that much?”


  “The name must stay removed from the family register then.”


  “What if the ones that are very precious to you, like… umm, if Yeorum, Kaeul and Gyeoul all love that dragon and want to live together, will you still not bring her in?”


  “Never.”


  “What if I ask?”


  “What?”


  “Please. Let’s take her into our house and live together.”


  “Why.”


  “Actually, I wanted to become friends with a black dragon ever since I was young. I had a big injury when I was young and a black dragon acquaintance helped me…”


  “No. Stop. It’s a ‘no’ whatever your reason may be.”


  “Why?”


  “What do you mean ‘why’. Because I don’t want to.”


  “But didn’t you kidnap us even though we didn’t want to come…?”


  “She’s not the same as you guys.”


  Bom still had an indifferent look on her face but there was a slight difference. Unlike before, her eyebrows appeared a little more composed.


  “Lastly, let’s say you’re a normal person ahjussi, and the world is coming to an end with you and that dragon being the only survivors. Will you still not get close to her?”


  “Why would I ever get close to her.”


  “You know, it’s dangerous and lonely to stay by yourself. You will need someone to talk to, and someone to keep the fire going. And, if there are no humans, then umm, have a relationship… for descendents…”


  “Bom. Stop saying something so disgusting.”


  He gave an irritated remark but Bom showed an expression that didn’t suit the current situation. She had a rather moved look on her face for some reason.


  “Sorry…”


  And she didn’t look sorry in the slightest. He didn’t know why, but she appeared to be feeling more comfortable now.


  “Just then I saw that woman lose her temper and damage the surrounding people. So will you end the vacation here?”


  That was a different topic altogether.


  “I’ll have to talk to her after she wakes up, but I will try to guarantee the holiday as much as possible.”


  “Why?”


  Reward and punishment was a system and an unwavering system had the power to act as a cage around an existence.


  Yu Jitae had promised for a four-day vacation with Myu. Only when she gets this reward properly will Myu have the power to endure the remaining experiments – no matter how painful they are, she will gain the strength by looking forward to the next holiday.


  That was the cage Yu Jitae made and Myu will slowly adapt to it regardless of whether she was aware of that or not, like a prisoner feeling better from just the breeze and the sunlight coming through the tiny window of the prison.


  “Do you understand?”


  Bom nodded in response.


  The faint tension in the air finally dissolved. It seemed that she had been misunderstanding him regarding something until just then. Since Bom was the most unstable factor in the 7th iteration, it felt like a small storm had just passed by.


  He thought it was all over but that was when Myu turned in her sleep while murmuring, “Nnnn…”. In that instant, Bom flicked her head.


  With her eyes out of focus, Bom blankly stared at Myu – for a long time with the eyes of a seemingly dead person.


  Before long, the muscles around her left eye began to tremble a little.


  “You said there were still three days left for the vacation.”


  He had misunderstood something.


  Nothing was over yet.


  “Let me go with you.”
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  If Myu had continued talking some mindless nonsense after waking up, Yu Jitae would have cancelled the remaining three days of the vacation without mercy. However, Myu after waking up was far from angry and calmly reflected on her position.


  “I have made a mistake.”


  “…”


  “My emotions have erred me into making a blunder.”


  “…”


  “If you wish to end the vacation now, do so. I will follow what you say.”


  Myu gave words that were no different from an apology. 


  It was bizarre. He did not wish for an apology and in fact, there was no reason for her to apologise to him in the first place. An apology to him was a meaningless act because asking for forgiveness did not change the events of the past.


  However, it nonetheless allowed him to see that she wouldn’t create any more uproars. That was more than enough for him.


  “Do not waste your energy on a precious vacation.”


  “You’re saying?”


  “There are still three days left. I will guarantee the promised holiday so just behave yourself.”


  “Even though I’ve created such a fuss.”


  “Or we can go back if you don’t want to.”


  Her purple pair of eyes twitched as Myu powerlessly scoffed.


  “Are you scared that I might kill myself?”


  Yu Jitae was silent in response.


  That was actually part of the reason why he wanted to guarantee the holiday as much as possible. Myu had an emotional attachment to the black race and that was what Yu Jitae was using to control Myu, who had limited interest in her life.


  However, she could still stop her own heart if the pressure was to exceed a certain threshold. She was using a piece of the vase yesterday only because her heart had yet to fully heal.


  Yu Jitae had to control Myu the way he wanted but to a degree that she wouldn’t die, whereas Myu used her own life to make a deal with Yu Jitae.


  They had a loose grip over each other’s wants and that was the strange nature of their relationship.


  “I will not say thanks to such limited freedom, but let me accept your goodwill.


  “But by the way…”


  Myu turned her eyes to Bom who was standing next to Yu Jitae. Their eyes crossed in mid-air as the purple and the green pairs of eyes looked into one another.


  Wearing a frown, Myu glanced across Bom from top to bottom.


  Bom had changed into her favourite off-shoulder frill one-piece dress, neatly brushed her hair and had also applied some makeup before Myu woke up.


  March. The bright sunlight was warmly shining upon the Notre-Dame Cathedral outside the hotel room where Bom had fully dressed herself for the first time on Earth.


  There was a doubt in Yu Jitae’s mind while she was applying make-up and brushing her hair on the side.


  What was this child thinking about?


  He had no idea.


  Even though he met her hundreds of times and was now even holding romantic feelings for her, he still could not fully understand what Bom was thinking.


  “What are you looking at?”


  It was Myu who started it off.


  Without saying anything in response, Bom gazed back at Myu who soon frowned in displeasure.


  “You are an infant dragon. Yes?”


  “…”


  “What brings a child of the green race here?”


  “…”


  “Are you not going to say anything? Well, all the green dragons I saw were sick in the head. Of course you won’t be any different. So, did you run away from home?”


  “…”


  “To think you would meet a human like that even though you ran away from home. How pitiful. Don’t you find your life hard?”


  Only then did Bom open her mouth.


  “No.”


  Her voice was calm and her face was composed and at a glance, she even appeared lethargic. But for him, who was staring on from the side, it mysteriously seemed slightly different.


  “Kid.”


  It seemed that Myu had felt the same way.


  “What’s with those damn eyes huh? Do I know you? This little brat – how dare you…”


  As an adult dragon, she naturally had a condescending attitude but Bom was silent in response. When Bom was putting on the choker before, this was the conversation she had shared with him.


  – What’s your role, oppa?


  His answer to her question included the words supervision, safety and regulation. From now on, Bom would act as his assistant.


  – But even though it’s okay for you to come with us, don’t stand out too much.


  – This is a vacation permitted by me. This period of time has to be solely for Myu.


  – If you become an obstacle during the vacation, I might have to send you back home.


  And to his words, Bom replied. As always,


  – Okay.


  “Do you know how to speak?”


  “Please don’t care about me.”


  “What?”


  “You seem to be out on your holiday. Please do what you want to do. I’m just an assistant who will help Season regulate you.”


  “Regulate? You? Me?”


  Myu dumbfoundedly took a step closer in with the vicious killing intent of a black dragon swarming around her body. She had regained a small amount of her mana back after sleeping for a whole night.


  Yu Jitae stepped in between them and blocked her with his eyes gesturing to her to go and mind her own business. Myu, who had been glaring at Bom as if she would devour her any time, looked back and forth between Bom and Yu Jitae.


  “You…”


  She scoffed.


  “Kid. You got lucky this time.”


  Myu turned around as Bom closed her mouth which had been open. What was it that she was about to say? He wondered.


  It seemed that Bom was anxious due to the aftermath of the onion core and was trying to keep him by her side, but sending her back regardless of her uneasiness might have been the right call.


  Thinking that, he followed Myu and carried his feet.


  ***


  That day, Myu headed to the North of Paris to observe more people.


  Montmartre.


  This hill with the Basilica of Sacré Coeur at the centre was a historical repository of culture. There were all sorts of beautiful buildings and unique statues with tourists all across the hill.


  Like other tourists, Myu walked around but her eyes were set on the people. From time to time, they came across signboards that cherished the victims of the Australian incident but she showed an indifferent attitude as if nothing happened yesterday.


  “My Nemesis? This.”


  “What.”


  “Buy me one.”


  It was evident from how she was nonchalantly buying a crepe at a street stall next to the signboard [With Australia].


  Until then, Yu Jitae and Myu were walking with around 3 metres in between. It was bustling with people and they were bound to crash into others while walking.


  But that was when a woman screamed out loud. The following cracking sound was that of a human bone.


  “Ahhhhk!”


  The woman’s hand was on the bag that was hanging on Myu’s waist – the bag which Yu Jitae had bought for her last night before entering the hotel.


  It was a pickpocket, which was a fairly common sight near tourist attractions.


  “How laughable. I’ve really become a lot weaker.”


  Myu murmured to herself but her grip remained firm. It was difficult to resist because a portion of her power had returned with the recovery of her heart.


  “Ahhk, auuk!”


  “You dare crave for my belonging?”


  “It, it’s a misunderstanding…!”


  The pickpocketer had a partner.


  The other person hurriedly grabbed onto Myu’s arm while shouting, “What is this for!” and gathered the eyes of the surrounding people. Their plan was to make a big fuss and run away behind the chaos but Myu pushed her head away as the woman collapsed on the ground.


  “Kuhk…!”


  Myu moved her hand and this time grabbed onto the pickpocketer’s throat. Even though she had become weaker, it was still the grip of a dragon and breaking the feeble neck of a human was nothing difficult.


  That was why he had to step in.


  “Myu. That’s enough.”


  “What? Is this not self-defence?”


  She glared at Yu Jitae with the eyes of a venomous snake.


  “It is not, so let go of your hand, and let’s move on. You’re being excessive.”


  “Excessive? I do not understand. This human dared to covet my bag. This bag, which you gave to me last night.”


  “Let go.”


  With her eyes still glaring at him, Myu slowly released her grip. Crumbled on the ground, the woman sobbed on the spot looking at her broken hand.


  The surrounding people misunderstood Myu as a superhuman and weren’t willing to step up while she calmly walked towards him. Standing in front of him, she opened her mouth.


  “My Nemesis. I really cannot understand.”


  “Now what.”


  “What is it about this world that makes you fit yourself into the rules formed by these pathetic insects?”


  He wondered what retarded bullshit she was asking this time and didn’t reply, so it was Bom who replied in his stead.


  “If you want to belong to a world, you have to conform to it.”


  A frown appeared on Myu’s white face, but her eyes were still fixed on Yu Jitae.


  “You are the same as me. Even though you are a human, you have a greatness that exceeds your race. In truth, the authorities in your hands already overwhelm these bugs.”


  “Is being a dragon that big of a deal?” Bom interjected.


  “Why is it that we have to follow every single rule of such deplorable little humans? Why?”


  “If you don’t want to, then maybe you should live by yourself in a different dimension?” Every time he was about to open his mouth, Bom intervened and replied instead. There was no way she could ignore it anymore so Myu replied by murmuring to herself.


  “What’s with this bug that’s constantly bothering me…”


  “It’s because you’re saying strange…” 


  “Anyway, why are you silent?”


  “…things that I…”


  “Can you say anything to refute my words?”


  “…Can you hear what I’m saying?”


  “As much as you know me, I know you very well. Season.”


  It was then.


  “Pfft.”


  A faint scoff left from Bom’s mouth. She was probably finding it funny how she was saying she knew him very well without even knowing his actual name.


  The scoff succeeded in touching Myu’s temperament which had remained tough even when she was being interrupted every time. Myu slowly turned her stiff face towards Bom.


  “Ah, sorry.”


  Seeing the angry look on her face, Bom apologised apathetically.


  “I thought you couldn’t hear me.”


  That was clearly not an apology. Even though Bom appeared indifferent, even Yu Jitae could tell that her words were grinding at Myu’s nerves.


  Yu Jitae was slightly flustered on the inside, because it was his first time seeing Bom intentionally trying to anger someone.


  “Where did this rat that’s more garbage than Season crawl out from…”


  After murmuring to herself, Myu revealed her fangs.


  “Listen. Kid.”


  “Sorry?”


  “Do you really want to die?”


  That was when Yu Jitae hurriedly escaped from the area with the two of them in hand.


  There was a police siren ringing nearby.


  *


  After that, Myu continued creating both small and big incidents on the way up the Montmartre hill and Bom intervened every time to annoy her.


  “You. Come here for a bit.”


  “Why?”


  “Come here. Before I truly get mad.”


  “I don’t want to.”


  “Then I’ll come to you.”


  Whenever Myu was unable to control her irritation and dash towards her, Yu Jitae stood in front of her to stop her rampage and Myu had to hold her anger back.


  On another note, Bom’s actions showed Yu Jitae a new possibility. When trying to regulate someone, he would hit, tie them up and instil fear. His method would always result in violence. 


  However, Bom was different. She was purely acting the role of a supervising assistant. Even though her method was not at all violent, she still accurately pointed out everything wrong that Myu did.


  Around noon the next day was when the supervising assistant mask, which she had been thoroughly keeping, finally cracked for the first time.


  ‘Place du Tertre’


  A small world of the artists of the past who had rejected restrictions and had dreamed of freedom.


  The road was covered with pebbles and the small plaza had a bunch of cafes. Nearby were portrait painters, street musicians and performers who were brightening up the mood.


  In that place, Myu came across a performer who blew into a long balloon to make miniatures. The man would fold a long pack of air a few times to make something resembling a puppy, a sword and a flower in a matter of few seconds.


  “It truly is mysterious…”


  After muttering that, Myu asked Yu Jitae to buy some balloons, but the first obstacle in making a miniature was the blowing of the balloon. She placed it between her lips and blew into it but it only created a blowing noise and the long pack of rubber refused to expand. She tried using her tongue and tried both sucking and biting it with her teeth but the result remained the same.


  For thirty minutes she tried all sorts of things and yet failed at blowing the balloon and by that time, the balloon performer was already long gone.


  With a big scowl on her face, Myu walked up to Yu Jitae and handed him the balloon.


  “This. How do you inflate this?”


  Even though he was irritating, it was always him that showed her how things were done whenever she was clueless.


  “You blow it and show me an example.”


  Yu Jitae was about to grab the balloon but that was when a hand suddenly shot out from the side to snatch her balloon – it was Bom.


  Myu frowned back.


  “What do you think you are doing.”


  “You bit on it and it’s broken now.”


  Bom threw the balloon into the rubbish bin. Seeing that, Myu squinted her eyes a little. The way this damn little girl acted was strange.


  She felt skeptical.


  She needed a confirmation.


  Fortunately, there were still a lot of balloons left. Myu took out another balloon from the pack and placed it in her mouth. She pushed it deeper into her mouth and pretended to blow into it before giving up and handing it over to Yu Jitae while saying;


  “Well, this one is not broken.”


  With her eyes staring at Bom.
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  Bullshit.


  That’s probably what Yeorum would have said if she was here.


  It seemed he had indeed become quite used to daily lives, considering how a nonchalant action of Myu made him feel a sense of danger. The arrow was pointing at Bom but that was no reason for him to stay out of it.


  “Enough. Let’s start moving.”


  “I’m asking you to blow it.”


  “Even if I do blow it, how will you make a flower.”


  “Didn’t the man just twist it a few times?”


  “Would there be a crowd watching him if it was that simple? The performer’s gone already so it’s impossible. Let’s get moving.”


  Myu reluctantly turned her body but soon grinned after seemingly coming up with a good idea.


  “Let us buy some clothes then.”


  ***


  She knew a day like this would come.


  She had seen the future shown by Providence once.


  It was a vivid memory but she didn’t want to remember it so she lived while consciously looking away from it.


  However, she couldn’t stop her unconsciousness from displaying it in a dream.


  How many times had she woken up in the middle of the night in a fright? Every time, she would wipe the cold sweat on her forehead with the back of her hand while gasping for breath.


  Her heart would thump like crazy.


  She was too anxious to do nothing but watch. Yu Jitae had his own field of activity and there were unfortunately a lot of black-haired women within that area. Therefore, Bom vowed to herself to become friends with all the black-haired women.


  The people she had gotten close to in the Association including Zhuge Haiyan and Kang Ahjin all had something in common – it was that they were Asian and naturally, they both had black hair. 


  She had added those uncertain elements into her own world, hoping to have some level of control over the upcoming future. 


  In the process, she also made everyone see how Yu Jitae was hers. Fortunately, the default marriage trend in this world called Earth was 1 on 1. Bom had been trying her hardest within the scope that wouldn’t interfere with Yu Jitae’s life.


  After trying it, she realised it wasn’t difficult to befriend them. Her uneasiness of how anyone might betray her anytime increased over time as she got closer to them, but it was bearable.


  Even if there were other black-haired women in the future, Bom thought it would be possible to easily befriend them.


  That was until she saw Myu.


  “…”


  Due to the suffocatingly repulsive feeling that constantly rose up, Bom simply couldn’t smile like usual and become friends.


  This ‘vacation’ was a part of Yu Jitae’s job and he had talked of how important this was. She could not afford to make a single mistake but the moment she saw the white hand reaching out with the balloon, she became emotional and made a mistake. 


  It seemed that Myu had noticed her relationship with Yu Jitae.


  Adult black dragons are addicted to chaos and every one of their actions lead to chaos. They break relationships, destroy worlds and kill existences. That was what she heard from her father when she was young.


  It was clear what Myu would try to do, now that she saw through their relationship.


  At a clothing store in Paris, Myu took several one-piece dresses and walked into a dressing room.


  Soon, she called Yu Jitae.


  “My hand does not reach my back and I cannot raise the zipper all the way up. Plus, my mana has not recovered enough to use telekinesis yet.”


  “So what do you want.”


  “Come and lift the zipper for me. Just a few times will do.”


  Yu Jitae frowned in response while Myu irritatedly opened her mouth. “Hurry up,” she said. “How can you waste my precious holiday like this?”


  And Yu Jitae on the other hand, was temperamentally refusing to do so.


  However, Bom’s eyes were fixed on his hand. Imagining that hand touching the zipper, that’s low down the dress Myu was wearing…


  It overlapped with the image of Yu Jitae’s hand touching the white back of a black-haired woman.


  His hand touching the shoulder blades of the woman; his cuddling arm; his face as he looked up at the black-hair.


  It happened in an instant – Bom was moving by the time she realised it. She grabbed Yu Jitae by his arm to stop him, and walked past him to enter the changing room.


  “Let me do it.”


  Feeling the strange atmosphere, Yu Jitae grabbed her arm back and her body turned with a flick. He looked at her face.


  Bom couldn’t even guess the look that was on her face but Yu Jitae released her arm after seeing her expression.


  She closed the door of the dressing room behind her. Bom had to stay in the tiny room right next to the black-hair, even though she did not even want to spend 1 second together.


  Seeing her face, Myu scoffed.


  “I knew it.”


  As expected, she had seen through it.


  Bom avoided looking into her eyes and waited, so that she could raise the zipper the moment she turned around, but Myu did not turn.


  “I knew something was off from the start.”


  With a coquettish voice, she continued.


  “I can understand you hating me, because I’ve also been hating you from the time I opened my eyes.”


  Black dragons were expelled from Askalifa, and the current owner of Askalifa was a green dragon. The hatred between the two races was even larger than the animosity between the blue and the red race.


  “But I could not understand why you were constantly nagging me, but now I do…”


  She raised her hand and grabbed onto Bom’s chin. Bom raised her chin and shook the hand off as Myu lifted the corners of her lips in response.


  “You must be intimate with that male. Am I right?”


  “…”


  “That’s truly bizarre. How can such a thing happen? Infant dragons cannot hold an affection for a human. It cannot be done and should thus be blocked by the Origin Fragment.”


  The emotion of first love was powerful enough to jolt the whole life of an existence and dragons were beings that were unable to forget such emotions.


  “There’s a black-haired slut next to the male you love, and that’s what’s making you nervous right? You’re still quite immature. Do you not realise you are interfering with his work?”


  “I am not.”


  “Really? Season’s job is to make my vacation more amusing, but aren’t you interrupting with that and making it annoying instead?”


  Bom did not feel the need to share any more words. She was conscious of it herself and knew that she hadn’t crossed the line yet.


  “Please turn around.”


  “For what? Will you strangle me by my neck?”


  “…So that I can raise your zipper.”


  “Sure. Strange me all you wish.”


  Bom knew what she was thinking. Myu was trying to cause an incident, and thus send her off so that she couldn’t annoy her in the remaining time of the vacation. 


  “Right now is your chance. My body has been weakened from the aftermath of the experiment and cannot use mana, so my neck might break from your grip.”


  Along with such words of provocation, she turned around.


  Her dress was open from the waist up.


  The line around her waist, her long spine, the shoulder blades next to it, the white back and the white neck above.


  Bom could feel her eyes twitching.


  There was not a single blemish on her white back. 


  Bom wanted to lower the dress a little to confirm whether this back was the same as the one she had seen. Even though there were no specific elements like moles or scars, she could still tell based on the overall shape of the back.


  But if it really was the same, Bom was scared that she might not be able to recover herself. Therefore, she used her trembling hands to raise the zipper. 


  Zipp–


  Myu clicked her tongue.


  “But you are quite pitiful yourself.”


  She then murmured while looking at the reflection of herself in the mirror. 


  “To think you would hold an affection for a devilish male like him out of all humans.


  “And besides he’s a human regardless. No matter how strong he is, a human is a human and he will definitely die a lot before you. Are you thinking that far ahead?


  “…Of course not. What does an immature kid know? That must be why you opened your heart up to a human like that who’s more treacherous than the black race.”


  Honestly, she found it quite difficult to control her emotions when she heard that. It didn’t matter if she was the one getting sworn at, but Myu was bad-mouthing Yu Jitae.


  But somehow she managed to hold it in. Bom blankly thought to herself.


  You kept the line properly.


  You held it in very well.


  Her mind was a lot tenser than usual, even more so than the balloon before, but she nonetheless succeeded in controlling her emotions.


  Well done Yu Bom. Well done…


  As if to prove her success, Myu soon gave a frown. She couldn’t chase her off because Bom hadn’t done anything.


  But the final advice Myu uninterestedly gave while walking outside wearing the one-piece turned the situation upside down.


  “Kid. It is so frustrating that you have no eyes for people. Should I give you one piece of advice as an adult? You better mentally prepare yourself beforehand.”


  To be exact, it was the last sentence that snapped her patience.


  “Because you will be discarded for sure.”


  ***


  Either probably, or most likely. There was a high chance that her words were unrelated to the vision. It just meant a separation in a male to female relationship but Bom, whose mind was fully occupied with the scene of the Providence, had a hard time making a rational judgement, and she could not get rid of Myu’s words from her brain.


  She will be discarded:


  Discarded after giving her heart.


  Discarded after giving her body.


  And what about after discarding me? Who will Yu Jitae meet after that?


  A white back under the wide-open one-piece was vivid in her memories. On top of that was the black hair fluttering left and right.


  Bom once again felt stifled.


  In the midst of such thoughts came dinner. Stopping her hands that were cutting Boudin, a French-style sausage, Myu raised her fork to point at Bom.


  “I don’t need her.”


  “What’s this about now,” Yu Jitae replied.


  With an irritated gaze, Myu looked at Bom.


  “Do you not understand what I mean? Make her go back. She is nothing but an interference to my vacation.”


  There was no longer any patience left inside Bom.


  “But I didn’t do anything?”


  “Yes, you have. You constantly nitpick on my words and glare at me with the eyes of a corpse. It is very unpleasant.”


  “Have I done anything over the top?”


  “There is still a limit to ruining someone else’s mood. Where did this vagrant kid come from…” 


  Bom twitched her eyes.


  “It was you who was always trying to break the law.”


  “Bom.”


  Yu Jitae called her, telling her to not bother dealing with a rabid dog. Hearing his voice, Bom obediently closed her mouth.


  “That’s enough for you as well, Myu.”


  “What’s enough? I have never said it is fine for something like that to intervene and ruin my vacation.”


  “However, you did promise to not create a social chaos. And everything you have done is all problematic.”


  “So what?”


  Myu growled with the fork in hand.


  “I cannot stand someone inferior telling me what to do in front of my eyes. It’s okay if you do it, but who is that little kid to dare try to control me?”


  “Watch your words. Unless you want your vacation to end right now.”


  Revealing her fangs, Myu turned the arrowhead at Bom.


  “Kid. Can you not read the mood?”


  An adult dragon was resolutely exerting its killing intent. Even though she had yet to fully recover her mana, it was enough to pressure Bom.


  “Do you not understand I’m telling you to go away?”


  “…”


  “Do you have no ears? Or perhaps no brain?”


  “…”


  “Kid. Are you deaf now?”


  “I told you that is enough, Myu.”


  Yu Jitae opened his mouth but Myu continued flooding out her hatred against Bom without any regard.


  “How dare you face me with that dirty look. Go away right now!”


  Her oppressive attitude made Bom feel like her brain was being tightened into a string.


  “What if I say no?”


  “This random bitch. It seems words alone aren’t going to be enough. Huh—?”


  It was then. Myu suddenly raised her bowl of soup and threw it at Bom. She had regained a large portion of mana and it thus happened in the blink of an eye. Although the bowl was blocked by Yu Jitae’s hand, the soup splattered on Bom’s clothes and tainted the white frill in orange.


  Even then, Bom could hold it in.


  She had to.


  “Myu. Your vacation will end as of now. You are truly like a beast that cannot comprehend words.”


  “Do not utter nonsense at me, you damned human! I’m telling you to get rid of that. How many times do I have to say it? You are the only one that needs to be here!”


  But the moment Myu said the likes of, ‘You are the only one I need,’ and threw a sausage at Yu Jitae’s face,


  A string that had been barely holding on in her head snapped.


  Shooting out of her seat, Bom grabbed the sausage that was flying towards Yu Jitae’s face.


  She was out of her mind. By the time she came to herself, her body was already on the move with the sausage in her right hand.


  Slam!


  It seemed as if she would slap her with a sausage, but no – Bom instead lashed a fist at Myu’s face.
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  The sausage flies and Myu’s head would turn after getting hit.


  If she got double nosebleeds, it would be even better.


  But, how do you punch someone again? There was a time when she almost got hit by Yeorum in the past. If she were to copy what she had done…


  No. Instead of punching for the first time, how about swinging a fork? Because a knife would have a different nuance.


  Fork – not bad. A fork is something that can be swung in a fit.


  So,


  Like this—-




  …That was when something flew up from her fork and touched her on her cheek. It was a small piece of tomato.


  “What are you doing.”


  “…Sorry?”


  “What are you doing with that blank look on your face.”


  “…Practising how to swing a fork.”


  “And what do you mean by that.”


  “…What do you mean? Because a fork is at least better than a fist…”


  Her vacant senses finally returned to reality as Bom stared at the napkin in Yu Jitae’s hand. Her body froze and the trembling around her eyes stopped.


  “Bom. Are you feeling okay?”


  “Yes?”


  “You’ve been doing nothing for a while now. Wake up.”


  Yu Jitae used a napkin to wipe the piece of tomato from her cheek. The soft texture of cotton touching her face brought her mind back to reality.


  – What about you unni? How do you not become nervous?


  Some time in the past.


  Kaeul had asked Bom such a question with the group presentation ahead of her, and Bom’s reply was this.


  – You simply have to mentally prepare yourself.


  A mental preparation.


  That was the reason why dragons of the green race were able to stay calm in the face of every situation, as well as why they could deal with more stress than others; the reason why Bom was possibly able to tease Yu Jitae and was also why a green dragon had become the Lord over all the dragons.


  Back then, Kaeul had curiously asked.


  – How do you mentally prepare yourself?


  – You imagine beforehand a possible awkward situation.


  – For example?


  

“My Nemesis?”


  Myu raised a red lobster from the table.


  “How are you supposed to eat this? I have no clue.”


  Like a fox, she amiably smiled and asked him. It wasn’t strange because Myu had a lot of things that she was unfamiliar with.


  Her smiling face was quite pretty because she was still a dragon, but both her eyes and lips appeared absurdly debaucherous as if she couldn’t wait to devour males. 


  In response, Yu Jitae raised the lobster despite the frown on his face. He did not need a hammer. After he easily breaks the outer shell with his thick fingers, it would reveal the wet inside of the lobster.


  “Hoh. And do I put that into my mouth?”


  “Yes.”


  “Give it to me. Ahhng…”


  Myu naturally opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out, intentionally for Bom to see. The dense Yu Jitae would push the meat forward while Myu would slowly wait for the lobster to reach inside her mouth before slowly biting down. Her breath would touch Yu Jitae’s fingers while her eyes would glance at her.


  Then, what should I do?


  1. It would feel great to stab her tongue with a fork before she could eat it, but it would cause harm to Yu Jitae.


  2. Snatching the lobster and explaining how to eat a lobster instead of Yu Jitae, wasn’t something she was that willing to do either.


  3. So before Myu could become interested in the lobster—


  

“Yu Bom.”


  Once again, her mind returned to reality.


  “…Yes?”


  “Get up. It’s time to go.”


  “…What about the lobster?”


  “We finished it a while ago. You seriously have to wake up.”


  Yu Jitae’s hand touched Bom on her cheek as he gave her a pinch.


  “Ah.”


  She immediately came to herself. It felt as if her face had been driven into cold water.


  Bom was back to reality and could feel the warmth in his hand. 


  “Let’s go now,” he said while getting up and Bom quietly stood up from her seat to follow him from behind. 


  Myu did not shout at him to chase Bom away, nor had she lustfully asked for the lobster. All she did was hum while cutting the meat and throwing them into her own mouth and in fact, the three of them almost did not share any conversations during the meal.


  So everything that had happened just then was all a part of Bom’s imagination. It initially stemmed from a ‘If this happens, let’s do this’ mindset but she was so nervous that she constantly came up with too many scenarios.


  Back when Kaeul was preparing for the group presentation, she asked another question after hearing how Bom’s method to deal with nervousness was a ‘mental preparation’.


  – How many situations do you have to roughly think of?!


  Around 200 to 500, was her reply.


  On the way out of the restaurant, Bom went through all the ‘predictions’ she had thought of. How many situations had she predicted during the meal?


  Labelling each situation one by one, she soon realised that there were more numbers than usual – a lot more than she had expected.


  No wonder her head felt like it would crack open.


  “…”


  1,271.


  This number was enough to overload even an adult dragon’s brain.


  Her mind was dizzy.


  Her fingers quivered.


  The ‘mental preparation’ she had always been doing as a habit was no longer her tool. Like a snuff film, it constantly harassed her mind regardless of the time.


  It was common to see a fair amount of cruel and repulsive situations through Providence. Even though she was somewhat used to seeing things that she didn’t want to see, the image of him sticking close to the black-hair was one she could never get used to, no matter how many times she saw it.


  Walking down the alleyway, Bom looked down at her hand. There was a circular rune drawn on her palm.


  [Memorise (S)]


  A self-defence combat spell which she had made just in case was saved on her palm. It was the ‘spell that could even kill a black dragon’ that she had talked about with Yeorum.


  It was a dangerous spell – perhaps the most dangerous out of every spell she had made in her life. She couldn’t guess what was going through her head when she did this. By the time she came to herself, she had already made this spell and had already saved it into her body. 


  Even though she should probably get rid of it, she constantly hesitated before making the decision because ‘that’ was in front of her eyes. The black-hair that had only been breathing inside her head was now right next to her.


  The weapon was a ballista. It had a [Magic Arrow] which Bom had crafted by exquisitely intertwining all the magic equations she could use, and a [Dock] which could make the arrow fly faster than a dragon breath. 


  The principle was simple – she simply had to pull the trigger at the opponent. The spell that was the same as a compressed breath would fly through the heart as an arrow and destroy it. There were no safety devices but there was no way she would use it by accident. Using it would definitely be by her own will. Now that it was weakened was the best time to kill it without fail, because an adult dragon after regaining its power wouldn’t die in one hit.


  But that was why she had made 3 arrows with 1 spare. Of course, using all those spells at once would be a burden to her heart but it was okay. What could possibly be the problem as long as she could change the destined future? If the black-hair was to be embraced by Yu Jitae in front of her eyes, Bom would shoot the three arrows to kill the black-hair and shoot the spare at her own head. The reason why she would kill herself is because Yu Jitae was not at fault. Being discarded would be because of her own mistakes. However, out of her wish for him to remember her for as long as possible, she would shoot it at her head rather than the heart—-


  

“Bom.”


  It was then.


  Bom, who had been walking with her face staring at the ground, raised her head to stare at Yu Jitae.


  “…Yes?”


  Huh? She soon looked around with trembling eyes. They were in Paris just a while ago, but wasn’t this the Association?


  “Good work.”


  Yu Jitae’s words finally brought her back to reality. It was so dumbfounding that she instead smiled.


  “……Yes.”


  The vacation was already over.


  ***


  After four days of vacation, Yu Jitae isolated Myu once again in the basement.


  There was nothing incredible he had done but it was nonetheless an exceptionally tiring period of four days. 


  Only after confirming Myu’s mental state and her health did he finally leave the Association. Regardless of the things that had happened, Myu still seemed satisfied.


  It was in fact Bom whom he had been the most worried about. Ever since the second night, Bom started acting strange and was like a stringless puppet all the way till the end of the vacation.


  She would say something strange whenever he talked to her and also stayed up all night.


  Fortunately, the vacation was now over and Bom could now be separated from Myu. 


  She had been thinking about something when they were on the way to Myu’s isolation chamber with a sober mind, which he could tell due to the life in her eyes. But whatever that was, everything was now over and it was time to go back.


  “Good work. Should we go back now?”


  However,


  Bom did not move her feet. Looking slightly exhausted, she gazed up at him. She looked into his eyes for a few seconds before suddenly talking about something strange.


  “Right now, the other kids will think they are with oppa right.”


  “What?”


  “Because there is your substitute.”


  “…Everything would be the same apart from the fact that you aren’t there.”


  “Nn. I actually told them I would go out somewhere to play under your permission before leaving home.”


  “I thought you just came out, but well done.”


  “Yes. I told them I’d be away for a month but none of them will find that strange. You know. I used to travel all around by myself.”


  “Why did you tell them you’d be away for a whole month?”


  “…”


  Her silence added some context to the simple conversation.


  This was what Bom was basically trying to say.


  1. The kids won’t have a clue even if Yu Jitae did not return.


  2. The kids won’t find it strange even if Bom did not return for a month.


  So…


  “How about we, go somewhere for just one month?”


  She said with a gloomy look on her face. Was this what she was thinking about after coming back to herself?


  “To where.”


  “Anywhere. Somewhere that’s quiet with not many people.”


  “To do what.”


  “I don’t know. Should we have some food together? Swim if there is water nearby and go out on a walk if there’s a mountain. We can look at stars at night and talk before going to sleep…”


  “Sounds good. But aren’t those things doable even if we don’t leave?”


  “That’s true.”


  He threw the fundamental question.


  “Then, why?”


  Hesitation loomed around her lips. 


  Was she uneasy about what happened with Myu? Was that why she was trying to make time for just the two of them?


  What she said in response was slightly different from what he was expecting.


  “You’ve been having a hard time for the past four years and a half after meeting us so…” She slowly opened her mouth.


  Having a hard time for the past four years and a half?


  “Where did this suddenly come from.”


  “You know, it just suddenly popped up in my head. You do everything for us everyday by sacrificing your life. The kids and I all know it.”


  “Don’t worry about it. It’s not a sacrifice.”


  “Of course it is. They say raising one kid is hard enough already… and yet you’re taking care of four. How can there be such an unprofitable task.”


  “What are you talking about. You don’t even know what I’m doing.”


  He said in a half-joking tone while tapping her forehead with his middle finger. Bom tightly closed her eyes and waited until he pulled his fingers back before carefully opening them again.


  “I do know… and I always feel sorry.”


  “‘Sorry’?”


  “Because. It would be great if we could give something back but oppa, you’re such an incredible person that there is nothing we can give you. I feel like I’m in debt.”


  “Like I said, don’t worry about it.”


  “It’s the same even when you do occasionally leave home. Some days you have to fight demons and these past few days, you had to deal with some strange ill-tempered old lady. I thought about it, but I think it must be tough for you. We learned at Lair that becoming a superhuman doesn’t harden your mentality or anything…”


  “That is indeed true.”


  “Yes. And that’s why oppa, you’re also a normal person.”


  A normal person.


  It felt like an extremely off word.


  “What is a normal person.”


  “Someone that wants to take a rest when tired.”


  He thought for a bit, before replying with a dry voice.


  “You’re right then. I guess I am.”


  Bom walked towards him, into a suggestive proximity and opening her arms wide, she wrapped them around his ribs. Even though she was tightly wrapping those feeble arms around his body, those arms that looked as if they would break from an accidental grip did not pressure him in the slightest.


  However, he was still troubled by this distance. It had been a while since he was this close to her.


  “That’s why, we should go on a vacation with just the two of us. Nnhn?”


  He returned a nod. Bom indeed needed some time to stabilise her mind again.


  “But a month is too long. Four days was already long and that’s why I put a substitute in my stead.”


  “Then what about three days?”


  “Three days should be fine.”


  Bom raised her hands and rested them around Yu Jitae’s collarbone. Slowly she began undoing his tie.


  “But, no acting like a guardian during the vacation.”


  “Alright.”


  He thought to himself. There must be another reason why Bom, who had been anxious about Myu’s incident, would suddenly say such a thing.


  In the end, it would be just the two of them.


  What was this child trying to do?


  *


  [2430. It’s time…]


  [What should I do…]
[If the diary ends here, Yu Bom would have long become fish food at the bottom of the Pacific so please do not look for me. Think of the observation diary as a hobby of someone with a strange personality – don’t bother reading it and just burn it please.]
[Yes…]
[…T.T]


  [Ahjussi Observation Diary ♥♥♥]


  Episode 97: One Sweet Holiday (8)


  It was late summer when he had taken in Bom, Yeorum, Kaeul and Gyeoul who was attached to the necklace. And right now it was nearing the end of Spring.


  Roughly 4 years and 9 months had passed since the start of the 7th iteration, and it was the longest period of 4 years and 9 months he had spent according to his memory.


  Their life at Lair had already come to an end. There was no reason to live at Lair anymore except for Gyeoul’s elementary school – Yeorum and Kaeul had early graduations whereas Bom had quit school. 


  Had he been fully faithful in the 7th iteration?


  He wasn’t sure.


  However, he could still say with certainty that he had tried his hardest, just like every other iteration.


  It was rough at the start. Daily life was like a flower-bed while he was a horrendous rotten statue. As the odd one out, he stood out a lot and he thought it would be extremely difficult to mix in.


  However now that 4 years and 9 months had passed by, it surprisingly formed a somewhat decent-looking picture. Stems of various colours were wrapping around the statue, rising up with budding flowers as the abundant leaves provided a cover for the sharp contours of the statue. 


  He wasn’t the reason why the 7th iteration was faring without a problem. It was only because the baby dragons were following him nicely.


  “I’m back.”


  USA. State of Oklahoma.


  They were in a small hotel built in the outskirts of a town.


  The reason they chose this place was because this was the place where Yu Jitae had received his military education in his early 20s – back when he still had some leisure.


  Bom, who had brought him here after hearing his story, was now carrying shopping bags in both of her hands as she walked back into the hotel room. 


  “Shall we undo your tie before anything?”


  “Why.”


  “Who goes on a vacation wearing a tie?”


  “I do.”


  “Actually, it makes me feel stuffy as well.”


  For now, he decided to follow what she said.


  “While you are at it, let’s take your business shirt off and change into more comfortable clothes.”


  “This is comfortable.”


  “Come on…”


  He obediently took his business shirt off as Bom handed over a new t-shirt she just bought. It was a white t-shirt.


  Yu Jitae was thus made to wear a t-shirt on top and a pair of jeans underneath. Thanks to the [Inherent Customisation (S)], they were immediately modified into fitting his body.


  Although it wasn’t uncomfortable, it still felt awkward.


  “…”


  Throughout the process, Bom blankly gazed at him. When he turned around and faced her, her eyes curved into crescent moons. 


  They had a normal burger set for breakfast. This too was something Bom bought because it was his favourite food from youth.


  “By the way, what’s your hobby, oppa?”


  “Why?”


  “We need to know what your hobby is so that we can spend a relaxed holiday.”


  He tried thinking about it but could not think of anything off the top of his head.


  “Did you lose interest in your hobbies as you turned older?”


  “That’s probably it.”


  “Then what about when you were young? Anything you liked doing?”


  When I was young?


  “Take your time thinking about it.”


  He looked back at his hazy memories. Like old photos, they were crumpled and kept at a corner, so he needed to take a closer look at them to remember his past. 


  The start of his memories was at a group funeral.


  He was standing in front of his parent’s portraits but their faces on even those photos were hazy. 


  People were weeping all around him, but he was there blankly staring at the photos without any tears in his eyes. 


  After that, he remembered living as a street beggar scavenging for food everyday and the middle-aged woman who gave a burger as an encouragement to his life. 


  His next memory was around when he was 12. He was at an orphanage alone without any friends due to his sharp personality, feeling a blunt knife cutting into his heart without realising that was what loneliness felt like. 


  He thought going to a school would solve the problem but the child without any conversational talents could not fit into any group, and soon noticed how the larger crowd made him feel even lonelier.


  Time spent with his eyes open equaled the time spent alone.


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] is identifying the target…>


  <Identification Complete!>


  It happened on one of his sleepless nights.


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] greets you!>


  Yu Jitae made his first friend.


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: o(⋆’▽’⋆)/☆°’>


  Looking through his memories one by one, he remembered something.


  Vintage Clock was a clever friend.


  Whenever there was something Yu Jitae was curious about, Vintage Clock would teach him like a teacher. 


  Even for boring questions like, ‘How do you make friends?’ and, ‘How do you turn down people who want to borrow my stuff?’ the Vintage Clock gave sincere replies.


  To Yu Jitae, who had spent 12 years of his life by locking himself up in his own inner world, Vintage Clock was a parent; a friend,


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] alerts you that a motorbike is too dangerous!>


  <[Vintage Clock (EX): ٩(๑`^´๑)۶>


  And sometimes even acted like a guardian.


  Of course, he wasn’t the type to listen to others.


  Right,


  Motorbike.


  *


  He rented a motorbike from a nearby store.


  “Did you really ride something like this…?”


  Bom looked surprised because it didn’t suit her image of Yu Jitae.


  His youthful heart in the past had found it cool.


  He had bought it around the time he entered high school. That was near the end of the East-Asian Great War, and Yu Jitae could travel to various places thanks to the re-stabilisation of the roads.


  Right now, he didn’t think much of it and would even discourage people from riding it.


  “I heard these were dangerous. Apparently you die with one mistake…”


  Ever since the New Era, motorbikes were considered even more dangerous. A motorbike-driver had 3 times the likelihood to die than a sedan-driver. Although healing magic could recover broken limbs, it could not revive dead people.


  “Right. I was injured as well. I kind of remember slipping on a wet road and driving into a brick wall.”


  “Gosh. Were you injured a lot?”


  “Probably. It was like a fairly low wall and I think my body was going over it when my leg got caught.”


  “Then…?”


  “Leg, knee, pelvis, intestines… I don’t remember clearly but my lower body was probably all ruined. And I think the motor exploded and my leg caught on fire.”


  “…”


  “It couldn’t be healed with the medical skills back then so I was deemed disabled but that’s all in the past.”


  “…My word.”


  Bom glanced back and forth between Yu Jitae and the motorbike in fright.


  And you’re saying we will be riding that?


  That appeared to be the question behind her gaze.


  “It’s alright. We won’t get injured.”


  “But even then… So did you stop riding it after that big injury?”


  “No.”


  “?”


  “I went slower.”


  With a stupefied gaze, she glared at him.


  “But I was quite frustrated back then.”


  “Why?”


  “Because I was 22.”


  “What about it?”


  It was straight after he finished his mandatory military duties.


  In any case, by the time she realised it, Bom was sitting on the rear seat of the motorbike with the helmet artifact cast over her head. 


  “I want to get off. I don’t feel comfortable riding this…”


  “We’re starting.”


  “Ahh, do it by yourself please. I’m getting—”


  Vruuung. The engine explosively picked up as the motorbike bounced off the ground. Startled, Bom grabbed whatever she could.


  ‘Nn?’


  She soon opened her eyes but…


  Is this it? She thought, because it was a lot slower than she expected. It was natural since no matter how fast a two-wheeled vehicle was, there was no way it could be faster than a dragon who could soar through the skies to cross continents. 


  ‘Wait, it’s not that fast…’ thought Bom in relief but she suddenly flinched.


  Carrying the two of them, the motorbike continued racing for a long time. Going far into the distance, it went on ignoring the unpaved road beneath it.


  Riding through the wind, he reflected on the time he first started living his life in this world. 


  As expected, he couldn’t think of much.


  The only things he could remember were all linked to the Vintage Clock because the Vintage Clock had always been with him through the important moments of his life.


  After coming to a stop, he asked like an old man.


  “How’s the scenery?”


  However, he then noticed the bitter look on Bom’s face. There was a frown on her forehead, and her eyes were slightly out of focus. 


  Was she surprised by the motorbike being unstable?


  “What’s wrong,” he asked.


  “Ah n, no? You’re right…”


  “What.”


  “Quite pretty, yes…”


  “Pretty?”


  There was one unpaved road going through a barren wasteland. He was asking whether she liked the desolate mood of the countryside or not. 


  Was there anything pretty here? There weren’t even clouds in the sky.


  Bom vacantly looked at her hand, before following him from behind.


  *


  That was probably back when he was 23 years old. After finishing his mandatory military duty and returning to the superhuman school, he received military education in the USA for 1 year as an exchange student.


  Back then, Yu Jitae’s eating habit was pretty much a mess. Despite turning old and having money, he did not bother getting good food. He only ate food that was cheap and accessible.


  He had a rather obsessive mindset that no matter how expensive food was, it would disappear the moment it entered the mouth. Yu Jitae considered food to have the most terrible depreciation in value. 


  So he would always shove fast food – ones that were especially low quality even from the mix – into his own mouth and the Vintage Clock would always tell him off.


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] notifies that everything you eat and drink forms the existence, [Yu Jitae]!>


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] recommends having better food!>


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] notes the food in front is no different from garbage! States you should have fresh vegetables and meat!>


  <[Vintage Clock (EX): [$(•̀ω• ́)$] x 55>


  He checked his pocket and found 55 dollars.


  So what.


  Burgers are the best.


  <[Vintage Clock (EX): (๑•̀ロ• ́๑) “喝!!!”>


  .


  .


  In the middle of nowhere after getting off the bike,


  The two of them found a nameless restaurant. It had a board at the front, but the letters became one with the dust and was no longer legible.


  They could smell the artificial ingredients and the smell of oil from a distance – the ventilation system was trash.


  “What is this place?”


  “I came here a few times when I was young.”


  Bom pulled his sleeves.


  “But, oppa. The smell is…”


  She couldn’t even continue her words.


  “It’s not great. I came here because of my past memory, but you don’t have to force yourself to eat here.”


  “…Did you usually have food at a place like this in the past?”


  “It does have its ups, but you don’t have to eat here. Let’s go to a good restaurant together at night.”


  Bom glanced across the shabby restaurant with a murky gaze. The dust-filled windows made her wonder whether they even cleaned those windows or not. In fact, some of the windows were even broken and had wooden plates covering them. 


  Walking inside, the rotten smell of soybean oil rushed into her nose.


  She was slightly surprised to find worn-out workers of various nationalities nonchalantly smoking and having their meal. They were similarly surprised to see Bom, but they hurriedly turned their gazes away after meeting eyes with Yu Jitae.


  “What brings a clean man and a young lady here.”


  A worn-out female staff, who appeared a lot older than her actual age, casually tossed a dirty piece of paper at their table before walking away.


  It was the menu.


  Going over his faint memories of the past, he ordered a corn soup, bread and a cheap sausage pizza with fries. 


  The old workers sitting at the table nearby were blabbering about strip clubs and the likes. 


  It certainly wasn’t the best place to bring kids to. He usually would have never come to a place like this.


  Before long came the food.


  Bom looked at it with a rigid look on her face, and very softly whispered into his ears.


  ‘Did you have to eat something like this…?’


  ‘What’s wrong.’


  ‘The smell… is definitely not that of normal food…’


  ‘Probably better than the one you make.’


  He joked but Bom frowned in response.


  ‘Anyway don’t eat this. Let’s just go.’


  ‘You want to throw this away?’


  ‘Nn. Let’s go…’


  ‘You said it was my vacation though.’


  ‘That’s true. It is.’


  Unable to say anything else, Bom could only pout but she still looked unhappy. In any case, Yu Jitae placed the meat into his mouth.


  He continued with the meal but felt rather strange.


  

– These 55 dollars; it’s for my hospital.’


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: ( ́•人•̀)>


  

“It’s fine. You can go back to the hotel first if you don’t want to eat.”


  “I’m staying here. I’ll eat it as well then…”


  

– ‘Didn’t I tell you I like eating by myself?’


  <The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] firmly stands its ground.>


  

“I’m curious about the taste.”


  <It notifies that it is curious about the flavour.>


  

Strangely enough, he saw a slight overlap in the thinking process of Bom and the past Vintage Clock.


  He even thought to himself that perhaps this was why he was suddenly feeling romantically attracted to Bom.


  Naturally, it did not make any sense.


  It was when Yu Jitae and Bom were slowly putting the junk food into their mouths. Bom let out an awkward smile while having a spoonful of the soup – the astonishingly unhealthy flavour made her lips quiver.


  “Oi. You folks. What’s with all that nibbling crap.”


  A man sitting two tables away suddenly raised his voice. His hollow eyes, the scar going all the way up from his neck to his forehead and the Chicano-style tattoo on his bare upper body all suggested he was a part of a gang.


  “What’s up with you debonair-looking blokes coming in and glaring at food like fodder, huh?”


  The man lifted his body and began walking towards the two of them. He had in fact been throwing glances at them ever since they had entered the restaurant. 


  “Oi, Jose. What are ya doing in the middle of a fucking meal?”


  “Jose. Calm down, for fuck’s sake.”


  People that looked like his acquaintances pulled him by his arms and tried to stop him. They looked like they were used to things like this already.


  “Fuck, let go! Those fuckers are looking down on our food like it’s some Chinese crap.”


  “No-one did. You’re just drunk, buddy!”


  “Drunk my ass! I hate those rich ass bastards. It feels shit enough already to see rich idiots like them coming to a place like this to watch beggars, and yet look – they’re having food like it’s dog crap!”


  The man had an unstable breath and appeared intoxicated in both alcohol and drugs. Startled, Bom drew herself closer to Yu Jitae.


  “Oi. You criminal-looking fucker. Tell me.”


  “…”


  “Does this look like dog food to you?”


  Episode 97: One Sweet Holiday (9)


  “Oi. Brother. Listen!”


  “Jose, you’re gonna create more trouble for yourself again.”


  The acquaintances rushed in trying to stop the drunkard.


  “Let go, you fuckers!” shouted the man.


  Yu Jitae faintly remembered going through such things in the past. 


  Despite the shift in the era, some extreme nationalists in the USA still discriminated against Asians. Even aside from that, because of various other reasons like the social atmosphere after the Great War which tended to see superhumans as murderers and his gloomy countenance… People picked a fight with Yu Jitae quite often regardless of the reason. 


  He was young and full of pride so he would immediately throw a fist when he felt looked down on.


  But now?


  Tiny ants screaming ‘Dirty capitalists–’ and the likes in fury did not make him think much.


  It did, however, bring his mind back to the past.


  What did Vintage Clock say back then?


  
<The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] states you must avoid unnecessary fights!>


  
“Let’s just go…”


  Bom said, while pulling Yu Jitae by his arm. She looked quite uncomfortable.


  “Why should we just leave, when they’re picking a fight.”


  “There are weird people everywhere, and there is no need to get involved with them…”


  “But they are ruining the vacation.”


  “…I don’t feel that good either but, …what are you going to do?”


  “Hit him once and he’ll be quiet.”


  “Hmm…”


  After some thought, she once again pulled him by his arm, while saying, ‘I don’t know. Let’s just go…’


  He was about to turn around when a loud yell suddenly echoed from behind.


  “Stay right there you randoms!” the man bellowed while throwing leftover corn at Bom.


  “Aht,” Bom twisted her body in a hurry to dodge it, but this slightly annoyed Yu Jitae for the first time because the ant was now trying to bite Bom.


  It seemed that Bom was thinking the same thing, judging from how her eyebrows were forming a frown.


  “Do you still want to just leave?”


  “…”


  Hostility appeared in her eyes.


  They had yielded once and yet the opponent was crossing the line – what did Vintage Clock say in times like this?


  
<The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] wants you to hit them once!>


  
“Oi! Where do you think you’re going you dark-ass bastard! Don’t you hear me talking to you?”


  “What should we do.” Ignoring him, Yu Jitae asked Bom.


  “What was that, you fucker? Answer me! Dude, let go!”
“Jose! You idiot!”
“The madam’s looking displeased!”
“And what?!”


  “Talk it out…” Bom replied.


  “What are those arrogant pigs blabberin…”


  “They’re like that. Words won’t go through.”


  Bom handed him a cheap glass bottle. This indeed would be a good way to talk it out.


  Yu Jitae grabbed the glass bottle with his hand as the thug raised a gun from his back pocket. The next instant, Yu Jitae crushed the glass bottle with his bare hand.


  Crack! Crack– Crakkkk—


  The glass shattered and crumbled like grains of sand as the one holding the gun froze stiff. A human that can crush a glass bottle into powder with bare hands, would never be the same breed of humans as them.


  “Hukk!”


  “A s, superhuman–!”


  “He’s a superhuman Jose! Hurry up; drive your head into the ground and say sorry!”


  The people nearby shouted in shock but the thug was severely intoxicated.


  “D, damn it… All of you, shut up!”


  Bang–!


  The man shot the gun at the ceiling. ‘Damn it!’, ‘He’s completely out of it!’ shouted the surrounding people in shock. Some of them tried to escape while Bom frowned from the noise and Yu Jitae stood up from his seat with a steel spoon in his hand.


  He then walked towards the crowd. As the people made way in surprise, he silently smacked the drunkard by his cheek with the spoon.


  Slam!


  The man with a rotated chin fainted straight away and fell on the floor as the nearby crowd then carefully approached him while throwing glances at Yu Jitae. Raising their hands, they murmured the likes of, ‘Hey brother, let us apologise in his stead’.


  “Let’s go.”


  The food didn’t even have the same taste as the one in the past.


  What he had remembered was probably the time – the time when he was psychologically pushed to a limit due to hunger and poverty, which he could no longer feel now that he was full and rich. Those were the times when a low-quality meat worth 2 dollars could satisfy him. 


  On the way out of the restaurant, he realised Bom was smiling with a satisfied look on her face.


  “Why.”


  “That just felt refreshing. If someone doesn’t listen to me next time, I’ll use a spoon as well.”


  She said while humming to herself.


  This too gave Yu Jitae a sense of deja vu.


  
<The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] is pleased by the flying side kick!>


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: (ง’▽’)ว~  (ว’▽’)ง~ !>


  <[Vintage Clock (EX)]: ᕕ( ᐛ )ᕗ~ ٩( ᐛ )و~!>


  
They seemed quite similar.


  Well, it was in fact a situation that would have pleased anyone. If it was Yeorum, she might have instead taken a step forward to give a flick to his forehead.


  Thinking along the lines of that made him think about Vintage Clock. He had asked Oscar Brzenk to look into its traces, but had yet to receive any word from him. 


  Where did the Vintage Clock go?


  His line of thought met a quick end.


  “I want to drive on the way back.”


  “What?”


  “Because this is your vacation, oppa. I will be like your driver.”


  “Do you have a licence?”


  “I got one already, in preparation for times like this.”


  “A motorbike is a little different though.”


  “I remember how you drove.”


  Bom confidently sat on the driver’s seat.


  “Will that be enough?”


  “Oppa. I’m Bom, you know that.”


  It was therefore decided that Bom would be driving the motorbike on the way back with Yu Jitae sitting behind her.


  Vrunng–


  She pressed hard with her tiny feet as the bike travelled forward with the rotating sound of the motor.


  It was his first time sitting in the rear seat with someone driving the motorbike. Thanks to that, he was able to feel the refreshing breeze with leisure and appreciate the scenery.


  The desolate world was a fairly good sight to behold.


  His peaceful time… Kung!


  That was when Yu Jitae shook up and down.


  “Sorry. Were you surprised?”


  “What was that.”


  “There was a pebble.”


  Driving after seeing it once was not an easy feat because one had to get the hang of it. That was why the motorbike continued wobbling throughout the way back.


  The road wasn’t that good either. There were pebbles and dust being carried everywhere by the wind and the road maintenance in this countryside was rarely done.


  Kung! It shook once again and Yu Jitae could no longer hold back his comments. 


  “Bom. You need to go on the paved side.”


  “Yes. That’s what I’m doing right now.”


  A motorbike tended to constantly carry its instability after becoming unstable once. He grabbed her by the shoulders in order to not fall.


  Kung–!


  “Come on. Go to the paved side.”


  “Yes.”


  “More.”


  “I know.”


  “More. More to the left.”


  Will they be able to go back to the hotel in one piece?


  That was the sudden thought in his mind.


  “More.”


  “What?”


  “Go more.”


  “How is that possible? That would be a different lane.”


  “Do you see any cars here? Just cross to the other lane.”


  “But that would cost marks in a test.”


  “Stop saying nonsense and just cross.”


  “Hmm…”


  Kung–


  “Hurry up.”


  Bom turned her head and stared at him. He couldn’t see her face because of the helmet, but there would most likely be the usual pout which he had seen quite often.


  “…I am trying already,” she murmured.


  “And here my butt is being crushed.”


  “It’s not.”


  “What do you mean ‘it’s not’.”


  “Your butt’s resilient.”


  “Most of my abilities are off right now.”


  “Why?”


  “Because that way, you can feel the speed better.”


  Kung!!


  “Kyaa–!”


  “Open your eyes properly!”


  “Wait, oppa. I can’t focus on the road because you’re talking to—”


  “Look straight. Do you not know how to go straight?”


  “I’m doing that already.”


  “Wait, Bom. There’s another unpaved road at the front. What are you going to do.”


  “Huh, uhh…?”


  Kung! Kugugung! Dududuk!


  This time, he really was about to bounce off so he locked his legs around the vehicle and tightly grabbed onto her shoulders with his hands. It was a great fortune that the vehicle did not flip. 


  Due to the uneasiness that he might fall, Yu Jitae grabbed her waist.


  Suddenly, the bike wavered and Bom trembled. Her shoulders turned tense and rose up.


  What’s wrong this time. Is it another unpaved road?


  It wasn’t.


  She continued driving while Yu Jitae continued commenting from behind. Strangely enough, her driving turned increasingly unstable.


  “Bom. Do you have some sort of problem.”


  “…Sorry?”


  “What is wrong with you all of a sudden.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Or is there something you’re unhappy about? Like the time you were cooking?”


  “There’s nothing.”


  “But look. How come you can’t avoid it even when I tell you beforehand?”


  “Okay, okay. I get it.”


  “What do you mean you get it. Then why are you driving like this? Look ahead. There’s a speed bump in front. What are you gonna do now.”


  “Ah, oppa. Please.”


  “What.”


  “Don’t talk to me when I’m driving.”


  He was dumbfounded.


  “Oi. How can I not talk when you’re driving like…”


  “Ahhh. Nnnnnnn—”


  Bom let out a whine to stop him from nagging. She was needlessly stubborn at times.


  He could see the back of her neck tainted in red. It seemed that she was embarrassed by her constant mistakes.


  It was an uncomfortable journey all the way to the supermarket, where they stopped by to buy some snacks. Hearing Bom carefreely saying, “So that’s why there are so many accidents,” Yu Jitae thought to himself that he should drive the remaining distance.


  “What did you buy.”


  “Chocolate.”


  She replied with her hand carrying some chocolate.


  Now that he thought about it, all the dragons liked chocolate. Let alone Kaeul and Gyeoul who obviously loved it, Yeorum tended to have chocolate whenever she was nervous and Bom also frequently looked for chocolate.


  Perhaps it was because they were young.


  “By the way, oppa.”


  “Yes.”


  “I think I found a new hobby. I wasn’t expecting it to be so fun…”


  What?


  “You know, driving a motorbike.”


  Oh dear.


  *


  Writing, drawing and sculpting.


  He thought those were the only things she was bad at, but there was another addition to the list.


  Bom was bad at driving.


  “Ahaha!”


  It was no longer a question about how thrilling it was – he had to reactivate his blessings and abilities to protect his body because otherwise he might get greatly injured. Getting off the motorbike, Bom turned to Yu Jitae and giggled.


  That wasn’t the end of the problem. When he anxiously looked around, he realised they were at a place they had never seen before. 


  The two of them were lost by the time they realised it.


  “Is it funny?”


  “Kyaa– Ahahahahahh–!”


  Bom bursted out into laughter with her hands on her stomach.


  It was bizarre how she could lose her way on the road by just driving straight.


  “Bom. Your driving skill is truly one hell of a mess.”


  “Bee-beep– It is normal…!”


  “Is it normal to be lost on a vacation?”


  “Ah, right. Yes, sorry. Should we go back now?”


  “I don’t know. But first off, no more motorbike.”


  “Actually, we can’t even go back with the motorbike.”


  “Why.”


  “It’s broken.”


  She giggled while slightly biting her tongue, so he pressed on his temples to relieve his headache. Seeing that, Bom started laughing yet again.


  That was how they spent their time.


  In a barren wasteland where spotting a single tree was a miracle,


  Behind Bom who was laughing all by herself was the setting sun.


  ***


  Of course, returning wasn’t an issue thanks to teleport.


  After that, Yu Jitae went around eating food with Bom for the next two days.


  Time went by extremely fast, and it was already the last night of the vacation by the time they came to themselves.


  Bom always bought chocolate whenever they occasionally visited a supermarket. Once on the first day, another around noon the second day, and another one on the third night.


  He asked a question out of curiosity.


  “Since when did you like that so much.”


  “You mean chocolate? I always eat it quite often.”


  “Is it that delicious?”


  “Oh right. You don’t eat sweets very often do you, oppa? Have a try.”


  Raising her hand, she handed him a block of chocolate. He received it with his hand as the rectangular piece of chocolate reeked with a sweet scent.


  It was nothing much – it tasted just like a chocolate would.


  “Something that came up in our conversation was how chocolate is like a panacea to us. It’s strange but it relieves our tension and brightens up our mood when we’re feeling down. Of course, it’s also very tasty.”


  Is that so, he thought. Looking back, Yeorum had indeed eaten some chocolate before raiding an important dungeon or before a test. Plus, Kaeul had chocolate before her presentation and had also demanded something sweet in the distant past before killing herself.


  He tried another small piece of chocolate by putting it into his mouth, but it did not have any real effects on him.


  
Night time.


  Around the time for the dusk to settle.


  Bom could not fall asleep with ease, perhaps because it was the last night.


  These past several days had been a vacation for him but he still could not sleep for a single moment. He simply watched over Bom who would quietly snore in her sleep.


  Fortunately, Bom was no longer feeling as anxious. He could remember how Bom could not sleep at all at night when it was the three of them with Myu, and hoped this period of time had been a pleasant one for her.


  “You have trouble falling asleep?”


  “Yes.”


  “But you need to.”


  “Are you not sleeping, oppa?”


  “I just don’t usually sleep.”


  “When you were young and you couldn’t go to sleep, what did you do?” She asked.


  Yu Jitae groped through his memories.


  He had another hobby aside from motorbikes. To be exact, it was the hobby of someone else, who out of the five senses he shared sight and hearing with – the Vintage Clock. 


  
<The Authority, [Vintage Clock (EX)] states that it wishes to watch a movie!>


  
“I think, I probably watched a movie by myself.”


  ‘A movie…?’ Hearing that, Bom rustled on the bed and slowly raised her body. She then leaned on the large pillow of the hotel.


  With her eyes staring at him, who was still sitting on the chair next to the bed, Bom licked her lower lips with her tongue in a way that resembled the movement of a feline tongue.


  And asked with a significantly softer voice.


  “……Shall we watch a movie together?”


  She asked with a very cautious tone of voice.


  He was curious because the beating sound of her heart was turning slightly more rapid. Therefore he asked, “What movie,” and in response, Bom glanced at the chocolate placed on the side table with a little more nervousness on her face.


  Soon, she whispered very softly.


  ‘A lewd one.’


  Episode 97: One Sweet Holiday (10)


  Inside the screen, a pair of loving male and female looked at each other with a caring gaze.


  He couldn’t sit on a chair for the movie so Yu Jitae sat next to Bom on an angle as the actors began blabbering about destiny ardently, as if they were Romeo and Juliet. 


  It was unclear what the trigger was.


  Something tickled the back of his hand. That extremely faint touch carried with it a not-so faint implication. Turning to the side, he could see her eyes were still on the movie.


  Ever since he bore romantic feelings for her, oftentimes he would feel the urge to be closer but he did not.


  It was because the child felt burdened by a relationship that was too close. 


  [We are destined to be apart. Please, do not look for me.]


  The voice of the actor put an end to their tranquil breaths.


  “They really love destiny, don’t they.”


  “Yeah.”


  “Do you believe in fate, oppa?”


  “No.”


  Bom turned silent. 


  He likewise stayed silent as her tiny hand slowly began to wrap over his large hand. Slowly, she locked her fingers in.


  “…Same.”


  *


  – A dragon with the blood of the green race must obey destiny, no matter what it may entail.


  Those were the words of her father; the person who had been the most precious in the world.


  – …Do we have to?


  Asked the baby Bom.


  You have to, he replied.


  Leaning on his chest in his arms, Bom shook her head. Her father continued trying to persuade her, but she stubbornly refused to listen. 


  Because if she had to obey destiny,


  Her father would definitely leave her soon.


  Remembering that unforgettable scenery gave the little Bom goosebumps. It was loathsome and upsetting, but was also depressing, heart-wrenching and extremely frightening.


  That was when Bom was 3 years old.


  She, who would gaze at Providence a lot more frequently and in more depth than other dragons, had seen beforehand countless unfortunate events that would soon happen to her. 


  Bleeding while learning magic from her mother;


  Drinking humans who were alive solely for her ‘education’.


  The death of her precious younger sister who was concurrently snoring in her sleep next to her.


  The scene of her most-precious father abandoning her most-precious mother and wrapping his arm around the waist of a different female dragon.


  And herself, who would stay locked up in a small, dark, cold and lonely area all throughout those events.


  Bom in her youth questioned herself. Is destiny something that really has to be obeyed?


  Really…?


  Thinking that, the baby Bom became very afraid of the fact that she still had to live in this world while knowing all the upcoming tragedies.


  She had to retaliate.


  Ever since she was born, she was kept separate and locked in a small room. It was to achieve the Grand Schema. 


  The only thing the infant dragon could do in that area was obediently follow her mother’s education.


  Bom tried her best.


  From time to time, she vomited blood. She was close to death multiple times and reached where she was right now only thanks to the sacrifice of others. Many things were taken from her and she cried a lot. It was very obvious that she was soon hated by her mother.


  Despite the powerless baby dragon refusing to obey destiny, there was nothing that could be changed within the scopes of the world’s Providence.


  Reality was brutal.


  1 out of 100,000,000. Breaking through that low probability, Bom finally succeeded in activating a spell that reached the level of an authority and bloomed a flower on her fingertips,


  But that was when her sister, who was going through the same education as her, died from a sudden mishap.


  Destiny was unable to be disobeyed. 


  There was a risky surgery which from ancient times had been frequented by dragons who wanted to gain more strength. Her mother said she had to take that surgery for the Grand Schema but her father was against it, because none of the dragons were able to survive through that surgery.


  However, Bom was alive;


  And her father discarded her family.


  All the future she had seen became reality.


  Destiny was a rope that tightened day after day around her neck – it was like a ceiling and a wall that constantly drew closer in that forced her to twist her body to fit in.


  – When I was young, I gave my younger sister all the toys whenever she wanted them. 


  – I didn’t feel bad even when my whole life was stolen by someone. 


  Of course she had greed at the start.


  However, after realising that it was ‘destiny’ that decided whether something would belong to her or not regardless of her desire,


  Bom let go of her greed.


  – Besides, I don’t need connections. I don’t feel lonely so there is no need to build any relationship.


  – Do you think precious relationships or whatever breaking apart matter to me?


  She had a lot of precious things.


  But regardless of whether she considered them precious or not, it was in the end ‘destiny’ that decided whether it will approach or distance away from her


  So Bom gradually began to create a gap between herself and her precious things.


  Both objects and relationships – everything went further away against her will.


  Nothing changed no matter how much she tried. Retaliation did not work.


  I can’t do anything…


  Bom lost to destiny and was deprived of the ability to fight back. She wanted to escape from the life of a marionette to walk on her two feet, but her legs were crushed before she could even take a step forward.


  Powerlessness squeezed her heart and took control over her emotions.


  20 years wasn’t a long time but that was the entire period of the existence’s life from its birth. Leaving the tiny prison into a bright world did not result in any freedom. Crawling with her crushed legs did not lead to any paradise.


  Sometimes, she even thought to herself that if the final destination of life was death, that she was dying more and more everyday.


  As she was lethargically thinking of such things on the ground on a certain day.


  – Hi.


  Someone reached forth a hand drenched in blood.


  *


  Bom held his hand.


  Lifting her finger nails up, she scratched the back of his hand. Was it ticklish? He sneakily tried to pull it back so she slowly wrapped her fingers around it, bidding him to stay. His hand still retreated but his thumb remained in her grip. 


  He could not pull that away.


  “…”


  The movie reached its climax.


  In search of the woman who was exiled from the land, the son of the feudal lord – the main character – left the castle. His intimidating father utilised the military while the son met countless risks including bandits, before at last coming across the woman who was living by herself in the depths of the mountain. 


  As the lips of the two drew closer,


  Yu Jitae was suddenly made unable to watch the movie – something was blocking his vision.


  Bom was sitting on his lap.


  The atmosphere wasn’t as usual. There was not a sliver of mischief in her expression but it was also not that serious.


  She looked slightly sad, and rather lethargic.


  “What’s wrong.”


  He stayed still as Bom reached out and laid her hand on his chin, before caressing his coarse skin.


  It was troubling – even more so than everything that had happened until now.


  “Come down. You’re blocking the screen.”


  Bom did not say anything in response. Instead, she brought her face closer and simply stared deeply into his eyes.


  Then, she leaned on his chest and rested her head on his collarbone. He felt increasingly more perplexed and felt like he had to push her head away but that was when she opened her mouth to ask a question.


  “Am I being too pushy?”


  He replied, “I think so,” but what came back was a nasal sigh.


  “If I’m not pushy, I would never be embraced.”


  He stayed silent. Her hair right underneath his chin gave off her scent.


  The movie continued. After putting their lips together, the man raised the woman into the air and laid her down on the bed as the two revealed more of their skin.


  That was when Bom said, “Sorry.”


  The moment he replied, “About what,” she lifted her body and brought her lips to his neck. The touch felt soft yet burning as if it was being torched.


  He couldn’t understand it. She should be feeling burdened by physical contact, and yet here she was, initiating the contact.


  Her lips soon departed from his neck. It then travelled up and landed on his chin with a chu. A little bit more above would be his lips.


  Frozen stiff from the perplexity, he could only stare at her face. Bom couldn’t even meet his eyes and had her eyes facing down feeling even more perplexed than he was.


  With a flushed face, her face came right up to his nose as her lips landed over his own. Her ticklish breath seeped out from her twitching lips.


  He was about to open his mouth after she raised her head but Bom brought a finger to his lips. ‘Shh–’ After a very soft whisper, her face drew closer yet again as her lips parted mid-way. Only after sharing another deep kiss did the two separate.


  With quivering hands, Bom grabbed onto his cheeks and whispered with a tiny voice.


  ‘……Am I pretty?’


  This question was for her to verify whether he had romantic feelings for her or not.


  He laid his hand on her face in response. Realising that was a ‘yes’, she felt her heart skip a beat. Bom couldn’t even look into his eyes so she lowered her gaze to his chest.


  Even then, she couldn’t help but open her mouth. 


  ‘You have to know that oppa,’ she whispered.


  ‘Know what.’


  ‘You weren’t like this at the start…’ Her face came closer yet again as they shared another deep kiss. 


  ‘I’m the one that changed it.’ 


  As their lips regrettably parted, the child slowly reopened her eyes. Her grass-coloured eyes appeared even larger today.


  ‘I’m the one that made oppa like this…’


  Bom demanded for a hug before wrapping her arms around his neck. Habit was a scary thing – by the time he realised it, he was already hugging her back. Her heated breath touched the side of his neck.


  She let out only a sliver of her honest thoughts which she could not fully share.


  ‘Why is it that it makes me feel so anxious…’


  Providence which had driven her life to the gutters every single time naturally did not miss its target this time either.


  ‘Please don’t leave me…’


  A black-haired woman would share love with him, leaving her powerless and deprived. Just like how her sister had died. Like how her father had left them.


  However, Bom did not want to lose it anymore.


  ‘I’m the one that did it… This Yu Bom was the one and yet…’


  Yu Jitae.


  He was the one that she ‘wanted to obtain’ that she had at last discovered, and was ‘precious’ to her. Her desire to possess and her love was powerful enough to tremble her mind.


  This was one thing that she did not want destiny to steal.


  ‘Please don’t find other people pretty with those feelings… If you do, I might cry myself to death…’


  Bom serenely laid her emotions out.


  “…”


  He felt dizzy.


  There was something that popped up in his mind.


  In the past, when he was drawing with Bom, there was something she had said while creating a pink flower on the dark painting.


  – You see, even though a flower may look small and fragile…


  – Even for a tiny period of time…


  He realised what Bom was trying to say and the words that left after she opened her mouth made him all the more certain.


  ‘If you think I’m pretty, please love only me.’


  Bom wanted to be the only flower for him. She wanted to lay her roots down.


  ‘If you have to embrace someone, please embrace only me.’


  The child needed a verification to push away the thoughts that were making her anxious.


  ‘Please embrace me, till I break…’


  Her whispering voice quivered. A strand of tear travelled down her cheek.


  ‘…Before I break down.’


  Yu Jitae pulled her closer into his embrace.


  Overlapping their lips again, and feeling the rapid sound of her heart and the warmth behind her hand, 


  As Bom uncontrollably shivered and suddenly felt suffocatingly frightened of hearing his reply,


  He finally opened his mouth.


  ‘Alright.’


  Bom felt her mind being erased clean.


  ‘I’ll love only you.’


  *


  She was once again embraced by him.


  There was one problem. Her nervousness became so severe that she was about to explode. The last bastion had to be protected and she could not go any further in this physical relationship, but she was about to lose her mind first at this rate.


  Bom needed chocolate.


  Due to both her body and heart melting from the kiss, Bom had trouble using magic and had to slightly twist her body to grab the chocolate. However, she couldn’t reach it. She tried again, but her arm still did not reach it.


  She was still in his arms, and could only reach the chocolate if she were to escape from his arms but she did not want to, nor did he let her go. Bom repeated closing and opening her hand in mid-air a few times but Yu Jitae soon noticed it and reached out to grab the chocolate.


  Raising a block of chocolate, he gave it to Bom. Her lips that had been craving for his lips until now slightly parted as her tongue crept out – she was asking him to feed her. 


  This situation was still quite troubling for Yu Jitae and he needed some mental relief so he decided to ventilate his mood by teasing the child a little. He let the chocolate touch her tongue slightly before pulling it out. Closing her mouth, Bom looked at him with her eyebrows in the shape of 八.


  In another bout of deep kiss, Bom could not have the chocolate. Her mind went further and further away. Her eyes constantly landed on his collarbone; his thigh that was touching her own; his muscles that she could reach with a slight shift; his large hands and his Adam’s apple, and her sight continued giving rise to bad thoughts. Thoughts that would in the end drive her toward destruction.


  That was why she had a gloomy look on her face. Give me the chocolate. Please just put it into my mouth. She glared at him with such thoughts behind her gaze.


  Yu Jitae took the chocolate into his hands again with an amused look on his face. He suddenly appeared very infuriating but Bom knew she was the one on the losing side. She brought her tongue out once again but what came instead was his thumb that blocked her mouth and pressed on her tongue.


  It seemed that he wasn’t intending on giving it to her. Left with no choice, she started licking the chocolate off his finger. A restless breath and a plea similar to a moan continued as bad thoughts rose all across her body. Bom was close to losing her mind.


  At last right before she was about to lose control of herself, he took his finger back and placed the chocolate above her tongue. The thick and mind-numbingly sweet flavour immediately filled her mouth. After finally receiving what she wanted, Bom closed her eyes and diligently melted the chocolate.


  Soon, she turned her head and looked at him;


  Hoping he could feel the same flavour as her.


  Episode 97: One Sweet Holiday (11)


  Bom finally separated herself after the end of the movie.


  Then, she started nibbling on the chocolate. With her arms wrapped around her knees, she ate one block of chocolate at a time. 


  Her vacant eyes were out of focus and she looked slightly mental at a glance. Her heart was still beating fast and her hands that were carrying the chocolate to her mouth were also trembling. She was so out of it that she didn’t even notice a piece of melted chocolate dropping onto her gown.


  He decided to not worry about it. A romantic feeling was a normal everyday emotion and was only a fragment of the countless emotions that budded while spending time with the hatchlings. It was nothing special or incredible, and was just slightly more stimulating than others.


  Despite his emotions that were running amok, he did not forget his position nor his decision on how he should treat Bom. He had no plans of desiring anything more than this.


  However, seeing her trembling hands that constantly dropped half-melted chocolate, he decided to clean them at least. It was by habit, like how he would wipe the biscuit crumbs off of Gyeoul’s face.


  With that in mind, he touched her gown and that was when her vacant eyes regained its light. She slowly turned towards him with her eyes widened into circles. 


  It made him wonder what was so surprising about his actions. He reached his hand out a little further and she closed her eyes in response. She then turned tense and her shoulders rose up in nervousness as if there was a gun placed against her head.


  What’s wrong with her? Upon some thought, he realised that she might have misunderstood his intention and retrieved his hand. She slowly opened her eyes with a squint and looked at him before heaving out a quivering sigh.


  “…I know everything and yet I’m still like this.”


  What?


  “…”


  Bom placed one of the pillows in between her legs and closed them. Silence befell the room for a little. He wanted to ventilate his emotions in the meantime but that was when Bom carefully opened her mouth.


  “Oppa. I know but I’m still worried so please let me say it…”


  “Okay.”


  “……You can’t.”


  “I can’t what.”


  “?”


  He pretended like he didn’t know what she was talking about as doubt appeared on her face.


  “Anyway, you can’t.”


  “I can’t do what?”


  “If you do, my life will be over…”


  “Like I said, what are you talking about.”


  “…”


  She looked very discontent. Suddenly, she threw her hand into the dimensional storage placed around her waist and took something out.


  It was a pair of scissors. With that in hand, she glared at him.


  “…”


  What.


  “I know you fully understand what I’m talking about.”


  “I have no idea what you are on about.”


  “What do you mean. Of course there is no way you don’t have those, and, that kind of thoughts at all in your mind, right?”


  “Are you talking about chocolate?”


  He replied while tasting the remaining sweetness on his tongue. He wasn’t expecting her to suddenly start such an open conversation with that as the topic but it was slightly dumbfounding that she had even prepared some scissors for it. On the other hand, he again felt another sense of deja vu because that just happened to be scissors.


  ( ́•ω•)✂


  Why was it scissors out of all things?


  “Come on.”


  Bom continued with a whine.


  “Why are you pretending like you don’t know what I’m talking about?”


  “I know chocolate.”


  “Are you really going to continue doing that? I’m talking about something really serious here.”


  “Serious? Do dragons get diabetes as well?”


  “Ahh.”


  Bom rolled her tiny hand into a fist and hit her chest a few times out of frustration. The slight moment of amusement helped him refresh his mood more.


  “You know, that thing.


  “That…


  “The thing that…”


  With one beat in between, she continued saying ‘that’ but he was still silent so she heaved a sigh and dropped the scissors. She blankly murmured, “What am I even talking about…” and she seemed to be feeling slightly tired.


  But she suddenly remembered something as tension disappeared from her face. She abruptly came closer towards him.


  “Back then,”


  “Yeah.”


  “When we first kissed.”


  She was talking about the thing that happened at the lounge on the way back from the ruined ceremony.


  Bom whispered with a suggestive voice, ‘Why did you take my clothes off?’


  Words disappeared from his mouth. He still had an indifferent look on his face but her eyes curved as if she had finally caught onto an opportunity.


  In fact, Yu Jitae back then had no intention of doing anything. Him taking her clothes off was a process to confirm whether the emotions he had been feeling back then was that of a romantic one or not.


  Of course, she probably wouldn’t believe him even if he were to say that.


  “What were you trying to do?”


  So he didn’t know what to say in return when Bom drew closer in and whispered after resting her chin on his shoulder. 


  ‘What were you going to do after stripping me…?’


  The whispering made it even harder to reply. It was clear that she was teasing him but that was fine. She would probably separate with a smile if he were to change the topic a little.


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about, but you should get some sleep. I’m sure you’re tired.”


  But in response, Bom gave an indifferent pout. The words that soon left her mouth included a word which had been completely out of his expectation.


  “Are you castrated?”


  He frowned. His expression was literally that of a question mark and Bom giggled after finally catching him off guard.


  “You understood what I was saying right…?”


  “…”


  “Why do you pretend like you don’t know…”


  The cover was blown.


  Yu Jitae realised that acting clueless would no longer serve any purpose but at the same time, the doubt he had about Bom regarding that topic also strongly rose back up. He found the need to research into the somewhat strange action system of Bom.


  Bom had romantic feelings for him.


  Bom had no qualms with distance to the point that she would unhesitatingly be the one to initiate a kiss.


  However, Bom felt very burdened about a sexual relationship.


  Until now, he thought she was just afraid of the inexperienced field. But from what she was now saying, it seemed that going further would result in a big problem.


  “So, what is this serious thing that you were talking about.”


  “Sorry?”


  “You said the thing is not allowed. Why is that.”


  That was when Bom once again regained a nervous look on her face. However, she asked him something else instead of answering his question.


  “Why are you trying to avoid it?”


  “Well, that’s because you’re feeling troubled by it.”


  He expressed his thoughts but it was then. With a more profound gaze, Bom looked deeply into his eyes. The atmosphere around her eyes changed as her breath turned quiet.


  “……It’s more like you can’t, right?”


  “What?”


  Thinking it was a continuation of that ‘castrated’ stuff, he was wondering how to reply.


  “I know there is something you are hiding from us oppa.”


  But that was when Bom suddenly talked about something he hadn’t even expected.


  He gave a frown.


  It was difficult to guess what she meant by ‘hiding’.


  “I’m not hiding anything.”


  “You can deceive everyone else but not me.”


  “What do you mean.”


  “You see, I can look at one thing and understand a lot more than you might expect.”


  “Bom. You know how much time we’ve spent together, and we’re always next to each other. What is there for me to deceive you guys on.”


  The provocative atmosphere was long gone and the feeling given off by the surrounding air was that of a relatively sharp blade. With a sunken look on her face, Bom gazed at his hands before grasping it.


  “I’ve been finding it strange for a long time now.”


  “Finding what strange.”


  “Actually, you weren’t like that at the start. Oppa, you would always look at us as if we were things but that was completely normal. You were a dangerous person and for other people, you didn’t even see them as things.”


  It was an uncomfortable topic to talk about. He tried to pull his hand out but Bom resisted by clenching tightly with both of her hands.


  “Why are you like that?”


  “I don’t know what you mean. Stop saying something weird and let go.”


  “You have no idea, do you? The face you sometimes make after you started treating us like people and not things?” Bom bursted out with questions.


  ‘What is this about…’ Saying that, he nonchalantly pulled his hand out. However, that wasn’t the end – Bom suddenly stood up and fell on him. She opened her legs wide, sat on top of his stomach and pressured him from above. The weight, however, was meagre and it was similar to a cat staying on top of him but pushing her down would make it seem even weirder so he calmly stayed there gazing up at her.


  As if she couldn’t understand it, Bom looked at him with a slight frown and asked.


  “Why do you look so sorry when you are looking at us…?”


  Carried by an anchor, his emotions dropped. Those words struck at his eardrums and pierced through his brain.


  ‘Why do you look so sorry?’


  He couldn’t even think of a response.


  Her words according to the [Eyes of Equilibrium] were true.


  “That’s nothing but an excuse right. Me feeling burdened, and that being the reason you don’t crave for me. To be frank, that’s just an excuse, isn’t it?”


  The words he had been telling himself in order to deceive even himself started being crushed by Bom. It had been completely outside his line of thought.


  He had only been observing others’ expressions and had never taken his own expression into consideration.


  Since when?


  Since when did he start facing the kids with such an expression?


  “I don’t know what you mean.”


  The only excuse he could give was a short one. His crude words were resolute but Bom did not buy it.


  “Are you sure you don’t?”


  “Yes.”


  “Will you continue denying it like that?”


  “Like I said, I don’t know what you’re talking about.”


  “…Then, do you want me to prove it?”


  “Prove what. I’ve never done such a… Oi.”


  Yu Jitae hurriedly tried to stop her.


  Bom placed her hands on the collars of her gown with her two cheeks flushed deeply in red. Despite also feeling troubled by the embarrassment, she moved her hands in order to find out the truth.


  “Yu Bom. Stop.”


  She refused to stop. Her gown dropped behind her and revealed her body, which was not wearing any underwear. From mid-way she used her arms to support the gown to stop it from falling further down, but the top half of her body and the contours of her body connecting down from her collarbone was already on display. In that state, Bom pushed her body forward a little.


  “Here, oppa. This is all yours…”


  He turned stiff.


  Because she’s young. Because she’s inexperienced. Because she is scared of sexual relationships and because she feels burdened by it. Since that had been the thought in his mind, he wasn’t expecting her to do this at all.


  In fact, she did seem troubled by it. Despite acting all brave, Bom could not even look straight into his eyes after actually dropping her clothes. But nonetheless, she did not seem to be planning on stopping with her ‘proving’ process. 


  As if telling him to touch her, she used one of her hands to lift his hand by the wrist but he just could not cross the line any further.


  Bom was right.


  He had been trying to deny his emotions under the pretext that ‘Bom was feeling burdened by it’. 


  Yu Jitae knew it better than anyone himself.


  He was only in this state because the thing called emotion was outside one’s control, and he simply did not have the qualification to hold romantic feelings for her.


  Because of that, he stopped his hands and retaliated no matter how much Bom tried to pull his hand up. “See,” Bom opened her mouth with a slightly gloomy look on her face.


  “…You can’t.”


  He could not continue this conversation any further. He did not know how to reply when being interrogated in this kind of relationship so he resorted to blocking her mouth. That was still within the boundary that he had drawn.


  “So what is it? Why do you look so sorry when you’re–”


  Yu Jitae pulled her by her wrists.


  “Uhb… Nnn—…”


  Bom could not add any more words. Her mouth was blocked.


  After the deep kiss, he calmly raised the sides of her clothes and dressed her back up. Bom was covering her face with both of her hands with a heated breath.


  She was lost. This was not something that should be glossed over. It wasn’t. Even though she knew it wasn’t, Bom just could not make herself ask any more questions.


  There was no longer any leftover chocolate.


  *


  It was morning.


  The two of them did not say anything to each other even as they checked out of the hotel. Bom did not say anything so Yu Jitae likewise stayed silent.


  This was a sort of escape but there were some things in this world that had to be avoided, at least in his opinion.


  Only after grabbing his hand to [Teleport (S)] back home did Bom open her mouth.


  Anything would be fine.


  He had already thought of multiple possible excuses but Bom once again spoke of something that was outside his expectation.


  “Actually, I didn’t talk about it with the other kids.”


  With a refreshing look on her face, she gave a bright smile. 


  He felt something dark crawling up inside his heart. It soon became a drop of poison that seeped into his veins.


  “You’ve always given us good things, so we can trust you.”


  If he said something here, would anything have been different?


  “So after we go back, stop feeling so sorry to us. Okay?”


  However, he did not say anything. He could only habitually hug Bom, who had naturally walked into his arms.


  The Regressor had to protect the daily lives.


  “…We will always believe you.”


  Even if it was full of deceit.


  ***


  [2431… Hehe, the diary is not over yet]
[Yu Bom hasn’t become whale food yet haha;]
[…hehehehehehe;;]


  [////ㅅ////]


  [2432. That was the sweetest vacation of my life…♥]


  She drew another heart at the front page before closing it.


  [Ahjussi Observation Diary ♥♥♥♥]


  But after pondering about the thing she saw from the side of her vision, she noticed that there was something written on the next page.


  Tilting her head, Bom turned to the next page. The moment she saw the words written in a messy handwriting, her face turned red like a radish.


  [Thanks for the interesting read lol]
[SEX]


  After a few seconds, a loud roar going “Yu Yeoooruuuummm—!!” echoed all across Unit 301.


  Episode 98: Difference in Height (1)


  Looking at the mirror, he could see a face stained with exhaustion. 


  Let’s try smiling.


  He forced the corners of his lips up, but it appeared awkward. Even when he tried curving his eyes, it was the same – it was not natural. 


  There was always a glare in his eyes, and because of that, his smile even appeared a little threatening.


  ‘Why do you look so sorry when looking at us?’ That had been Bom’s question. Her words became a piece of rock that dropped in his head causing a not-so small ripple. 


  It had never occurred to him that he should control his expression, and that was the problem. 


  Emotions were automated devices that allowed a broader perspective into a situation while expressions were automated systems stemming off of emotions that expressed one’s condition. He should have predicted that by living through daily lives, his expression would also change depending on his emotion. It was his fault for not recognising that.


  That was why Bom realised upon seeing his expression that he was feeling sorry and with that tiny glimpse into his emotions noticed something strange about his attitude. She even succeeded in proving that. 


  It was fortunate that she had a mellow mindset for him and it could have become the starting point of a massive problem. In that short moment, he felt as if a bullet had scraped past his ear.


  The starting factor of all those problems had been his own expression. Therefore, he looked at himself again through the mirror.


  What expression was I making, he wondered.


  “…!”


  It was then. Someone walked up to his knees – it was Gyeoul. In her hand was a 50 cent coin, which she excitedly swung left and right.


  “What is that.”


  “…I picked it up …at the streets.”


  Hehe, she smiled.


  Her eyes were curved and so were her lips.


  Gyeoul was the one that smiled the least in Unit 301 and she almost always had a pout on her face. Even then, her smile was a lot more natural than his.


  “Yu Gyeoul.”


  “…Yes?”


  “Come here for a bit.”


  She obediently followed him. Soon, he lifted her up and sat her on a chair.


  “Can you try guessing my expression?”


  “…Your expression?”


  “Look at my face and try guessing how I feel.”


  “…Nn.”


  Gyeoul replied with a nod.


  He thought of something amusing that had happened recently with Yeorum. Back when she was asking him to teach her how to use the core, he mischievously teased her by saying he didn’t want to and Yeorum turned sulky in response. It was quite an amusing sight that made him smile.


  “…?”


  However, Gyeoul tilted her head.


  “How was it.”


  “…Hmm, something else please.”


  Was that expression a bit difficult to guess?


  Thinking that, he tried reflecting on other situations. Those included the times when he had felt irritated by the actions of the demons as well as when he was hoping Kaeul would stand back up from the ground.


  Gyeoul vacantly looked into his face for a while before giving a confident nod.


  “Do you get it?”


  “…Yes.”


  “How did I look.”


  “…Looking, handsome.”


  Not that.


  Gyeoul, however, did nothing but give an innocent smile in return.


  That was when they heard a loud noise from Yeorum’s room.


  – Kyaaaaakkk!! Unni, unni!


  – I was wrong! Sorry, please…!


  He wondered what this was about now. The door of Yeorum’s room was pushed open with a thud as Bom walked out with a serious look on her face like a dictator who had just shut down the democrats. Beneath her feet was Yeorum crawling on the ground grasping onto her legs.


  “Unni. Bom-unni. Please…!”


  “Let go right now.”


  “Ah, unni! That’s more precious to me than my life…!”


  “I thought you were giving it to me?”


  “Like, c’mon. You said you wouldn’t take it…!”


  The centre of the situation seemed to be Yeorum’s long sword – or rather, the onion core with 10 lifted seals that was added onto the sword. 


  It was extremely rare for Bom to be that mad but fortunately, she wasn’t out of it and her degree of anger still appeared to be within the controllable margin. 


  But even so, she seemed exceedingly infuriated.


  Bom took the core out of the sword and floated it in mid-air before bringing out a pair of large electric scissors and carrying it next to the core. The large scissors used for gardening looked quite vicious.


  “Wait! Wait! Chotto Matteee!”


  “Any last words?”


  “Unni, for real! Do you want to see me kill myself!?”


  “Nn. Go kill yourself.”


  “Unni unni…! Even though I did see your diary! There was so much gibberish I stopped reading mid-way! I didn’t finish reading your ahjussi observ…”


  Her voice immediately came to a stop as Bom and Yeorum turned their heads at the same time. Yu Jitae and Gyeoul were listening from the side.


  Ahjussi observe what?


  “Yu Yeorum.”


  Bom said with a smirk. Her mind that was barely holding on seemed to have crossed the line.


  “I told you not to touch my stuff. Didn’t I.”


  Yeorum had to beg desperately for her forgiveness.


  “Great unni please. Bom-unni. Goddess Bom. Little Yeorum’s heart is aching in pain and it hurts so much right now… If that breaks, Yeorum’s heart will break at the same timmee…”


  As she was on her knees relaying her apology, there was one specific phrase that rang louder in his ears. ‘It hurts.’ Hearing those words with Yeorum’s voice was something that made him feel uncomfortable.


  That was when Gyeoul pulled him by his pants. When he turned to her, she opened her mouth with a bright smile.


  “…Looking, sorry.”


  His facial muscles faintly flinched.


  “…Uhh? …Looking, surprised.”


  ***


  “But you know. In the end, doesn’t that belong to Bom-unni?”


  Kaeul said with a smile. Frozen stiff, Yeorum stopped her chopsticks.


  “What?”


  “Why? It’s true, right? Bom-unni did all the gacha so doesn’t that mean it should belong to her?”


  “You think that makes any sense?”


  She denied it but not with a loud voice, because it did make sense. 


  Yeorum frowned. Kaeul was looking at the 10-unsealed core with a flickering gaze. After receiving the same military education for a long time just like her, Kaeul naturally also knew the value of that core.


  “Oi. What do you think you’re looking at?”


  “Unni unni. Can you lend it to me for just one week?”


  “No. Of course not.”


  “Why? Why? I also want to use super strong magic! It would be amazing if I put that on my staff!”


  “Never.”


  Kaeul still grumbled and wanted to use it for a few days so Yeorum eased her expression with a bright smile.


  “Do you want to use it?”


  “Uun!”


  “Really?”


  “Yess!”


  Yeorum suddenly stood up from her seat before throwing the core into her pants. “Take it,” she said while pushing her lower body forward as Kaeul frowned as if she had seen human faeces on the street.


  “I can’t take that…!”


  “Why can’t you? You can borrow it as long as you take it!”


  “Why are you so dirty unni…?”


  Hahaha!


  Her laughter abruptly came to a stop and Yeorum turned around in surprise. Gyeoul was grabbing onto the waist of her shorts and slight tension filled the room as they gazed into each other’s eyes.


  “What you looking at.”


  “…If I take this, can I, really use it?”


  “What are you even going to do with it.”


  “…It’s expensive.”


  “Hehe. Really? But oh no, what should we do? You have to go through my leggings and my undies as well!”


  In the end, Gyeoul could not take it either because it was just way too disgusting of a thing to do. It seemed that grabbing onto her pants was already displeasing enough as she immediately went to the bathroom and used both soap and magic to wash her hands.


  The value behind the 10-unsealed core was so immense that even Kaeul and Gyeoul, who had no prior interest in it, were greedy for a try.


  On the other hand, Yu Jitae had mixed thoughts looking at the core.


  In his mind was a memory of the mana that the Witch’s 7-unsealed core had been giving off. 


  The impression he got back in the 4th and the 5th iterations when he was weaker than his current self as he saw her spell was that a normal [Fireball (B)] would be like a pitcher’s throw while the Witch’s was like a cannonball.


  That was good and all, but there was actually a side effect to the ‘onion core’. It increased as the core had more and more seals removed, and was a side effect that was all the more detrimental to Yeorum.


  – The core touches a part of the user’s emotions.


  – In those times of war, I had always yearned for more power. After living with it the whole time, I thought I had it fully under my control.


  – But no.


  – It suddenly became difficult to control when my emotions were in turmoil.


  – You see, it’s not like I ever wanted to kill both children and adults; humans and animals.


  Some time in the distant past, the excuse Valentine had given as she was about to die in his hands was not a lie. On the day of the 724 Revolution of Quebec was when Valentine killed 7,000 people and became the true ‘Witch’.


  Of course, Yeorum was not as efficient as the Witch in terms of control over the core. It meant she was still relatively free from the side effects as of yet and that was also why he hadn’t kept a close eye on Yeorum yet.


  At least that had been the case.


  But now, it was about time to start keeping a close eye on her use of the core. After realising that her power had reached a certain level, Yeorum began preparing for a bloody revenge.


  “Dear.”


  That night was when Yeorum came to him with a request.


  “Can you schedule a duel for me?”


  ***


  It was way too important of a thing to be regarded as a daily matter so he borrowed the name of the Association to carry it out.


  Yu Yeorum is one of the superhumans the Association is deeply interested in, so have another duel and check it for us – that was the pretext which he used to request for another duel with Simon Abkarian.


  Simon Abkarian.


  The Saviour of Gallia, the Hero of France, the representative of Superhuman Without Border.


  World Rank 29.


  He was the master of the [Great Gallian Swordplay] and was the one who had recently smashed Yeorum to pieces.


  “Ehng? Unni lost…?”


  “She did.”


  Kaeul was curious so he showed her the news articles of the past.


  [Finally, a stop. Yu Yeorum loses in a duel against Simon Abkarian in just 15 seconds.]


  [The end of an immature act – the wall of a true hero was unable to be overcome]


  [Yu Yeorum suffers another defeat. This time, the victor was decided in just 12 seconds.]


  [Yet another defeat for Yu Yeorum. A short 9-second duel decided in one blow.]


  [Simon states, “A fearless fool that rushes in will die before angels,” as a warning to stop the indiscriminate duels]


  [Yu Yeorum gets her additional duel requests ignored by Simon Abkarian… A shameful return.]


  One of those articles even included a photo of Yeorum’s head trampled under Simon’s foot.


  “Uwah… Yeorum-unni must have been super frustrated. How come I didn’t notice it…?”


  It was because she didn’t show it on the outside. Unlike the past, Yeorum no longer ruined everything by being pulled around by her ego. However, the fact that she no longer gets pulled around by her ego did not mean her ego had disappeared.


  She must have been quite disheartened on the inside.


  “How does she look to you these days,” he asked.


  “Who, Yeorum-unni? She’s a lot softer now…!”


  “Is that so?”


  “Un un. Even yesterday with the core – if we did that when we first met, she would have made a straight face for sure! Insist it’s hers and… like, push me down on the floor and harass me…”


  As if she had a PTSD attack, Kaeul touched the goosebumps that had crawled up her arms.


  Now that he thought about it, that did seem to be the case. Yeorum was trying her best to contain her personality in order to fit into the daily lives. It was quite shocking how soft her personality had become compared to how she used to rush in and throw a fist whenever there was something she was dissatisfied with. 


  In any case, after a few days they received a positive reply from Simon Abkarian.


  Therefore, leaving behind Bom who had gone to meet Li Hwa and Gyeoul who had to go to school, he headed to France with Yeorum and Kaeul. 


  Yu Jitae and Kaeul dressed themselves up a little for a disguise. Going with Kaeul’s taste, they wore a fedora, a fake moustache and a pair of sunglasses as they followed Yeorum from behind.


  “Why are you, as a girl, wearing a moustache.”


  “Uhehe. I wanted to try this once…!”


  Anyway,


  Yu Yeorum who was referred to as the history’s greatest newborn superhuman, and the Saviour of Gallia, Simon Abkarian – their duel was prepared at the [Gallian Superhuman Arena]. 


  Some of the superhuman broadcasting companies sent reporters and a filming crew as soon as they came across the news to broadcast their duel under the permission of both Simon and Yeorum.


  However, their expectations were very low as Yeorum had already suffered several hopeless defeats.


  They were more interested with how Yu Yeorum, who was famous for having a dirty temperament, would behave in the fight as well as her appearance after her loss.


  “Do you think she’ll last 10 seconds this time?”


  “Probably not. The past 3 records were 15, 12 and 9 seconds…”


  “But there has to be a reason why she applied for another duel after a few months right?”


  “I’d say she’s just immature. Think about it. Simon’s a veteran who’s experienced various wars right? He knows how to deal with little kids and that’s why the fights are lasting even shorter over time. The depth in their ability to deal with situations is just too far apart.”


  The reporters whispered to themselves but their opinions represented the thoughts of everyone that was interested in the superhuman industry. 


  Soon, the superhuman acting as the judge yelled for the entry of the combatants as Yu Yeorum and Simon Abkarian walked up to the middle of the arena.


  “15, 12, 9… this time it should be 6 seconds then.”


  Oblivious to the existence of the 10-unsealed onion core, the audience had in mind what they thought was a very obvious outcome. The bell rang and marked the start of the fight.


  Soon, they were met with a shocking turn of events.


  Episode 98: Difference in Height (2)


  Before the bell rang,


  Around 2 hours before the start of their duel, Yeorum was already warming up at the arena. Crouching down, she relaxed her legs, shook her arms off and turned her head… She repeated those actions which in general were only done by humans, whose muscles tended to freeze with tension. 


  It was because she was nervous.


  3 times was the publicised number of her defeats but Yeorum had actually lost to Simon 9 times, but even in those unknown duels, she had never lasted for more than 20 seconds.


  – Your sword is too heavy. Swinging a pickaxe at a mine seems better suited for you.


  – Those are some unusual skills you are using. Did you catch others off with those skills? Nothing but a petty trick.


  – I see you are relying on petty tricks to make up for your lack of foundation. You fool. Do you think techniques will help cover your lack of basic combat skills forever?


  With a natural condescending gaze, he tried to teach her. 


  She was dumbfounded. Who do you think you are? And besides, all of his words were wrong and there was nothing to learn from him.


  However, that was still fine. The frustration was bearable and she constantly thought about the realistic way out. 


  The problem was simply in her lack of output. In gaming terms, her basic stats were just too lacking that she couldn’t do anything no matter how she tried. But even then, she had the mindset that it will work one way or another by observing him and finding a weak point.


  But the 9th defeat put a stop to her easygoing mindset.


  – Huh, you weren’t even doping anything?


  Simon, who had been strict until now, sneered at Yeorum for the first time.


  – How truly preposterous…


  Trampling on her head and pushing it into the ground, he continued.


  – An unqualified one laying their hands on power that is beyond their capability – did you think the world was in your hands after defeating a few high rankers at a young age?


  – Damn it. This is why the media is the cause of all problems. A young kid acting so arrogant like they are the king after being boosted a little by the media. What kind of superhuman tries to fight a stronger ranker without even doping, huh?


  – This is the end. You are not even worth my time.


  – A sloppy kid like this with a talent on a similar ground with Oscar Brzenk huh… Seriously, you…


  Hearing the next words that came out of his mouth shook the conception she had on doping. There was something in his words that made her suddenly feel very upset.


  ‘I’ll win for sure…’


  At least there was now a chance to win.


  [Release Output Amplification Core + 10]


  This day, and this place will mark the debut of the absurd and unprecedented power behind this monstrous core.


  Her heart, however, was not at ease.


  Since it felt like she was relying heavily on the weapon, it was actually very distressing.


  However, Yeorum no longer became upset and filled with uncontrollable fury from little stuff like how she used to in the past. ‘To win a war, you must be able to control your emotions’ – the advice she got from Yu Jitae was securely kept within her heart like a sharp blade.


  In any case, while relaxing her muscles at the arena, Yeorum prepared herself for the 10th duel with a serious yet nervous mind. Before long came Simon and his attendants. With a face full of irritation, he wore his equipment and stepped onto the arena.


  Ding–


  The bell rang and Yeorum raised her longsword.


  A sharp light released from the sword covered the world with its brilliance.


  *


  “Huhh? Wait, huh?”


  “What is…”


  The voices of the audience were infested by confusion. The light shone brightly like the sun, and was followed by a 4-metre long sword aura soaring up from Yeorum’s sword into the sky. 


  A long length did not always equal strong power but it was a different story if something that long was fluctuating with mana that was sharp enough to prick at the skin. Following a ferocious path, the sword fell heavily as Simon raised his greatsword to block the onslaught.


  Kaang–!


  “Hoh!”


  “This can’t be…!”


  Simon widened his eyes just like the surrounding crowd. 


  The sword he had reprimanded for being heavy felt way too heavy now. He had suggested the use of a rapier since she was a girl with a small body and feeble strength but that was no longer the case.


  Yeorum struck down with her sword. Following the trajectory of the sword were bits of flame creating an afterimage in its path.


  Kaangg! Another thud. Simon clenched his teeth feeling the shake in his finger bones.


  Kaang! Kaaang! Each and every strike pushed him back by a step.


  Simon put all his strength into parrying her sword before distancing himself.


  What in the world was happening?


  What sort of mysterious phenomenon was it that could result in such a heavy load of mana? There was no way a mana capacity could be increased by that much in just a few months!


  It was unbelievable. 


  In any case, he had to overcome it.


  With all his strength, Simon struck down his sword flickering in blue. Carried within the strike were his supernatural abilities. His greatsword, as big as a human body, fell down like a piece of heavy lead.


  At the same time, Yeorum swung her sword up from the ground. Flames enveloped her legs and rode her waistline up as it surged into the sky.


  Kaaaangg–!


  The aftershock of the strike pushed Simon back.


  Yet again he was stunned.


  His eyes looked at her sword.


  Although it looked the same as the previous one, it had a completely different weight to it and was evidently a different weapon.


  Yes. That sword. That sword must be the problem.


  He heard the Association was sponsoring that kid, and it now seemed that they had given her a top notch sword artifact.


  They had made him a guinea pig for this experiment.


  ‘Association. Those damned bastards!’


  Kaaang! The clash of their swords created an explosion that greatly shook his hands. In truth, an explosion of a bomb on the blade would result in a weaker impact than this. He knew this because he had blocked an explosion with his sword before. 


  A longsword was overwhelming a double-handed greatsword. That was despite the greatsword being a fairly strong weapon among Level 2 artifacts.


  As they continued the bout, Simon who could do nothing but defend was slowly pushed into a corner.


  “S, Simon’s about to fall off the arena…!”


  “No. He’s about to drop his sword before that…”


  The reporters were shocked while the observing superhumans were appalled.


  Simon – he was a hero of the Great War; a French superhuman who had protected Gallia from repetitive fissure outbreaks.


  And yet here, that same Simon was being pushed back by the sword of a young girl who had just reached 20.


  This was outside the realms of possibility. However, the onslaught did not end and time passed without paying any regard to their disbelief.


  The crimson eyes were tainted in madness as the flames in Yeorum’s sword reached an even greater height.


  Baaangg–


  But that was when the sound of a warhorn echoed across. The ‘dueling system’ of the Gallian arena had commanded a stop in their duel.


  High rankers immediately jumped onto the stage after the horn and stood between Yeorum and Simon. Yu Jitae was in the mix and he stood firmly in front of Yeorum. 


  “What! What’s going on?”


  “The duel’s been forced to a stop!”


  “Why is that?”


  “Is it because of their output?”


  “That seems like it… their fight just then was a little excessive for a duel.”


  While the fast-thinkers were analysing the situation outside the arena, Yeorum was trying her hardest to contain her rushed breath. 


  “You okay?”


  She nodded to his question but could not look directly into his eyes. When he took the sword off of her hand, Yeorum created a fist out of her shivering hands.


  “Oi. Are you okay.”


  “…”


  Her hands remained trembling.


  Looking closely, he could also see that her heart was pumping at an excessive rate.


  Was she being swayed by the colossal power?


  Going closer in, he held her hand. He immediately gave a frown the moment he felt the flow of mana inside her body.


  He knew what this flow implied…


  “Let us call it off.”


  That was when Simon’s low voice echoed across. Hearing that, the eyes of the reporters turned sharp.


  “What do you mean by that, Simon?”


  Yeorum’s guide sent by the Association opened his mouth with a question.


  “Call it off? That just then was but a temporary stop to the duel due to the excessive amount of output. We have yet to even see the result of it.”


  Yeorum also had a scowl on her face. Victory was right in front of her eyes. Of course, Simon probably wasn’t fully serious, but the chance to defeat him had finally come after suffering 9 losses.


  And yet he wanted to cancel that now?


  “Mister. What’s your grade as an agent?”


  “I am a Grade 3 agent, named Dolph Worshamton.”


  “Don’t you think this is a bit too much?”


  Simon clicked his tongue.


  The reporters squinted their eyes. The representative of Superhuman Without Borders was picking a fight with the Association. It was a big scoop.


  “What do you mean?”


  “It feels very uncomfortable seeing you treat our organisation like your employees. Even though I am no longer a part of the Association, don’t you think sacrificing my prestige just to test out a new weapon is crossing the line?”


  “Sorry?”


  “So what level is this one? 4? 5? It doesn’t seem any weaker than that Witch’s [Karma Vessel]. Is this another Level 5 artifact?”


  His words caused everyone to turn their gazes to the longsword in Yu Jitae’s hand.


  It was a shocking statement.


  A Level 5 artifact? That thing?


  The reporters quickly came up with headlines. [The Association flaunting their military reinforcement with a Level 5 artifact.] [“Using me as a guinea pig?” The hero of Gallia rebukes the Association.]


  “What do you mean by that, Simon!”


  Seemingly in a bad mood, Simon tapped the floor a few times with his sword.


  “It was 9 times.”


  “What?”


  “The number of times I have struck down that red dog. 9 times including the unofficial duels. Add all those times together and it is still going to be less than 3 minutes. But look. How is it now?”


  “…!”


  “Will you still persist that I’m wrong?”


  “B, but… No matter what, it is not true that we were testing a weapon or anything!”


  “Quiet!”


  Simon abruptly shouted with a voice loud enough to shake the arena.


  “There is a limit to how much of a fool you can take me for. A damn kid full of herself and egoistic! The entire world knows they are giving the kid some new weapon to try to put her on the same level as this Hero of Gallia! If this is not a circus trying to lower me to glorify the weapon, then what is it!”


  Seemingly displeased, he kicked off the ground and turned around with a flick. Yeorum felt insulted and she bit on her lips as her hands trembled even more.


  “Yeorum.”


  But regardless of what was happening around him, Yu Jitae fixed his eyes on Yeorum and tightly held onto her hand. 


  “Control it.”


  She was having difficulty in controlling her emotions. Her shivering was not because her muscles were shocked by the large output in power – it was instead the result of her muscles trying to contain an even greater output.


  In other words, Yeorum was excessively stimulated right now.


  Her personal feelings were injected into the duel.


  “…”


  “Control it.”


  The flow of mana rotating inside her body right now was similar to how it was back when she had rushed towards Sophia during the Azure Dragon study group interview after the admission. 


  She was overly excited and was trying to suppress it herself.


  “Yeorum,” he said with a voice more serious than before.


  As if talking to a baby tiger who had accidentally used its fangs for the first time, he spoke to her.


  “You must contain it.”


  The Witch, Valentine, had a younger brother. A younger brother who had accompanied her all her life after they lost their parents at a young age.


  Immediately after she was enlightened, she was pushed into the battlefield. Around that time was also when she laid her hand on the onion core.


  She had kept her composure throughout both large-scale and small-scale wars but lost control of herself after losing her younger brother from a military revolution that happened at Quebec, Canada – her homeland. 


  The number of humans she killed back then was 7,000. It was a massacre of both civilians and soldiers.


  “If you can’t control it, you have no right to use it.”


  As a dragon, Yeorum was able to stop the interference of outside factors a lot better than humans. Besides, she had been successfully controlling her emotions in the recent battles.


  That was why he thought she would be able to control it, but it might have been too early.


  On the other hand, he was curious.


  Why was Yeorum this upset?


  Is it just because of those 9 defeats?


  It was strange for that to be the case. Yeorum had a history of countless defeats. Even when she had lost to the Great Orc Warrior over a hundred times in the span of one week, she wasn’t this upset.


  “Sorry. I was just thinking about something and it made me a little mad,” Yeorum said after calming herself down.


  “What happened?”


  Looking away from his eyes, Yeorum said with a soft voice. 


  The following words allowed Yu Jitae to understand her feelings.


  “…Well, he said I was lucky.”


  “When was this.”


  “Last time…”


  Yeorum reflected on the past.


  – Seriously, you are only born lucky, aren’t you.


  Those were the random words of someone who knew nothing about her, but it was more than enough to stimulate the thought that was wriggling deep inside her heart.


  As well as resurfacing some disgusting memories.


  “When I heard that, I thought there’s no way but…”


  The onion core was the result of Bom’s lifetime fortune, but having a good friend who would readily give away such a good item was her own luck.


  “…Now that I think about it, he might be right.”


  A wall that had stood firmly for a few months despite trying 9 times was now crumbling by itself despite her putting in zero effort. It was ‘luck’ that was bringing her to victory.


  “What do you mean.”


  “It’s true right. Even if I win here, can that be called my victory in the true sense of the word?”


  Yeorum said while avoiding his eyes and lowering her gaze. 


  They didn’t have much time in their hands so Yu Jitae decided to persuade the child in a short period of time.


  “You just got enough luck like others.”


  “…Nn?”


  “Why was your oldest unni strong. Isn’t it because she got lucky and was born before others?”


  “Well yeah but…”


  “Think of it this way. It was late but you finally got your share of that same luck.”


  “What the hell is that.”


  His words did not sound great in her ears.


  “That’s just forcing yourself to think that way. That’s stupid…”


  Yeorum said that but after ruminating over his words, it surprisingly did make her feel a little better.


  Right. What is there I can do. I was just born late like a retard. But maybe this is what I get as compensation? 


  Those were the thoughts going through her mind but that wasn’t the mindset Yu Jitae wanted her to have.


  “Yu Yeorum.”


  He opened his mouth with a heavier voice.


  “…What.”


  “Think one more time on what’s actually important. Why did you train with me. Was it to get stronger?”


  “…”


  Yeorum pondered. Was she training to get stronger?


  No.


  The hatchlings of the red race compete against each other. It’s not the strong dragon that gets chosen – only the survivors.


  She was training with Yu Jitae in order to survive.


  “Don’t be afraid of using whatever you can to survive.”


  Those words struck her heart.


  This was a competition for survival, and not a sport.


  She should have long known it herself. Wasn’t that what she had been telling herself in the first place? However, it seemed that in a corner of her heart, she had been decorating her effort as if it was something sacred and special.


  It made her realise that looking down on luck just because it was related to her trauma was an arrogant attitude in that sense.


  “If you can’t, that’s fine. We can go back and you can calmly train yourself again.”


  That was when Yeorum suddenly raised both of her hands and slapped both sides of her cheeks. Slapp–! It was so loud that the crowd turned towards her in surprise and looked at her flushed cheeks.


  Simon frowned and said, “In any case, I shall still pray for the future of the Association,” with a solemn voice before turning his body.


  “Why are you slapping your own cheeks all of a sudden.”


  “…This can also be overcome with training right?”


  “Which one.”


  “…Anger management problem.”


  “Don’t worry about it. I know how.”


  There was a slightly cruel yet certain method.


  “So, do you want to continue?”


  He asked while looking into her eyes.


  The moment her red eyes resembling rubies slowly rose up and met his eyes, he came to a decision. “Can you stop me if I can’t control myself…” And her following request gave him certainty.


  “Simon.”


  When Yu Jitae’s low voice resonated across the arena, the man who was hurriedly escaping from the area with his attendants stopped his feet.


  “Please wait one moment.”
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  “What is it. Are you also from the Association?”


  “Name is One. A Grade 5 agent.”


  Grade 5 agent – ‘One’.


  Yu Jitae used the fake identity of Clone 1.


  He didn’t need to verify himself. He revealed his ability by instead killing his presence to that of a civilian in front of rankers. A crack appeared on Simon’s expression.


  “Right… One, huh. I’ve heard that name before. So what is it?”


  “Why don’t we have another fight with different gear this time.”


  Simon twitched his eyes.


  “Nothing changes even if we were to use different weapons. I think the problem is with the Association’s way of dealing things.”


  “It is a misunderstanding. The output of the duel exceeding the standard of a duel and doubting the intention of the Association is all in the weapon, so let us change them to sparring weapons. Please give the Association a chance to wash off the misunderstanding.”


  He had been claiming that the new weapon of the Association was the thing that was making the situation disadvantageous. In other words, he was saying it was due to the difference in gear so changing the weapon would remove any possible excuse he could come up with.


  Fortunately, Simon eased his expression and agreed. It seemed that he really thought the weapon was the cause.


  “Sounds good.”


  But his composure didn’t last long.


  The bell rang.


  Vuung–


  Her heart flooded out with mana. At the same time, the core embedded into the longsword was filled with mana, and like an organism it twitched while gushing forth a stream of mana.


  [Ember]


  Yeorum activated the Karl-Gullakwa stand-up martial art. The air exploded beneath her feet and the tremendous force pushed her body forward. Like an arrow, her body flew forward and travelled through 30 metres in the blink of an eye.


  Using every bit of mana through the core, she embedded mana into the sparring longsword.


  Her plan was to demonstrate her power with one strike. Flames erupted around the sword with more intensity than what she expected.


  The amplification multiplier of 6.2, which was two or three times greater than other prominent supplementary cores allowed an absurd amount of mana flow that supported the movement of her sword.


  Yeorum felt her blood racing towards her head. A warning bell rang inside her brain.


  Her hand shivered as fury reared its head.


  However, her attack had already been executed and it was no longer stoppable. Reporters and civilians of the audience had yet to even sense anything, and only the powerful superhumans could sense the incomprehensibly ridiculous output.


  As a sword aura of flame reaching 5 metres in height reached out from the tip of her sword;


  The blade after being accelerated by the explosion flashed, drawing an afterimage in its path.


  Soon, the entire crowd widened their eyes in shock as if their eyeballs would burst out, and Simon likewise watched the approaching sword with his eyes forming circles.


  He was astonished,


  And before long,


  Flash—


  An intense burst of light covered the arena.


  *


  [(Breaking News) Yu Yeorum defeats Simon Abkarian in a duel]


  [Yu Yeorum. From the top of Lair to the top of the world? A shocking result to the duel! Simon Abkarian defeated.]


  [The wall of a ‘Hero’ broken by a 20-year old. A newborn superhuman that will drive the world into shock!]


  
[Another look into the critic Petrovic’s “Finding the Rank 1 candidate of the future” from 3 years ago… “The rebutters should all go die.”]


  [The buzzing A&R Industry… The head of M&D Headhunting Firm, Maree Yuska, “Yu Yeorum’s net worth expected to reach 150 billion dollars. Should be considered to be on the same level as the young Oscar Brzenk…” (Shocking News)]


  [The Association raises another ‘monster’ after the Witch, Valentine, and the Returnee, BM.]


  
[(Top News, Image) The Saviour of Gallia on the ground with a trampled head. What goes around comes around…]


  [Yu Yeorum after the victory, “Weaker than expected.” Completely outside the common realm of etiquette.]


  [French civilians in shock and dejection…]


  [The question of a reporter from the Public TV France, ‘F6’, “Something you have learned from the duel against him?” receives a stunning reply, “Shouldn’t you ask that to the loser?”]


  [French soldiers after the defeat of the hero. A mass desertion of soldiers from the helplessness…]


  
[International Press, Yu Yeorum’s next opponent, ‘Javier Karma’]


  ***


  The world was in a mess, but it was normal for the world to be chaotic whenever Yeorum did something.


  However, the scale of the fuss was a lot greater this time. Even though it was a friendly duel with the victor decided by a judge, a world ranker at Rank 29 one-sidedly defeated by a twenty-year old girl was nonetheless shocking news.


  The Association and the SWB appealed to the media,


  Yu Jitae made sure Yeorum was careful with her words,


  And Simon Abkarian uploaded some random congratulatory message, ‘Happy to see the new era being led by the great Association with my own eyes~’ to decorate himself as a generous man. It would be unseemly to say he had been careless but he also didn’t want to raise Yeorum up, so he was praising the Association instead. 


  Since Yu Jitae was a figure with authority inside the Association, there was no comment or any restriction on Yeorum’s behaviour or her affiliation. There were only rumours being spread on the internet and the media.


  On the other hand, Yu Jitae when he returned to Unit 301 after finishing his work did not have a very bright look on his face. He did not miss the small stop in the child’s movement when she was using the core at its highest capability. 


  That was despite his warning.


  In the end, Yeorum was able to hold her anger in and there were no issues until the very end. Yeorum was improving on her own. She had probably thought of ways to suppress her fury beforehand and had most likely gone through several practices to make it work.


  Even then, his face didn’t look very good.


  A strange emotion that he started having quite recently was weighing his heart down.


  Emotions were always automated. He had to find the cause after feeling one, but he had no idea what the cause was no matter how much he contemplated.


  There was nothing wrong with Yeorum.


  So why was it that his heart was feeling so uncomfortable…?


  “Hey hey. You guys, watch this.”


  It was during dinner.


  Yeorum wasn’t the type to brag about her duel regardless of the opponent, whether she won or lost.


  This too was something that originated from Yu Jitae’s advice. No-one brags about the fact they are walking on their two feet down a path, so Yeorum tried not to be too happy or too sad over each and every accomplishment.


  That was why her showing off today was an extremely rare exception.


  Using the hologram option of her watch, she floated her duel against Simon Abkarian and shared the clip with the kids.


  “Uwah, uwah…!”


  “…Awh.”


  “Wow.”


  Kaeul, Gyeoul and even Bom watched the video in surprise. Flickering embers of flame and Simon retaliating with his blue mana – despite using weapons that limited their ability to 20%, the fight between the two rankers were stunning and mind-blowing. 


  One would disappear from the screen before reappearing dozens of metres away on the other side of the large platform. Each of their strikes would explode the surrounding air and shake the dimensions. It truly was an intense battle.


  Is this how it would look if the god of flame was to flip a large cauldron upside down and pour out flames? Yeorum’s use of Karl-Gullakwa martial skills enveloped the arena and overflowed.


  “Unni. You are actually super cool…”


  “Oh yah?”


  “I heard you lost 3 times, but you actually managed to beat him. That’s amazing.”


  “Right?”


  “…”


  “Pretty cool yeah?”


  Even Gyeoul gave a little nod despite having a displeased look on her face, and the baby dragon that was born with the smallest body twitched its shoulders. “Kuhahahak!” She laughed in a very good mood.


  Yu Jitae, however, still felt uncomfortable. He could not look at the innocently rejoicing child with a comfortable gaze. It’s not like the burden was immense to an unbearable degree, but there was something that constantly irritated him like a piece of pebble stuck in the shoes.


  What is it? Is there a problem with Yeorum?


  He contemplated deeply, looking for an answer.


  “By the way, Yeorum.”


  “Hung?”


  “Is this okay?”


  “Which?”


  Bom stopped the video, and went through Yeorum’s abnormal actions.


  “Your hands were shivering here. And… here. You lifted your foot after Simon collapsed and… ah, here as well. Ahjussi was in front of you but you were still clenching on your sword.”


  “Huhh? Uh… Yeah?”


  “Isn’t this, because you were angry?”


  “Hmm… Yeah.”


  “It is?”


  Yeorum awkwardly scratched her head.


  “Umm, like, a side effect of the core? Something like that…”


  “What?”


  She glanced at the kids and scratched her cheeks before opening her mouth as if it was nothing serious.


  “It’s nothing much. Apparently when using a high quality onion core, it’s difficult to control your emotions.”


  “…Is that okay? That sounds extremely dangerous.”


  “How is it any dangerous? It’s just getting a little heated up.”


  Is that so? Kaeul tilted her head, but Bom had a different perspective despite hearing the same words.


  “That sounds way too dangerous…”


  “Uun? Why why?”


  “There’s no limit to the action or magic but it’s affecting your emotions instead. What’s the point in getting stronger, if you can’t control your mood and do something wrong?”


  “Uun? I, is that so?”


  “Kaeul. Think of it as a mind-related magic.”


  “Aht, oh wow…”


  Any magic that directly touched the ‘mind’ was immediately seen as an S-grade spell. It was the most difficult and the most dangerous out of every magic so it was deemed an international taboo alongside ‘human-type chimera production’ by the Association.


  A dark cloud appeared on Kaeul’s expression after realising the seriousness of the matter but Yeorum scoffed instead.


  “Aye. You guys are overreacting. There is zero problem.”


  “Why, why? Why do you think so?”


  “Yu Jitae said it, okay? He said he knows how to deal with all~ of that.”


  The kids turned their eyes to Yu Jitae.


  “Right? Teacher?”


  Yeorum asked with a bright smile on her face.


  Closing his mouth, he pondered for a bit. There was not a sliver of doubt in her words. She was trusting him because of the bond that had been built up over a long period of time through bickering and working together.


  However, he felt slightly more uncomfortable at this moment for some reason and still could not clearly tell what the reason was, so he fell deeper into thought.


  “Huh? Wait, can you not?”


  “…”


  “Ehng? Didn’t you say you can? I thought there was a way to deal with anger problems.”


  “…Yeah. There is.”


  “Are you sure it will work? You’re looking quite dubious.”


  “It’ll definitely work.”


  That much was certain, because it was the method he came up with in the 5+ iterations through experiments.


  “Really? I’m curious. How do you teach how to deal with anger management?”


  “Rightt! For none other than the… uhh… red dragon… race’s…”


  Kaeul slurred her words, pondering how much she should say to make sure it wouldn’t be a racist comment. 


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae slowly began to realise the identity of this emotion that was making him feel uncomfortable.


  His chin turned tense.


  Bom asked Yeorum.


  “Do you know the method?”


  “Nope.”


  “What’s with that? Why did you say it wouldn’t be a problem when you don’t even know how to fix it?”


  “C’mon~ fuck it. What about it? Whatever it is, Yu Jitae will do something. He always comes up with the right answer whenever there’s a problem.”


  “Is that so…?”


  “Of course it is. Don’t you think so? It’s not the first time this has happened.”


  Yeorum said with a grin.


  “I don’t doubt anymore.”


  Again, it was a voice overflowing with infinite trust.


  “Hmm. But it does make me quite curious. Even though I look like this, I have a fairly dirty personality. How do you even fix this? I asked before and it looked like my parents didn’t even fix theirs.”


  Turning towards him, she asked.


  “So, how does it work?”


  *


  5th iteration.


  At the end of a long imprisonment.


  It happened while the man was away.


  A poor hatchling of the red dragon burned its own heart as fuel for power.


  The entity broke out of the underground labyrinth that had kept it locked for close to 20 years, and unable to control its fury, it flew around destroying everything. It breathed out flames by sacrificing its own life. Through fury, it expressed its frustration and pain.


  The entity caused wars and endlessly wreaked havoc to later become the enemy of all of humanity. By the time he returned after belatedly hearing the news to stop it, the hatchling’s body was already ripped to pieces, broken and crushed beyond repair. 


  That entity, who had never once complained about pain during imprisonment, looked at the Regressor with one remaining eye,


  – It hurts.


  – My chest, hurts.


  It moved its broken chin to ask him for a favour.


  – Please, kill me…


  Back then, the man thought this red entity would continue holding him back in the future. Unlike the gold entity that caused trouble due to dying from every trivial stuff like an ocean sunfish, the red entity could not control its own anger.


  Even though it first became a problem in the 5th iteration, similar problems would inevitably be brought to surface with more iterations.


  Until then, there was an unwritten principle that he had applied to himself.


  It was that he should not kill the entities.


  – It hurts. It hurts…


  But seeing those tears mixed with blood travelling down the cheeks, he changed his mind.


  The Regressor snapped the entity by its neck.


  For the first and last time, he had killed a baby dragon with his own hands. Afterwards, he immediately killed himself to preserve the information inside the Vintage Clock.


  Thus, information on the red entity became a fragment that resided within the extensive history of the Regressor.


  Thus, the Regressor learned the red race’s way of breathing, their martial arts and their mana pulsation.


  And due to that, in the following 5+ iterations, the Regressor experimented on how to restrict the red dragon.


  27 experiments.


  The process of the red entity’s fury had a fundamental difference to that of a human’s. Their anger was a reflex action to outside pressure, and happened even in their unconsciousness. Rather than some sort of emotion, he realised that it was a reflex action that was similar to a hereditary disease.


  For example, they could have fun slapping each other on the back of their hand but then suddenly hurl a fist if the shock was to exceed a certain level. It was a fury beyond their control so the end result did resemble a human with an intermittent explosive disorder.


  However, there was a difference. Upon a close inspection to the dragon’s mana composition, funnily enough he discovered a formula for ‘submission’ alongside others and this meant that repetitive training could significantly lower the chance of a reflex action.


  That was why he experimented and at the end of several failures, he finally found the answer. He was certain after 27 experiments.


  The method was rather simple.


  It was something like this:


  “Nn? What is it?”


  Wedge it down so that it can’t move a single inch.


  “What’s wrong huh? And what’s with that look on your face?”


  Make the entity recognise its powerlessness,


  “Why do you suddenly look so serious?”


  And hitting it.


  “Ahh c’mon, why aren’t you saying anything~!”


  Until the ‘anger reflex action’ disappears from the entity.
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  Why am I feeling uncomfortable.


  What is it that’s making me feel uncomfortable.


  He found a clue to the bizarre emotion that had been harassing him these past few days.


  A long time ago, ever since the first time he met Yeorum, he had been vaguely assuming that ‘that day’ would some time come. And if ‘that day’ was to come, he knew he would have to utilise all his violence to rectify Yeorum.


  He had never doubted the need to do so because it was a natural thing to do. Those entities called red dragons were meant to be treated that way.


  That should have been the case but now that he actually needed to do it, he noticed there were a fair amount of things that were outside his initial plan.


  The unpleasant mood gradually grew bigger.


  That was when he found a pair of grass-coloured eyes looking straight at his face.


  – Why do you look so sorry?


  Her voice brushed past his ears.


  There were four pairs of eyes looking at him. He needed time to censor his own expression.


  Turning his eyes, the man glanced around.


  What expression do I have right now?


  Despite looking around, he found nothing that could serve as a replacement to a mirror so his gaze soon landed on his spoon.


  He looked at the reflection of his face through the spoon and looked at the dim eyes that were looking back into his eyes through the distorted worldview. It looked indifferent and inorganic as usual. Those eyes did not feel like his own and felt like someone else’s, thus the addition to the number of gazes that were on him.


  A subtle shift in emotions had a tendency to be revealed from the gaze rather than muscular movements of the face. He had already confirmed the standard of a ‘sorry look’ through Gyeoul.


  Comparing his look to that standard, it looked okay. He came to the conclusion that his face was quite normal.


  With that certainty in mind, he opened his mouth.


  “It’s nothing incredible. Just pushing you to situations that might cause you to be emotional, and helping you withstand it.”


  “Ehng? Is that it?”


  “There’s nothing much to say. That is everything.”


  “That was unexpected… So it’s easier than I thought. Well I guess the solution is always simple no matter how difficult the problem looks.”


  “It’s not going to be that easy.”


  Yeorum giggled in response.


  “You’re right. Fuck, who could have guessed finding a flag underwater would be something like that…”


  Shaking a piece of thick bacon with her fork, Yeorum entered deep thought.


  “Anyway, I was quite surprised,” said Yu Jitae.


  “Huh?”


  “It seemed you were controlling your emotions better than I thought.”


  “You are the one that told me to control it to win in a fight. I’m just doing what I’m told.”


  “Do you do some training for it?”


  “Uhh, well yeah…”


  Bom, Kaeul and Gyeoul listened on from the side with blinking eyes.


  The kids did not know much about the intensity of Yeorum’s training sessions. They could only guess from seeing some fragments how it would probably be very difficult.


  Would those kids be able to understand Yu Jitae personally using violence for education?


  Probably not. If they were to start the anger management training, it was best for the kids to not know about the content of the training.


  “Let me see your training tomorrow.”


  “Huh?”


  “I’ll go with you and have a look. I’m just curious what you do by yourself.”


  “No. Don’t worry.”


  Yeorum waved her hands trying to stop him.


  “What is it that you’re doing,” he asked.


  “Aye, it’s obvious what someone training how to control their emotions will do by themselves right. Meditating, image training, and stuff like that.”


  “But you can’t meditate when using a core can you?”


  “No… Anyway, it’s fine. Don’t come.”


  He just wanted to create room for the two of them but Yeorum constantly tried to change the topic. And that seemed slightly suspicious.


  “Do not come.”


  “See you tomorrow morning.”


  “Don’t come okay?”


  Unfortunately for Yeorum, Yu Jitae was slightly more stubborn than her.


  *


  Next morning.


  Yeorum tried to sneak outside without telling him but saw Yu Jitae leave the room immediately after her as if he had read her mind, and said with a frown.


  “…Are you really gonna come?”


  “Is there a reason I shouldn’t come?”


  “What if I just don’t want to show it to you?”


  “Am I not your teacher?”


  “Well yeah. If you were going to teach me something, I would gladly learn but why the heck are you trying to watch me train by myself?”


  “It’s all part of the necessary process.”


  She had indeed succeeded in somewhat controlling her actions and emotions which had been impossible in the previous iterations. He needed to know the principle behind it.


  “But like… Ah fuck.”


  Yeorum scratched her head. She looked at him with a dissatisfied gaze before wearing her runners and leaving Unit 301. He followed her from behind.


  Running down the road, she sprinted out of the academy district. Due to being a graduate, she could no longer use the services at Lair but as a high ranker, she could use the facilities at Hayting as a VVIP.


  The place she arrived at was a personalised dimensional training room. Going into the small room and activating the dimensions opened up a white cubical room with the width of 100 metres. There were also various training equipment inside.


  Doing this and that, she stretched her body and loosened her muscles before starting her personal training session. Pulsation, breathing, walking… Most of them were a continuation of what she had learned from Yu Jitae.


  After a while, she gradually began throwing more glances his way and soon, she irritatedly dropped her water bottle with a deep sigh.


  She walked up to one of the equipment. It was a machine that punched out but the unique characteristic of it was that it had 12 arms.


  Infusing the machine with her mana, Yeorum activated it.


  In that instant, the machine began throwing an array of fists and Yeorum twisted her body to dodge them as much as possible without creating a gap. However, there were just too many hands.


  One strike to her stomach messed up her pace, and another strike to her knee pushed her feet back. Screech! The smooth floor shrieked after being rubbed by the bottom of her shoes.


  Each of those landed strikes ruined her pace more and more and before long, her entire body became a sandbag for the fists. It instinctively made her irritated.


  Clenching her chin, Yeorum held it in.


  No, she wasn’t holding in…


  Yu Jitae gave a frown. She was raising her teeth to bite on the inside of her mouth. The soft inside of her cheeks and her tongue were either torn or smushed.


  That wasn’t enough to calm her down. Her hands began to tremble as a sharp glare appeared in her eyes. Soon, she left the punching range of the machine and shrunk her body after interlocking her fingers and going down on her knees as if in a prayer.


  She seemed to be suppressing her urge to immediately rush out and crush something.


  But even that wasn’t enough, it seemed. Yeorum suddenly sat up straight before punching her own thigh with her fists. 


  Slam! Slam! 


  He could see her muscles being torn from each punch and her thighs being bruised. It was quite an astonishing scene but he watched on without leaving the room.


  He could finally understand how Yeorum was controlling her anger and the method she used to train herself. It was calming herself down by expressing that explosive urge in a different direction, and the conclusion she came to after pondering about that direction appeared to be ruining her own body.


  “Haak, haa… haa…”


  As her mood finally settled, Yeorum crouched while gasping for breath but even then could not stop raising her fingernails and scratching her arms.


  That was why Yu Jitae identified the belligerence of the red race as a hereditary disease.


  In other words, the red race’s aggressiveness was a type of functional disorder. 


  *


  Unfortunately, the method Yeorum had been using by herself to train her emotions was wrong.


  Not different to the one he had, but wrong – it was an incorrect way to relieve the urge.


  Shifting the target of her explosive urge to her own body was by itself already a proof that she could not control the impulse. Even though the result may be different, the amount of stress she gets will be the same and it will no longer be helpful if the situation were to become more extreme.


  She couldn’t kill herself because of that could she?


  “You saw that?”


  After recovering her body she opened her mouth with a blunt voice.


  “I look retarded don’t I? But this does help me control my temper.”


  “…”


  “Tch. This is why I didn’t want to show it to you…”


  Yeorum asked once again after cutting her words short.


  “…Did I look super retarded?”


  “No.”


  “Fuck.”


  “But let’s not do that anymore.”


  “Why.”


  “It doesn’t really help.”


  “…”


  She nodded with a slightly frustrated look on her face.


  “Then what? Like you said, when I try to increase the output with the 10-unsealed core in hand, it makes me even more agitated. What should I do?”


  He thought to himself for a bit.


  What should she do? She had to go through the training that would allow her to control her anger management issue.


  However, thinking about doing that training soon made him feel stuffy. The thing that had constantly been nagging at his heart appeared to have increased in size, and now filled his heart up to the brim.


  “Yeorum.”


  “Yah.”


  “How about you give up on the core.”


  “You crazy? No. This is my number 1 treasure.”


  An onion core with 10 lifted seals.


  A core with an output multiplier had 0.1 as the unit for its function and value. It was because the output was multiplied proportional to the user’s capability.


  The most powerful core in this current era was the Witch’s ‘Lucky Onion’. The core with 3.5 times as its multiplier was twice more expensive than a core that amplified the user’s ability by 3.3 times.


  And yet Yeorum’s core with 10 lifted seals had a shocking multiplier of 6.2 times. This was what made Yeorum overwhelm Simon, who would have required her to put in 10 years of strenuous effort to barely reach a similar level.


  “Definitely not. Never! Don’t even say that as a possibility. This is a lucky item that will never appear in my life again.”


  Yeorum was stubborn. She already had a thick layer of affection for it and it meant that she would have to deal with using the core.


  “We can just train if there is a way to, right? Get rid of mine since you’re saying it was wrong, and, you know, can’t you just teach me the one you mentioned?”


  “…”


  Strangely enough, he felt repulsed by simply thinking of that method.


  “You said all I have to do is withstand right? How does it work? Tell me. I’ll try my freaking best.”


  “It won’t be easy.”


  “Ayo, far out. You’re looking down on me again.”


  “This one has a slightly different nature to it.”


  “Come on. I’m the one that picked up a transparent flag and crawled up from that hellish water. I’m that cockroach of a bitch… And you know what? I haven’t fapped in three months. There is nothing impossible for me.”


  He couldn’t easily open his mouth.


  A disgusting, murky and sticky cluster was stuck in his throat like a lump. The nature of the emotion that was suffocating him was laid in front.


  However, he tried his best to suppress it.


  In any case, it was an experiment that was necessary for Yeorum. He had done it several times so he was used to it, and its effectiveness had already been proven. It would allow her to become stronger faster than any other method so there was no reason not to do it.


  With that in mind, he explained the details to Yeorum as her eyes widened little by little. In the end, she even had her mouth open.


  “…You serious?”


  As if she couldn’t believe it, a frown appeared on her face.


  “I am serious.”


  “But you’ve never hit me before.”


  “I haven’t.”


  “…And yet you’re saying that’s the only training method? Binding me when I lose control over my body, hitting me to instil powerlessness and reducing the aggressiveness that way?”


  There had been numerous experiments and that was the most perfected one. Even though it couldn’t be called the best, it was still the most optimal method.


  However, he couldn’t say that to her.


  There was a frown on her face.


  Are you scared?


  If you’re scared, tell me you won’t do it.


  Because then, I won’t.


  That was what Yu Jitae was hoping for before he even realised it.


  “But like, fuck…”


  Yeorum appeared confused.


  “From what it sounds like, it’s not even like a punishment is it?”


  “No. It’s not.”


  “So you mean you’ll just bash me up like there’s no tomorrow. Beating all the dust out. Like, smacking my head, my stomach and like… Yeah? Is that what the training is?”


  “…”


  “My word. For farrk’s sake… Even though I am good at withstanding pain…”


  Throwing her hand into her pocket, she took out a cigarette and placed it in her mouth. She lit it up and breathed out a mouthful of smoke, trying to bring her disordered mind back under control.


  Before long, she opened her mouth.


  “…You know, dear. I’m just a little curious but…”


  Yeorum asked after slight hesitation.


  “Can you even hit me?”
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  Pulling it by the hair, he dragged it towards him.


  He threw it into the corner of the room as the red entity shouted out a question.


  – Answer me. What are you trying to do to me!


  He wasn’t the type to have a chat and he usually would have ignored those words. But perhaps because of the perfect solution he gained at the 27th experiment, he opened his mouth before the 28th experiment. From now, I will do this to you, and carry out an experiment like this. That strange process was like telling his own self that this is what he will do from now. The red entity looking at him must have felt fear.


  – You dare say you will hit a red dragon?


  That wasn’t particularly the case if he were to delve deeper into it, but he did not feel the need to go on with a mouthful explanation.


  His reply was thus short.


  




“Yes.”








  Hearing that, Yeorum looked slightly hurt and pursed her lips. She looked up into his eyes but soon let out a smile and nodded while tapping his arm a few times.


  “Okie. Then let’s start straight away without wasting any more time.”


  “Alright.”


  “What do I do? You wanna tie me up first?”


  Saying that, she held out both of her hands. Her wrists were right next to each other as if she was handcuffed.


  “Ahh, I was curious how it would feel to get tied up for a while now.”


  There was no tension in the air. She giggled and lightheartedly opened her mouth.


  He quietly looked at her wrists before shaking his head. Mindlessly hitting her wouldn’t solve the problem. The rectifying process was also strictly a part of the education and it required a systematic approach. 


  Firstly, he called for a helper. He needed someone who will receive the aggressiveness and the violence to record it all down. There were several more things he needed to prepare even aside from that.


  Even though she pretended to be in a light mood, she couldn’t hide the slight look of nervousness that was on her face. 


  “…Is it that hardcore?”


  Therefore, he had to reassure her.


  It’s okay.


  ***


  Clone 2 participated as the helper. With a rigid look on his face, he saluted Yu Jitae before walking to Yeorum and lowering his head.


  “Who are you?”


  “Nice to meet you madam. I have been assigned to the helping role of this rectifying education.”


  “You’re the helper?”


  Yeorum walked closer and observed his face with a small grin.


  “Looking quite cute aren’t you? Look at these chubby cheeks.”


  “Thanks for your compliment.”


  “Come here.”


  Clone 2 walked even closer as Yeorum began fidgeting with his cheeks.


  “Hmm. How interesting. You look oddly familiar… have I seen you before…?”


  The clone remained silent.


  The necessary equipment he prepared entailed a stick and a whip that had an ample amount of the red race’s mana embedded inside, as well as a rope made by intertwining the artifact, [Chains of Hell]. They’ll be used to block her actions from going out of control, and will help regulate her.


  After preparing everything,


  Yu Jitae took Yeorum and headed back to the individual training room. There, he diffused his mana to the surroundings to ensure what happens here wouldn’t affect the dimension. 


  “I’ll try to endure it.”


  She stayed still after saying those words. 


  Like what she had said several times, she was trusting him. Without even voicing it out into words, she was proving that trust with her entire body. 


  He decided to set aside his feelings that were going into disorder. 


  The rectifying process that he now had to do was an extremely delicate task, but he was a veteran at such operations.


  Walking up to Yeorum, he wrapped the string made of [Chains of Hell] around her neck. He added mana into it to make sure it wouldn’t snap, removed the sharpness so that it wouldn’t hurt Yeorum and made it tight so that it would never come off.


  Yeorum touched it with her hands as if she was feeling stuffy.


  “Come here.”


  He handed the rope to Clone. Like an owner of a dog, Yu Jitae gave the command.


  “Walk.”


  *


  The clone started to walk. Pulled by the leash, Yeorum followed after him. She looked uncomfortable because the rope was formed by weaving 70 of the strings together.


  Without saying anything, the two went three laps around the training room. Her expression gradually crumpled more and more and her obediently treading feet slowly turned unstable. 


  Compared to how she had suffered when there were 5 strands around her heart, there were 65 more strands and even though it was around her neck this time, she was still somehow managing it.


  That was how hard she had tried. Yeorum had progressed a remarkable amount in a short period of time.


  If this training was something that had to be done one day, he wanted to have it done for her as early as possible. It was unclear how long the Amusement would last, but it was similar to how it was better not to delay homework until the end.


  Restricting the heart to open the closed foundation of progression;


  Driving her underwater to increase the maximum capacity of mana;


  Raising the tension to the max to allow a delicate control over mana;


  This right here was the end of all that training, and this was the last homework she had to finish. As long as she was done with this, there was no more need for Yeorum to be forced into pain.


  This was the last.


  The last one…


  Taking another lap around the room made the pace of her breath uneven. Hukk, hukk. She gasped. The pulsing rate of her heart was similarly unstable and her eyes also glanced around without a clear focus.


  Her emotions were in turmoil.


  Back when her heart was restricted, the objective of the chains was clearly to represent a ‘hardship’. It was there for the purpose of being overcome. 


  But this time it was different. Yu Jitae changed the formula of all the chains into [Restriction]. Therefore, the objective this time was ‘suffocation’.


  Yeorum had to feel stuffy.


  She would start to wish the helper would walk a little faster. Or perhaps sit down and take a rest. Whatever it may be, she would want a change outside the scope of the repetitive act of walking. However, that wouldn’t happen, and inducing that frustration was precisely the goal.


  Three laps.


  Four laps.


  Five laps…


  Her feet were shivering let alone being unstable.


  Yeorum who had been walking the whole time suddenly came to a stop as Clone 2 turned towards her. Stopping there, the child closed her eyes and lowered her head. ‘Hukk, hukk, huu…’ While collecting her breath, she tightly held onto her chest through the t-shirt.


  What are you stopping for.


  Go on.


  After receiving his will, Clone 2 continued pulling the leash. Yeorum retaliated – it was her first act of retaliation.


  However, she had to go. Clone 2 pulled the leash yet again as Yeorum resolutely stood her ground.


  “We have to go.”


  “Hukk, hukk…”


  “You must come with me. Let’s go.”


  The clone continued pulling as her body rocked back and forth. Yeorum removed her trembling hand from her chest. Because of her uplifted nails, her clothes were torn and something red began to ooze out of her ripped skin, colouring her white t-shirt with its colour.


  “You can still walk a little bit more. You must continue.”


  “…Just a little,”


  “We have to go. Hurry.”


  “…Just a little, rest.”


  “No, you cannot. You have to come.”


  “Let me just take a quick breather. Okay? …Just a little.”


  Clone 2 had a stiff look on his face.


  He could sense the beginning of trouble but the voice of his lord resonating in his head was absolute. ‘Go’ – that was the command ringing in his mind.


  Thus, Clone 2 put more strength into his arms and pulled Yeorum by her neck.


  “Ugh…”


  Yeorum, who was retaliating by leaning her body back, lost her sense of balance from the sudden pull and fell forward. Should I support her? Clone 2 asked but the reply was a no, and Yeorum fell flat on the ground. 


  Another command came from the Regressor. 


  Pull. 


  Make her walk.


  Clone 2 began pulling Yeorum as she stayed flat on the ground but she resisted the drag by driving her sharp fingernails into the ground. With one hand, she grabbed onto her own leash and revealed her fangs with a large scowl on her face.


  But after the test of strength, Yeorum stood back up by herself and walked. 


  He was slightly surprised because her level of self-control had reached a fairly high extent. 


  If;


  If Yeorum simply let out an irritated remark saying that it was painful;


  Or if she did nothing but claim that she would rather stop;


  If her reflex action when her displeasure exceeds the threshold was like that of a normal person, a training like this would not be necessary.


  However, after going through another lap, Yeorum fell for the second time and held onto her leash with her knees on the ground.


  “Ah, fuck…”


  She let out profanities as Clone 2 turned towards him, looking for advice.


  Pull.


  “Ah, fuck. For fuck’s sake.”


  Yeorum thrashed her arms and resisted.


  Pull.


  “Oi you fucker. Just let me take a little rest.”


  Clone 2 hesitated once again.


  Pull.


  “Ahh! You fucking dog bastard. Can’t you hear what I’m saying?”


  “Uht…!”


  “This fucking retarded dick! I’m telling you. That I want some rest! Huh?”


  In a fit, Yeorum pulled the chains with her nails lifted high. She flailed like a fish by the shore.


  “Ahh!


  “Ahh! Fuck!


  “Aahkkk! So annoying!” 


  Her risen fingernails instead became the problem – unable to tear through the rope, her nails broke. Each time she thrashed her arms around, a red line was drawn along the white floor.


  Listening to his command, Clone 2 tried to push her body down from above.


  “AHHHHHHHHKKKK–!!!”


  Suddenly, Yeorum dashed towards Clone 2, pushing forth her fangs with her nails and fists ready for a fight.


  But even though the clone was young and feeble, he was still a duplicate crafted based on Yu Jitae. Following the training he received last night on how to fulfil his role as a helper, Clone 2 quickly woke up from the initial shock and pushed Yeorum away with his arms to protect himself. He could not allow any possibility of violence. 


  Yeorum then threw her fists high into the air and began slamming the floor of the dimension instead, but Clone 2 stopped her. “Let gooo–!!!” In the process of stopping her arms, he almost got bitten on the back of his hand. Clothes were ripped and the cap was flung off by a passing fist.


  She knew it was part of training.


  It was her, who said she will try to endure it.


  But in the end, she could not withstand it.


  Yeorum was angry.


  The problem was that her anger had crossed the ‘line’.


  An anger for the purpose of defeating enemies was okay to have. The fury of an avenger was also okay. There was no problem with the act of getting angry itself, but the wrath of the red dragon race always crossed the line.


  And that was a problem.


  Line.


  This ‘line’ was what made this training necessary. In order to understand this concept, one had to know about the identity of the red dragon race.


  Some time in the distant past, red dragons were living in a large desert of Askalifa. The land covered in red sand had no water, had thin layers of mana and was a devastating land to live in. To survive in such an environment with limited resources, red dragons had to destroy others and ingest them.


  That went on for hundreds of thousands of years.


  Life bloomed even in such barren lands. Countless species other than dragons also demonstrated their tough vitality by surviving in such lands. Even a mouse had to bite a cat to survive because only death awaited them if they were to not attack as a group.


  In a world like that, the red dragons needed ‘entities that would survive’ for the continuance of their race. Thus, the surviving entities were made to be aggressive, active, and with a quick-witted response to hazard.


  Defeat in a fight meant death and an escape equalled starving to death.


  Every moment was a fight for survival.


  Because of that, red dragons could not be powerless at any moment. With every generation, they changed to become less and less powerless. An outside pressure called for the need of a fight and their uncontrollable emotions strengthened their actions.


  Back then, it was necessary for their survival.


  However, times had changed and so did the world. The red dragon race that had wandered through the red desert in the past left it and formed a society, and the temperament flowing in their blood became something that did not suit the new epoch.


  Now, the world was one that did not require them to fight according to their instincts.


  The process of civilisation was also similar in Askalifa.


  However, the instinct for a fight that was deeply engraved in their veins over the period of hundreds of thousands of years still stubbornly continued even to this day. It was now being manifested inside Yeorum who was living in a society of people.


  And that was constantly making her cross the line.


  “Fuck. Let go of me right now! You son of a bitch–!!”


  “Kuhk! Please calm down! I am not your enemy!”


  “Release me right now! Release me! Let gooo!! Let me go before I rip you to pieces! Get rid of this shit on my neck–!”


  “Please stop. You are in the middle of training!”


  “GET RID OF THISSSSSSS—-!!”


  Yeorum charged towards Clone 2 in a fit. The clone suppressed her from above, but she began throwing punches again. Her fists did not go through the blessings covering the clone’s body and her hands will probably be broken after punching him several times. However, that violence will start to relieve the thing inside her and that would fade the meaning of this rectifying education.


  That was why the Regressor intervened and grabbed Yeorum by her nape. He then reprimanded Clone 2.


  “Why do you have so much trouble holding on. Huh?”


  “U, uhkk–”


  “Did I not tell you to do it harder.”


  “Sorry sir… The thing is, I suddenly felt…”


  “Shut your mouth. Pull the rope tight.”


  He placed his hand on top of Yeorum’s roaring mouth and threw the child on the ground before pressing her down with his weight.


  Her bloody eyes were overflowing with fury despite it being Yu Jitae in front of her eyes. When he loosened the grip he had on her neck, a fist immediately came flying his way and struck his chin. 


  Bam–. Since he had released most of the blessings on his body, he felt a sharp pain on his chin.


  It was okay for her to punch like this. Both Yu Jitae’s body and Yeorum’s hands were fine. She would not be feeling her punch going through so it would not resolve her desire for violence.


  But on the side, his chin still did hurt. The impact was so strong that kicking an elephant with the same force would crush its skull and kill it on the spot. 


  Despite the bond they had built up.


  Despite the tremendous difference in power.


  Yeorum thrashed around as if she couldn’t wait to rip him to pieces. The power and killing intent oozing out of her body had exceeded the norm.


  Thus, he grabbed both her wrists and pushed them down her chest. A few of the strands around her neck loosened before tightening around her wrists.


  “Release me! Let me go! Right nowwww—!!”


  Her aggressiveness stemmed from the system that tried to preserve the red dragon race. It was an extremely rugged self-defence system and like how it had control over every other red dragon, it was doing the same with Yeorum.


  Therefore, he had to let it know.


  “Is it frustrating?”


  Not Yeorum, but ‘that thing’ that resides in her blood – to that foolish ‘aggressive instinct’ that had fallen behind the era, he spoke.


  “But too bad.”


  You are not important anymore.


  “There is absolutely nothing that you can do here.”


  There is no room for something like you to act up.


  In response, Yeorum opened her mouth wide open with the face of a devil. It was so wide that her cheeks were about to rip down the corners of her lips.


  Mana gathered. 


  Even though she was not in the form of a dragon, the draconic mana soared up from her heart. She was about to shoot a dragon breath.


  He thus squeezed her neck that was thinner than his grip and pressed it down. She choked for breath and widened her eyes.


  Yu Jitae spoke to ‘it’.


  “I know you’ve always done whatever you wanted to do.


  “It must have been easy having control of everything. Yeah?


  “How about you try doing something.”


  With his hand still pressing down her throat, he raised his shoulder.


  His other hand soared high into the air.
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  – Can you even hit me?


  In that moment, her words flashed past his ears.


  Her lips that pursed immediately after him saying, ‘Yes’;


  And her fangs that protruded out with displeasure.


  A short sentence from Yeorum had caused a ripple in his chaotic emotions.


  And now, Yeorum was pinned beneath him yelling with her fangs in full display. He had just raised his hand to slap the child on her cheek.


  The emotions that he had forced down and turned away from with the start of the education were yet again trying to raise its head. 


  It is something that had to be done one day.


  Yeorum had to go back.


  She had to go back, defeat her nemesis and survive.


  It would probably be possible to put a blanket over her temperament and let it pass. It would also be possible for him to ignore it and let Yeorum find the method herself. However, in this world there were problems that could not be solved in such a way.


  Giving nothing but affection to a lovely child is not the role of a guardian. That is neglect; something incompetent people would do.


  Every growth is naturally accompanied by pain.


  Even if it hurts momentarily, pain would help the existence grow.


  He continued his line of thought. He placed several barriers around his heart. Like a steel breastplate, it then stopped the things that were poking his heart and settled his uncomfortable mood.


  Slap—


  A slap landed on her cheek.


  Her head turned to the side as her eyes turned blank for a bit from shock. But Yeorum quickly turned her head back towards him, shouted and thrashed her arms around. She twisted her shoulders and her waist, all for the sole purpose of attacking Yu Jitae. The instinct embedded in her blood was still misunderstanding things. ‘Get more upset to overcome the situation.’ That was the command being given to the red dragon.


  Slapp–


  Even though the shackles were made as blunt as possible to protect her skin, her exceedingly violent actions resulted in red lines being drawn on her wrists and her neck. It wasn’t because of a cut – her skin had been smudged into being ripped.


  From her repetitive training, Yeorum earned the habit of introspecting her emotions if there was blood in her mouth. It was because she tended to bite her tongue and the inside of her mouth when upset.


  However, that training was proving to be fruitless in a time like this, evidently so from how she spitted out the blood flowing in her mouth at Yu Jitae. 


  Slappp—!


  Her tiny head contorted from the shock and pain. 


  His hand came to a faint stop.


  But he couldn’t stop here. Her frustration had to keep going up exponentially. Only when it reaches a certain level will the entity feel powerless.


  With both of his hands, he pressed down hard onto her neck.


  ‘Kuhk, ugh—’


  Every part of her upper body including her shoulders, her neck and her head shrunk from pain as her hands that were gathered around her chest gripped onto Yu Jitae’s arm. The small hand that could not even fully wrap around his wrist shivered, and soon, she raised her nails to start gnawing at his wrist.


  “Kuhk. Uhh.”


  “It is okay to get angry. But you cannot be controlled by your emotions.”


  “Uht…”


  “Can’t you see? Even when you are controlled by your emotions, nothing will change.”


  He could feel a strong vitality trying to push him away. This was the vitality of the thing wriggling inside her blood vessels, and not Yeorum.


  “Kuuuukkk…!”


  “You can do nothing but get bashed up. Like right now.”


  Yu Jitae talked about the rules. He told it that the times had changed. It was through this process that he was making it learn powerlessness.


  “Uhhhkkk… Kuhuk, kuaaaakk…!”


  It resisted. His wrists were torn. Through the flowing blood, Yeorum’s nails invaded deeper in through the muscles and the veins and reached the ligaments. 


  “My lord…”


  “Stay there.”


  “B, but your wound.”


  “Stay!”


  He shouted and Clone 2 turned frozen stiff.


  The education wasn’t one that would end in just a few minutes. After around 10 minutes, Yeorum began to desperately shout again. 


  “Let go, let go!”  


  As if she was trying to kill herself, the movement inside her mouth was abnormal – she suddenly bit onto her entire tongue. Her goal seemed different from the usual one, where she would bite her tongue to control her emotions. He smacked the child by the head and gripped onto her jaws and her cheekbones.


  “No you can’t.”


  Yu Jitae unhesitatingly shoved his finger inside her mouth the moment she opened it. No matter how hard she crunched down on it, his finger remained intact.


  Her instincts had to forget using violence as a stress relieving method.


  20 years. Those were the times Yeorum had spent while being controlled by her emotions. Solving that in one go was nothing but greed.


  “Kuhuk!”


  He once again raised his hand.


  It will be a tough time.


  .


  .


  .


  Yeorum turned quiet only after roughly 10 hours of a test of strength. 


  She was constantly angry but her struggles failed to lead to any result. She should know it in her head, and from time to time she would close her eyes and clench her teeth after coming to her senses and look at Yu Jitae with a slightly apologetic gaze.


  However, her instincts continued inviting her to get angry and Yeorum was constantly swept away by her emotions.


  In this instant, Yeorum was a victim.


  At one point, she could no longer struggle after being drained out and could only gaze up at him. Despite having trouble breathing, she looked straight up at his face with her bruised eyes.


  “…”


  Clone 2 on the other hand did not know what to do and restlessly moved around. He would repeat walking up to him and walking away but did not dare start a conversation, and could do nothing but anxiously observe them.


  At last when tears started to flow out of her eyes looking up at him, Yu Jitae stopped his hand.


  The moment of anger had passed already. Yeorum was feeling powerless.


  Standing up from the ground, he passed the leash to Clone 2.


  “Walk.”


  “…Yes sir.”


  The clone calmly made Yeorum stand back up and began to walk. The [Chains of Hell] were still actively sucking power out of her body and this would be a continuation of her frustration.


  Yu Jitae walked up to the child who was arduously pushing her feet forward. She turned her head to look at him.


  But that was when Yu Jitae tripped her foot. Powerlessly, Yeorum crumbled and fell on the ground.


  While slowly lifting her body back up, she raised her head and glared at him. Her fidgety mouth soon let out a word.


  “Fuck…”


  She was swearing, but there was no sharpness in her voice.


  “Walk.” 


  After giving that command again, he watched Yeorum walk. This time, he pushed the child, who was limping due to the Chains of Hell, and she fell to the side.


  “Stop pushing me… So annoying…”


  Once again, those were the only things she said while looking away from him.


  He looked deeper in and identified the pulsation of her heart and the mana formula.


  She wasn’t scared. Yeorum was still angry but was accepting the situation with a powerless heart. Suppressing his mixed feelings, he heaved a sigh.


  The first training was a success.


  ***


  However, that couldn’t stop Yeorum from becoming sulky. The moment he said, “Good work. It’s break time,” Yeorum pushed out her wrists and her neck, demanding him to release her. He quietly untied them as she turned her feet and walked off into the distance.


  “Ah, excuse me…”


  Clone 2 followed after her in surprise.


  “Don’t come,” said Yeorum.


  “Umm, it’s not fully over yet.”


  “Leave me alone.”


  “You cannot go yet. It has to come to an end today.”


  Yeorum flicked her head and glared at him with eyes full of irritation.


  Thinking that she might explode again, Clone 2 turned stiff but she silently turned around and headed straight to a large training equipment before crouching down behind it. She was hiding her body.


  “Is that okay sir?”


  There was nothing he could do about that.


  Yeorum had been the king wherever she was. She was like the head of a pack and most of the time had been the one in control of the flow.


  It was because that was the rule her instincts were telling her.


  ‘I am the best here.’


  ‘You must listen to my commands.’


  ‘I will do whatever my heart desires.’


  ‘No-one can dare put restrictions on me.’


  Those were the shouts of her instinct. The reason it didn’t show on the outside was because Yeorum was a person, not a beast.


  However, those principles that had been built up inside her had just been countered head-first by Yu Jitae.


  ‘You are not the best.’


  ‘Times have changed and you must be able to fit into the surroundings.’


  ‘There are things that cannot be changed even if you do get angry.’


  ‘You can be restricted whenever.’


  Since he couldn’t directly convey those words to the imaginary ‘instinct’ residing in her blood, Yeorum had to take the entire consequence herself.


  It was understandable for her to be in a bad mood.


  She would probably be feeling quite sad. It perhaps could have been a big shock to her because something must have snapped inside her heart.


  “It is fine so don’t worry about it.”


  “…I see.”


  “You go step outside and take a breather as well.”


  “…”


  Clone 2 was also in an extremely gloomy mood. After meeting his eye for a split second, he gave a salute before leaving the training room. Yu Jitae watched his back before turning around.


  Hiding behind the equipment, Yeorum had her body curled up with a cigarette in her mouth. She appeared very exhausted and the wounds around her wrists, her neck and her cheeks had yet to fully recover. 


  When he walked up to her, Yeorum raised her body in a fright. She was clearly nervous.


  “It’s fine. The first training is over.”


  “…”


  “You can sit down and rest.”


  With adequate distance in between them, he stood in front of Yeorum as she gasped for breath with an unlit cigarette between her lips.


  Was it very painful for her? The thought weighed his heart down.


  It was the only and the most effective method out of everything he knew. That was the conclusion he had drawn based on the data from several various experiments. 


  But if that was the correct solution, why was it that looking at Yeorum crouching down on the ground made his heart feel even heavier?


  “I’m okay.”


  That was when Yeorum opened her mouth. Her cigarette caught fire as the child’s sigh entered his sight. 


  “I was just a little surprised. I know it was necessary and it does feel like something has changed. It felt like I was going to lose my mind but not being able to move instead made me come back to my senses.”


  “…”


  “Did you say this was the first training?”


  “There is one more left.”


  “That’s it?”


  “Yes.”


  “Hmm… I’m curious how that will harass me this time.”


  “Was it painful?”


  “No. Don’t worry too much about it. There’s no problem. I can do it.”


  “…”


  The smoke coming out of her mouth settled down on the floor.


  “But, you see… I, was a bit…”


  Yeorum covered her face with both of her hands and wiped her face. He tried to go closer to meet her eyes but she immediately turned her head.


  “Don’t come.”


  “Sorry if I surprised you.”


  “What ‘sorry’. There’s no need to be sorry. You were doing it because it was necessary, and it’s something I asked for as well.”


  “…”


  “I should be sorry instead for making you do something you didn’t want to do. But…”


  What remained after the disappearance of the blazing anger was a cold layer of freezing fury. He could sense displeasure in her gaze that was very similar to the one he found from Myu’s voice.


  Those were the eyes of a person who had despaired from many things.


  “…I’m not saying this because I hate you.


  “There’s nothing much, but it’s just… I don’t know. I’m a little surprised…


  “So can you just go away for now.”


  Did something snap inside her heart, he wondered as it gave him the feeling that the child disliked him.


  “…Out of my sight.”


  ***


  He knew this might happen. There was no way having something snap in your heart would be a good feeling. 


  The reason he didn’t do this earlier was because doing such a thing with not enough bond built up between Yeorum and him could leave this memory like a trauma that makes her unhappy.


  Even though he thought there was enough bond at this point, the child being displeased from a shock this big was perhaps something that was to be expected.


  Something similar had happened in the past.


  – You fucking dick…


  It was similar to how it was with the red entity who loathed him from the bottom of her heart more so than when she was locked up. It was natural because they were the same being.


  – You will be punished even after death…


  Back then, he ignored it because it was a necessary part of the process.


  However, he now couldn’t ignore it with ease.


  Yu Jitae closed his eyes. He could feel a crack being opened inside the heart he had forced to a close. Like a spring, the chaos that he had suppressed was in full tension, ready to burst out at any moment.


  It was because behind that large training equipment;


  Yeorum was wiping her tears with her wrists.


  He was striking the dirty instinct inside her blood and was trying to snap it’s will. However, the one that had to bear the brunt of it was Yeorum; it was Yeorum who had to go through pain and it was also Yeorum who would hate him with a leftover emotional wound.


  His heart was in distress.


  This was the same rectifying process as the one he had done in previous iterations.


  That was what he had been thinking till now.


  However, the context was different from back then. In the emotional side, he was no different from a young kid because his heart had been dead once and had only revived very recently. In a situation like that, thinking about the bond he had built up with Yeorum shattering to pieces made his heart feel uncontrollably uncomfortable.


  The problem was in opening his heart to live the daily lives in the 7th iteration. The issue was in his bond soaring into the sky unafraid of the scenery below. The impact created from the drop was not small. 


  This was what was different from the 5+ iterations. 


  The situation was the same as before,


  But there was a difference in height.


  “Hey, I’m here…”


  Even then, he could not stop here. 


  This was something that had to be done. It was compulsory. 


  Even if it were to grind at something inside the child’s heart, and even if it were to create an irrecoverable crack on the painstakingly built-up relationship,


  He had to do it.


  “How do you feel.”


  “Nn. I feel a little better. Sorry for acting up like a retard all of a sudden. I was a little surprised… It seems there’s still an immature side in me.”


  Yeorum hesitantly came to him after changing her blood-stained t-shirt into a training vest.


  “Anyway, let’s do the second one…”


  But unfortunately for her,


  The second training would be a lot more painful than the first one. It was about controlling one’s emotions even in extreme situations and the most extreme situation for a red dragon was obviously…


  …When there was death looming in front of her eyes.


  The single crack continued branching off into creating more crevices. As his heart felt increasingly more distressed, he raised a sharp, gleaming blade from his waist.


  “Take out your core, put it in your mouth and come here.”


  “…Nn.”


  It was something that had to be done.
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  The attacking instinct of a red dragon flowing in her veins successfully learned powerlessness to some extent. It was now time to take a step further, and make sure she could control herself in even more extreme situations.


  “What’s this knife for?”


  Yeorum blinked her eyes looking at the knife he gave her.


  “It’s for stabbing me.”


  “But why are you giving this to me? You want me to stab you or something?”


  Carrying a knife each, Yu Jitae and Yeorum were facing each other at a close distance. It was time for the second training.


  The training was simple.


  1. Yu Jitae and Yeorum both carry a knife.


  2. With their bodies restricted, the two of them face each other, and Yeorum had to put the core in her mouth on top of that.


  3. They will both point their knives at each other’s heart so that they could stab through and kill the opponent at any given time. Yeorum was restricted but she could move her arms.


  4. Yu Jitae will slowly push the knife deeper into her heart.


  5. On the other hand, Yeorum had to refrain from stabbing Yu Jitae’s heart and control the urge to attack even at the face of death.


  Yeorum frowned. She asked, “Will you even get stabbed even if I try to?”


  That was why there was point number 6.


  6. Like the first training, Yu Jitae will undo a portion of the authorities and blessings so that Yeorum could relieve her urge for violence by stabbing him. At the same time, their remaining hand will be clasped together for her to receive Yu Jitae’s emotions in real time. 


  While the first training was a forced injection of powerlessness, Yeorum’s job this time was to endure it with her own willpower.


  That was the only difference.


  “What’s wrong.”


  “…”


  “What’s with the look on your face. This is the most certain method.”


  “I’m not doubting you or anything…”


  Yeorum did not look very good.


  “But like, how is that a proper education?”


  “What do you mean.”


  “It, like, feels super strange.”


  “What is.”


  “…Don’t you think it’s way too extreme?”


  “…”


  “To be frank, it feels as if killing a parent and a child might also be a part of that training curriculum as long as it’s effective…”


  He shook his head in response.


  “There’s nothing to worry about. I won’t die unless you stab as deeply as possible.”


  “…”


  There seemed to be something she wanted to say. 


  As uncomfortable as it was for her, Yu Jitae was also feeling uncomfortable but there was nothing that could be done about it. It was something that had to be done.


  “…So. Are we starting? Right now?”


  “Do you need time to prepare yourself?”


  “That’s not it but… What about that cutie that went for a breather?”


  “I just sent him off.”


  There was actually a reason why he brought Clone 2.


  Yu Jitae was inexperienced with emotions. Even with a certain emotion in his heart, he couldn’t precisely identify it so he used Clone 2 to verify a few things.


  But that was not necessary in the following training.


  “So are you prepared.”


  Yeorum took a deep breath to prepare herself and soon nodded with a stiff look on her face.


  “Nn…”


  ***


  Bound by the [Chains of Hell], Yeorum was hanging in mid-air. Like spider webs, there were several black strings wrapped around her head, neck, waist, shoulders, pelvis and knees. Her two arms were the only things that were free.


  Yu Jitae stood in mid-air in front of the child and faced her.


  With the start of the training, Yeorum placed the core that was the size of a walnut kernel into her mouth. She grabbed his one with one of her hands, and used her other hand to hold the knife at his chest. Yu Jitae likewise had his body tied up with the Chains of Hell and the two of them looked like insects that had fallen into the traps of a spider.


  From this point onward, Yu Jitae would not move even if Yeorum was to stab him.


  “We’re starting.”


  “Yah.”


  The tip of the gleaming steel blade touched her skin.


  “It might sting.”


  “…”


  As he added a very faint amount of power, the blade began to pierce through her skin. Something red oozed out and budded into a drop.


  “You have to hold it in.”


  Yeorum tried to manage her expression but could not stop her eyebrows from curving into a small frown. This training will be even more painful than the previous one and will also be a lot more cruel.


  From now, he will be hurting Yeorum even more.


  “…It’s bearable …Go on.”


  He pushed the blade deeper in.


  Yeorum bit her lips.


  *


  At the start, he felt uncomfortable when he thought their relationship might be shaken. But on second thought, it wasn’t something that would serve to be a problem.


  To him, the thing called relationship was something futile.


  Their relationship was bound to come to an end with the end of the Amusement. They won’t be spending their entire life together either so what was the issue even if she were to hate him a little bit?


  Despite having that thought in his head, it seemed that his heart had a different perspective compared to his brain.


  Perhaps, quite possibly, it might be that he wanted to remain a good person in Yeorum’s memories.


  Truly,


  It was an insane thought…


  The reason he was living a daily life was to send the baby dragons back home happily, because that will in turn shed light to the path going towards his dream.


  However, it seemed that he had become drunk in that warmth instead. Emotions had begun fading the foundation of all the relationships.


  There was no need for him to be a good person and naturally, there was no need for him to be remembered as a good person either. In fact, it was more correct to say that he had no right to be remembered as such.


  Sending the baby dragons happily back home was his objective. Him being remembered as something and whatnot was not the important factor there.


  Stabb…


  Therefore, he pushed the knife deeper in.


  “…”


  He could see her breath pausing in between.


  The blade dug half-way through her chest. Piercing through the skin, it dug through the fat and the muscles, through the ribs and was about to touch her heart. Blood was gushing out of the wound, wetting her clothes.


  The onion core was fluctuating and she was drooling through her half-opened mouth. Yeorum had a somewhat blank look on her face as she closed her eyes and tried to hold in her anger.


  It wasn’t a simple stab – Yu Jitae was pushing forth an unpleasant mana that contradicted and provoked the mana of the red race.


  The dagger of a treacherous enemy was piercing through her heart. Her instinct should be letting out loud warning signs that she will die at this rate but Yeorum was holding it in with her consciousness.


  It was a commendable feat but now was the true start.


  I want to kill you.


  “…?”


  His thought rode through her hand and was conveyed into her body. In shock, Yeorum widened her eyes into circles and glared daggers at him with eyes filled with disbelief.


  There was something called [Combat Immersion]. This blessing that every red dragon had was one that allowed them to be more sensitive to life-threatening situations. That was why Yeorum was taking the killing intent seriously despite the prior agreement of the training.


  He continued thinking.


  I want to kill you.


  “…!”


  Yeorum seemed slightly more upset from his thought. Feeling powerless did not mean her anger had been removed. In a situation that made her feel extremely close to death, Yeorum felt endangered and faced him back with killing intent, but it was a truly miniscule and petty amount in his eyes.


  It would be better if you were dead.


  “…!!”


  Snap—


  Looking like she would stop breathing anytime soon, Yeorum shook her head. With an infuriated expression she sent a gaze demanding him to cancel that thought.


  He didn’t react, nor did he cancel it. In fact, even this was sloppy and was not enough to make Yeorum think that she might really die. 


  Why?


  Because this was a part of training.


  Her consent at the start was acting as a safety device inside her heart. She had to feel the emotion of looming death and overcome it but she was aware this was training and thus could not feel death. It would simply put her in a very bad mood.


  But of course, that was something he had already taken into account.


  So what he was about to do now might really hurt Yeorum.


  Even though he really didn’t want to do it, it was something that had to be done one day;


  And that day was today.


  He retrieved the knife that had dug half-way down her chest and stabbed her cheek. 


  “Uhk…!” Yeorum frowned in surprise.


  He created a long cut down the white cheek all the way to her ears with a thought in mind.


  I was actually, sincerely, hoping for your death.


  Perhaps because this was something completely outside her expectations, the fury was momentarily wiped clean off of her face.


  As if something heavy had dropped inside, she looked at him. How could you say such a thing to me? That was the look on her face.


  Her left hand clenched tightly onto his hand as veins protruded out of her right hand that was holding the knife. The veins went all the way from her hand to her feet. Yeorum could not believe what he was thinking and at the same time felt the urge to stab him.


  This should be painful enough but he couldn’t stop here and turned his gaze to other parts of her body. The shoulder should be fine – thinking that, he pierced the dagger through her shoulder and messed the joint up with the tip of the blade.


  ‘Ahk…!’ A weak shriek left her mouth as Yu Jitae thought to himself.


  I’ve been wanting to kill you every time you showed that stupid attitude of yours. How great that I can finally kill you today. 


  Yeorum, who had been writhing from pain, once again turned blank. Her hand holding his hand released its grip – she instinctively wanted to look away from the unbelievable thoughts in his mind.


  But that was something he couldn’t allow her to do, so he tightened his grip as Yeorum twisted her arm and retaliated.


  What’s wrong?


  He pierced the knife deep into her stomach and let it bleed. At the same time, he looked straight into her eyes. It was instead Yeorum that tried to turn away from his gaze. The emotions revealed from her mana were shock, fury, horror and a feeling of being betrayed. 


  But even this wasn’t enough.


  He repeatedly created false hatred and said it over and over in his mind.


  Born with a trash talent.


  You could do nothing but be swept away by your emotions and get mad.


  Why don’t you try doing it again?


  You are the best at it aren’t you. Trashing on people for no reason, getting mad, annoying people, shouting with a loud yet empty voice, making other people tired to put only yourself at ease.


  Try it.


  Isn’t that your forte?


  With such thoughts in mind, he stabbed her neck. Soon, the blank shock became fuel for an even greater fury as her entire body trembled from an unbearable sense of betrayal. Her face that had turned vacant from shock suddenly turned into one of blazing anger that could explode at any time.


  Right. This was supposed to be the look on her face.


  Looking like she would immediately run in and rip someone to pieces.


  Looking like she would blend the enemy into a juice and drink it.


  Since this expression was finally being revealed on her face, it was almost there. But that in turn meant that it was still slightly insufficient.


  Yeorum will have a frontal fight against her oldest unni after going back. Without fixing her temperament, she would be even more upset than now during the fight since there was no reason why she wouldn’t be more mad.


  That was why this had to be controlled.


  He pushed the knife into her mouth. As the blade touched her tongue, Yeorum clenched down on it with her fangs.


  Yu Jitae decided to hold even worse thoughts in his mind.
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  Are you angry?


  You are, right?


  Right. Of course you are.


  I’m insulting your personality and betraying you like this. Of course you should be mad. 


  Isn’t it the same as how your oldest unni used to insult you in the past?


  That is how I, who you apparently trust the most in this world, actually thought of you the whole time.


  It was annoying having to hold all that in till now. 


  Do you know how ridiculous I found it looking at you with such a feeble body and an actually weak heart trying to desperately press others down?


  How laughable it was seeing you rejoice from a simple compliment.


  It’s not like I wanted to look after you.


  Think about it. Who in this world would try to look after someone so weak, small and useless like you?


  Unless they’re crazy.


  .


  .


  .


  He flooded out words of hatred that would grind at her heart as soon as he could think of them. 


  At the same time, he stabbed various places around her body to create deep words. 


  As her teacher, he focused on the given role and had forgotten the cruelty of the process; and was therefore late to notice the dark thing inside his heart crawling up.


  While trying his best to ignore that wriggling darkness inside and provoking Yeorum,


  At one point, everything started to flip.


  When was it…?


  Was it when Yeorum thrashed her body around trying to escape from his grip?


  Or was it when she grabbed onto the blade of her dagger so that she wouldn’t stab with it, and have all her fingers bleed?


  Or if not the above, was it when tears mixed with blood budded beneath those crimson eyes that were glaring at him?


  “Hkk…”


  The small and feeble child helplessly sobbing by herself–


  Was it, perhaps then?


  .


  .


  .


  Falling–


  He was falling.


  Looking around, his body was still there.


  So what was falling was probably his heart.


  .


  .


  .


  By making Yeorum this mad, Yu Jitae had achieved his objective. Her body was a bloody mess and her emotions were probably in an even greater disorder. 


  There was a sharp bloodthirsty glare in her eyes. It was the gaze of a beast that couldn’t wait to bite a person to death. The uncontrollable fury was agitating her emotions and making tears drop from her eyes.


  She was drooling from her opened mouth and even that was mixed with blood. It was probably because she was biting so hard onto the core that her gums would break. Was that why? The core was still running amok trying to shake her emotions.


  She was already mad and that core was making the process of controlling her emotions even harder by several-fold.


  Now was the time to test it by stabbing her heart with the knife.


  Raising the knife one more time, he placed it at her heart as tears endlessly dropped from her eyes. Hatred seeped into the eyes of Yeorum who had been glaring at his eyes the whole time.


  You probably hate me, but there’s nothing that can be done.


  There was no mercy in his hand.


  Stabb—


  “Hkk…”


  A groan left through her tightly clenched fangs.


  It was the same with the red entity.


  Things were exactly the same. The entity was as angry as now and was looking at him with the same eyes of hatred. When he stabbed its heart with the knife, the red entity was able to control the impulse but still attacked as a self-defence.


  The hazy memories of the time clearly resurfaced in his head.


  – You called me, a test subject.


  With a deep voice as if it would vomit out blood at any time, the red entity said to him.


  – Are you going to do what you did to me, to another dragon in the future?


  – I hope that dragon is not a precious dragon to you.


  – Because they will curse you and hate you from the bottom of their heart


  He had long forgotten the words of the red entity. Why was it that those memories were coming back to the surface now?


  
<The Authority, [Key (EX)] gazes at you.>



  A familiar gaze could be felt from above. This meant that his emotions were being shaken tremendously, which he couldn’t deny.


  Vividly came back the memories of the time he had been glared at by the red entity, who looked the same, had the same gaze and had the same voice as the ever-so-precious Yu Yeorum.


  – Has this proven things now?


  – I am in full control of myself.


  – But I still must stab you at least once.


  Saying that, the red entity took the knife away from his heart and stabbed it through his neck. It deeply pierced through his throat and cut the main artery on the right. 


  He was going to kill himself with a successful experiment anyway, so Yu Jitae accepted his death.


  Sin seeped deeply into his heart. 


  Many things came back with those memories. It was the countless types of sin that had been committed on the red entity.


  He felt his breath coming to a stop. Every one of them was something he had done himself.


  It was still in the middle of training. If Yeorum did not stab his heart and could fully control her anger, that would mark a perfect success to the training, but her emotions right now were jumping around like crazy.


  She still couldn’t hold her anger in.


  But, it was then.


  A peculiar thought popped up in his mind.


  He suddenly hoped Yeorum would stab him. Without withstanding the urge, it would be better if she were to instead stab his heart or his neck. 


  That was the abrupt thought he had.


  In fact, she could do even more than that. 


  He hoped Yeorum would run in and attack him with the goal of half-killing him. If she were to do so, he would let it happen without doing anything.


  A life that he had harmed and harassed.


  The 28 experiments that had been conducted with the red entity was only a fraction of the whole thing. However, it seemed that he had forgotten all the built-up past. The relationship was glued together with falsehood and was making him feel the likes of a bond.


  He found Yeorum precious.


  He wished Yeorum wouldn’t be in pain.


  He hoped Yeorum would not die after going back.


  That was what he wished for from the bottom of his heart, with all his heart.


  That much was possible. But the thought of not wanting to be hated by Yeorum was, no matter how he saw it, extremely unethical that gave rise to his self-hatred.


  Even though there was a reason, and even though he could use the excuse that he had never once wanted to do such a thing, it was an undeniable truth that he had pushed the red entity into the gutters of despair time after time.


  Wasn’t it this me,


  That forced countless ‘Yeorums’ into misfortune?


  Once, there was something the Vintage Clock said. Things have passed so treat them as if they had never existed because that will put you at ease. He replied yes and he really did so by telling himself that.


  Things have passed. They had never existed.


  But can they truly be considered as things that had never happened just because they were in a different time frame?


  Even though it’s so vividly here in my memories?


  Something dark was crawling in his heart, leaving behind a disgusting trail and sediment. Before long, it reared its head and looked up at him. 


  The dark thing revealed its horrendous teeth with a wide smile.


  It’s fine. A disorder like this in his emotions was an impulse that was bound to leave soon. However, Yu Jitae still wanted Yeorum to stab him. In the stead of the red entity that could do nothing but be on the receiving end of the pain, he wanted Yeorum to carry out the revenge on him.


  So if Yeorum would leave an injury that was close to death on him, the chaotic emotions that had risen inside him should be soothed albeit a little.


  He wanted to get rid of the dark thing in his heart as quickly as possible.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] gazes at you.>


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] pitifully looks at you.>


  He let go of her left hand because there was no more need to convey his emotions. 


  Soon, Yeorum clenched tightly onto the knife in her right hand. Blood seeped into her eyes.


  Her shoulders and arms slowly began to move.


  And her wrist;


  The dagger held tightly in her hand– it slowly started to move.


  Yes.


  Lift that up and stab me.


  Stab through my heart to let it bleed; pierce through my neck and crush the bones and the spine.


  That will put me at a slight ease because that will let me pay for a tiny bit of the sin.


  He wanted to atone for his sins with that no matter how fake it might seem.


  Her red eyes were in front of his eyes.


  She was such a precious child. That must have been the case even in the past.


  Although she had trouble controlling her emotions, had a coarse mouth and would sometimes antagonise or irritate him, she was such a kind and affectionate child. An ever so normal baby dragon who could show him so much trust.


  It was him, who had shoved the life of a child like that into despair multiple times.


  It was none other than him.


  
So hurry up and stab me.


  Stab me and injure me.


  Hurry.


  
‘Ah, fuck…’


  Soon, Yeorum murmured.


  Her right hand holding the knife came towards his head,


  And then, he was met with an incomprehensible turn of events.


  ‘It’s over, hehe…’


  Yeorum smiled.


  He was waiting for her to stab, but Yeorum wrapped her two arms around his neck instead.


  Yu Jitae was engulfed in a large chaos.


  What are you doing.


  You have to stab me.


  Like what the red entity did, you must stab through.


  Why aren’t you stabbing me?


  Didn’t the red entity say it? That the dragon would detest me?


  But from the voice that flowed out of her lips as she wrapped her arms around his neck, he could not spot a sliver of hatred.


  ‘It’s all, over. Right?’


  Her voice that seemed to have a lump in the throat rested near his ears and flowed out with difficulty.


  ‘I, held it all in. It’s all done now right?’


  Sniffing her nose, she said with a whimper. 


  Yeorum wrapped her arms even tighter around his neck and leaned her body in. The knife was still stabbing through her heart and he could thus feel something round touching his chest.


  ‘By the way, what you said just then.’


  ‘You were just saying random things right?’


  ‘They were so harsh that I was shocked, but on second thought, there’s no way you would say something like that to me…’


  ‘…Right?’


  At this point, he really wanted to run away from this place. The dark thing inside his body grew even bigger. It was different from the experiments with the red entity. As he was left unable to even utter a word in response, Yeorum followed through with words that shattered the barriers he had forced around his chest like glass.


  ‘I, trust you…’


  Even in a situation like this, Yeorum was trusting him.


  ***


  “Ohh. Look, look!”


  After half a day, after completely recovering both her body and mind, Yeorum inserted the core into the longsword and released a flaming sword aura that reached 9 metres in height.


  “Woah fuck. This is so cool! I don’t feel any impulse right now!”


  She hopped up and down while swinging the sword. A large aura of mana that she couldn’t even dare use before fluttered. It was the result of using an onion core with 10 lifted seals to the full extent.


  “Dear. Can I hit that wall over there?”


  He didn’t reply.


  Without any hesitation, Yeorum added the breathing method of Karl-Gullakwa into her sword and struck the wall of the training room.


  Kwaaaanggg–!


  A ray of light on a similar level to a dragon breath shot out from the edge of the sword that crashed through the dimensional walls and through the ceiling of the building, that then soared through the skies into the clouds above.


  “Kyahahahaha—-!!


  “What a refreshing hole!


  “Little Yeorum the bulldozer~!”


  However, Yu Jitae could not laugh with her.


  If a heart was a lake, his was a quagmire.


  Weathering through the four seasons slowly lifted the murkiness. As the muddy lake gradually turned clear, the dark horrendous forms that had been buried deep inside the water were slowly revealed. His long sins that had remained invisible when it was a quagmire; the carcasses of birds locked in cages were slowly being uncovered.


  A red bird flew above.


  With a bright smile on its face, it chirped and sang.


  “My teacher is really the best. Yeah?


  “I just have to do what you tell me to and it all works!


  “So why would I not trust you! Why would I not like you!”


  A red light was flashing in his head.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] pitifully looks at you.>


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] states that such an emotion is called [Guilt].>


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)], however, notifies that none of the obelisks have newly been lit up.>


  Yeorum jumped towards him and gave a big hug.


  The red bird will always look at the clear sky and chirp, but the object it was stepping on, and the inside of the quiet lake had a different look.


  At this point, he could no longer even try to deny it.


  “Dear. I really really love you ♥”


  That his guilt was slowly being exhibited.


  Episode 99: Discussion Topic: Lies (1)


  “All the hard part is over right?”


  “Yeah.”


  “For real? You mean it right? Like, like it was really freaking hard. You know that?”


  “I do.”


  “No you don’t. I really wanted to smack your face as hard as I can in the middle, you know?”


  “Why didn’t you.”


  “Can I punch you now then?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Actually, can I save it?”


  “Save?”


  “I’ll hit you later when I don’t like what you’re doing.”


  “Do whatever you want.”


  On the way back to Unit 301 with the child,


  Unlike Yeorum who was hopping around the whole time, his feet were heavy.


  At the start he needed a place to bind the baby dragons in after gathering them and the house just happened to be the one he decided on. It was like a substitute for the underground labyrinth.


  But before he even realised it, Unit 301 became a peaceful resting place. He felt peace seeing Gyeoul dashing up to him when he returned exhausted from the battle against Noah. When he fell into a sense of crisis by himself for holding romantic feelings for Bom, the children consoled him and pacified his heart.


  There were always greens in the flowerbed and the house had Kaeul’s plushies here and there. Rubbish left behind by Yeorum, glanced at by the protector who recently became lazy and who thus turned away from it, and Gyeoul who scolds them for not removing it in time going into her room made by modifying the storeroom and enjoying her time gazing blankly at the fishtank.


  Peace.


  But today was different. Yu Jitae felt uncomfortable heading to Unit 301.


  The kids would welcome him.


  Bom was quite daring now and would try to link arms with him. Like what she did last time, she might caress his belly again when the kids are preoccupied by something else.


  Yeorum would go through her watch with sparkling eyes and talk about the next training or the next sparring opponent.


  Kaeul would chuckle with a banana on her head, saying it’s for when she gets hungry. And when it’s time to eat the banana, she would halve it and give him a piece.


  Gyeoul would follow behind him with her own feet nagging him for a hug. Going into his arms, she would slowly talk about the events of the day.


  When it’s time for a meal together, the kids will endlessly speak to his quiet self and share conversations about interesting topics.


  They will seek to spend fun times together.


  Without a second doubt, they will each share their concerns with him.


  One would whisper words of love,


  While another would see him as a father.




…Not knowing what kind of person he was.


  ***


  His mind was in a rush.


  The sweetness given from peace started to encroach like poison.


  He decided to distance himself from Unit 301 for the time being and fortunately, he had a lot of things to do around then.


  “I am Valentine, the Witch.”


  A large woman walked forth and gazed down at Yu Jitae. Her enormous body reaching 2 metres in height and her overwhelming capacity of mana resonated across the area.


  “Grade 5 agent, Season.”


  “Are you that owner who that boy follows without a question?”


  Firstly, the Witch fully returned to the Association. While everyone at the Association were looking at the last generation’s guardian deity of the Association in shock, Yu Jitae led her to the guest room and had a conversation.


  “So, did you say there will be a large war?”


  “What is the rush for? Have some tea first.”


  “I hope you understand. When you get this old, you start to feel exhausted from the human way of having meaningless banter before the main topic.”


  “…”


  “So what is it that I have to do?”


  “At least hundreds and thousands of fissures will break out all around internationally. They will cover the entire globe. I need your power to twist the dimensions and contort the coordinates of the fissures.”


  “Are you planning to bind the fissures into one place to cast a net over them?”


  “Similar.”


  As the Prophet, as a transcendent and as a Grade 5 agent, Yu Jitae shared everything he knew with her. The Witch knew the Association just as much as Yu Jitae knew it, so she immediately had a clear idea of her role and her position after a detailed explanation.


  “By the way, I heard there was this girl who foresaw this amazing future…”


  Thus, Yu Jitae introduced Bom to the Witch the next day.


  “It is an honour to see the great mage.”


  “Are you the one who can see the future?”


  “Yes.”


  The Witch was relatively surprised after seeing Bom. To be exact, she appeared astonished after sensing the attributes of Bom’s mana. After scrutinising the mana for a long time, the Witch let out a remark with a smile.


  “…Seriously, what a shock after all these years.”


  *


  There were plenty of other reasons why he wouldn’t go back to Unit 301. One of them was the experiment on Myu’s heart after she had fully recovered herself. Yu Jitae once again began cutting into Myu’s naked chest using various tools without even tranquilising the muscles. 


  Out of his authorities, Yu Jitae had one called [Conceptualisation (SS)] which he had earned from a black dragon.


  It was the power to replace an incomprehensible concept into something familiar and understandable. Using that, Yu Jitae substituted all the flow of mana flowing inside her chest into a visible element like a wire.


  [Conceptualisation]


  Soon, approximately 2.8 million wires appeared in his mind. They were entangled in complex shapes and looked like the wires of a large mechanical device.


  Out of those, 2.45 million wires had already been analysed. 


  He continued testing out various things with the remaining 350 thousand. 


  It was when he was immersed in touching all the different sorts of structures and mana that a clear voice reached his ears.


  “My Nemesis. There seems to be something odd today.”


  He raised his face. The purple pair of eyes looked down at Yu Jitae within that close distance with a faint frown. 


  “What.”


  “Aren’t you, in more of a rush than usual?”


  “Rush?”


  “Yes. In a rush.”


  “I don’t understand what you’re saying.”


  “What is difficult about my words? You are in a rush.”


  “Do you mean it hurts? If you’re trying to exaggerate the pain, I will put the anaesthesia…”


  “No no.”


  Myu reached her hand out and grabbed onto his wrist. He flicked it off but this time she pulled his hair with both of her hands. “Just listen to me.” Her irritated voice made him pause.


  “This isn’t my first time getting sliced apart by you, but you are slightly in a rush. Usually you would slowly pull them out one by one but now you are pulling the whole thing out for no reason; neglecting the vessels that you used to glue back and… most importantly, it hurts more than usual.”


  “…”


  “Think about it. Do you still not understand?”


  Yu Jitae looked back at his actions a little. Was he in a rush? Looking back, it seemed that he was. 


  Like what Myu was saying, the small things that he had done in consideration in the usual experiments had been glossed over just then. However, he had no idea he was in a rush until he heard it.


  “So I ask you to be more considerate of me.”


  ‘…Like always.’ Myu added those words of request as Yu Jitae woke up from the sense of being buried in reality. Doing all the things that had to be done like a machine had unknowingly pushed his consciousness into the distance.


  The reason why he was buried in his goals was obvious. While intentionally getting rid of those thoughts from his mind, Yu Jitae replied.


  “Alright.”


  *


  It was only the two of them at the vacation after the experiment. He let Myu play around by herself for two days and nothing particular happened this time.


  But on the way back, she asked Yu Jitae to buy a gift for the large dog, ‘Season’, which was being raised in the isolation chamber, and Yu Jitae suggested a chest leash for the dog since it always had a leash around its neck. It was a thing called a harness that was wrapped around the chest and the arms.


  “Why does it need something like this?”


  “A neck leash is going to be stuffy. Using that will make it feel more free.”


  “But Season is a beast. So what if it feels a little stuffy or not. Why do I have to care about that?”


  “…”


  Despite those words, Myu looked quite content as she raised the chest leash and observed every corner of it when he actually bought it for her.


  “Hmm. But it does not change the fact that it is still stuffy.”


  “……What are you doing?”


  “What?”


  “Why are you putting that on yourself.”


  After restricting her own self, Myu blinked her eyes.


  “Did you not say using this will make someone more free?”


  “Sometimes you are so stupid beyond comprehension.”


  “..Stupid?”


  Myu frowned.


  “As a common sense, would using that make you more free? I meant it would be better than a neck leash for a dog.”


  “Then you should have said that from the start, you damned human. I thought there was some scientific thing happening inside.”


  He had to stop Myu who irritatedly tried to rip the harness into pieces.


  That was how the vacation went.


  *


  [I’ll see you soon. There is something I have to say.]


  He also got a message from the Rank 1, Sovereign Oscar Brzenk. It seemed he had found a trace of the disappeared Vintage Clock. 


  Like that, time outside Unit 301 flew by.


  ***


  It was on a peaceful morning. 


  Yeorum had left for morning training while Gyeoul had gone to school. Even the protector was outside for its new hobby, hiking, so it was only Bom inside the living room.


  With the passing of spring, it was about time for summer. Bom went to the door of the veranda and opened it wide for the sunlight to enter. The clouds were high up in the sky and the refreshing breeze made for good weather.


  Today was a day to let the insectivorous plant have some sunlight. The plant with sharp teeth like a piranha that shook its head left and right with an open mouth to eat mosquitoes was a plant from Askalifa.


  Its name was [Sariepta].


  But Gyeoul called it, ‘Nom Nom’.


  Bom placed the flowerpot of Nom Nom on the tabletop. In a good mood she was writing a few things down in her diary when her watch rang.


  “Sorry? Delivery?


  “Yes yes.


  “Oh my… One second please.”


  After the call, Bom hurriedly took a long-sleeved jacket before leaving the house. She was in a very big rush unlike her usual self and had a bright look on her face.


  Kung–. The door closed behind her.


  That was when Kaeul walked out of her room. She had skipped breakfast today and had taken a long sleep all the way till 10 o’clock in the morning.


  In her pyjamas, Kaeul did a long stretch before glancing around. On the living room table, she could see the diary that Bom always carried around with her. 


  “Unn?”


  That diary.


  It was the one Bom-unni used all the time. She asked about it in the past but Bom-unni simply called it a diary and that was it.


  “…”


  Actually, Bom’s diary was one of the biggest mysteries of Unit 301. She always writes on it and always carries it around as if extremely precious. Recently when Yeorum-unni asked if she wanted to sneak a peek at it together, Kaeul didn’t join because she was scared of the trouble she would be in if Bom was to find out about it.


  “…”


  In that instant, Kaeul carefully glanced around the house.


  No-one was inside.


  “…”


  She wasn’t that curious actually.


  It’s obvious what would be inside a diary right?


  “…”


  She was really really not curious in the slightest. 


  It would probably be some story about the flowers she raised right? There should be nothing important inside so why would she be curious?


  “…”


  Kaeul once again glanced around.


  No one was inside.


  Aye, there’s probably nothing important inside so…


  ‘…It shouldn’t hurt to look at it once right~?’


  Kaeul sent her senses out so that she would immediately be able to tell if Bom-unni was to come nearby. She then sneaked her way towards the table.


  In nervousness, she carefully flipped the diary that was laid upside-down and looked at the front page. The front page was covered with signs of something being written and erased multiple times. Remaining there was a single heart.


  [♥] 


  What?


  A heart…?


  Oh wow.


  Wow wow wow.


  Is this perhaps…? That’s insane…!


  She vaguely knew about Yu Jitae and Bom’s relationship and observed them like how she would for the protagonists of a romance manga, because the gaze that was sometimes shared by a male lead and a female lead made her heart thump. That was the only thing she thought of as she looked at the two of them.


  Then, maybe this notebook was filled with their thoughts?


  Kaeul felt her face turning red.


  What exactly was Bom-unni thinking? In front of her was like the plot book of her favourite romance novel that would explain exactly that!


  Feeling extremely nervous, Kaeul carefully opened the diary with trembling hands,


  But that was when Yu Jitae walked out of his room.


  As she was going ‘Uhh uhh?’ in surprise, Kaeul accidentally tapped the glass of water that was next to the notebook.


  “Aht!”


  She grabbed the glass before it fell thanks to her reflex skills but half of it had already been poured out.


  “M, mommy…!”


  Kaeul froze stiff.


  The ink must have been water-based. The moment it touched the water, the heart at the cover page started to wrinkle.


  The cover of the book was made of a thin material. Fortunately, it was being protected by a [Humidity Protection] spell but the issue was that there had been too much water. Some of the water had managed to seep into the diary before the defensive spell activated.


  In shock, Kaeul didn’t know whether she should open or close the diary and her mind froze with a tissue in her hand. She then turned towards Yu Jitae and found his hazy eyes looking back at her.


  “What are you doing.”


  “Uh uhh, s, sorry…! I was trying to sneak a peek at Bom-unni’s diary and…!”


  “Why did you do that.”


  “Auuuaan, t, the thing is… I, I wasn’t curious at all okay? I wasn’t but…!”


  “No. Don’t worry about the reason. What are you going to do with that. The ink must have been smudged from the water right.”


  “Uhh, uum. Uuh. If, if I wipe it clean…”


  In the meantime, a small fly came from nowhere and passed by the table and in a flash, the insectivorous plant, Nom Nom immediately shook its head and went ‘Nom!’ as it swallowed the fly in one go.


  Kaeul saw it, and so did Yu Jitae.


  Blankly gazing at that made Kaeul feel a solace of hope coming down her way.


  T, that should do…!


  “…?”


  It was then.


  She sensed Bom’s aura from nearby.


  Bom seemed to have used teleport to blink through the distance and Yu Jitae appeared to have sensed it as well, judging from how he suddenly looked at the front entrance.


  In that pressing situation, Kaeul spoke to Yu Jitae.


  “N, Nom Nom spilled the waterrr…!”


  “What? What do you…”


  Kaeul suddenly grabbed him by the collar. With a tremendous vigour and a sharp glare, she looked straight into his eyes.


  “Righttt?!”


  She looked like she would cry if he said no. 


  “Yea, yeah. You’re right,” he said and it brightened her face a little.


  No it didn’t.


  Soon when the door opened with a ‘di-ring’, her face returned to its former darkness.


  Bom walked into Unit 301.


  Episode 99: Discussion Topic: Lies (2)


  Bom came back carrying a small box with her hands and appeared to be in a good mood as she hummed on her way in. Yu Jitae and Kaeul were standing awkwardly in the living room as they welcomed Bom. Kaeul said, “W, we, welcome backkk…!” and was confident it was naturally done.


  “Nn nn. What are you two doing in the living room?”


  “Nothing. The weather’s just very good…!”


  “Right?”


  Bom replied with a smile as Kaeul asked another question.


  “W, what is that?”


  “Oh this? It’s something I ordered online.”


  “What did you order?”


  “A flowerpot. It’s a gift for someone.”


  “W, who…?”


  In response to her repetitive questions, the green pair of eyes quietly looked into the golden eyes. Her eyes turned out of focus for a little, seemingly in a deep thought.


  “Just someone.”


  After replying with a faint smile Bom went into her room. Seeing that, Kaeul turned towards Yu Jitae and very slowly gave a firm nod.


  What.


  What’s that nod for.


  “T, thenn~ Aii am going back to my roohoom~~♪”


  Kaeul headed back to her room with soft steps like she was on the runway of a fashion show. The funny thing was that despite the situation at hand and her rigid steps, her walk would still make for a fine painting.


  Since he wasn’t used to situations like this, he needed time to organise the situation in his mind.


  …


  It seemed that Kaeul was trying to gloss over it and pretend like she knew nothing about it.


  He decided to go along with it to an extent. It was when he returned to his own room to wear a business shirt and wrap a tie around his neck.


  [Kaeuli♥: Ahjussi]
[Kaeuli♥: Ajhsusi]
[Kaeuli♥: Ahjussi TT.TT TT.TT]


  He got messages from Kaeul.


  [Me: Ye]


  [Kaeuli♥: It shuld bee fien rihgttt??????? TT.TT]


  [Me: It should be]


  [Kaeuli♥: Right? T.T We didn’t look at the book did we T.T. I think the water did go in a little but it might actually be quite dry right??]


  Kaeul started trying to think about it as positively as possible.


  That was probably not the case, but having a relaxed mind until the actual uncovering of the truth is always the best so he went along with it.


  [Me: You’re right.]


  [Kaeuli♥: Right? Wow]
[Kaeuli♥: Am I a genius?]
[Kaeuli♥: That makes so much sense!! Yes yes???]


  [Me: Yes]
[Me: You never know]


  [Kaeuli♥: That’s correct! You never know!]
[Kaeuli♥: No-one knowss hehe!]


  [Me: The daughter-in-law doesn’t know]


  [Kaeuli♥: You’re right. Gyeoul doesn’t know either!]


  [Me: And Yeorum also doesn’t know.]


  [Kaeuli♥: FR FR lololol]
[Kaeuli♥: Lolololololololololol~~~]
[Kaeuli♥: As long as nothing happens here, it will become a secret only the two of us will know of in the entire world ♥]


  That was when Bom’s voice echoed from outside the room.


  – Kaeul. Yu Kaeul.


  – Are you in your room?


  The noisy reply messages came to a sudden stop.


  Unfortunately,


  Neither the daughter-in-law, Yeorum nor Gyeoul knew about it, but Bom did.


  ***


  “Kaeul. Look at this.”


  Kaeul rolled her eyes around as he sneaked out into the living room and sat on the sofa. It was because he got a final SOS message from Kaeul but he watched the situation unfold for now without chiming in from the start.


  “U, uuun~?”


  Bom opened the notebook.


  The letters were all smudged in water.


  “The water spilled and now the entire diary is wet.”


  “I, is that so…?”


  “Do you know anything about this?”


  Kaeul rolled her eyes. Since a silence too long would seem suspicious, Yu Jitae was thinking about intervening when Kaeul opened her mouth.


  “Hmm. Who knows…?”


  “You really don’t know?”


  “Uun…”


  “Ah. Maybe Nom Nom accidentally hit the glass and spilled it while catching some bugs?”


  “…”


  Kaeul made an expression that read ‘Maybe?’ on her face while sweating buckets.


  However, Bom had a very serene look on her face. Looking at the notebook with all its letters smudged and illegible, she murmured, “What should I do. This is a big problem…”


  She looked very concerned instead of being angry and Kaeul asked after finding it strange.


  “Why why? Was there something important written inside…?”


  “Nn…”


  “But, can’t you restore it with magic?”


  “I can’t.”


  “Why? O, or maybe you can write down what you remember into a new book?”


  “The problem is that I can’t do that. You see, this is not my diary.”


  “Uinng…?”


  Kaeul blinked her eyes.


  Bom explained the situation.


  Zhuge Haiyan of the Association had gotten a boyfriend, and to commemorate their upcoming 100 days together, Zhuge Haiyan was writing a diary entry each day regarding love. But since she was inexperienced at male-to-female relationships and thus bad at writing beautiful sentences, she had been asking Bom for help regarding how to write them.


  “Ehng? Is that how it is? It, it looks the same as your notebook though…?”


  “That’s because I bought her the same one as mine as a gift.”


  “Hukk…”


  No wonder. The original cover page had something written on it but this one only had a single heart instead.


  “What do I do…”


  Bom said while heaving out a deep sigh.


  “Today is their 99th day together…”


  “S, so tomorrow’s the day?”


  “Nn…”


  The situation felt more painful for Kaeul than before.


  “It’s my fault for being too much of a fool. Why did I go outside with a glass of water next to Nom Nom? It’s also my mistake that I only read half of it for their privacy… I should have read the whole thing beforehand just in case…”


  Bom raised her hands and covered her face.


  “…How am I supposed to tell her this?”


  Kaeul turned blank.


  She faced Bom with blinking eyes for a little and soon, the child wriggled her toes as well as her fingers. Anxiously, she fidgeted with her left index finger using her right hand.


  “Oh right. Sorry for interfering with your rest, my dear. You should head back to your room.”


  After caressing her hair, Bom turned around with Nom Nom’s flowerpot and the diary in her hands.


  While she was on the way back to her room, Kaeul endlessly fidgeted with her fingers before slightly turning her head to throw a glance at him. Yu Jitae returned her a nod after seeing the anxiety hanging on her face as Kaeul then went up to Bom while calling out, “Unni.” 


  Bom turned around.


  “Sorry.”


  “Nn?”


  “I did that…”


  Her eyes widened into circles. But at the same time, her lips also curled up as Bom smiled with a mischievous look on her face. 


  “I know.”


  Those unexpected words made Kaeul turn blank. With a slightly brighter look on her face, Bom gathered mana at her fingertip.


  “You know, this is actually restorable.”


  Before long, the water started to leave the book. The wrinkled papers returned to being stiff as the smudged letters also returned to normal.


  Slowly Kaeul’s face started to turn dark. Bom had been pretending to be clueless despite knowing everything.


  “Kaeul.”


  She knew what question would soon leave Bom’s mouth, and that question would be a very very scary one.


  “Why did you lie to me?”


  ***


  Kaeul came out honest. 


  It’s because I was very surprised. I’m sorry. 


  She honestly revealed everything since she was caught anyway. With a slight grin, Bom pinched her cheeks and pulled them out like rice cakes.


  “You did something wrong. Yes?”


  “Yes…”


  “You need some punishment.”


  She was sentenced to holding her arms up high on her knees, so Kaeul had to kneel at the corner of the living room (the protector’s place of exile) with her hands in the air. Bom placed Nom Nom’s flowerpot on top of her outstretched hands which she wasn’t allowed to drop. Kaeul nodded with a sunken look on her face.


  “But still, thank you for coming out honest.”


  “Uh, really…?”


  “Don’t put your hands down though.”


  “Yes…”


  Kaeul constantly heaved deep sighs with a dark expression with her hands in the air.


  Soon, the members of the house began to come back.


  The protector after coming back from hiking tilted its head wondering why she was in the area of exile instead.


  Gyeoul returned from school and observed Kaeul, before taking a piece of banana and feeding Nom Nom on top of her hands,


  And Yeorum teased Kaeul by poking her ribs and armpits with a chopstick.


  Even though things had seemingly come to a good conclusion, Kaeul still did not have a very bright look on her face and looked quite gloomy. Was she feeling guilty even after being forgiven? Thinking that, Yu Jitae took her outside after the punishment had ended.


  What should we have today? He asked and Kaeul shook her head.


  “I’m fine. I don’t feel like eating…”


  Okay. Then how about a red velvet cake at a nearby cafe?


  “…Why is it tasty.”


  Red velvet cake – the moment she had a taste of that sweet cream cheese, Kaeul widened her eyes. A cheese cake and a chocolate crepe… after having several sweet desserts, Kaeul returned to her bright self.


  “Ahjussi. As expected, when you’re feeling down–”


  “Sweet stuff is the best.”


  “Uun…!”


  Kaeul chuckled out loud with cream on her lips. But suddenly, she widened her eyes from a sudden trail of thought and looked at him.


  Blink, blink.


  She continued thinking while blinking her eyes and soon tilted her head with the fork still in her mouth.


  “You know what? Sometimes, ahjussi, you are very amazing.”


  “What.”


  “How do you know me so well?”


  “Do I.”


  He was wondering what idle talk this was going to be and quietly drank the coffee but Kaeul continued with a slightly more serious voice.


  “It’s to the point I can’t understand… Look. When I was lying just then and asked you to turn a blind eye to it, you were on my side right? When I was in my room feeling nervous and not knowing what to do, you said it was fine, yes? Staying next to me when I was about to be scolded by unni was to be on my side right? And after it’s all done, you are cheering me up as well!”


  “What are you trying to say.”


  “It’s as if you know how to make me feel the most comfortable.”


  “Of course I should. How much time have we spent together.”


  As if she had discovered something intriguing, Kaeul clapped her hands.


  “Wait, wow. No. It’s not because of the time we spent together…”


  “What do you mean.”


  “It’s not! It’s from the first time we met. Honestly, we weren’t close back then but you still bought macarons and bread for me.”


  “Well… that’s because kids all like that.”


  “Who buys bread when first meeting someone? With every one of them being sweet? And things that I like? And, uuum, since when was it? There’s been this thought that was constantly on my mind you see?”


  It seemed that the small child from back then had turned quite clever now. 


  He shook his head before raising the plates from the table to go back home. That was when Kaeul said with a bright smile.


  Ahjussi,


  “Did you, by any chance, know me beforehand?”


  “What do you mean.”


  “You didn’t?”


  “Do you think what you’re saying is possible?”


  He avoided a direct answer.


  “Let’s go.” He was about to get up but Kaeul chuckled while pulling his arms back down.


  “Can I have one more cake?” she asked. Even though he felt uncomfortable, he did not turn her down.


  This time, she had a strawberry shortcake and stabbed her fork through the soft cream, strawberry puree and the raw strawberries to munch through them.


  “Mhmm, so nice.”


  Meanwhile, Yu Jitae quietly sat there with an indifferent look and gazed at her.


  The emotions that he had managed to push aside a little by forcing himself away from Unit 301 began to rear its head again.


  He felt like asking her a question.


  It was perhaps because it was Kaeul he was talking to, that his heart was slightly more relaxed.


  “Why…”


  He carefully opened his mouth.


  “Why did you confess that it was a lie?”


  “Sorry?”


  “You were trying to deceive Bom. Why is it that you told her the truth later on. Was it because you found her pitiful?”


  “Ah…”


  Mumbling with the fork in her mouth, Kaeul gave an embarrassed smile.


  “…Actually, I wanted to say everything honestly from the start.”


  “Really?”


  “But I couldn’t do that because I was very scared. I was scared that unni would be angry… but lies are bad.”


  “Isn’t there a trigger that made you change your thought though?”


  “Uum… It felt like she would notice it. And I can’t have Bom-unni be in trouble because of me right…?”


  Kaeul’s choice was, in the end, the best choice because Bom had known everything from the start.


  But,


  “What if Bom did not know about it.”


  “Hnn?”


  “Then wouldn’t you have just caused trouble for yourself?”


  “Uum, I guess?”


  “What if it was Yeorum’s diary and not Bom’s.”


  “I probably would have still said it.”


  “Why.”


  “Because lies are bad…”


  The uncomfortable feeling inside urged him to add more words.


  “What if it’s not a lie?”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Without telling a lie, you can still say less of the truth right?”


  “For example?”


  So instead of saying ‘I didn’t do it’;


  Going with ‘Whoever did it must be a terrible person’.


  “That’s not a lie is it?”


  “…”


  In response to his question, Kaeul looked up at the lights of the cafe with blinking eyes.


  “Isn’t it in the intention though?”


  “The intention?”


  “If your intention is to deceive someone, then saying less of the truth will still be a lie…!”


  “What if there’s a good intention behind it?”


  “You mean a white lie?”


  “Yeah.”


  “…”


  Kaeul looked directly at him with her undisguised, undeceiving and innocent gaze. 


  In this moment, he found her gaze to feel extremely burdensome – even more so than Bom’s eyes that looked like she was seeing through everything.


  ‘Uum…’ While Kaeul was contemplating the answer, Yu Jitae thought about what she might say. Would Kaeul say it’s okay to tell a white lie, or not? 


  In the end, he decided to not put too much significance in whatever she would say. If ‘yes’, that would mean she is putting emphasis on the goodness behind the lie, and in the case of ‘no’, that would mean the truth is more important to her. Like that, he pre-determined the intent of her response without even hearing it.


  However, her reply crushed apart those thoughts of his.


  “Is it an important lie?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Lying like that must mean there are circumstances right?”


  “So, do you mean it’s okay to lie?”


  “…”


  Kaeul looked into his eyes before carefully asking back.


  “What do you think, ahjussi?”


  In reply, he said what his heart told him.


  It was mainly linked to his sense of guilt.


  “I don’t think you should.”


  “Uum, why?”


  “Because deceiving is a bad thing to do.”


  “But I actually think it’s possible.”


  “Why is that?”


  “A white lie means the speaker is aware that a lie is bad right. And they’re telling a lie despite knowing they’re doing a bad thing, yes?”


  “But the one who got deceived would feel hurt after knowing the truth though.”


  “That is true…”


  “So it shouldn’t be done.”


  In the end, a relationship built with deceit should not exist. That was the conclusion Yu Jitae had drawn and it was a trail of thought that had stemmed from his mind that wished to condemn himself for his own sin.


  However, it seemed that Kaeul thought otherwise.


  “But, what about the one who lied?”


  “What?”


  “It’s not like the person likes lying, right. They’re not lying because they want to, and they’re lying while accepting the fact that it will make them a bad person right?”


  “What about that. How is the mind and the thoughts of the liar any important?”


  “How is it not important?”


  Her golden eyes looked straight into his eyes as if they would pierce through it.


  “They’re hurting the hearts of the people that are being deceived.”


  “But that’s not always the case,” Kaeul rebutted.


  There was a type of innocence in this world. One whose cleanness was sometimes sharper than spears and swords of hatred.


  “It might hurt more for the one who lied right…”


  And Kaeul’s reply was one of them.
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  The time they had spent together was 5 years.


  For him, who could no longer calculate his years after living over hundreds of years, it was but a passing moment, but it was 30% of her entire life for Kaeul. It seemed that she had learned, felt and considered many things in that span of time.


  “Is that what you think?”


  “Uun? Yes…”


  “Since when did you think like that?”


  “…”


  Looking away from his eyes, Kaeul twirled the ends of her golden hair with her fingers and tried to specify the exact period of time from her unforgetting memories. But soon, Kaeul opened her mouth with an awkward smile.


  “I don’t know. It just came naturally some time in my life, I guess? Why?”


  “Just a little surprised that you were able to say things like that.”


  “Hehe.”


  He looked at her bowl.


  The bowl that was empty for knowing nothing about the world was no longer there. Over the period of 5 years that they had lived together, Kaeul had been diligently filling up her bowl with things. She was no longer the immature and innocent child.


  However, all the things inside her bowl were good-natured, with not a sliver of greed, selfless and considerate. It was like water and the bowl was therefore clear despite being full.


  Kaeul was no longer naive,


  But even then, she was still pure.


  That was why there was a lot heavier weight behind her words. She wasn’t thoughtlessly throwing out good words. The thoughts she had throughout her life were filling her bowl, and her conclusion was one that was drawn after basing it on her values and judgement that had been perfected through experience.


  – It might hurt more for the one who lied right…


  And the conclusion she came to was that it might hurt more for Yu Jitae.


  Until now, he had always been telling himself that he was a sinner. I am deceiving you guys, so am I not a sinner? That was the question he asked Kaeul and he hoped she would swear at sinners.


  However, Kaeul gave a different response. Despite somewhat understanding the world, this innocent child was still trying to console him. Even though he might be jumping to conclusions, that was at least the feeling he had received.


  But absurdly enough, getting consoled multiplied his sense of guilt instead. 


  This was how innocent the child could have been. The child could have grown as nicely as this, and could have harboured such pure thoughts in her mind.


  The countless ‘Kaeuls’ of the past years flashed past his head.


  Yu Jitae placed his hand on his forehead, and slowly wiped his face a few times.


  He had to calm down.


  And forget about it.


  These emotions would serve to be the biggest problem for the most complete conclusion of his dreams.


  Hadn’t he been doing fine till now?


  Wasn’t it obvious that those happenings of the past would come back in the future as his sin?


  What has passed cannot be changed.


  Focusing solely on what can be changed was hard in itself already. Looking back at what cannot be changed and regretting it was a foolish thing to do.


  The Regressor had a dream,


  And he had to fulfil it.


  Therefore, he desperately tried to control his jumpy emotions.


  It wasn’t easy and suddenly, by the time he realised it, his mind felt distant.


  It felt as if something was going further away from him, similar to how he was suddenly falling from the world when Yeorum sobbed from the pain.


  He suddenly remembered the golden girl lying down on the reddened bathtub, wiping the flowing tears with her wrists.


  ‘But you’re no good either’


  Once again,


  ‘If you wanted to persuade a problem child like me…’


  His heart,


  ‘…You should have brought something sweet.’


  Began to fall…


  Clink–


  It was then. A small rustle woke him up from his daze. It was the sound made from Kaeul eating the strawberry cake.


  He blankly looked at the child. The sense of distance that had been going further away felt closer again, as the sound that had been echoing as if he was in a deep cave returned to being clear. Slowly, the mumbling pink lips and the white cream next to it entered his sight.


  “Uhuhuhh… So tasty.”


  Kaeul was nomming down the cake with cream all over her lips, and when their eyes met, she went, “Uun?” as she scooped up the cake with her fork and gave it to him.


  “Here you gooo.”


  “I wasn’t asking for it.”


  “I know. But hereee. Hurry up.”


  “It’s fine. You have it.”


  “Ahjussi. As expected, when you’re feeling down,”


  Sweet stuff is the best.


  He was about to say that but stopped, and checked his expression. There was an indifferent look on his face – it seemed that he was just thinking things.


  When he tried to take the fork from her hands, she pulled her hands back.


  “Uuunn, you’re being so cold!”


  “Give it to me.”


  Kaeul dodged his hand and made him grab nothing but thin air. He tried to take the fork again but she kept pulling her hands back.


  “…”


  “Hehe. Here!”


  “I don’t feel like eating now.”


  “Ahh~ Why why!”


  “You eat it.”


  “Ahhnnng~~ I’m sorry. Eat it, eat it. Okay? Nn?”


  He snatched the fork away as Kaeul grumbled, “Seriously, being so cold!” in response. He put the cake into his mouth but it did not make him feel anything special. The story about sweet food making you feel better was something he still couldn’t understand.


  “How do you feel, how do you feel? It like, makes you feel much better right?”


  With flickering eyes, Kaeul pressed him for a reply.


  Does it make me feel better?


  No idea.


  But the expectation overflowing out of her eyes was too much for him to reply with something like that, so he said what he would have usually said in response.


  “⬛⬛⬛⬛.”


  ***


  There was something Gyeoul was recently curious about.


  Yu Jitae was strange.


  Very very slightly strange.


  He was so similar to how he had always been so she didn’t know what exactly was off about him, but that was the feeling she got.


  When he returned to the dormitory with Kaeul, Gyeoul scratched her head a bit before walking up to Yu Jitae. She then tried waving her hand left and right. “…Hello?” she said and he waved back after resting his eyes on her.


  “Hello.”


  Meanwhile, Gyeoul carefully observed everything including his face, voice and gesture.


  He’s the same as always!


  Then why is it that I’m feeling like this?


  Looking at him, she reached her arms out as he naturally bent his knees and his back while outreaching his left arm. Gyeoul sat with her bum on his arm as he raised her up in a flash. She tried placing her nose on the business shirt he always wore. He smelled like him – the smell of urban alleyways after the rain.


  This too was the same.


  Going to the sofa, he placed her down next to Bom and returned to his room. Gyeoul turned towards the only one with her on the sofa, Bom, who was reading a book.


  She threw a glance at Yu Jitae’s room before carefully opening her mouth.


  “…Unni.”


  “Nn.”


  “…Ahjussi.”


  “Nn.”


  “…Isn’t he …slighly strange?”


  Bom turned her eyes and faced Gyeoul.


  “Why do you think so?”


  “…I don’t know.”


  Gyeoul explained her recent thoughts to Bom. 


  Yu Jitae was slightly strange, but upon a close inspection, he wasn’t that different from how he usually was. It’s not like he appeared as if he was being chased by something like before either… or like, unstable or anything like that?


  Ahh I don know, but anyway, he was strange!


  Bom blinked her eyes after listening to her words. She then carefully opened her mouth with a cautious voice and word choice.


  “I’m not too sure.”


  “…Really?”


  “Nn. He must be quite busy. There are a lot of things happening at the Association recently.”


  “…”


  Is that so?


  After that, Bom chose words that would put Gyeoul at ease and the child felt a little more comfortable after being half-convinced by her words.


  “Don’t worry too much about it.”


  “…Nn nn.”


  *


  But still, let’s just ask.


  With that in mind, Gyeoul knocked on Kaeul’s door. “Uung~” Her voice echoed from inside so Gyeoul walked in and found her swirling a magic hula hoop. 


  “…What are you doing?”


  “Exercise! What’s wrong? Is there something to say?”


  Gyeoul shared the same concern with her. Ahjussi is somewhat strange, but is actually not strange and that was just the feeling she got – after hearing that, Kaeul placed her finger on her lips and appeared to be deep in thought.


  “Is it like when our ahjussi suddenly turned super strange before?”


  “…A little, different, to that.”


  “Really?”


  Kaeul contemplated while twirling her golden hair. She was wearing a frown and a pout on her lips as if she couldn’t think of something concrete.


  “I don’t know.”


  “…Was there, something strange, recently?”


  “Just…”


  That was when something flashed past her mind – the conversation she had with Yu Jitae just then at the cafe and his questions that were slightly unusual.


  What was different? Kaeul contemplated and found the answer.


  Yu Jitae’s usual conversation had no objective. It was rare for him to interrogate about or probe into something in his everyday conversations but this time, he seemed to have had a clear ‘objective’ as he asked various questions.


  Why was ahjussi curious about my thoughts on lies?


  …Why?


  There definitely were certain aspects that weighed on her mind the deeper she thought about it. There was also that oddly gloomy look on his face.


  “Uum. No clue…”


  But Kaeul decided to not talk about it. If he had something he was concerned about and wasn’t telling Gyeoul about it, it wouldn’t be right for her to chat about it with Gyeoul.


  That was what she learned from seeing and hearing his actions and words during their time together.


  Kaeul understood the world by seeing Yu Jitae.


  “Don’t worry too much about it…!”


  “…Nn.”


  Thus, she kept his secret to herself.


  Like how he would sometimes keep her secrets to himself.


  *


  As she had expected, she got nothing but consolation. Bom and Kaeul said it was fine and that there was nothing to worry about.


  It put her mind at a slight ease. But on the other hand, there was still doubt remaining in her mind and the desire for knowledge that had stemmed from that doubt had yet to be fulfilled so Gyeoul knocked on Yeorum’s door.


  Aht, she wasn’t back from training yet.


  So Gyeoul had to send her a message.


  [Me: Unni]


  She got a reply after waiting for a long time.


  [Yu Yeorum: Yo]


  Gyeoul suddenly didn’t feel like asking her but held it in and asked if she found anything strange about ahjussi recently.


  Meanwhile,


  At a certain VVIP personal training room at Haytling, Yeorum who was washing her face after her training session went thinking for a while.


  Was Yu Jitae strange…


  …


  Looking back, there indeed was something strange about him.


  An example was during the reflex anger management training a few days ago when he was pouring out false hatred at her.


  His eyes looked as if there was something he hoped from her as she got more and more angry.


  Was that the eyes of a teacher looking at the growth of their disciple? You know, like how readers want to cheer for the protagonist of a manga…?


  She glossed over it back then since that was what she thought.


  But when she actually did control the aggressiveness, he appeared slightly flustered. Even though it was only for a split second, it was a gaze she couldn’t understand and had remained in her memories as a rather bugging situation.


  1. Yu Jitae wanted something from her.


  2. She thought it was the growth through her control over emotions that he wanted but that didn’t seem to be the case.


  3. Thus, he looked quite disappointed / flustered.


  4. Then what? What should I have done for Yu Jitae?


  Yeorum scratched her head after a deep thought.


  Oh well whatever…


  Like he said, she succeeded at the training, and could now use the onion core with 10 lifted seals freely and he was happy for her success.


  In such a thick period of everyday life, Yu Jitae, a man whom she thought she had gotten super close to who was yet still difficult to understand, showing an odd response for a split moment was not that big of a deal.


  What about it? He’s just that type of person.


  Yeorum fully trusted him now.


  [Me: Idk]


  [Idiot with a Blue Future: -.-]
[Idiot with a Blue Future: I’m serious]


  [Me: I’m telling you I have no idea]


  [Idiot with a Blue Future: Really? There’s nothing?]


  [Me: Ye]


  [Idiot with a Blue Future: So I don’t have to worry about anything?]


  [Me: No]
[Me: You can worry about everything by yourself lol]


  [Idiot with a Blue Future: -.-]


  [Me: But like, what’s with this shit]
[Me: Get rid of those emotes alright? Stop pretending to be cute]


  [Idiot with a Blue Future: o.o?]
[Idiot with a Blue Future: What’s wrong o.o]
[Idiot with a Blue Future: What’s wrong with this O.O …]
[Idiot with a Blue Future: O.O Lol]


  [Me: Goodbye]


  [Idiot with a Blue Future: Soz soz…]
[Idiot with a Blue Future: O.O;;]


  – You have blocked Idiot with a Blue Future –


  ***


  There was one thing that was strange.


  Yu Jitae pondered about what he last said to Kaeul before coming back to Unit 301.


  Kaeul asked him whether eating a cake made him feel better or not. Since she had been looking for something sweet even at the brink of death, there was probably a sense of expectation inside her that wanted him to feel the same way as her.


  He actually couldn’t empathise with her at all but since there were things he had learned throughout the daily lives, he gave a suitable response, at least from what he could remember.


  It was like, ‘⬛⬛⬛⬛’…


  He couldn’t remember it no matter how much he tried.


  One thing that was strange was that it mysteriously settled his uncomfortable mood and made him feel comfortable.


  What was happening here.


  What did I say back then…


  It was when he was pondering like that while looking at the mirror. Gyeoul walked out of her room before starting a conversation with him.


  “…Hello.”


  “Why are you saying hello again. You did that already.”


  “…Why not. Hello?”


  “Yeah. Hello.”


  Gyeoul walked in front of Yu Jitae’s legs and faced the mirror. She then played around with her own chubby cheeks with her two hands before gazing up at him through the mirror.


  Then, she carefully threw him a question.


  “…Are you feeling okay?”


  “Yeah.”


  “…Did, something happen recently?”


  “Why”


  Gyeoul slightly turned her eyes away from his eyes before asking with a voice filled with concern.


  “…It just, felt …like there was something.”


  It might be that the quick-witted Gyeoul had sensed something strange just like Bom who could naturally see through things. But oddly enough, he was feeling okay now and he had to calm the child down.


  After thinking of the correct response in a time like this, he let it out of his mouth.


  “⬛’⬛ ⬛⬛⬛⬛. ⬛⬛⬛’⬛ ⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛.”


  “…Really?”


  He hesitantly paused before reopening his mouth.


  “⬛⬛⬛.”
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  Words were censored as if such words had never even existed in his mind.


  He finally realised the situation he was in.


  Something similar had occurred in the past.


  In the 2nd iteration, the precious woman whom he had promised the future with was killed by a demon in his stead. Back then, he ended his life from shock and dejection by committing suicide.


  And at the start of his next life, the word ‘Ha Saetbyul’ had turned into a long blank for Yu Jitae. He had completely forgotten the very existence of Ha Saetbyul.


  In the 3rd iteration, on a certain day as he vomited on top of a monster’s dead body, crumbled on the spot with fingers cut off in his battle against a demon, he sat down on the field all by himself gazing up at the sky.


  He asked himself. What am I doing here? The name floating up in my head, ⬛⬛ ⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛ – who is that person?


  The same thing was happening again.


  Born a human,


  Who started to go beyond the boundary of a human through the 3rd iteration.


  Yu Jitae noticed that the state of a mental illness stemmed from daily life.


  Going further beyond a superhuman and by becoming a true superhuman in the true sense of the word, and after covering his glass-like mental state with a barrier of metal, he became distant from all sorts of mental diseases.


  That should have been the case but… He could not have guessed that it would remanifest inside his mind after retrieving the lost daily life. 


  He decided to conduct an experiment.


  Yu Jitae called Gyeoul and made her sit in front of him.


  “Gyeoul.”


  “…Yes?”


  “I hope you live a happy life.”


  “…?”


  Gyeoul nodded with a smile on her face.


  His words were properly delivered without fail up to here, because those were his sincere thoughts.


  “And I wish you and I would ⬛⬛⬛⬛ ⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛ ⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛.”


  “…!”


  After that, he let out words that were completely against his actual thoughts. Both during and after the speech, he couldn’t clearly guess what it was that he was saying.


  But Gyeoul was surprised in return and looked back at him with circular eyes. She then gave a bright smile as she approached him and wrapped her arms around his belly.


  While repeatedly bumping her head into his belly, she replied.


  “…Me too.”


  As expected, it did convey the meaning.


  He wasn’t talking gibberish and that was why Gyeoul was showing him gestures of affection.


  It was an intentional lie and those would have been the best words for Gyeoul. He was intentionally trying to say such words and that meant that the meaning had gone across, but not knowing what he was actually saying might become a big problem later on.


  Lowering his body, he met his eyes with the child and asked.


  “What did I say just then?”


  “…Nn?”


  “Please repeat what I just said to you.”


  “…Ah. …That you wish, you, and I would ⬛⬛⬛⬛… ⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛, ⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛⬛.”


  The simple method did not work and each of the syllables she was saying sounded squashed. Even though it was through the mouth of someone else, his brain filtered the information the moment it realised it was his own words.


  “Can you try writing it down.”


  “…Sorry? Why?”


  Gyeoul looked at him as if he was strange.


  “I ⬛⬛⬛⬛ to ⬛⬛⬛⬛ ⬛⬛⬛⬛…”


  Trying to give a false excuse immediately made it impossible for him to check his own words. He stopped his mouth and pondered a little before saying a sentence that did not contain any falsehood.


  “Please. I want to see it in your handwriting.”


  This one worked just fine.


  Gyeoul displayed the watch’s hologram in the air and started writing letters with her finger.


  [You and I ⬛⬛⬛⬛…]


  The words were dim and hazy.


  This much was within his expectations.


  But his intention was in seeing the trajectory of her fingers which might allow him to understand what was being written. That was the objective of this experiment.


  However, this too did not work. Even the pathing of her fingers was wavering. Her fingers should be moving in a certain pattern if she was writing letters but the flow was very unnatural as if everything was going in a different order. It appeared like a computer screen with low frames per second.


  There was no way Gyeoul’s fingers would be moving like that so it must be the process of his brain deceiving him.


  It was telling him to stay unaware.


  “…Is dat okay?”


  “…”


  He didn’t reply and instead he simply caressed her head.


  Gyeoul then used her watch to look up the prices of houses on the internet. Her startled face was the result of the search.


  Why was she looking up houses?


  He was put in a tough spot. No matter how hard he thought about it, he couldn’t tell the reason…


  His head turned heavy. Like wetted cotton it weighed down.


  All the relationships were forged on falsehood.


  The moment those lies crumble would be the moment everything he had strenuously built up in the 7th iteration would come crashing down. That was why he faced away from it. He denied it and ignored the truth.


  But the issue was that the sense of guilt he had been laboriously turning away from had come to the surface through Bom, Yeorum and Kaeul. 


  His world shook. His built-up history started to push him off the cliff.


  His mind after feeling the crisis obstructed falsehood from him from the very foundation, like how it did with Ha Saetbyul of the distant past.


  “Gyeoul.”


  “…Yes?”


  “Can you help me a little.”


  After various other experiments, he had no choice but to admit it.


  “Thanks for helping me.”


  “…Is dat everything? …Is it enough?”


  “⬛⬛⬛.”


  He could no longer control his lies.


  *


  Despite everything, he wasn’t in a bad mood.


  In fact, it was making him feel quite comfortable.


  The reason his mind was trying to deceive him like this was to settle his emotions. It was a struggle for survival from impending death. 


  If the reality is unchangeable, then deny it altogether – it was a decent self-defence mechanism.


  ‘Every issue is due to the sense of guilt which exists due to ‘lies’ so Yu Jitae that does not know of lies does not need to feel any sense of guilt.’


  This ridiculous hoax of his unconsciousness was untangling the sense of guilt that had been binding him up. There was nothing more unproductive than being pained by one’s own hypocrisy so he left his unconsciousness to do what it wanted to do.


  You will definitely become happy.


  That was what the Vintage Clock had told him and that was the only thing he could trust in.


  His mind was still chaotic but before long, guilt and whatever no longer became any important. An event that would shake Yu Jitae’s long life from its core happened after a few days.


  It was at Myu’s underground isolation room.


  ***


  It was on a certain summer day as the land had a gentle breeze with warm sunlight shining from above. The sky immediately after the rain contained a clear and beautiful rainbow.


  Beautiful like the sign of a covenant from someone.


  At the Association; 


  At a nearby park were children who had followed their parents playing among themselves in groups. Their pleasant chuckling voices echoed all across, as low grade agents exhausted from work watched the peaceful scenery with smiles.


  One agent who suddenly felt emotional opened his mouth.


  If a miracle would happen to someone one day, wouldn’t today be the day?


  The agent was scolded by his superior who condemned him for having flowers in his head. 


  But in truth, the day was proving to be a miraculous day for someone.


  At the underground isolation room of the Association, [Shapeless Sword] was rotating as a small electric chainsaw and cut through the tough ribs of the dragon. The ambient dragon heart shaped like a gem was placed within the complex array of organs in the same place as a human heart which it was mimicking.


  Myu opened the eyes she had closed and faced the man. She could see a pale skin underneath his tidy hair as well as his focused and unblinking eyes.


  Today’s experiment was unusual and different. His hands were delicate with deep consideration within.


  In her eyes, he was quite strange these days. He was still as brusque as before on the outside but the experiments changed every time. Once he would hurriedly move his fingers as if he was in a bad mood and would sometimes move them joyously as if he was in a good mood.


  And yet today it was different altogether.


  Thinking that, Myu whispered.


  “How bizarre, My Nemesis.”


  “Why.”


  “Have you found something? You have become very careful as if you are doing a surgery on your baby puppy.”


  He moved his hands without replying back. 


  As expected, his hands were very cautious. He had always been as precise as a machine but the method was a lot different.


  It was as if he was treating her as someone precious. It was such a big difference from before: so delicate and precious to a slightly shocking degree that it made her feel as if she was receiving affection. Would this be the hands of a devoted husband doing a surgery on his wife?


  …Why am I thinking such things while my heart is being ripped apart? How disgusting.


  Thinking that, Myu clicked her tongue.


  “Tch… I am not in a very positive mood.”


  “What now.”


  “Since when were you so considerate of me? It is unpleasant that you are pretending to be delicate after all this time. And thinking of all the experiments you have done coarsely when you could have done it like this from the start irritates me even more.”


  “…”


  “Because of that, you are ruining my mood right now.”


  “…”


  “Anything to say to me?”


  “…Yeah. My bad.”


  Myu was slightly surprised and frowned, wondering what was seriously wrong with this lunatic.


  “Is there something inside?”


  “…”


  “Have you found something from my heart?”


  “…”


  Yu Jitae remained silent.


  “Say something. Am I not talking to you right now.”


  It was the same even when Myu irritatedly grabbed a handful of his hair. His hair remained intact and he stayed still like a statue.


  Is he ignoring me?


  Or is he completely mental now?


  But Myu soon realised that he was in an outrageous level of concentration right now. The procedure of the experiment was not much different from how it always was but the result seemed to have been different this time.


  Therefore, Myu quietly released his hair.


  What did this lunatic find inside the heart?


  Even she was curious at this point.


  .


  .


  .


  But his concentration continued to a crazy extent. This experiment was unlike the usual experiments that ended at around 4 hours and 8 hours at max.


  For almost 3 entire days, he continued staring at Myu’s heart with repetitive experiments. His eyes nor his expression changed in that span of time and from one point, even his breath came to a stop.


  Myu was starting to feel frustrated.


  What was so different this time that he was doing something like this?


  “Hey, My Nemesis.


  “How long are you going to continue doing this?


  “It is time for me to feed my dog. How about you stop here?”


  Her questions were met with silence.


  “You should be fully aware that this will only prolong my vacation. Did you not shout at me from a mere 3-day vacation just because you did not like it?”


  Silence yet again. It seemed that Yu Jitae could not even hear her voice. In fact, it even seemed at a glance that he did not even exist in this place.


  Immersion. 


  A ridiculous level of immersion was controlling both his body and mind.


  “I truly have gotten as unlucky as I could have been… This reminds me once again.”


  Although the experiment was done kindly with the pain being less than a quarter compared to the usual ones, it was still the process of ripping through flesh, crushing bones and twisting the mana out of place. Her body resembling a human had its nerves sensitively rising up. The skin all across her body turned red as her body shivered. She was starting to feel cold due to the malfunctioning nerves.


  Spending five days in that state was enough to gradually push even Myu to mental fatigue. 


  “I cannot withstand this anymore,


  “I will have to go to sleep.”


  One week after the start of the experiment, Myu could no longer withstand it and closed her eyes.


  Closing her eyes she could see a sweet dream in front of her.


  Because there will be a one-month vacation waiting for her to wake up. 


  .


  .


  .


  But Myu was appalled when she woke up from her long slumber.


  Yu Jitae was still continuing the experiment.


  The dragon looked over its mental clock – it had been almost 2 weeks already. How was the experiment still taking place? At this point it was dumbfounding let alone frustrating.


  “Hey.


  “My Nemesis.


  “Have you seriously gone insane?


  “How long are you going to continue with this, hnn?


  “Tell me, why is it that it is not coming to an end!


  “Do you not hear me?”


  Myu rolled a fist and struck Yu Jitae by his head.


  Her fist was the one that hurt instead.


  Seeing that Yu Jitae was still motionless, Myu could no longer endure it and lowered her hand to grab onto his hands. With her other hand, she covered her opened body in an attempt to interfere with the experiment.


  Slowly, his eyes that were blankly immersed in the experiment regained its focus.


  Yu Jitae looked at her hand with a hazy gaze, and looked at the wrist connecting on from that hand, before slowly carrying his gaze across the arm and the shoulder to at last reach her face.


  Their eyes met. The movement of a non-human imitating a human – that inorganic movement of gaze gave her goosebumps.


  “Get rid, of your hand.”


  He replied with an inarticulate voice.


  That short interaction damaged her pride. She had never felt such fear ever since she was born as a dragon.


  However, upon closer inspection, she realised that his reaction was slightly strange. His gaze was shivering and so were the hands that were forced to stop the experiment after being grabbed by her own. 


  He was shuddering.


  A shudder…


  Similar to trepidation even.


  Such was the nature of the shivering she could feel from his hands.


  “Your hand.”


  Something exceeding madness could be felt from his gaze and it made her think that there would be nothing odd even if she were to be killed right at this moment. Even though she still had an indifferent look on her face, this time she was truly frightened and had to remove her hands while glancing at his face.


  Why in the world was he like this?


  .


  .


  .


  It was only after another day that Myu finally understood it.


  “…”


  After finishing the experiment and carefully healing the opened chest, he interlocked his fingers as if in a prayer with his eyes gazing down at her. Myu asked, ‘So what in the world is it? You damn lunatic,’ and Yu Jitae softly muttered with shivering lips.


  ‘I found it…’ was what he said.
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  He opened his eyes.


  In front he could see the face of Myu who had fallen back to sleep. After covering her body with a gown, he placed a blanket over her body.


  Despite having finished the experiment, he did not leave. As if stapled on the ground with a nail, he stood still for a long time.


  Even though he wanted to walk forward, his feet refused to leave the ground and his blank mind did not know where he was supposed to go.


  Passing through his mind were many things.


  In the distant past, there was a time when he had dreamed of this instant; that there would come a day where he would discover how to send the baby dragons back home; that strenuously trying to the brink of death would some time end this loathsome regression. 


  That was what he used to think in the past,


  But that day never came.


  Later he was lost, thinking that such a moment would never come to him. It was when a failure was followed by another failure as a sense of defeat was built upon defeat. 


  In those times, even the dreams during his sleep would tell him that such a moment would never come. Waking up, he would show resentment at the non-existent gods. How wretched is it, that I cannot even achieve what I want in my dreams?


  Getting angry changed nothing.


  After that, he no longer felt a sense of defeat even from failures. It later made him think that cutting the chain of regression was something that cannot be done by a mere individual human.


  His heart no longer felt rushed after letting go of his greed and emotions. Some time in the future – whether it was possible or not no longer mattered – something would surely come up along the road. He started to bear such carefree thoughts in his mind.


  But nothing came up along the road.


  His life was a voyage.


  The world surrounding him was a vastly large and wide ocean, and a night sky of the first lunar phase with not a single twinkling star. There was no current in the water with everything beyond a one-inch mark being dark; crying out one’s loneliness was not even met with an echo; and shivering through the endless coldness of the night waiting for a non-rising sun in vain. 


  It was a wintery night at the ocean.


  Even the direction to head in was vague. No-one in the world told him anything.


  He was all alone.


  But even then, he proceeded on.


  Inside the dark world, soaked by the storm, knocked apart in the tempest, and sometimes withstanding the tackles of the enormous monsters.


  He proceeded forward. He had to go forward.


  And today, just then.


  His partially wrecked ship managed to reach a port.


  “…”


  Yu Jitae looked down at his two hands and tried moving each of his ten fingers.


  It wasn’t the time to be excited yet…


  There was still a long road ahead of him. It was still night outside and some things could not be seen through the veil of darkness. 


  It wasn’t the time to rush things, and there was no reason to create a fuss.


  “…”


  Sitting next to Myu, he closed his eyes. He restarted his stopped heart and also began pumping his paused lungs.


  He went over the situation again.


  There were a total of 9 ‘authority organs’ inside the [Origin Fragment]. From those, the two most important organs in sending the baby dragons back home were [Emergency Summon] and [Long-distance Dimensional Intersection].


  [Emergency Summon] contained the coordinates of the other world, Askalifa and the [Long-distance Dimensional Intersection] contained the ‘power’ that could force an intersection between the distant dimensions.


  Easier put, [Emergency Summon] was the navigation while [Long-distance Dimensional Intersection] was the engine.


  However, the two organs were being protected by the [Will of the Ancient One] and this was something that could not be broken that easily. But in this experiment, Yu Jitae had finally managed to crush through the Will of the Ancient One that was protecting the [Long-distance Dimensional Intersection].


  Something strange was that it wasn’t broken purely thanks to Yu Jitae’s abilities. The Will of the Ancient One blocking the road to [Long-distance Dimensional Intersection] had a crack on it already.


  This was presumed to be due to Myu being a mutant dragon.


  Thanks to that, he now knew the operating principle of the engine that would send the baby dragons back home as well as its functioning mechanism.


  However, his attempt at crushing the [Emergency Summon] using the same method was met with a failure. The [Will of the Ancient One] protecting it was as tough as usual and could not be broken with ease.


  All he had to do now was break through the [Emergency Summon] to find the coordinates of Askalifa where the baby dragons would be returning to and…


  He knew how to approach the problem.


  Now he needed to find a day to change the powers protecting Myu into a comprehensible shape using [Conceptualisation (SS)] and dive into the world.


  This was something he had already mentioned to Myu.


  And in that world, if he could successfully untangle the [Will of the Ancient One], that would mean both the navigation and the engine would be ready.


  And, that would in turn mean…


  “…”


  A night sky faded by the curtain of darkness. At the tip of the horizon, he could finally see something – not the countless ports of deserted islands that he had seen multiple times but something definite that was urging him to come.


  “…”


  It was when he was sitting on the spot quietly imagining the future that a message was sent to his watch.


  [Oscar Brzenk: Do you have time?]


  It was the message of the long-awaited guest.


  ***


  A man with blonde hair and blue eyes walked into the office with light enveloping him.


  He was world’s official Rank 1, Sovereign, Oscar Brzenk.


  A few months ago, Yu Jitae had asked him to look for the Vintage Clock, which had disappeared somewhere, because a sovereign was the one chosen by Providence and was the only existence that could enter the [Temple of Providence].


  Like a knight being granted the title by a king, a superhuman would be granted the position of a sovereign by Providence at that place. Yu Jitae had also become a sovereign once in the past and that was why he knew about that area.


  The [Temple of Providence] was an extremely occlusive location that even Yu Jitae could not approach. Therefore, Oscar Brzenk was the only one in this current time that could look for the traces of the disappeared Vintage Clock.


  They shared simple greetings but Oscar Brzenk did not have a good look on his face.


  “The Judges of Providence were blocking the entry to the Temple.”


  Judges were the ones protecting the Vintage Clock.


  It was a bizarre turn of events.


  “Judges blocking the entry to the Temple?”


  The Judges were the ones that decided on the right and the wrong within Providence and what was wrong would be given to the sovereigns to take care of. They were like teachers giving homework.


  There should have been no reason for them to interfere with the entry to the Temple.


  “Seems they really don’t like someone.”


  Despite saying that, Yu Jitae was quite puzzled because Oscar Brzenk was like a model student as a sovereign.


  “Yes. They really don’t. Those inflexible guys ignored the procedures, threw things at my face and fought between themselves. They even expelled me to an outside dimension for three months telling me to not get involved in this matter. It is not easy to be hated like that…”


  Yu Jitae, who knew the workload of a sovereign, gave a hazy smile. Those that knew about everything would even say as a joke that after slaves at a corn farm and PhD students come sovereigns.


  However, Oscar Brzenk added with a serious look on his face.


  “Not me, but you.”


  “What? You mean me?” Yu Jitae replied.


  “Yes. What in the world have you done?”


  “Are you saying your entry to the Temple was blocked because of me?”


  Oscar Brzenk turned all the more serious.


  “As I’ve said, I’ve been in exile for 3 months thanks to someone. The Judges were, as is commonly said, out of their minds. I know the ‘Lord of Time Providence’ cherishes you so I’ve never brought this up but now I must. What in the world are you?”


  Yu Jitae gave a slight frown. Slowly, he swept through his lower lips with his fingers.


  “Time traveller.”


  “Damn it. This is not the time for jokes.”


  Oscar Brzenk smiled as if it was absurd.


  A few seconds went by.


  Yu Jitae still had an indifferent look on his face, and Oscar Brzenk’s smile turned rigid with time.


  “……Who is aware of this?”


  “I have said it to the houseowner.”


  “Chaliovan? Did that gossip-lover stay quiet?”


  “Even a stray dog knows how to value its life. More importantly, I want you to share more stories about the Temple of Providence.”


  Chaliovan does not die, and that was the reason he had a loud mouth. Yu Jitae was implying that he could kill him so Oscar Brzenk had to swallow his curiosity to continue.


  “There is nothing much else to say. The road to the Temple of Providence was blocked so there was nothing I could find.”


  “How meaningless of a time have you spent. Is that the conclusion after several months of searching?”


  “Three months of which had gone to waste thanks to someone.”


  “Then tell me a little more about that at least,” said Yu Jitae.


  “About which?”


  “It is true that I’ve done things here and there that would incite hatred, but none of it should have affected the Judges.”


  Oscar Brzenk shook his head.


  “I have no idea about the details. But the feeling I received…”


  He carefully chose the right words and added.


  “…They seemed ‘infuriated’ in the literal sense of the word.”


  “How does it make sense for a Transcendent Authority to be infuriated?”


  “That’s what I am getting at. They do not have a personality, and yet they were angry as if they did.”


  It was strange.


  A ‘Transcendent Authority (EX)’ was different from an existence.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] agrees.>


  Even though they might act as if they have a personality, it simply does not exist in their design. An authority was shaped like an articulately crafted machine and was different from an existence.


  To be exact, if one wanted to become a ‘Transcendent Authority’ even for a split second, they had to erase everything they had as an ‘existence’. That was one of the reasons why Yu Jitae could not become a Transcendent Authority.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] admits.>


  So the one called Key blabbering right now was not actually the ‘Key’. Same was with the one that appeared in the shape of a black cat – they were not [Key (EX)].


  It was the same for the ‘white bird’ who flew across the Vintage Clock’s Workshop, endlessly conveying its will to Yu Jitae. That too was in fact not [Vintage Clock (EX)].


  This was something he realised a long time ago.


  ‘Transcendent Authorities’ were the ones supporting the world’s Providence. There was no way that such existences would act like a child, like a friend or like a parent or a teacher.


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] consents.>


  Then what are you?


  <The Authority, [Key (EX)] keeps it to itself.>


  That was how it was always like. Even the Vintage Clock was the same.


  In any case, those ‘existences’ that represented the personalities of the authorities while living off them tended to affect the surroundings as well. Looking back at the time he was a sovereign, that was probably the case.


  So why in the world were the Judges angry?


  What made the subordinates serving the king infuriated…


  Going down his line of thought.


  His intuitions led him,


  To the worst possible scenario.


  “…”


  His hazy gaze lowered down to the table in front. Drenched in an icy bucket of cold water, his emotions sank as he felt blood flowing out of his head.


  Something that should never have happened might have occurred.


  As delicate as the topic was for Yu Jitae, so was it for Oscar Brzenk who had become a sovereign by being granted the title from Vintage Clock. 


  The middle-aged man with gold hair and blue eyes in his 40s groaned, thinking of the unthinkable result that might be within the Temple of Providence. Without saying anything, and without any expression, he was furious despite not being moved by his emotions.


  There was no target for his fury. It might be because of Yu Jitae, or the Judges, or perhaps some other being outside of his comprehension.


  Fury without a direction was like a void. The sovereign dispersed his emotions with a long sigh.


  
The subordinates serving the king revolting as a group:


  It might be because something had happened to the king who taught them personalities.


  
There was nothing certain yet.


  “I shall look into it once again. I will contact you as soon as I return.”


  “Are you trying to play around for another 3 months?”


  “Damn it. Stop saying such a horrendous thing. It felt as horrid as being soaked in some disgusting garbage. I would love to face away from this but there is nothing else that can be done.”


  Yu Jitae called him as he was about to stand back up.


  “Hey.”


  “What is it.”


  “Head to the dimension, [Hill of Stars] and take the [Key to the Mechanical Garden].”


  “Key to the Mechanical Garden?”


  “Think of it as a master key for the Temple of Providence. You should be able to recognise it immediately since it is an incredible artifact.”


  <[Key (EX)]: ME?>


  No.


  <[Key (EX)]: SAD.>


  “…At least it will be able to open the back door of the Temple for sure, so use that if you must.”


  “How do you–”


  It seemed that he was about to ask how he knew all that but changed his mind after remembering the word ‘time traveller’. Waving his hand, Oscar Brzenk disappeared into the golden veil of light.


  Left alone, Yu Jitae slightly felt something resembling a sense of loss.


  In his mind floated the white bird who was flying across the Vintage Clock’s Workshop. The small and white bird who had become his friend from his youth. The guy disappearing meant that Yu Jitae had lost his oldest friend.


  This was what Vintage Clock said immediately before it disappeared.


  [You will. Definitely. Become happy.]


  What did it know, and what did it see?


  Since it had been with him for a very long time, Vintage Clock should know the form of ‘happiness’ that he was yearning for. However, the standard of happiness was something that differed for every existence.


  Then what was the ‘definitely happy’ Yu Jitae in Vintage Clock’s vision looking like?


  Ending his line of thought, Yu Jitae raised his body.


  It was now time to go find the answer to that question.
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  The power with its own will that can analyse everything abstract and substitute them into something comprehensible. The authority that allows one to overcome humanity’s limit in insight.


  [Conceptualisation (SS)]


  It worked like this.


  [Conceptualisation (SS): Comfort]


  Adding a target into it immediately flipped Yu Jitae’s world upside down.


  At the same time, the baby dragons appeared in front of his eyes. Sitting around the table together having a meal: mouths chirping with sound; hands trying to feed him food and eyes asking him how to eat some of the food they were unfamiliar with… Time went by with them whispering and chattering to each other.


  This was the mirror image of ‘comfort’ that was seen through the lens of [Conceptualisation (SS)].


  “…”


  It was a dark night that day due to the moon hiding its presence.


  Sitting down at the highest place of the residential area, the clock tower, he gazed down at the world. 


  He activated Conceptualisation,


  And entered a few words as the target.


  [Conceptualisation (SS): My Dream]


  With him at the centre, everything ranging from the distant skies to the nearby objects turned upside down. Before long, a dark world appeared all around him as he was sitting down on top of a certain boat.


  He could hear the calm splashes of the ocean but his eyes could not find anything in this world no matter how far they faced. Looking up did not let him find any stars nor the moon and there was nothing but void in his eyes.


  From time to time, the authority Conceptualisation tended to direct its user towards the answer. However, adding ‘my dream’ into Conceptualisation was unable to show him any solution. 


  That was how it used to be.


  For several times, and several dozens of times but…


  Leaving the port, the boat was once again floating adrift but the immense basis called ‘Myu’s heart’ had started directing him towards a path for the very first time.


  Raising his eyes, he gazed off into a distance.


  Look. Off in the far distance somewhere within the darkness – isn’t there something definite that was even darker standing tall oozing with presence?


  As if telling him to come…


  *


  Things wouldn’t end in a day or two after going inside.


  The flow of time might be different. Although at least it wouldn’t last several years, it might reach a few months if drawn out. 


  Therefore, Yu Jitae summoned the highest executives of the Association and made them aware of his absence.


  Various preparations had long been finished all for this moment. Chaliovan the head of the Association, Valentine the Witch and BM, as well as Clone 2 who had now absorbed roughly 10% of Yu Jitae’s power, that was now as strong as the addition of the Witch and BM. The military might of the Association was enough to protect the world even if the Last Night was to befall them.


  “I will trust you all.”


  Even though the damage might be immense, they won’t be annihilated.


  For him, that was more than enough.


  After ending the conference at the Association, he returned to Unit 301. He told them that he would be away for a month or two. The mature Bom and Yeorum simply bid him farewell but Kaeul continued whinging that 2 months was too long while Gyeoul looked as if the world had crumbled in front of her.


  “…Do you have to go?”


  He had to.


  There would be no problem in terms of safety because Clone 1 and the protector will be their guards. With the two of them here, no-one in this place would die even if the catastrophe-ranked demons were to all come at once. Never.


  For him, that was more than enough.


  “See you.”


  “…”


  Right before leaving the dormitory, Gyeoul reached her two arms forward. He raised her up into the air as Gyeoul wrapped her arms around his neck. ‘…Can we, go together?’ She still seemed reluctant but he said no in return. ‘…Wait.’ Saying that, Gyeoul went into Yu Jitae’s room and came out carrying the music box that was decorating the desk.


  “…”


  Since it was her gift, she was telling him to play it whenever he thought of her so he received the music box from her.


  Walking out of Unit 301, he was about to face his feet once again to the Association but that was when Bom started walking towards him from the other side of the corridor.


  With an emotionless look that seemed like a slight pout at a glance,


  Bom walked towards him,


  And raised her heels.


  He embraced her as Bom matched her lips with his. After a light and soft kiss, Bom retreated a little and said with her eyes looking up at him.


  “We’ll be lonely.”


  “It won’t take long.”


  “You have to come back four times faster. Only one person is leaving but there are four people waiting so if you come late, it will become a sea of tears.”


  “Don’t worry. I will come back immediately once the task is over.”


  Bom opened her mouth with a calm yet slightly bitter voice. 


  “Do you know why no-one asked about the reason?”


  “Why?”


  It was something he hadn’t thought about.


  “Recently, Gyeoul said that something was slightly strange about oppa. And she went around asking me, Yeorum and Kaeul if there was anything off about you.”


  He gave a curt reply.


  “And what happened.”


  “I listened to them in secret and all three of us said we had no idea. Funny isn’t it. All four of us knew but three of us told the same lie as if we had discussed it beforehand to console one young child. Everyone now trusts that there has to be a reason why you have to leave, and that you will return for sure even if you do leave.”


  “Thanks. I won’t be too late so don’t worry about it.”


  “Please don’t feel burdened by us and finish your work. Gyeoul should be fine if I soothe her well.”


  He faintly smiled as Bom returned a similar smile while murmuring, ‘Or not.’


  “…Maybe Gyeoul should be the one soothing me.”


  In that awkward situation, he caressed her cheek with his fingers and used his thumb to wipe the glistening saliva off of her lips. Bom, who was driving him into a corner, looked slightly away from embarrassment.


  But she still opened her mouth to ask a question.


  “It’s not like you want to leave, right?”


  It was a difficult question to answer.


  When he remained silent, her red lips opened once again demanding him for a quick reply but instead of giving her what she wanted, he gave her a kiss. Bom opened her eyes wide in surprise before gradually easing her expression.


  Slowly, her eyes came to a close.


  *


  Once again, at the Association.


  All the preparations were now over.


  He headed into Myu’s isolation chamber. She had yet to fully recover and was lying there unconscious. The two Grade 0 agents waiting nearby rolled their eyes around so he sent them outside.


  That was when a large and black dog spirit beast raised its body to stare at Yu Jitae. It was the guy called ‘Season’. 


  It had been a while since Yu Jitae had stepped into the isolation room. Season the dog was wearing a harness on its chest and looked a lot tidier than he expected.


  “You should go outside as well.”


  Like the Grade 0 agents, the dog rolled its eyes trying to read the mood.


  “What are you doing. Do you not understand what I’m saying?”


  The dog lowered its tail and its head while walking around in a circle. 


  Growl… Wong, wa uunng…


  That was what the dog said in response.


  According to [Fallen Babel (S)], it was saying, ‘No I don’t want to. Please let me stay.’


  This was outside his expectation, and the way it looked was not simply better, but a lot better than what he was expecting. Taking a closer look, he could see that the dog was actually quite plump and fat. He thought Myu had taken it in to abuse and vent her anger so this was quite unexpected.


  “You can’t stay here. You will be a hindrance to an important task.”


  ‘Season’ started to growl sorrowfully as if this was a lifetime farewell with its owner and resisted by chewing on Myu’s clothes with its teeth.


  Uuuwoong auunauuunn wooong…


  “Leave.”


  In any case, he smacked it on the butt and pushed it outside leaving behind only Yu Jitae and Myu inside the isolation room.


  He stood in front of the sleeping black-haired woman.


  Living through the daily lives, he learned how to match himself to the surrounding mood and it was thanks to that that it wasn’t obvious. In truth, he was a lot more serious right now than any other time ever since the start of the 7th iteration.


  It will be a start to a very difficult journey because the target of Conceptualisation this time would be the protective authority made personally by the ‘Ancient One (EX)’ who had managed to become a transcendent authority. 


  Things will be different compared to simple concepts like ‘comfort’ and ‘my dream’. He was sure he wouldn’t fail but it would not be anything simple.


  He had to be cautious.


  From his experiments, he found a formula for [Magic Antigen] inside the Will of the Ancient One. If he failed from this ‘Conceptualisation’ by landing a weak hit on the Will of the Ancient One, it would earn the power to reject the next Conceptualisation by gaining immunity.


  Therefore, he only had one opportunity.


  Yu Jitae used the authority.


  [Conceptualisation (SS): Origin Fragment]


  The authority inside Myu’s heart that was incomprehensible and thus unbreakable reacted to Yu Jitae’s authority. 


  The world flipped and cut off Yu Jitae’s consciousness.


  ***


  He was at a foreign village by the time he reopened his eyes.


  Like a countryside town of a foreign dimension, it had crudely built houses lining up with children running around the river. A blue butterfly unhurriedly flapped its wings in front of him and landed on a flower blooming within the bush. 


  For a split second, he felt doubt.


  He was at a high altitude – it was a small village located in the middle of a mountain. Standing still, he waited as his authority started floating messages after finishing its analysis.


  +++
[Conceptualisation (SS)]
– Target: [Origin Fragment]
+++


  This village.


  It was the interpretation of Myu’s Origin Fragment analysed by Yu Jitae’s authority. At the same time, because the mana attributes embedded within the Origin Fragment had affected the materialisation of this location, this was the world form that Myu was wishing for in her dreams.


  The place appeared quite peaceful, unsuitably so for Myu of the black race, a cruel massacrer and a filthy garbage of the dimensions.


  Soon, a crevice reaching several hundreds of metres in length appeared in the achromatic sky. A horrendous sound like that of ripping flesh resonated all across as the eyelids opened, revealing the red eye within.


  The red eye scanned across the world and fixed its gaze on Yu Jitae after discovering him. The orange-coloured iris wriggled and set its focus on him.


  The guy was staring at him.


  <[Will of the Ancient One (SS)] finds the foreign being suspicious.>


  There was no way that the great transcendent authority would ignore an infiltrator.


  <The use of every authority and ability including S+ and above are restricted.>


  <Low-grade blessings and abilities that can avoid suspicion can be used.>


  As he had expected, the countless blessings and abilities protecting him seeped out. He wasn’t completely removing them and was just turning them off for a moment to escape from the doubtful gaze of the eye.


  Up to here was the explanation on the background and his current situation and the last message was related to the destination.


  <Somewhere within the [Origin Fragment] interpreted into the shape of a village lies the ‘mirror images’ of the 9 sub-authorities included within the [Will of the Ancient One (SS)].>


  <The mirror images are the mana formulae interpreted by [Conceptualisation] into forms and if this is broken, so will the [Will of the Ancient One (SS)].>


  In other words, it meant that the authority was changed to either people or furniture, and that the mana formulae that cannot be broken from outside can be physically crushed inside this place.


  <Find the hiding mirror image of the [Will of the Ancient One (SS)].>


  Yu Jitae lowered his gaze from the sky towards the village. Hundreds of existences were walking around living an entangled life. Everything revealed in front of him shaped like a human, animal or a piece of furniture were all ‘authorities’, ‘abilities’ or ‘blessings’. This was the sheer number of magic that existed in the heart of an adult dragon.


  Them talking to each other or sharing food appeared to be an interpretation of the process of giving and receiving mana organically within one body.


  The ‘mirror images’ would all be acting according to their nature.


  As if to prove that, a short boy with a large nose ran up to Yu Jitae from a distance. He waved his palm and carefully greeted him.


  “Hello?”


  “…Hello.”


  “Who are you mister?”


  <You can confirm the identity of the following ‘mirror image’ through physical contact.>


  Yu Jitae reached his hand out to the boy. In return, the boy held his hand and smelled it. A few seconds passed and Conceptualisation floated a message after identifying the boy’s identity.


  <The following mirror image is not the [Will of the Ancient One (SS)].>


  <Target: [Olfactory Identification (C+)]>


  The name of the boy appeared in his mind. The large-nosed boy in front of him had the name of the blessing that allowed one to identify an existence through the sense of smell. 


  “Hmm, it’s a familiar scent…”


  Immediately the boy turned his body around with a flick and started running to the village – he was trying to relay Yu Jitae’s information to others. Yu Jitae sneakily followed the child from behind.


  What he had to do now was simple. Firstly he had to find ‘Myu’ in this place.


  To be exact, even though it would be a spitting image of Myu, it wasn’t Myu. It was the mirror image representing Myu’s ‘personality’ that he had to find.


  From now, Yu Jitae would have to give the inside of the Origin Fragment several stirs both large and small. Some might get hurt or die in that process. Although it was fine for other authorities and abilities to be damaged during that, Myu’s personality was something that had to stay unharmed, because a personality being injured was not much different from death.


  Therefore, he had to find Myu’s personality and make it stay next to him.


  Going into the village, he could see the town had suffered from some damage. A few of the buildings had fallen apart and he could also spot a large beast that had bandages wrapped around its seemingly wounded head.


  This too was something interpreted into something Yu Jitae could understand and that was why a modern bandaging system that was unsuited for an otherworldly countryside village like this was being used to heal the head of the large monster. 


  Those symbolised the parts of the [Origin Fragment] that had been damaged from his experiment.


  The experiment itself had been conducted under Myu’s permission and that was why the authorities, blessings and abilities weren’t really hostile to him despite seeing him.


  They simply ignored him and looked away.


  So where was Myu?


  Throughout his life, he had used [Conceptualisation] multiple times and knew most of the areas that a personality would be located in. They would usually be at the highest, fanciest and the most noble areas because an individual’s personality came before authorities and whatnot.


  However, going through the village for several hours, scavenging through the probable buildings and visiting places filled with groups of mirror images did not let him find Myu’s personality.


  In doubt, he headed to other areas.


  Was the personality not being treasured in this place? Or did black dragons not have a personality in the first place?


  He was lost because it was his first time using Conceptualisation on the heart of a ‘mutant dragon’.


  After another hour, Yu Jitae coincidentally came across Myu’s personality at a place outside his expectation.


  It was at a certain dumping ground behind the village.


  Episode 100: At the End of the 1,000-year-long Voyage (4)


  It was by sheer coincidence that he went to the back of the village. 


  As he was peeking his head into all the places around the village, someone that was in the plaza came up to him.


  “Even though this village may be peaceful, it is not a place for you to behave without discretion.


  “How about you stop digging up every place?


  “You are slowly starting to get on my nerves.”
<Target: [Status]>


  The large metal humanoid said a mouthful to Yu Jitae as the ones gathered around it added a few words each.


  “He’s been at it for a while now.


  “Very uncomfortable indeed…”
<Target: [Mana Tracking (B+)]>


  “He doesn’t seem evil or useless so how about we let him be. Even though our lord does hate him, there seems to be a reason why he has to be here and it does not seem like our lord is willing to chase him out immediately as of yet.


  “However, you too must be aware that many are feeling uncomfortable because of your presence.”
<Target: [Existence Discernment (A+)]>


  “If there is something you wish, say it to me.”
<Target: [Sovereignty (S)]>


  Respectively, it was a monkey wearing glasses, a man in black and white clothes and a young woman wearing a crown that spoke to Yu Jitae. The first was an ‘ability’ that comprehended the trajectory of mana to predict its future path; the second was a ‘spell’ that helped with identifying the opponent and the third was a ‘blessing’ that granted an absolute position over one’s subordinates.


  He asked them, ‘I am looking for the ‘personality’ that should be around this place. Have you seen it somewhere’


  But the word ‘personality’ was made due to Yu Jitae’s interpretation so the blessings and authorities and whatnot did not understand his words.


  ‘No idea’ was their reply.


  “Whatever it is, I wish you would stop roaming around making noise in my ears. And also, do not speak to the bird flying across the sky if possible.”


  The metal amour, [Status], murmured.


  Now that he thought about it, there indeed was a bird restlessly flying in the sky. It had a thick beak like a pelican with rounded eyes that seemed rather fussy. He went to it and started a conversation and immediately understood why [Status] had said that.


  “Ohhng. What is it? What do you want to know?


  “I don’t know what it is, but I’m already very curious!”


  Its name was [Curiosity] – a fairly important device that allowed Myu to understand the world. This was neither an authority or a blessing, and could be seen as a mirror image of her ‘disposition’ embedded within the mana.


  “Personality? What is that? My gosh! That word is so foreign to me! Tell me what it is!”


  “You don’t know either?”


  “You seem to know it. How about you introduce it to me?”


  “…”


  In the end this guy wasn’t that helpful either, but its final words scraped past his ears.


  “Ahh! If no-one knows about it, then maybe it’s at a place where no-one is at!”


  “What does that mean.”


  “There is something I’ve always been curious about! I’ve never been to the dumping ground behind the village! I was scolded whenever I tried to go there. That place is like a taboo of our village. How about you go there?”


  “Can I go there?”


  With sparkling eyes, [Curiosity] used its wing to point somewhere. Turning his eyes he could see on the other side of the village an extremely tall cliff that appeared to have been made by cutting a mountain. Curiosity was pointing at a small structure that was placed on top of the hill – it was a pole with something resembling a bird placed on top that was looking down on the village.


  The red eyes of the bird on the pole flickered.


  “You just have to avoid that gaze.”


  Without even having to check its name, he could guess its identity because he had seen similar devices when conceptualising other existences.


  The name of that bird on a pole was probably [Rationality].


  “That guy is damn strict. It always tells everyone to stop doing this and that.”


  It was a guy that always gazed down on the entire world, trying to tune everything according to its will.


  Yu Jitae looked at that place. From the top of the tall and carved cliff, Rationality gazed at him, looking straight into his eyes.


  In the sky was the red eye still staring at him. 


  There were now two gazes facing his way.


  *


  Merging into the shadow to avoid one gaze would only end up with the other red eye opening into a circle. And this is probably the message that would come up in his head.


  <[Will of the Ancient One (SS)] finds the foreign being suspicious.>


  Therefore, Yu Jitae had to physically hide his body. There was a method, although it wasn’t the most elegant one.


  He simply had to wait a little.


  Several hours had already passed and soon came the nighttime at the village. The source of light shining above from the sky disappeared as darkness came down like a fog. At the same time, large ‘paper boxes’ began to appear in the surroundings. They looked just like post boxes.


  <Target: [Unconsciousness]>


  From time to time, the ‘dispositions’ tended to ride these to visit restricted areas. Yu Jitae secretly opened the post box and entered it, before popping holes and heading to the dumping ground. 


  It was small so he had to crawl on all fours.


  The dumping ground didn’t have actual garbage and was giving off a gentle ambience. From there, Yu Jitae found the mirror image of ‘Myu’ buried inside the trash. To be exact, it was Myu’s ‘personality’ that he found.


  He slowly walked towards it to ensure it wouldn’t be startled by his approach. Myu opened its purple eyes to look at Yu Jitae.


  In front of him was the mirror image of her ‘personality’, that shared the most number of thoughts and intentions with Myu.


  His job now was to take it with him.


  He carefully came closer but did not rashly reach out or anything. Keeping a safe distance, he simply met its gaze for a few seconds and before long, Myu raised its body from the ground.


  “You. What brings you here…?”


  “I am here to do the experiment that I told you about.”


  “Ahh…”


  “Get up. Let’s go together. So that you don’t accidentally get hurt.”


  Myu blinked its purple eyes. The personality was being linked to the awareness.


  “Come on…”


  Myu scratched its messy hair.


  “I haven’t even fully healed yet. And yet you started the experiment already just like this?”


  “It was urgent and there was no way around it.”


  “How about you put yourself into my shoes. I am exhausted from the long experiment and I really really wanted to go on a vacation. That was the only thing I was looking forward to.”


  “I will double your vacation once this is over.”


  Even though that was what he said, he wasn’t sure if it would work. He was concerned that it might instead get infuriated and gather the eyes of the surroundings.


  But unlike what he was worried about, Myu widened its eyes into circles and carefully returned a question.


  “Really? Oh right, you did say it was urgent…”


  It was empathising with him. The usual ferocious expression and the disgusted gaze was no longer there – this too was quite unexpected.


  Personality represented the existence’s intellectual, mental, volitional and physical situation. Thanks to that, inside the mental world interpreted through Conceptualisation, it was the most free and the most honest.


  And yet such Myu was buried inside the dumping ground,


  And was a lot more amiable than he expected.


  “Alright. I shall trust you.”


  Myu obediently raised its body from the pile of trash. Unlike the real Myu that was always clean, this Myu was very dirty. 


  That wasn’t the end. He was late in realising it because it was buried inside the trash, but Myu’s mirror image had its right arm amputated. 


  “I can walk just fine so ignore it.”


  That was what Myu said in response after feeling his gaze.


  Without even realising it, he wiped the dirty filth from its face and paused after realising what he had done. It was a habit formed from constantly wiping the blood off of Yeorum’s face. 


  “What should I now help you with?”


  “Is there by any chance a place like a library in this village?”


  “A library?”


  “The place all the mirror images go to when Myu looks for something that has passed – the area that stores memories.”


  The personality understood Yu Jitae’s figure of speech, his explanation and the proper nouns used.


  “If you are talking about that, I do know where it is located. But what about that place?”


  No matter which dragon, the [Will of the Ancient One] was never breakable. Yu Jitae discovered that this uncannily tough authority that protected the [Origin Fragment] continued its existence by living off of something, but nothing could be found out about the host from outside.


  Never. 


  Therefore, breaking the Will of the Ancient One was several times more difficult than killing a dragon.


  “Since dragons remember even their childhood, there should be a memory of the ‘authority given to them during youth’ when they were born as an egg. We have to have a look at that memory now.”


  Not knowing that, [Conceptualisation] suggested he check every individual thing to find the host, but he chose a better method based on his experience.


  “Ahh, right. I think something like that did exist.”


  Arriving at the library and going through the memories of the past will reveal the host of the [Will of the Ancient One]. And killing the host will kill the eye floating in the sky.


  “But you see, there is a problem,” said Myu.


  “What is it.”


  “I cannot go into the village. I’ve been exiled.”


  “Is it related to your arm?”


  “Yes. When the village was being filled with new residents, I was bashed up and chased out, and lost all of my limbs. One of my arms and my legs came back, but this one didn’t.”


  Myu swung her arm that was blunt mid-way down.


  “Why were you exiled,” he asked.


  “Because I wasn’t necessary.”


  “A personality? Unnecessary?”


  “Nn.”


  Necessary.


  Yu Jitae knew what this adjective implied when used in a conceptual world. Even more so than personality, rationality and consciousness… there was something at the very centre of everything that formed an existence, that was of the most priority.


  It was none other than ‘Dream’.


  Every existence moved forth towards the ideal whether it be reproduction, success as an individual, happiness or anything it may be. In addition, going higher in terms of status as an animal made this pursuit for the ideal more complicated and detailed. 


  Like how Yu Jitae came to this foreign land to achieve his dream, Myu would have had something similar for herself. And it meant that her personality was not needed in achieving that ‘dream’.


  “Still, did they hit you just because of that? Your owner will also be in danger if you die.”


  “Am I not alive like this?”


  “But what if you personally wish for death?”


  “You see, I want to live.”


  “…”


  He reflected on the past stories – what was the thing Myu had wanted the most?


  Wasn’t it to have her own personal space to live a settled life? That was similar to craving for a daily life.


  However, it didn’t really make sense to see that as Myu’s dream. His thought was that a rounded personality and disposition like the one in front was instead more suitable for daily lives.


  But whatever the case, that was none of his business.


  “…Alright. So where is the library of memories located.”


  In response, Myu pointed at the ground with her finger.


  “Here.”


  “Huh?”


  “It’s here. It is beneath the ground.”


  Myu then began digging the ground under the pile of trash with her only remaining hand. 


  Was it really under this place? With that doubt in mind, he picked up something resembling a shovel and helped dig the ground.


  Less than a metre in, he felt something stopping the tip of his shovel.


  It was quite surprising. Underneath was a door made with steel.


  “Do you want to see?”


  Myu opened the door.


  The entirety of the interpreted world had an ambient light source and the underground library was also the same.


  Yu Jitae widened his eyes after seeing the stunningly enormous library. The end of the bookshelves was reaching all the way to the horizon.


  Dragons did not forget. All their unforgetting memories were stacked like this to become wide enough to form the foundation of a world.


  But even then, it was very massive.


  He had used Conceptualisation on the Origin Fragment a few times in the past but it was his first time seeing such a large library. Myu’s library was outrageously huge even when compared to other adult dragons. 


  “Off you go. By yourself.”


  “No. You have to come with me.”


  “Did I not tell you. It would be a big mess if they find out I have left the dumping ground. Can you not imagine what will happen when you see the current state of my arm?”


  Myu waved her arm again but Yu Jitae shook his head in response.


  “This place is bound to become a mess soon anyway. If it gets worse, they might start bombarding this place. Even if you stay at the dumping ground away from other’s sight, you won’t be able to stay safe.”


  Myu shook her head.


  “It doesn’t matter what happens to me. It will be dangerous for you.”


  “It’s not.”


  “It is. You are saying that because you do not understand this place. This place has the foundation of an adult dragon’s strength gathered inside. There are even powers reaching the level of an authority.”


  “I know.”


  Myu continued its words with a worried expression.


  “No you do not. It is already a mistake for you to crawl here with a feeble body like that, telling me to leave this place. Did you not see the dragonite with a very big head when you were at the village? That child is [Dragon Breath]. It shoots a tremendously vicious ray of poison. Do you think you can stay safe after being hit by that?”


  “Like I said, I’m fine.”


  “No you are not. You will be greatly hurt. You don’t belong to our world so you might not be able to recover your broken body.”


  “How absurd. Are you worried about me?”


  “No? Uhh…”


  Myu’s mirror image immediately said no and pondered before adding more words.


  “If you get hurt, I can’t go on a vacation…”


  It was then. He could sense a presence drawing near from outside the dumping ground.


  Someone was coming. It was probably a mirror image on patrol after finding a foreigner like him suspicious.


  The ground was already dug out, and it was too late to cover it again. They would be immediately discovered if that guy was to come here.


  He no longer felt the need to talk this out, and grabbed Myu’s remaining hand before pulling it into the library.


  “W, wait…!”


  Myu’s personality still did not know Yu Jitae’s capability. It could only feel as much as other mirror images because Yu Jitae had hidden himself to an exceptional level.


  There was no way that an existence that could go into another’s consciousness would be feeble and easily crushable, was there?


  When the personality was about to yell out after being pulled by his arm, Yu Jitae covered its mouth with his left hand. He then flowed his will that could rival that of a transcendent authority into Myu’s mind.


  <The Authority, [Keeper of the Clock (SSS+)] wishes you to be silent.>


  In surprise, Myu widened its eyes into circles. It was feeling suppressed by the unprecedented level of presence that was located right beneath the EX rank – the level of a transcendent authority. 


  Unable to read the mood, Myu’s personality was again about to open its mouth but was silenced by the irritation of the ‘immense presence’.


  <[Keeper of the Clock (SSS+)]: ٩(๑`^´๑)۶>


  <[Keeper of the Clock (SSS+)]: Shh.>


  Myu carefully gave a nod.


  Yu Jitae opened the post box which he had previously neatly folded to place behind his outer garment. It was [Unconsciousness]. He reopened Unconsciousness and covered the entrance of the library.


  He carefully waited as the human wearing a mask unhurriedly walked past the box and disappeared into the distance.


  They were good for now.


  “Does someone come to the dumping ground as often as this?”


  “Not really…”


  Unconsciousness disappears during the day and reappears at the same place at night. They would be discovered if someone was to come to the dumping ground during the day or if they were to remove the box at night, but it will buy them some time until then.


  “Let’s go down.”


  Episode 100: At the End of the 1,000-year-long Voyage (5)


  The bird on the pole gazed down.


  The red eye kept a close eye on the [Origin Fragment].


  Even though Myu’s real body was unconscious, the mirror image of [Rationality] thought to itself.


  There was a foreign existence.


  Although it was normal for foreign mana to come and go, the opponent had an evidently strange course of action. Wasn’t it going around the village as if it was looking for something?


  Every mirror image moved based on its ‘instinct’ and that was why instinct was the only disposition that did not exist as a mirror image. The one that always had to control all the selfish mirror images was [Rationality] and Rationality knew it had to hurry in an odd situation like this.


  The issue, however, was that [Rationality] could not sense [Unconsciousness].


  “Could not find it anywhere.”


  The mirror images that had left to find the traces of the disappeared existence returned empty-handed.


  “Cannot see it anywhere.”


  “It seems to have disappeared.”


  Among them was an expert at tracking an organic change as well as an expert at tracking mana but none of them managed to find it.


  [Rationality] found this to be an increasingly more dangerous sign.


  “Maybe it left?”


  It was because not a single existence had left yet.


  Even though it was the first time that existence had come here, it knew how to make use of Unconsciousness. It must have gone into other worlds several times so after a deep thought, [Rationality] let out a warning sign.


  Beeeeeep— A loud alarm echoed all across the village.


  “An infiltrator is here!”


  “An infiltrator! Is it that strange guy from before?!”


  Some shouted.


  Immediately after ringing the bell, Rationality called for the strongest soldiers that existed inside its memory.


  “Have you called, Esteemed Overseer.”


  The dimensions cracked open in the sky as black ‘bomber aircrafts’ and ‘drivers’ appeared from within. There were 7 of them. The 7 drivers bowed at the bird on the top of the tall pole. 


  Their name was [Memory Manipulator].


  Out of all the dragons, the black race was the only ones that could manipulate memories and convey their wills. As such, they were the strongest and the most horrendous subjugation force that only existed within the mana of black dragons.


  No matter how disgusting the infiltrating mana and no matter how disgusting a memory, the [Memory Manipulators] could return all of that to nothing.


  Their power had no limit. They could even rampage through other worlds let alone their own.


  Rationality commanded them.


  Bombard it as soon as you find a trace. It does not matter who dies in the process.


  The [Memory Manipulators] revealed their doubts in response because there had never been such an extreme command yet.


  “What if the guy comes to this place.”


  It does not matter. You guys can bombard me and kill me in the process. That was what Rationality said in response and the Memory Manipulators that always heeded to its call returned a bow.


  Not one of them revealed any more doubts, because everyone in this Origin Fragment knew except for one person.


  The fall of this world was destined to be from self-destruction.


  From a very long time ago.


  ***


  Memory was written into a book in an order and displayed on the bookshelves.


  ‘In an order’ – that was the important part.


  Immediately after birth, dragons receive authorities such as [Will of the Ancient One] through the [Will of the Ancient One] of their parents. Therefore, the memory of receiving that authority should be located at the end of this enormous library.


  Yu Jitae walked.


  His feet were fast and it was not much different from running.


  Even though he had been running for four days and nights straight, he was walking like this now because Myu’s personality was tired.


  “Hukk, hulk…”


  While staggering, Myu followed him from behind. Despite the lack of enthusiasm on its face, it diligently walked forward.


  The large library was empty and cold. Since it wasn’t physically cold, this meant that the entirety of Myu’s life throughout her memories was cold.


  The temperature was fairly low and even Yu Jitae was feeling cold from it.


  Naturally, Yu Jitae was not concerned about the temperature of Myu’s memories. For him, Myu was just a ‘mutant experiment material’ – nothing more and nothing less. 


  During the process of going back through the memories, he reached out to the books that were especially more frozen and used [Conceptualisation] on them. His authority analysed the phenomenon into specifics.


  <Target: Wandering Memory #8281>


  All those memories were that of a roaming life. He thought it was to be expected from a black dragon that wandered through the dimensions their whole life, looking for a place to settle. 


  He didn’t bother checking those memories. He had no time to waste doing such useless things.


  .


  .


  .


  <Target: Wandering Memory #7449>


  After 5 days, the concept of time became vague.


  <Target: Wandering Memory #6051>


  Even after a week, the two continued walking without saying much to each other.


  <Target: Wandering Memory #5230>


  10 days passed with only the sound of their breaths resonating across.


  <Target: Wandering Memory #4771>


  <Target: Wandering Memory #4106>


  <Target: Wandering Memory #3699>


  .


  .


  .


  <Target: Wandering Memory #3316>


  After walking for almost 2 weeks, Myu’s personality at last crumbled onto the ground from fatigue.


  “C, can we take a quick rest before moving on?”


  He stopped his feet as he too exhaustedly inhaled for a deep breath. He realised that his body had been drenched with sweat and stopping once made all the fatigue come flooding in.


  The mirror image of the personality repeatedly tried to tuck the drenched hair behind its ear to stop them from covering its face. Seemingly frustrated, it moved with rushing fingers and its breath was even more rushed. 


  “We are only half-way there.”


  “I, I’m sorry. I always spend my time lying down so I do not have enough energy.”


  “Let’s get back up.”


  “I cannot.”


  “You can walk a bit more.”


  “How would I walk anymore than this? It’s already so tiring…”


  “I’m telling you you can.”


  “I can’t. Please let me rest a little. After a quick rest, I will try my best to stand back up.”


  “…”


  “What about you? Are you not exhausted?”


  Without saying anything in response, he turned his body.


  Ever since a few days ago, he had been hearing some extraordinary sounds from above the ceiling. 


  The warning bell was well within his expectation but that wasn’t the case for the engine and the propeller noises. It was even more of a problem that there were quite a few of them.


  Black dragons had the [Authority] to eliminate, manipulate or substitute memories.


  It was probably them that was on the move – the situation was a lot more pressing than he expected.


  “In any case, it seems that the entrance of the dumping ground we have blocked with Unconsciousness is still undiscovered,” exclaimed Myu.


  “Yes.”


  “That is truly a relief…”


  Was it a relief?


  He had a different approach.


  This was a rather strange response.


  If something were to happen, ‘personality’ was one of the first existences that had to be found. They should have found personality after three or four days at the latest.


  However, they did not look for personality.


  How neglected was personality in this world that the search for it was this delayed? Despite experiencing various worlds through Conceptualisation, it was the first time this had happened.


  Neglecting the personality to the extreme and killing it; plus the rationality that had an unusually large authority that seemingly had the ability to inspect the entire world.


  This meant that Rationality would affect every course of action and words instead of Personality.


  It was a familiar phenomenon.


  …Was this not a copy of Yu Jitae’s own circumstances?


  He ended his line of thought. In any case, if it was exhausted from just this, it was unknown how many more times they would have to stop on the way.


  “What, are you doing right now?”


  There was no other way around it.


  “We don’t have time.”


  “You, you…”


  “Stay still. It will only get harder if you move.”


  Saying that, he raised Myu up straight into the air and began running once again. Even though they were very close, there was nothing to really worry about. Both Yu Jitae and Myu’s mirror image didn’t feel anything special about each other. It would in fact be rather strange to feel that way and Yu Jitae was only slightly displeased by it.


  It was just that ‘Myu’s personality’ had a weird look on its face as it looked at Yu Jitae.


  While he was still running down the library, 


  Myu said to Yu Jitae.


  “We, have been running for a long time, haven’t we.”


  “Yes.”


  “You are feeling cold and exhausted.”


  “I’m fine.”


  “For that to be the case, there is too much sweat on your arms. You are also panting right now.”


  He remained silent as Myu threw him a question after slight hesitation.


  “For what purpose, are you running through this place?”


  It was quite late for that question. 


  It’s not like he was hiding it, and he hadn’t mentioned it yet, only because the topic had never been brought up until then.


  “Because I have a goal,” he replied.


  “A goal? What is it?”


  “My dream.”


  “Dream… So, are you saying your dream is at the end of this library?”


  “Pretty much.”


  Myu entered a deep thought.


  “How interesting. I…”


  It was when Myu was about to say something that Yu Jitae suddenly stopped on the spot. “Ah!” Myu gasped in surprise as Yu Jitae quickly hid themselves behind a table. 


  “What, what’s wrong?” Myu asked in confusion and Yu Jitae returned a quick reply before stopping even his breath.


  “Shh.”


  Myu similarly stopped its breath and gazed around. From the distance, red gazes started to appear. It seemed that they discovered that Myu had disappeared from the dumping ground.


  One by one, the red eyes drew near, revealing the grey fur and heavy feet. Five large wolves as big as a monster appeared from the darkness.


  Yu Jitae observed the wolves.


  Each entity had two heads attached with the secondary head being near the tail. It was the mirror image of a ‘disposition’ that evaluated oneself by looking at the surroundings and not at oneself.


  He had an idea of what they were. They were probably [Self-censorship] – one of the special forces led by [Rationality].


  Monsters that travelled across everywhere including the memories, judging whether they were logical or not and mercilessly chewing off anything irrational…


  Yu Jitae glanced back and observed Myu. Because of the violent oppression of [Rationality], Myu’s personality had been crushed.


  A broken personality was weak, meaning that it would no longer have the power to endure the vicious oppression of Rationality. Proving that was Myu’s mirror image shivering while looking at the wolves through the legs of the desk. 


  <The Authority, [Keeper of the Clock (SSS+)] asks if you are feeling okay.>


  Myu turned to him and gave a nod gesturing that she was okay, but the shivering chin deducted the persuasiveness of the nod.


  However, that nonetheless meant that it was still somewhat bearable.


  Yu Jitae raised the sword from his waist. He had to deal with the [Self-censorships] before they were to make a bigger fuss.


  It wouldn’t be an easy task. There were five entities and ten heads in total. If one was to start barking, the other heads would follow suit and their voices would reach the ears of the [Rationality] sitting high above.


  But that was when Myu whispered.


  ‘I know how to deal with them.’


  What?


  ‘Those scary things, really love my shards.’


  What in the world are shards.


  Suddenly, Myu raised its nails and ripped off the remaining half of the amputated arm as the wound started to shatter like glass. Myu threw the detached arm in front of them as Yu Jitae watched with a frown.


  What would throwing something like that do?


  However, something remarkable happened. The closest [Self-censorship] mindlessly ran in and started gnawing on Myu’s broken arm.


  Realising this was an opportunity, Yu Jitae dashed forth like a lightning bolt and ended the wolf’s life with his sword. In response, the mouth at the tail opened wide to let out a scream but he knew it would do that and kicked it before it could scream. With his foot, he crushed on the neck of the head at the tail to ensure it couldn’t make any noise and decapitated it.


  The growling beast gasped for breath but it soon came to a stop. Like Myu’s wound, the dead [Self-censorship] disappeared into shards of glass.


  Not bad.


  He looked at Myu with that in his gaze as Myu returned a nod.


  Using the same method, he killed three of the remaining wolves. Mysteriously enough, they reacted vehemently to Myu’s arm like drug addicts suffering from withdrawal symptoms.


  The detached arm was still recyclable. It seemed that Personality had meant it when it said, ‘I want to live,’ despite being discarded at the dumping ground.


  As they were about to hunt the last wolf, a sudden thought popped up in his mind as he decided to change his method.


  This time, he threw the bait towards the back head of Self-censorship and the thoughtless head at the back mindlessly moved the body towards it. When it was right in front of them, Yu Jitae pierced the throat with his sword and crushed it. Glass fragments shattered as the back head immediately died. The front head was frightened from the sudden emptiness on its butt but that was when he immediately jumped up and choked it by the neck with his arm. 


  Yu Jitae’s thick arm choked the wolf by the neck as hard as possible. Pressing hard on the glottis, he made it unable to create a sound without actually killing it. The wolf jumped up and down trying to bounce him off of its body but he stubbornly stayed on it like a bullfighter.


  “Come here!” He shouted at Myu.


  When Myu walked towards him despite shivering from fear, he forced the large wolf to stay down with his force. Strength-wise, [Self-censorship] was no match for Yu Jitae. 


  Grrrr… 


  It could only continue to growl as he made Myu ride on the back of the wolf before jumping on it as well. He then stabbed Myu’s fallen arm with his sword and hung it in front of the wolf.


  In that instant, despite the situation, [Self-censorship] lost its mind. It began sprinting towards the delicious bait located in front of it..


  “Huh? Uhh?”


  Myu flinched and almost fell so he quickly supported Myu and made it sit tightly in front of him.


  ‘Self-censorship’ was a four-legged beast because it was a very rushed ‘disposition’. Thanks to that, the time it took to travel up the memories was also a lot faster. Self-censorship was astonishingly fast.


  Meanwhile, Myu’s personality appeared to be finding this situation quite strange.


  “Did you know something like this would work?”


  “No. I was half in doubt as well.”


  “Ahh…”


  When gone to the extreme levels, Self-censorship could bite at the personality to leave a mark. It would match itself to the outside standards and blame the personality.


  However, the primary purpose of Self-censorship was to confirm the lacking aspects of oneself and depending on how it is approached, it can even be used in a way like this. His speculation that it might work came to fruition in this conceptual world.


  Following the piece of arm hanging on the sword, the wolf dashed forward like a lunatic. Soon, the cold air of the library turned into a gush of wind slapping at their cheeks.


  “Is your arm alright?”


  “Yeah. It was too short below the shoulder anyway, so it’s fine.”


  “I see. Thanks. We should get there soon so hold on a bit more.”


  Taking off his coat, Yu Jitae covered the front of Myu because the cold wind was hitting them directly from the front. With a slightly vacant gaze, Myu looked at Yu Jitae, the wolf and the place they were headed to, before murmuring something he couldn’t understand.


  “…So it’s possible to get this close to a dream huh.”


  .


  .


  .


  <Target: Wandering Memory #1274>


  <Target: Wandering Memory #316>


  <Target: Wandering Memory #54>


  They gradually approached the memories of the time before Myu started wandering around. The air gradually turned heavier and turned even colder. 


  Myu was shivering to a visible degree and there was a white mist accompanying every exhale. Yu Jitae too was feeling an intense chill. This would probably be how it would feel for a normal person to dive into icy water naked.


  Even though Self-censorship looked fine due to the fur around its body, that wasn’t the case for the two of them.


  “Hang on a bit more.”


  “…It is, …too cold.”


  Myu was trembling heavily and seemed like it might faint anytime. There was no frostbite because it wasn’t physical coldness but that was the only difference.


  He had to browse the first memory as quickly as possible. Opening the ceiling and going out before that would only increase the chance of being caught by several-fold.


  Myu had to endure it here.


  “Hang on.”


  “…I cannot hang on.”


  “You must. And you can pull it off.”


  “…I can?”


  “Yes. So hang on just a little.”


  While desperately trying to console Myu, he checked the wandering memories by the side.


  #10, #5, #3, #2…


  At last, he found #1.


  The final destination should be right before them.


  He thought he would be soon reaching the ‘first memory’ of when Myu was in an egg but that was when the two suddenly came to a stop. It was because the mindlessly sprinting wolf suddenly stopped in surprise.


  An enormous black wall.


  That wall was covering the entire library with not a single gap to be seen.
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  Inside Bom’s mind was an enclosed eye.


  This self-centred eye never listened to Bom’s commands. It refused to see things that she wanted to see and would forcefully open itself to show her what she did not want to see.


  However, it would sometimes show what had to be seen.


  That day was one of those days.


  It was when she was watching a movie with Gyeoul in the living room. Inside the head of Bom while she was blankly watching the TV, the Eye of Providence started to crack open.


  Until then, Bom didn’t think much of it, thinking it would probably be another scenery of someone she had no interest in.


  She saw the sky – blue and far-reaching.


  She could also see people. Gathered in groups of three to five, they were people that had nothing to do with Bom. Images were followed by further images and they created a pattern and a flow.


  The people raised their heads and looked at the sky.


  They then pointed their fingers at the heavens.


  Each of them looked extremely surprised. 


  Soon, the following images turned towards the sky, flashing in which was a brilliant source of light.


  It was a rather ominous and abnormal light. 


  Before long, the golden shards of light began to gather into the clouds. As if sucking in every mana in existence, it created a tornado while gathering in one spot, carrying with it an output similar to a dragon breath.


  What is…


  It was when Bom was curiously staring at it.


  Tuuungg–!


  The gathered source of light immediately shot down, shaking the world with its aftershock. Every cloud in the sky bounced off. It swept through the heavens, falling like a hypersonic missile. 


  She could hear the sharp screams of certain people.


  Where was the ray of light headed?


  Startled, Bom tightened her arms that were wrapped around Gyeoul and pulled her closer in. Gyeoul was flustered by the sudden force around her ribs and looked back at Bom but Bom was preoccupied by the unbelievable Providence that had been shown in her mind.


  Just then, a ray of light had enveloped the Association.


  That was the end of her vision.


  “…Why?”


  “N, nothing… Gyeoul, let me go outside for a bit.”


  After getting up, Bom quickly gave Kang Ahjin a call while racking her brain.


  It would be after a few hours from now, with the location being the Association.


  A terrorist attack.


  Before long there would be a ray of light befalling the Association but this Providence did not show the end result. Since she hadn’t seen the result, it meant it was definitely stoppable depending on how it was handled. 


  But there was a doubt remaining in her mind. What was the identity of that golden ray of light?


  From what Bom could think of with her 4 years of military education by combining the keywords, ‘gold’, ‘light’ and ‘output reaching a dragon’s level’, she could only come up with one existence from this entire world.


  But…


  He was the final defence line protecting the Earth and the Association.


  Why would someone like that suddenly do such a thing…?


  – 5th Command Room, Kang Ahjin speaking.


  “It’s me! There is something urgent to talk about!”


  Bom dashed out of Unit 301.


  ***


  His senses took in the complicated situation outside. 


  Above the ceiling of the library were thunderous footsteps and growls as the propeller echoing the ground turned even fiercer. Every mirror image on the ground was furiously looking for something.


  Kung…


  Kung…


  There were increasingly more sources of sound resonating from the distance beyond the darkness of the library. Some of them were opening the door of the library, coming inside one by one.


  A strict procedure existed in their search. After rummaging through the ground above, they were now extending the search to the outskirts of the village as well as beneath. 


  It would be a matter of time for them to be discovered. 


  While things were approaching from a distance in real time, Yu Jitae continued staring at the black wall.


  In order to understand it, he used [Conceptualisation] with the ‘black wall’ as the target.


  It was a strange phenomenon.


  There was a block in Myu’s memories. Someone, or some other foreign element had either blocked or fabricated her memories. 


  But wasn’t blocking and fabricating memories the unique ability of the black race?


  Then were these memories being intentionally blocked by someone? By another black dragon? 


  Why?


  The following message increased Yu Jitae’s doubt.


  <The Authority, [Conceptualisation (SS)] has failed at interpreting the [Black Wall].>


  <The [Black Wall] is an authority formed at a higher rank than [Conceptualisaton]. Conceptualisation does not have the required authority to interpret the [Black Wall].>


  Yu Jitae gave a frown.


  Whose authority was [Conceptualisation]? It was the authority of [Lugiathan], who was at the level of a ‘chief’ among the black dragon race.


  If such a high-ranked authority could not interpret it, did that not mean that the dragon who had placed the black wall on Myu’s heart was at least at the level of a ‘Dragon Lord’? Why would that smug lord of dragons bother manipulating the memory of a mutant black dragon?


  For the time being, he decided to push away the rising doubts.


  “Hukk, hulk…”


  Myu was shivering from the cold by his side and was not in a good state. Rather than focusing on what was incomprehensible, he had to focus on the things that could be done.


  By modifying the mana equations, he changed the direction of the interpretation.


  <The Authority, [Conceptualisation (SS)] changes the target of interpretation to solely analyse the data regarding the [Will of the Ancient One] within the Black Wall.>


  They were physically close to the first memory. 


  It seemed that the time they had spent running up hadn’t been a waste. Fortunately, this method worked.


  <The target of analysis has been identified.>


  <The analysis will now begin.>


  However, the estimated time of analysis made him yet again heave an inward sigh.


  <Remaining time… [24 hours 15 minutes].>


  It was way too long.


  He turned his gaze to other parts of the library. Ever since a certain point, there were nothing but frozen books in his surroundings and this place was no different. The books were in a very bad state, looking like they would shatter the moment they were touched. 


  The two of them felt like they were in a large refrigerator. Myu was almost about to lose its consciousness from the cold – this coldness was something that couldn’t be defeated by the likes of a fire.


  Every entity inside the conceptual world had to endure everything with their willpower. This was the foundational power of an existence that could not be supplemented with mana. 


  In the end, that meant Myu’s personality had to hang on with sheer willpower.


  …For a whole day.


  After a day of analysis when the interpretation was over, he would finally get to know what mirror image was the host of the [Will of the Ancient One]. However, the black dragon’s heart was not as lenient as to do nothing but wait for such a long period of time.


  Kung…


  From the other side of the darkness were echoing footsteps starting to draw near.


  The beasts, were coming.


  *


  Yu Jitae collected his breath.


  He had just killed the beasts that were on the search. Four-legged beasts fell in front of him. Shattering into fragments, they soon disappeared from his sight.


  The fight wasn’t easy. He had to kill them quickly before they could send a signal outside. Regardless of the risk, he had to push himself to end their lives in one hit and was wounded during that process. His shoulder was crushed like glass and his ribs scattered into conceptual fragments.


  Hiss…


  That was when a new enemy appeared before him.


  Hiss…


  A quiet noise echoed across. An unpleasant breath that seemingly licked the entire dimension continued as a large snake slithered out from the darkness.


  [Doubt]


  This large snake with purple stripes reaching 10 metres in length could wrap its body around a mirror image to paralyse its function. It was fortunate that this guy couldn’t make that much of a noise but it wasn’t looking too favourable for him either.


  Hiss… hiss… hiss…


  There were more than five of them here.


  *


  He came out victorious from the intense round of battle.


  Yu Jitae gasped for breath. The shattered snakes left nothing behind after their death.


  The situation was going further and further to the south.


  Since it was the memory of a vagabond black dragon, it was obvious that it would have been a lonely life. Some level of coldness had been within his expectations. 


  However, Myu’s memories were a lot colder than he had anticipated to a point that it was dumbfounding.


  But it was okay. If things had gone according to plan, they would have already arrived at the ‘first memory’, and all they would have had to do then was find what was needed and leave this place before they froze to death.


  And yet there was this black wall blocking his approach. This was again outside his expectation.


  He was annoyed.


  Even though Myu was a mutant, it was still unthinkable how she always jumped beyond his expectations. There was not a single thing that worked according to plan.


  After finishing the fight, Yu Jitae wiped the conceptual shards that were flowing down instead of blood. Those things resembling glass fragments scattered into thin air like gas.


  That was when Myu twitched from its unconsciousness. He quietly waited as it slowly opened its eyes.


  “Are you alright?”


  “…Nn? You.”


  Myu frowned.


  His leg was weird – the flesh was dug out to the point that his femur was visible.


  “…Are you in the state to ask me that? What happened to you?”


  “It’s fine. I won’t die.”


  “But even so.”


  Since there was no blood from the wound, there was no risk of bleeding to death but what was lost into conceptual fragments were unable to be cured.


  Yu Jitae walked towards Myu with a limp.


  “Come here. Sit and take a break.”


  “It’s fine. More importantly, you shouldn’t stay down for too long.”


  “Why is that?”


  “The village isn’t that big and yet the scouts have disappeared from the underground labyrinth four times already. They might send faster entities soon after sensing something’s off. We might have to move and lying down in the same place will cause your body to freeze from the coldness.”


  “…”


  “Get up and move your body a bit.”


  .


  .


  .


  Eight hours went by.


  It was cold.


  Even for Yu Jitae, it was cold.


  It was a different type of coldness to the one that was blockable with an outer garment. There was no way to relay warmth to someone else in this conceptual world and even if there was, it was something he wasn’t aware of.


  Myu would lose consciousness from time to time. Lying on the ground, it would gasp for breath when awake and turn from pain in its sleep. This large fridge was freezing both him and Myu in real time.


  <Remaining time… [16 hours 25 minutes].>


  There was still a lot of time left but it was at least thanks to this that he could tell the flow of time. He got up and tapped Myu.


  “Oi. It’s time. Get up and move.”


  “…It is difficult to move.”


  Myu was shivering and had a hard time moving.


  “The coldness of a memory has the power to stop an existence’s vitality. If you don’t move, you will only continue to freeze. You must move your body from time to time.”


  “…I don’t want to. It is too cold.”


  “Hurry up.”


  He scolded and Myu had to forcefully get up before doing a light exercise under his command.


  “Is that over? What a funny set of movements.”


  “Are you done?”


  “I am done.”


  “Good work. You can rest again.”


  Myu crumbled down,


  And soon fainted.


  Myu continued waking up and fainting once every hour. Yu Jitae made Myu move whenever it woke up but the severe coldness had unfortunately shrank its body. Even a small movement was burdensome and Myu would gasp for breath after a light exercise before losing consciousness.


  <Remaining time… [12 hours 25 minutes].>


  From a certain point, ‘fragments’ started to fall out of Myu’s body whenever it was conscious. This was the same as a mirror image losing its vitality.


  Myu was slowly starting to die.


  .


  .


  .


  Myu would sometimes wake up,


  And unconsciously close its eyes,


  Before opening them again after a while.


  Every time it opened its eyes, it would see new wounds on Yu Jitae.


  Myu’s personality apathetically watched the situation unfold whilst simply following Yu Jitae’s words. He constantly made it do a strange exercise so it did and would close its eyes when fatigue came crashing in.


  It was when Myu reopened its eyes again.


  Half of Yu Jitae’s face around his cheek had been dug out.


  .


  .


  .


  After Myu had fallen back asleep, he heard the sound of echoing footsteps. 


  Left, right, left, right. There was a pattern – it was highly likely for it to be a two-legged mirror image.


  Quietly he waited after stopping his breath as the guy slowly came closer. He confirmed the outline of the body that was slowly coming out of the darkness and saw that it indeed was a humanoid mirror image after seeing its silhouette. 


  These guys warranted a stricter vigilance than four-legged animals.


  “Ah, I have finally reached the end.”


  The guy murmured to itself. It had an amiable countenance and the face of a handsome man.


  “Mister outsider. Aren’t you around this place? Please come out and have a chat with me.”


  It carefully asked but Yu Jitae did not reply. He was hiding behind a large desk and was thus hidden from sight.


  “I am not a bad concept. I will not hurt you. I am here to give you help.”


  Flipping its pockets inside out, it folded its sleeves, expressing that it wasn’t dangerous. As if trying to show that it was not being cautious, it slowly started to walk forward with its arms in the air.


  He waited for the right timing and as soon as the guy was at a location that he could reach in two steps–


  Like a lightning bolt, he dashed in.


  Grabbing onto its neck, he pressed down on its upper body with his legs. Due to the weight from above, the guy fell back.


  “Kuhuk!”


  He strangled it by the neck. Through the contact, [Conceptualisation] began to analyse the identity of the mirror image.


  <The following mirror image is not the [Will of the Ancient One (SS)].>


  <Target: [Self-adulation]>


  Self-adulation. It was the mirror image of a ‘disposition’ that by nature protected the [Personality] inside a conceptual world. Did that mean it was here to find and protect Myu?


  “Kuuk, w, wait…”


  There seemed to be something the guy wanted to say. He placed the tip of the knife between its eyes and poked a small wound before stopping his knife and slightly releasing its neck. 


  It gasped for breath.


  “Huuk, huuuk… P, please do not kill me.”


  “What are you.”


  “Is, is the girl that was lying down in the dumping ground here by any chance?”
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  “What if she is.”


  “Is she here? It is extremely chaotic outside. I am here to help her in a situation like this. I will most certainly be of help.”


  “What if she’s not here.”


  “T, then please let me live… I’ll go back… I cannot die yet. The girl is so spoiled and we have been l, living a hard life.”


  Every little help mattered in the current situation. He pondered for a bit, before asking a question.


  “Where have you been, and why did you crawl out only just now.”


  “Sorry?”


  “Why did you discard the girl in the dumping ground and come this late saying you’ll protect her.”


  “D, did I not tell you? The situation outside is chaotic! It is in dangerous situations like this, that I must guide the girl into walking down the correct path.”


  This was a reply that seemed like what [Self-adulation] would say.


  “I see.”


  “Y, yes…”


  Seeing that Yu Jitae was a little softened, the guy heaved out a sigh. Yu Jitae pulled the knife away from its nose a bit.


  “Huu. Thank you. In any case, I hoped this world would never get as chaotic as this but, it’s all my fault for having lacking skills.”


  “Is that so?”


  “Of course. Life is already very cruel, but isn’t that something that applies to all of us? I should guide her down the correct path although late.”


  “I see.”


  The mirror image blinked its eyes while staring at Yu Jitae. It appeared to be finding it slightly strange.


  “Uhh…”


  The guy twisted its body left and right before asking a question.


  “Umm… can you please move aside now?”


  “Of course not.”


  “W, why?”


  “Isn’t it strange?”


  “What is?”


  “I thought about it, but I’ve never seen this immature black dragon ever finding herself precious.”


  “Well, that’s because I’ve always been under someone’s surveillance… You know? The observer on the highest mountain.”


  It appeared to be talking about [Rationality].


  Right. Rationality could block Self-adulation from expressing itself but that wasn’t the end of Yu Jitae’s doubt. He had in fact felt certain already from its response.


  The guy continued considering Myu pitiful and even ignorant.


  That wasn’t what the true [Self-adulation] would do.


  “Now this is a first.”


  “Sorry? Ah, ahhkk…! Uhpp!”


  Blocking the guy’s mouth, Yu Jitae tightly grabbed on its two cheeks and started ripping its face out. The skin of the amicable face started to get ripped out.


  It was as he had expected.


  Behind the ripped face was an expression crumpled with fury.


  <Error found!>


  <The target is not [Self-adulation].>


  <The adeptly hidden identity of the target has been revealed!>


  A disposition that usually stays below the calm surface of the water, that distressfully approaches during the hard times to gnaw at one’s own personality.


  A power that pretends to hold an objective perspective, making one falsely believe that it will lead the personality to a better direction. Depending on the people, it even had the power to sneakily kill a personality.


  <Target: [Self-hatred]>


  The distorted expression apathetically murmured.


  “Got, found out huh.”


  Despite being deeply flushed from suffocation, the guy nonetheless blabbered.


  “What, will you do… after taking her…


  “I’ve been, watching her for a long time… That bitch, is garbage…


  “C, completely, worthless… a trash… that got discarded by the race…”


  Self-hatred began pouring out words of hatred. It would have run up to kill Myu if he had been deceived by it.


  There was no need to bother asking questions. It wouldn’t know the answer to any of his questions anyway.


  Yu Jitae crushed its neck.


  .


  .


  .


  His sigh spread as a white mist.


  <Remaining time… [6 hours 18 minutes].>


  Yu Jitae checked the remaining time. 


  Myu wasn’t in a very good state, evident from how the time it took for it to wake up after falling asleep was getting increasingly longer. Its ability to exercise was also in a gradual descent – unable to withstand the fatigue, the movements were turning more and more rigid.


  It meant Myu’s personality was slowly dying.


  ‘Dying buried in the past memories.’


  Perhaps that was how the current concept could be understood as.


  He thought of something after meeting [Self-hatred].


  There were some people in the world that lived their remaining life as if it was but an extension – their heart may still be pumping and they could be breathing, but living only because they did not, or could not give up on life. 


  In a world like this, there were quite a lot of such people.


  Those memories would go deeper and deeper the more they tried. Like a bottomless pit, it would pull the existence to the endless depths. It would then whisper into their ears, ‘This is what you are.’


  He didn’t know what it was that had happened to Myu. Because of the ‘Black Wall’ blocking the path, no-one would ever get to know it, and that was in turn slowly killing Myu.


  Once again, Myu woke up but this time, it was practically frozen and could not even get up from the ground. It was unknown when it would wake up again after falling asleep this time.


  “Haa, haa…”


  A rugged breath could be heard from the side.


  If left outside, it could have died anytime because he was muddying the currents of the conceptual world. He was the one that had brought it here to keep it alive, so he could not afford to let it die from the cold. 


  “Haa, haa…”


  A personality’s death was no different from Myu’s death. She would become like a stringless puppet. 


  That might thwart his plans.


  “Haa, haa…”


  Thus, he thought to himself.


  There was an existence next to him, shivering from the cold, slowly heading towards death. What am I supposed to do in a situation like this?


  Suddenly, he opened his mouth.


  “Hey.”


  The reason behind his opened mouth, was because he had spoken to someone in the past when something similar had been happening.


  “…What?”


  The reason he hesitated after hearing the response, was because he had similarly hesitated in the past. Both now and then, a conversation beyond the purpose of conveying information was very difficult for him.


  But at least it was something he had done before.


  “Have you thought of what to do,”


  He asked a question about a topic that he wasn’t particularly interested in.


  “When you go out on your vacation?”


  Myu, who was curling up like a prawn, looked up at his face.


  “…Don’t know. …Not yet.”


  “You wanted to experience the world, didn’t you.”


  “…I did.”


  Myu breathed out a white mist. The breath here was a lot longer than in real life, and it slowly permeated across like a cloud. 


  “What will you do this time.”


  “…No idea.”


  “How about you take a rest at a warm place.”


  “Not, bad.”


  “It would be great if you were as docile as this.”


  “…So, so.”


  The lips and the tongue were shivering to an uncontrollable extent. Alongside the sound of chattering teeth, Myu let out its voice.


  “Sorry…”


  He furrowed his brows.


  “Just act like you’ve always been doing. Stop doing something unnatural.”


  “…What.”


  “Why are you being this docile, is what I’m asking. Just get upset, get mad and throw every gift you get like you always do.”


  “But you, don’t like that.”


  “But it will help you recover your energy at least.”


  “…”


  Myu shook its head.


  The sweat that had been raining down its face was frozen from the coldness. The girl did not even have the power to move the stiff hair away from the face. 


  The icy pale lips were cracked like a barren wasteland and so was the skin. Frozen tears were sparkling beneath the eyelids with a truly forlorn glitter.


  Their conversation was about to end with every exchange so he contemplated. A topic that Myu was interested in might be able to actively light a fire inside.


  However, Myu was way too powerless for that to be the case.


  …Right. Looking back, that was very strange.


  Myu was way too powerless.


  He knew it was because the entire village of concept had pushed the personality to powerlessness but this was over the top. It even made him wonder how an individual’s personality could be this lethargic.


  Self-hatred said that it was like that for a very long time.


  He went through his memories. As a proof, whenever Yu Jitae said, ‘You can do it,’ to Myu’s personality, it would always reply by saying the likes of, ‘Me?’ or ‘Really?’ The personality seemed to be finding it strange how it could actively do something.


  Yu Jitea pondered on.


  1. Most of the cold memories were the ones related to her wandering life.


  2. Myu appeared to have continued wandering ever since she was born. In other words, she almost never settled down in one place.


  3. Thus, she was curious about the new world and always asked him to experience new things outside.


  “Did something happen to you?” he asked.


  “…Like?”


  “When you were young.”


  “…How would I remember that?”


  Well, that was true. Proof was the black wall behind them blocking their path.


  “I, I, was floating adrift in the dimensions, ever since, I came to myself.”


  “What happened 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.”


  Their conversation was cut off once again, as he was lost as to what to say. 


  But during their short conversation, the rate of the white mists had decreased and the trembling body was in a slightly better state than before. A conversation indeed had the ability to boost mental power.


  What was he supposed to talk about this time with this unpleasant black dragon?


  He didn’t feel like throwing a lame joke, nor did he think those would work.


  It was when he was deep in contemplation.


  “…There is, something I am, curious about.”


  Myu turned from its prawn-like posture towards Yu Jitae.


  “Ask anything you want.”


  “You always, seem to have a goal.”


  Keeping his mouth closed, he gave a nod. Whatever the topic, he wanted to have Myu keep speaking.


  “Whatever it was that you did, there was always a goal. Is that, correct?”


  “What made you think that.”


  “Who knows… but that was the feeling I got. Keeping me alive, isolating me, in the basement, abusing and, giving me a vacation…”


  It collected its breath and continued.


  “In every action and conduct, related to me, you always seemed to be, looking for something specific…”


  Moving the frozen mouth, Myu diligently continued speaking as he once again gave a nod.


  “Doesn’t everyone do that though.”


  “Even though I have been roaming all my life, I have seen my share of humans. There was not a single human like you among them.”


  “Is that so.”


  “And looking back…”


  Myu used the shivering hand to sweep the hair.


  “I thought you were only, doing that to me, but that was actually not the case…”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I’m talking, about what happened at Paris.”


  “Go on.”


  “It was the same, even when you were dealing with the green-haired girl. Although you appeared kind, it was businesslike, and although you appeared comfortable, you were always systematic.”


  “…”


  “It was truly a bizarre relationship… So even though I was outside to observe human relationships, it was the two of you, that I was observing the most.”


  “…”


  “What I felt here and there, was that you were putting in a tremendous amount of attention… to that impudent girl.”


  “Was I.”


  Myu’s hazy gaze regained its focus. The eyes had Yu Jitae’s face as the only target.


  “…That kid wouldn’t know. If she was always under that much attention, she would probably find it normal… because baby dragons, are quick at adapting to situations. But I am different. I ended up seeing it.”


  “What did you see.”


  “You lending a close ear on every one of her breaths and each noise of her heart.”


  “…”


  He shut his mouth. Myu wasn’t wrong.


  “At the start, I thought it was because of me. Because I might have affected something. You know, that girl appeared to be treasuring you quite a lot so perhaps it was out of concern that she might be jealous?”



  “…”


  “…But, that was wrong. It was the same even when it was only the two of you. This is something I can tell from being a mutant, but you were listening to that impudent green-head’s heartbeat, and observing her breath… like a habit… meaning you’ve always been doing that.”


  In fact, it wasn’t only Bom. Whenever they were together, Yu Jitae would observe the gazes of the children, and lend an ear to the breaths and the heartbeats.


  This eccentrically sensitive behaviour had already become a habit.


  “…You guys seemed to have been together for a very long time. And yet even so, to the point of questioning the possibility of keeping such a close look on her, you were pouring attention at the green dragon to a burdensome degree… Is that correct?”


  He usually would have told a lie by saying, ‘No,’ but lies were currently out of his control. Besides, the dragon in front of him was not his baby dragon so he deemed it okay to say the truth.


  “Yes.”


  “Right?”


  “Why do you look so surprised by it. It’s nothing that great.”


  “…Of course it’s surprising. Of course it is.”


  With a little more energy, Myu continued.


  “…It’s the same even in this place. …Your ability is not much different from my own. Even though you probably have something, I am correct.”


  He remained silent.


  As Myu had said, Yu Jitae’s current body was not too different from the countless mirror images of this place, because that way, he would avoid the suspicion of the [Will of the Ancient One].


  “But, until just then, I had, no idea…”


  Yu Jitae gave another nod but not for the sole purpose of inciting more words.


  Myu asked with a doubtful voice.


  “…I am very curious. Do you, not feel tired?”


  “What is there to get tired about.”


  “Moving in this world eats at the mind quite a lot. Running with me in your arms, fighting… and withstanding the cold to stay conscious should all gnaw at your mind… Even though you are a superhuman, is that possible for a ‘human’?”


  “Why would it be impossible.”


  “Seriously, what a dreadful, human…”


  He observed Myu’s breath. It was slightly more stable than before, which was a considerable progress compared to how it had been lying down for several hours.


  That was when he suddenly felt strange.


  Was it because Myu was slowly regaining its breath? Or perhaps because it was after confronting [Self-hatred].


  Or perhaps it was because the end of the long voyage was finally within sight. The daily emotions that he had retrieved in the 7th iteration made him open his mouth on a whim.


  “A few days ago, I tried calculating it. Although the number might not be precise, I think it took around a thousand years.”


  “Doing what?”


  He himself knew how his following words would be unnecessary, meaning every conversation hereon was all nothing but his whim.


  “I’ve been expecting a time like this to come eventually. But I wasn’t expecting it to be at a foreign place like this, with someone like you next to me.”


  Even though it was half a joke, Myu slowly widened its eyes while listening to his words.


  “That, seems to be about the ‘dream’ that you’ve told me about before…”


  “You remember?”


  “I do not forget anything. You said it on the way. That dream of yours that is beyond this wall.”


  Myu said while tapping the wall with the back of its head.


  “…You mean the dream you have had for a thousand years is in front of this place?”


  “Yes. It has been a very long time.”


  “That is crazy. Seriously…”


  “Why. Is there anything wrong?” Yu Jitae asked.


  “…”


  “Or is there anything strange about my words? I want you to understand. I’ve never said this to anyone before.”


  Sitting on the spot, Myu shook its head and asked with a wider pair of eyes.


  “Would you mind telling me the story about your ‘dream’?”
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  A flustering request it was.


  He wasn’t used to talking about himself, nor was he the type to go on and on about something. An unnecessary conversation was better left unvoiced.


  <Remaining time… [2 hours 03 minutes].>


  However, there was still a considerable amount of time left and Myu’s temperature had risen by a bit. More than anything, Myu seemed more energetic than before just because of the topic. 


  There must be a reason the always-lethargic mirror image of the personality was throwing such a question at him.


  “It’s nothing great but…”


  He opened his mouth.


  In a way, this could be considered a bizarre turn of events. Myu had a lot of attachment to the black race and Yu Jitae was an existence who had massacred a fair bit of black dragons.


  And yet Myu was curious about Yu Jitae’s story, so he decided to share his life after slight adjustment.


  1st iteration. Story of the young Yu Jitae, with not a single thing he was skilled at, going through his first life and learning how to stand by himself.


  2nd iteration. Spending the time to head towards a better life. The first time he loved someone – a story that however ended with despair.


  3rd iteration. Mindlessly wandering around the world seeking for power, thinking strength was the solution to all.


  While moderately cutting down on details that Myu would be uncomfortable about, Yu Jitae continued talking about his life. Naturally, he also glossed over the regression and vaguely added them into one time frame.


  As Myu quietly listened to his story, energy slowly began to enter its gaze. It was quite different from how it used to gasp for breath as if it would die any time soon.


  There was a funny aspect to the mind of an existence. There was a tendency to feel oddly consoled by watching someone else’s despair.


  It was a natural form of emotion for any existence, so Yu Jitae was not that displeased even if Myu were to gain strength with his despair as the basis. Whatever it was, he was fine as long as Myu became energetic again.


  “Truly, dreadful and, heartbreaking…”


  Myu’s reply in the empty library soon vanished without even leaving behind an echo.


  “I cannot even dare imagine it.”


  “Is that so?”


  “I am a dragon and was born with an honourable blood. However, not once have I craved something as much as that… You, are a truly mysterious person…”


  Myu murmured like a child.


  Suddenly, he remembered how Myu would sometimes act sensitively like a hatchling despite being an adult. It was understandable now that he knew how Myu had been living a roaming life ever since she was born. He could finally understand one of the principles behind her actions.


  But that instead made him feel weirdly uncomfortable. Deceiving the baby dragons was enough of a deception already.


  “There is no reason to get that excited is there?”


  “Why is that?”


  “Because I am the nemesis of your race.”


  “Right. That much is definitely true.”


  Myu’s personality still had a fair bit of excitement in its expression.


  “However, what I was in awe of was not you as a person, but your ardent desire for your dream.”


  “…”


  “Listening to you speak makes me wonder. How great of a dream must it be, that you are willing to go to such miserable lengths to achieve it?”


  “You can flatter me all you want, but you won’t be getting anything in return.”


  “I am not trying to flatter you, see? Life without knowing the reason, and wandering without knowing why, is my story. Maybe that is why. The stories of your dreams are, seriously…”


  Using the only remaining hand, Myu tightly gripped onto its chest as the tiny hand clenched into a fist. 


  The venomous gaze he was used to was nowhere in sight. The energy overflowing out of its eyes was wondrous even for him. 


  “……Truly, marvelous are they not?”


  With a dreamy voice Myu whispered. 


  After a few seconds of silence, Myu carefully reopened its mouth.


  “…You see. I was born in order to help someone.”


  A story he had never heard before was flowing out of this foreign dragon’s mouth. There was evidently more energy in its eyes than before so Yu Jitae decided to lend an ear to that story a little.


  “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.”


  ‘Funny right? Even though I was definitely supposed to help someone.’ Myu murmured.


  “Our race was chased out a very long time ago and we had to stray around the outer dimensions without any place to settle in. Because of that, I thought my job was to help everyone of my race.”


  “Is that why you were trying to coil up on Earth?”


  “Yes.”


  “And that’s why you killed people?”


  “Well, that is not too far from the truth.”


  “How nasty.”


  “Right. Although it was with sloppy passion, I wanted to do something that included killing people. And I did. However, shouldn’t you empathise with my cause? Since you have also killed my kindred to achieve your dream.”


  “…”


  His silence caused Myu’s lips to curl up a little. After some time, he agreed.


  “Right.”


  Myu started letting out a louder chuckle.


  Sitting there was a pair of dirty male and female. Two people who had drawn an unforgivable path in their life were sitting down talking to each other. That was what Yu Jitae thought at the very least.


  Even a sinner had an ongoing life. Even though no-one would be curious about it, a life that could not come to an end would continue no matter the form. Those two disgusting stories shamelessly went further out and managed to reach this place, and were now being tangled up.


  “Then, since things have turned out like this anyway, would you mind giving an honest answer as fellow disgusting ones.”


  “What do you want to know.”


  “Can I, also become like you?”


  Myu asked with an innocent and frank voice.


  “Will a day come where I finally help that someone? And fulfil the reason for my birth?”


  Before giving a reply, Yu Jitae reflected on the words of [Self-hatred]. The guy said Myu had been chased out from a very young age due to being worthless. 


  Yu Jitae replied with a question.


  “You. When you were discarded at the dumping ground.”


  “Continue.”


  “That was when there were new mirror images arriving at the village, was it?”


  “Yes. And?”


  “If you were born to help someone, does that mean those mirror images entering your body are in accordance with the reason for your birth?”


  Myu returned a nod. 


  All the ones above ground right now were born in order for Myu to help someone.


  “Then why would it be impossible to help.”


  “You mean I can do that as well?”


  “Of course.”


  “But I’ve never helped anyone for over hundreds of years though?”


  “You have everything prepared.”


  “But, I am not confident… I’m scared. Because I’ve never done anything the way I wanted to.”


  That was as expected of what a personality dumped with the trash would say. But from their conversation, Yu Jitae realised something.


  “You need to do it,” he said.


  “Me?”


  “If there is something to help with, you have to step up to help.”


  “…”


  “Weren’t you being pushed around your whole life? Coming to Earth was by pure coincidence, and you were trying to lead a passive life here as well. That won’t do. You have to take a step forward by yourself.”


  “…If only there was a way to justify it.”


  “You wanted to become like me, was it?”


  “I do want to be like you.”


  “Then just do it.”


  Although he had been sprinting for a thousand years to reach this place, it wasn’t like there was some kind of grandiose reason behind it.


  There was something he wanted; something he wanted to accomplish. 


  And that was why he had been running for a thousand years.


  Myu blinked its eyes after listening to his persuasion.


  “Is it really that simple? You mean I can be like you with only that?”


  “Yes.”


  Myu’s personality widened its eyes. Looking at someone else who despite being placed in a similar situation had created a different result, and listening to his advice seemed to have created some type of resonance in its heart.


  “I see…”


  Their conversation had a normal everyday aspect to it, so he marked the end in a normal manner.


  “And kill as few people as possible if you can.”


  He gave a hypocritical remark to mark the end as Myu dumbfoundedly replied with a smile.


  “…There is a condition.”


  “What is it.”


  “When we leave for this vacation, let me do some volunteer work. I will try helping someone.”


  Even though he nodded, he knew it was a laughable conversation they were having.


  “There will still be an observer so keep that in mind.”


  “How about you come with me and volunteer by my side?”


  “I’ll have to think about that.”


  Like that, the two talked about volunteer work. He talked a little about his campus community work that he had done with Yeorum and Myu’s personality gave a nod in surprise.


  “…How mysterious.”


  It’s no longer cold is it?


  That was what Myu said.


  And it was the same for Yu Jitae.


  .


  .


  .


  <Remaining time… [0 hours 3 minutes].>


  ***


  However, the 7th iteration never went according to plan.


  If there truly was a guy called the god of fate, Yu Jitae would rip its limbs to pieces and kick it to a corner and throw questions at its face.


  Over a thousand years I have lived to at last reach this moment.


  <Remaining time… [0 hours 2 minutes].>


  That 1 minute,


  <Remaining time… [0 hours 1 minute].>


  Why couldn’t you wait for just 1 minute.


  



Kugugugung—–!!


  Kugugugugugugugugung—–!!


  It was sudden.


  The world started to shake. ‘Ahhk!’ shouted Myu in fright. It was about to bounce off and crush into the ceiling, so he held tightly onto Myu and withstood the shake by laying his body low.


  Over time, the shaking turned all the more intense.


  Jumping up and down, it swallowed the library like a tidal wave. Some of the books fell from the bookshelves onto the floor before scattering into conceptual fragments.


  He thought to himself.


  Ants could jump around all they want inside a bowl, with the bowl never shaking an inch.


  Therefore, an existence that could shake the bowl like this was highly likely to be outside.


  <Remaining time… [0 hours 0 minutes 52 seconds].>


  Soon, Yu Jitae realised that someone in the real world was trying to shake him and Myu. With a ferocious gush of mana at that!


  The ceiling of the library came crumbling down and their heads suddenly turned bright. Dirt fell into the library as Myu closed its eyes with a scream.


  It was only a matter of time for them to be discovered so it was more important to find out the cause behind this incident instead of trying to hide themselves.


  <[Will of the Ancient One (SS)] finds the foreign sense of mana suspicious.>


  Regardless of the suspicions he had to do it. By immediately flooding out the mana he had hidden inside, he reached out to the outer world.


  At the same time, he let out an irritated roar in his mind looking for the clone. It was a furious shout demanding an explanation.


  – Sov…


  Ringing in his head was the urgent response of Clone 1.


  Words were being cut off here and there because the string of mana was just too thin. But expanding it without a thought would only cause him to get chased out of the conceptual world by the Will of the Ancient One, so he patiently waited for the reply.


  – Oscar… suddenly…, …attacked…


  Oscar?


  Oscar Brzenk?


  Since he was at the basement of the Association, it would mean he had suddenly attacked the Association. 


  That made some sense. If Oscar Brzenk had suddenly attacked the Association, it was understandable for the explosion of mana to be able to shake even the underground isolation room.


  However, there was still something that did not make sense.


  <Remaining time… [0 hours 0 minutes 44 seconds].>


  Why would Oscar Brzenk suddenly do such a thing?


  Did going to ask the Judges of Providence somehow end up making things go in a bad direction? That was the only thing he could guess as of now.


  <Remaining time… [0 hours 0 minutes 31 seconds].>


  Above the sky, his eyes caught sight of the dark bomber aircrafts – the [Memory Manipulators]. One of them met their eyes with Yu Jitae.


  In that instant, irritation surged all the way up his head.


  <Remaining time… [0 hours 0 minutes 25 seconds].>


  He was almost there.


  At last after a thousand years, the moment was right before his eyes.


  <Remaining time… [0 hours 0 minutes 21 seconds].>


  He had taken everything in consideration, so why was it that the thing called life never went the way he wanted it to;


  <Remaining time… [0 hours 0 minutes 19 seconds].>


  Why did it so desperately want him to fail?


  <Remaining time… [0 hours 0 minutes 17 seconds].>


  Seven entities that had been circling around several kilometres above the sky finally gained a sense of clear direction.


  Even though they were bomber aircrafts, they weren’t actual bomber planes. They were the incarnation of the ‘authority’ that was made to the most easily understandable target based on his [Conceptualisation].


  Following a peculiar urge, he pondered to himself. After defeating all those hardships and standing in this place, this guy called god of fate was standing before his eyes choking his neck. 


  Shouting this into his ears.


  Are you still not going to give up?


  Still?
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  The aircraft swiftly turned in mid air. They started falling straight down in a sudden drop aiming straight for that one target.


  “Ahh…!”


  Myu screamed.


  The ‘bomber aircrafts’ simultaneously started shooting objects that were interpreted into ironclad missiles.


  Accelerated even further due to the rapid drop of the plane, the bombs travelled faster than streaks of rain.


  Dozens of missiles were falling towards Yu Jitae.


  It was more than enough to create a crater of dozens of metres in radius in this library of memories, and a quick calculation told him it would destroy the nearby lands and wipe it off the face of this world.


  They acted with not a single reserve, even though the personality was in this place!


  “W, what should we do? At this rate we will end up dying!”


  In the middle of the shout, the first missile landed on the ground 10 metres away from them creating a large explosion of light.


  —-!


  A deafening noise filled their eardrums. The sound waves reached a critical level, making it unable to differentiate each source of sound. The world was shaking with Myu crouching down and screaming inside it.


  —-!


  The next missile was slightly closer; approximately 5 metres away from them. 


  Even though only the noise and the shockwave had reached them, a portion of the fragile mental concept of personality turned into conceptual shards that shattered and scattered like glass fragments.


  Thus, Yu Jitae hugged Myu in an even tighter grip.


  —!


  —–!


  Even in the following explosions, all he could do was clench his teeth and endure.


  Myu had already been pushed to the pit of despair once in this world. Drenched with fear, Myu’s body shook heavily like there was no tomorrow as its fragments fell piece by piece.


  At this rate, something terrible might happen to Myu’s personality even before the missiles landed on them.


  ‘It’s alright!’ He shouted but his shout was buried in the surrounding noise, unable to reach its ears. Even so, Myu nervously gazed up at him so he shouted yet again. ‘It’s alright! You can do it! We can leave this place together!’ He didn’t know how much of his words had managed to go through but Myu hugged him a little tighter in response.


  The crumbling of the body began to cease.


  What supported a concept was its mental power. The reason Yu Jitae could fight the monsters and bear through the cold despite having the same physical condition as the mirror image of Myu’s personality was, in the end, due to the difference in their willpower.


  —–!


  —–!


  At last, a missile landed above Yu Jitae.


  That one strike quivered both his head and his entire body. He had to endure the bombardment with his bare body.


  Wounds were added upon wounds as his body bursted out into shards. His legs were crushed with bones being visible but he could not powerlessly lose like this.


  He had to endure it.


  Even if it was to eat at his mind and even if his body was to gradually crumble down, he had to endure through it.


  ———!!


  ———!!


  ———!!


  Before long, the true round of bombardment began. His vision was painted in white as he tightly wrapped his arms around the screaming Myu.


  He could feel the heavy quivering of the body – the personality was starting to be erased despite the existence’s mental power. Those guys were bombarding this place no matter the cost, as if trying to destroy this entire world.


  He did not close his eyes.


  In a world devoid of sound, his sense of touch became ever so distinct. His entire body felt scorching hot as if it was on fire. The world in his sight had already turned white and those opened eyes also felt like they were in a pit of flame but even then, he did not close his eyes.


  With his open eyes, he gazed at the sky. As his willpower slowly started to dwindle, he opened his mouth to shout in a voice he could not hear.


  After a thousand years I have reached it.


  You think I will fall in such a lowly world


  From a trial as lowly as this?


  Who can dare make me fall.


  Who, dares—-!


  Like a beast, he roared. Using his body to stop the rain of dirt and rocks that were scorching red after the explosion of light, Yu Jitae furiously bellowed in a fit of burning rage.


  Although his ears picked up not a single sound, he had to gather his disordered mind into one. His entire body burned and shattered into pieces, but he nonetheless withstood it.


  All the way, until the bombardments came to an end.


  *


  His unclosed eyes could see nothing but light, with the world erased from his sight. However it was fine and he thus did not close his eyes.


  After some time, the curtain of light was lifted but he still could not see the front and had become like a blind person.


  But reaching out with his hand, his fingertips touched something desolate. 


  The sense of touch was unreliable. The skin had already melted to nothing and the flesh was all scorched. It was the same even for his senses that existed as a concept – he could feel nothing with his fingertips.


  However, the remaining finger bones were attached with his willpower and it was certain that there was something stopping the approach of his fingers. 


  His body was half shattered and charred but he was still alive. In addition, his body hadn’t scattered yet.


  Even though he currently had no way of knowing it, the conceptually crafted [Origin Fragment] had long been half demolished. More than half of the conceptual world was gone.


  The enemy had exploded themselves to death and even [Rationality] was destroyed in the process.


  That was how extreme the [Memory Manipulators] were with the bombardment. More than 70% of all the mirror images of this world were dead and the ones alive were on their knees kissing the ground, trembling on top of the lands that hadn’t crumbled down yet.


  However, the conceptual world supported by his willpower still had a cliff remaining that could be climbed up. The black wall that even [Conceptualisation (SS)] could not interpret and the memories within it were also safe from the [Memory Manipulators] and were left on top of the cliff.


  Now that the library was gone, the wall looked like an extremely enormous black container. 


  Fortunately, the ‘mirror image of personality’ lying in his arms was also still alive. Its lungs moving along its breath was reaching his ribs. With that, he was certain it was still alive.


  Even though he still could not hear anything due to the aftermath, a part of his vision slowly came back. One of his eyes was completely shut and the remaining eye had about 30% of its previous visibility. 


  He was forcibly using his half-crushed eye to look at the front, but that much was more than enough.


  Firstly, he looked at Myu. Even if every mirror image of this world was to disappear, the personality could not. As long as the personality was alive, everything else could eventually be made again even though it might take some time. 


  Myu was slowly dissipating in his arms so he had to open his mouth which he doubted was working properly to calm Myu down.


  It’s alright.


  It is all over.


  When he diligently tried to convey that, Myu carefully raised its head to look at him but there was soon a look of extreme shock on its face. Looking deeply into Myu’s eyes, he could understand the reason behind that expression.


  It was no wonder one of his eyes couldn’t see.


  Half of his entire head was crushed so that was to be expected.


  “…”


  Immediately after that, Myu lost consciousness. In order to survive, the personality was instinctively trying to withstand until this large shock was to pass by.


  He turned his gaze to the surroundings.


  This place which had seemed like a peaceful village of the mountainous countryside now appeared like a floating island after the arrays of bombardment. It now resembled a donut-shaped island with a hole in the centre.


  Even the bottom ground was all crushed and beneath the ground was of the same colour as the sky. In the centre of that world, Yu Jitae and Myu were on the bottom of a cliff.


  The cliff was floating in mid-air. Yu Jitae’s willpower had protected not only his body and Myu but also this much of the land from the bombardment. 


  He turned his eyes to the remaining donut-shaped island. There was a small cave nearby. That cave was probably [Impulse] where every primeval actions were carried out alongside reflex responses.


  It was a cave that could usually only be reached by going endlessly down to the basement covered in [Unconsciousness].


  Yu Jitae climbed down the cliff with his quivering legs and placed Myu down in that cave before once again returning to the cliff.


  The only remaining task was the most important one.


  Using his bony arms and black, scorched legs, he began to climb the cliff.


  Unable to grip properly, his hands slipped. Once, he even rolled down from the cliff because there was not a sliver of energy left behind in his body.


  However, he went to the cliff and climbed it regardless.


  He was swept away in an indescribable emotion. A message that floated up even though he had yet to fully climb the cliff incited his emotions even more.


  <The target is the [Will of the Ancient One (SS)].>


  At the very top – at the end of the library of memories surrounded by black walls was the clue to solving the [Will of the Ancient One (SS)]. As long as he could destroy it, he would be able to discover the coordinates of ‘Askalifa’ in the distant dimensions.


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


  At last, his long-aspired dream was right before his eyes.


  How much had he been longing;


  For this moment to arrive.


  How much have I been longing for it…


  From the bottom of his dead emotions rose up memories of the past flowing through his mind.


  How immensely long of a voyage had it been…


  [Conceptualisation] was still activated and it started to show an image inside his mind.


  With him in the centre, the world flipped upside down from the tip of the distant sky. Revealed around him before long was a dark world. He was sitting on top of a certain boat.


  He could hear the calm splashes of the ocean but his eyes could not find anything in this world no matter how far they faced. Looking up did not let him find any stars nor the moon and there was nothing but void in his eyes.


  The ship leaving the port was once again floating adrift, 


  But the end of that journey was coming.


  Raising his eyes, he looked into the distance.


  Look. Off in the far distance somewhere within the darkness – isn’t there something definite that was even darker standing tall oozing with presence?


  As if telling him to come…


  He crawled up.


  Going one step higher.


  One hand above.


  He climbed higher and higher, before at last laying his hand on the scorched lands next to the black wall.


  A gush of bright light started to envelope him.


  The light was intense enough to blind his eyes once again, but it was an indescribably holy and lofty light different from anything of this world. With his broken face he smiled. Only half of his face was remaining so the smile was also half-crooked.


  He simply could not control himself. Feeling the sense of fulfilment overwhelming his body, he gave a wide smile in quiet anticipation.


  At the end of the 1,000-year-long voyage,


  He finally reached the lighthouse.


  ***


  The Regressor stood at the top of the world.


  From a small gap in the middle of the [Black Wall] came out a piece of paper. This was the information regarding [Will of the Ancient One] that had been analysed by [Conceptualisation] over the period of 24 hours.


  Slowly, the mirror image that was the host of the [Will of the Ancient One] was starting to be revealed.


  Even now, when looking up at the sky, he could see the immensely foolish red eye looking down at the world. Yu Jitae had never used any ability that exceeded the threshold and therefore, the guy followed its principles and overlooked everything despite the world crumbling down to this state. 


  The mirror image that [Will of the Ancient One] was surviving by leaching off of was still alive somewhere and that was why the eye was still hanging in mid air. It would be among the living ones and he simply had to go up and kill it.


  A page among Myu’s sealed memories came out to Yu Jitae. It was folded in half but he unhesitatingly spread it open.


  Well, whoever it was was not that important, because everything was almost over.


  Thinking that he opened the paper and,


  “…”


  He immediately froze on the spot.


  *


  At some point in time, Myu’s personality woke up from its sleep.


  How long has it been, it wondered.


  Light was seeping into the barren cave of the barren world. The sun was rising so a night must have gone by already. Apathetically calculating the time, Myu realised that quite a bit of time had passed.


  Sitting blankly inside the cave, Myu’s personality gazed at the barren world. 


  Everything was wiped off of the conceptual world. But the risk of another explosion was still there so a few of the surviving mirror images on top of the ground still had devastated looks on their faces.


  Suddenly, Myu felt rather uneasy. There was not a particular reason, but what flowed out of the tiny speck of a hole on the [Black Wall] was a part of Myu’s memories of the youth that she had forgotten and that was also conveyed to ‘Myu’ of the conceptual world. It was because the mirror image of the personality in this conceptual world was the only existence that shared the memories and senses with Myu’s true body.


  It was when Myu was blankly looking at the ground of the empty cave.


  Something blocked the light coming into the cave.


  Raising its head, Myu saw Yu Jitae standing at the entrance.


  His body was still a mess. Crushed head, scorched body, arms with only bones and a bizarre pair of legs.


  “Ah, are you back?”


  Myu welcomed him with a slightly brighter look on its face but he stood quietly at the entrance of the cave, silently looking back into its eyes.


  “Why did you not wake me up. I think it has been around four days already.”


  He didn’t reply.


  Like the first time they met,


  There was no expression on his face.


  “…”


  The uneasiness inside became a little bigger.


  On the other hand, Myu was curious why it was welcoming him with such a happy tone of voice. Was it because of the time they spent chattering in the cold? Or perhaps it was because of the content of the conversation they had that Myu was feeling a little more attached.


  If not, it could also be because the advice he gave had left an impression in its mind. To Myu’s lethargic question, he replied, ‘You can be like me’.


  So, even though it might only be a little…


  …Myu thought they had gotten a bit closer.


  “…”


  That was why Myu felt a little more uneasy.


  Myu was a dragon.


  Dragons did not forget, and the mirror image was also Myu.


  Soon, after walking closer, he dropped a piece of paper on the ground. The uneasiness was turning into reality.


  With trembling hands, Myu picked up the paper.


  Myu immediately recognised the faded picture and the words written on the dirty piece of paper. On it was an explanation and a picture of the mirror image that [Will of the Ancient One (SS)] had chosen as the host.


  The identity of the host inside the picture…


  Crouching down on the ground, Myu raised its vacant eyes to stare at Yu Jitae. Even though he was right before its eyes, he was there with the light behind him with his expression unable to be discerned.


  Myu gave an awkward smile.


  Its lips were probably raised up.


  Thinking it was a little awkward, it erased the smile off of its face and looked back down.


  1,000 years.


  A thousand years huh…?


  How long would a thousand years have been to a human…?


  Thinking about that created another smile on the lips. This time, even its eyes were in a curve.


  Myu gazed back up at his face.


  “… How, …unfortunate.”


  Myu couldn’t stare at his face for too long, so lowered its gaze again.


  “I was really looking forward to this vacation…”


  He didn’t reply.


  Myu clenched its lips a little before giving a light shake.


  “Why did you bother waiting for me to wake back up…


  “Have you not been waiting for a thousand years?


  “What; did you become soft after all that time or something?”


  Raising its head again, Myu looked at him. Staring at his face that was still very difficult to see, Myu gave a faint smile.


  Hanging in his hand was a sword.


  Suddenly, the conversation shared with him came back up to the surface. 


  If there is something to help with, you have to step up to help.


  The voice that was vivid in its memories despite the cold taking away from its concentration.


  “Is this the right way to help?”


  Myu reached out to grab the blade of the sword. However, he did not let go of it.


  “Ah, is it not?


  “Please understand.


  “This is my first time stepping up to help someone, so I might be unskilled.”


  When Myu released its grip, he too relaxed his hand for some reason. The tip of the blade quivered. He seemed to have felt some kind of emotion and Myu felt something as well.


  Myu once again grabbed the blade. After some resistance, he released his grip.


  The entity carried the blade in its two hands.


  – You mean I can be like you?


  He had replied, yes.


  “I really wanted to go on this vacation…”


  Myu said with trembling fingertips.


  “But still, I am glad that I could help someone despite the method.”


  As the conversation they had regarding their dreams resurfaced in its mind,


  “I have finally managed to fulfil my dream. It is thanks to you.”


  The existence that only knew how to be powerless,


  “So, My Nemesis…”


  Pointed the tip of the blade at its own neck.


  



“…I hope you achieve your dream as well.”


  



.


  .


  .


  Light dissipated, brightening up the cave.


  Walking outside, he stared at the sky.


  Fragments were scattering down from the sky, covering the world with its light.


  The world was dazzlingly bright even for half an eye to see.


  Therefore, his shadow was all the more darker.
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