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The first question wasn’t important.

At least, not on the surface.

It came up while they were organizing materials.

“Do you think this order makes sense?”

Seoyeon asked, holding a stack of papers.

Junho looked at them.

He didn’t answer right away.

Not because he didn’t know—
but because he realized something.
She wasn’t asking for an answer.

She was asking to think together.

“I’m not sure.”

He said honestly.

“But if we move this up,
the flow might feel smoother.”
Seoyeon nodded.

“Yeah.
That’s what I was thinking too.”
They rearranged the papers quietly.

The question dissolved into action.

And yet—

something had shifted.



In his first life,
Junho had treated questions
as problems to be solved.
Someone asked.
He answered.
That had been his role.

Efficient.
Reliable.
But this felt different.

The question hadn’t been a request for certainty.

It had been an invitation.



They began to share more of those.

Small ones.

“Is this too much?”

“Should we leave this as it is?”

“Do you think people will mind?”

None of them demanded immediate resolution.

They were questions that could sit
between them for a moment.
And because of that,
neither felt pressured to perform.



One evening, as they walked out together,
Seoyeon spoke again.
“I’m still figuring things out.”

Junho glanced at her.

“Me too.”

She smiled slightly.

“That’s... reassuring.”

Junho nodded.

He understood.

In his first life,
he’d often felt like he had to be certain.
To lead.
To decide.
Here, sharing uncertainty
felt more honest.
More balanced.



They paused at the building entrance.

People passed by.

The world kept moving.

Seoyeon looked thoughtful.

“Can I ask you something?”

Junho waited.

“Why do you take your time with things?”

The question surprised him.

Not because it was intrusive—
but because it was precise.
He considered it.

“Because I learned what happens
when I don’t.”
She didn’t press.

She didn’t ask how.

She simply nodded.

“I see.”

That response mattered.

Because it meant—

the question didn’t need a full answer.

It was enough
that it had been shared.



That night, Junho wrote:

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

〈Shared Questions〉
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	Questions don’t always seek answers.

	Sometimes they seek company.

	Sharing uncertainty creates trust
faster than sharing certainty.


He paused, then added:

	A relationship that can hold questions
can hold change.


He closed the notebook.

He felt steady.

Not because he knew where things were going.

But because he wasn’t carrying the questions alone anymore.



The next time they worked together,
the questions came naturally.
And they stayed—
long enough
to shape something quieter than answers.
Something like understanding.
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Chapter 24 — Certainty Comes Late
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Certainty didn’t arrive when he expected it to.

It didn’t appear at the beginning—
not when curiosity first surfaced,
not when comfort followed.
It came much later.

After repetition.
After adjustment.
After silence had been shared enough times
to stop feeling awkward.



Junho realized this one afternoon
while reviewing a checklist.
Nothing important.

Names.
Dates.
Deadlines.
Seoyeon was sitting across from him,
quietly marking corrections.
He glanced up without thinking.

And the thought came.

I trust her.

The thought startled him.

Not because it was intense—
but because it was simple.
No excitement.
No emotional surge.
Just certainty.



In his first life,
certainty had always been loud.
It arrived dressed as confidence.
As passion.
As urgency.
He’d mistaken that noise
for depth.
Now he saw the difference.

This certainty didn’t push him forward.

It didn’t demand action.

It simply existed.



They worked without much conversation.

But when Seoyeon moved a paper,
Junho adjusted his notes automatically.
When Junho paused,
Seoyeon waited.
They weren’t coordinating consciously.

They were aligning.

That alignment had taken time.

And it couldn’t have been rushed.



Later, walking back together,
Seoyeon spoke.
“I’m glad we’re on the same team.”

Junho nodded.

“Me too.”

The words felt adequate.

Not dramatic.

Accurate.

At the crosswalk, they stopped.

The light was red.

People gathered around them.

Junho didn’t feel the need
to fill the pause.
Neither did she.

The light changed.

They crossed.



That night, Junho thought about it.

Certainty hadn’t come
when he wanted reassurance.
It had come
when he stopped needing it.
That was the difference.



He wrote in his notebook.
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〈Certainty〉
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	Certainty that comes early is fragile.

	Certainty that comes late is quiet.

	It doesn’t promise outcomes.

	It promises stability.


He underlined late.

In his first life,
he’d rushed certainty.
Demanded it.

Here, he’d waited without realizing he was waiting.

And because of that,
when it arrived—
it felt earned.



The next time doubt surfaced,
it didn’t shake him.
Because certainty wasn’t something
he needed to defend.
It was something he recognized.

Junho smiled faintly.

So this is how it comes.

Late.

After everything else
has had time to settle.
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Chapter 25 — The Failure of a Dating Experiment
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The experiment began without a declaration.

There was no confession.
No clear agreement.
Just a quiet shift.

Someone suggested coffee after a meeting.
Someone else didn’t refuse.
That was all.

Junho knew, even as it started,
that calling it dating might be generous.
It was more like testing a hypothesis.

What happens if we lean slightly closer?



They met a few times outside of work.

Coffee.
A short walk.
A simple meal.
Nothing went wrong.

And that, strangely enough,
was the problem.
The conversations were polite.
Considerate.
Too considerate.

They spoke carefully,
as if not to disturb the shape
they had built through routine.
Junho noticed it first.

He was listening more than feeling.

Responding rather than reacting.

This isn’t bad.

But it’s not... natural either.



Seoyeon noticed it too.

She didn’t say it immediately.

She rarely did.

Instead, the pauses grew longer.

The questions fewer.

One evening, as they sat across from each other,
she looked at him and asked:
“Can I be honest?”

Junho nodded.

“Please.”

“I don’t know
what we’re doing right now.”
The words were calm.

Not accusatory.

Accurate.

Junho took a breath.

“I was thinking the same thing.”

Silence followed.

Not heavy.

Just clarifying.



In his first life,
this was where he would have tried harder.
Explained more.
Promised clarity.
Told himself that effort
would smooth things over.
Now, he didn’t.

Because this wasn’t confusion.

It was misalignment.

They weren’t uncomfortable with each other.

They were uncomfortable
with forcing a shape
that didn’t fit yet.



Seoyeon spoke again.

“I don’t dislike this.”

Junho nodded.

“Me neither.”

“But I don’t feel
like this is where it should start.”
That sentence settled everything.

Because it was true.

They had skipped something.

Not intimacy—
but readiness.



They didn’t call it a breakup.

There was nothing to break.

They finished their drinks.

Talked about logistics.

Stood up.

Outside, the air was cool.

Seoyeon adjusted her coat.

“I’m glad we tried.”

Junho smiled.

“Me too.”

And he meant it.

Because the failure wasn’t wasteful.

It was informative.



Walking home alone,
Junho felt an unexpected sense of relief.
Not disappointment.

Not regret.

Just clarity.

In his first life,
failed relationships had always left residue.
Questions.
Self-blame.
This time, there was none.

Because the failure hadn’t come
from carelessness.
It had come
from honesty.



That night, he wrote:
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