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    First Edition


Chapter 2

	After a solid round of haggling, I walked away with double pay and a year-end bonus.

	Only then did I shut my eyes and accept this hell-tier assignment.

	My drop point was right next to Asher.

	For the record, I'm the one who named him "Asher."

	The first time I met him, he was barely sixteen.

	Slender but not frail, pale-skinned, bright-eyed.

	His pink lips were a little chapped. He pressed them together, his head of brown curls looking impossibly warm in the sunlight.

	He edged closer to me, asking, "Got any water? Sis?"

	Little punk. Putting on quite a show.

	So I gave him a small smile and pulled out half a bottle of water.

	While his attention was hooked, I kicked the knife off his back.

	As a corporate drone of the transmigration trade, I've studied no shortage of combat technique, and in no time I had his hands bound with rope.

	Even pinned, he kept a lazy little smile on his face.

	Kind of interesting.

	This assignment world was a post-apocalyptic one—zombies everywhere, plenty of people slaughtering each other over supplies.

	And that's how the villain and I first met, in a dust-floating empty warehouse.


Chapter 3

	I started getting ready to be sent into the assignment world.

	By my count, it should be the third year after the apocalypse hit that world.

	Only six months had passed since I dumped my two darlings and made my speedy disappearing act.

	The villain should have just turned nineteen.

	He was of age now, and not a nobody, either.

	I'd left him plenty of supplies before I vanished, and between that, that face of his, and his cleverness—

	I figured his days couldn't be going too badly.

	Maybe right now he was holed up in some base living large, no need for me to worry.

	Still, his personality had some big flaws—stubborn, obsessive, a grudge-keeper.

	My last assignment had gone off flawlessly, which meant my "death" had deepened his descent into darkness.

	But everything I did was what the world's storyline required.

	A story fated by the timeline—no one can change it.

	This new assignment, though, was strange to describe.

	The team lead told me my task was to restore the world, and flatly refused to say anything more.

	People in our line all have at least some fear of the Heavenly Way.

	To keep it from detecting our existence, we tend not to say things outright.

	But this kind of vague, murky description was a first.

	"Sloane. You're here."

	As the transport ended, a hoarse voice came into my ears.

	The team lead had said I'd be sent directly to the villain's side.

	So, unsurprisingly, I opened my eyes—and looked at the villain, the left half of his face pale and boyish as I remembered, the right half covered in eerie markings. And for the first time, I felt this shocked.

	I backed up a few steps and looked around.

	The reek of blood pierced my nose. In the distance, zombies eyed my throat, twitching with the urge to move.

	Only when they felt the villain's gaze did they lower their heads in submission.

	A scream came from the building beside us.

	Oh hell.

	Asher—how did you turn into a zombie?


Chapter 5

	I'd thought all this through, and Asher bit down on my neck.

	He didn't break the skin—otherwise I'd have turned into a zombie.

	It hurt a little, but bearable.

	Seeing no real reaction from me, Asher seemed unsatisfied, and dragged his fangs over my collarbone a few more times.

	I reached over and patted his puppy head out of habit.

	Mm, same soft texture as ever.

	Asher's movements paused slightly. Seizing the chance, I said, "I'm hungry."

	Asher: "Oh."

	Me: "?"

	Me: "What's that supposed to mean, 'oh.'"

	The smile on Asher's face turned distinctly unfriendly. "I'm a zombie. I don't get hungry."

	Cute, kid. So that's the game we're playing.

	I shoved him off and started to walk out.

	Asher seized my wrist, the force heavy enough to leave a red mark on it instantly.

	"Where are you going?"

	His expression went cold in a flash, as if the conversation just now had all been my fault.

	I said flatly, "To find food, obviously."

	He thought about it, let go of my hand, and abruptly released me.

	"Go quick, come back quick," he said.

	Then he said to the zombie beside him, "Watch her. If she runs, turn her into one of your own kind, understand?"

	The zombie nodded, going Mrowr, mrowr.

	An independent woman does not roll her eyes lightly—not unless she truly can't help it.

	I aimed at the sky and rolled mine, hard.

	With Asher's zombie trailing me, I walked out of the little

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

Chapter 13

	After leaving Mia, I bought some daily necessities I needed from the trade market, then went back to my room again.

	Julian was standing outside my door.

	In his hands he cradled a bouquet of roses, and like an elegant prince, he held them out to me.

	I happily accepted.

	While I was at it, I marveled inwardly—why is there no man like this in the real world?

	Julian asked me, "Would you have lunch with me tomorrow?"

	Thinking of what I'd just bought, my smile grew a touch clearer.

	"No problem."

	I spent a lazy slacker's day at the base.

	Electronics couldn't connect to the internet, but they could still charge.

	People sold resources via Bluetooth, USB drives, and other transfer methods.

	Before I'd left, I'd bought plenty of music and game install files on my phone.

	Julian had kept that phone carefully preserved, and now it was back in my hands.

	I instantly transformed into a screen-addict, sinking into my phone, unable to pull myself free.

	Right at mealtime, when I was thinking of going to the cafeteria to buy food, Julian's subordinate knocked on my door instead, bringing me three dishes and a soup.

	Sigh, Julian really is wonderful.

	So I ate and drank like that, not falling asleep until midnight.

	In the dead of night I should have been sleeping deeply, but I suddenly jolted awake, sensing someone's breath on my face.

	I always sleep with earplugs and an eye mask on.

	Just as I reached to take them off, I felt my earlobe taken into someone's mouth.

	In that instant, my hair stood on end.

	I instinctively kicked at the person, but my thigh got grabbed.

	I couldn't hear clearly, and couldn't see anything either.

	My fingers accidentally brushed a familiar scar, and my fingertips paused.

	"Asher?"

	The person opposite me went still.

	Then my earplugs and eye mask were removed.

	In the moonlight, Asher's face fell into view.

	Half angel, half devil.

	"So sis recognized me."

	Asher let out a sigh. "Will sis come away with me?"

	Held captive in Asher's grip, my voice trembled a little.

	"What are you trying to do?"

	"Sis, come away with me. Let's go somewhere with no one around."

	Asher's breathing had gone a little ragged.

	I dodged as best I could. "You and I were never anything but pretense. You'll fall in love with someone else…"

	"Sis doesn't trust me?"

	Asher's eyes were damp, like a puppy abandoned by its owner.

	My breath caught for a moment.

	Ugh, throwing in the puppy-eyed seduction on top of everything.

	In the end, Asher lay down beside me, thoroughly satisfied.

	"I love sis most."

	I faced the ceiling and gave an "Mm," but inside I was thinking:

	Once I leave, the person you love most will be your heroine.

	I fell asleep wrapped in Asher's arms, and when I woke, he was nowhere to be seen.

	By the time I went out, it was already eleven.

	Julian was waiting at my door, his lips pale.


Chapter 14

	"What are you doing here?" I asked.

	Julian's gaze seemed to drift, with apparent casualness, toward my room, then withdrew again.

	"Nothing. Shall we go?"

	"Sure."

	I gripped the thing in my pocket tightly.

	The Heavenly Way loves its melodrama.

	So in its design, the heroine and the leads get dosed with a drug and end up having no choice but to, you know, and the feelings develop slowly afterward.

	Now, I couldn't buy that kind of unmentionable drug—but sleeping pills, I could.

	Julian took me to the private room on the top floor of the cafeteria.

	The waiter's service gave me a moment's disorientation, as if the apocalypse had never come.

	The tea was set on a cabinet to the side.

	I said, "I'll pour," and walked over.

	I dissolved the white powder into Julian's cup, then handed it to him.

	Julian was completely unguarded.

	The dim amber light filled the room with atmosphere, the roses inside giving off wave after wave of fragrance.

	Julian handed me a blue box, then knelt on one knee.

	"Be with me, Sloane."

	I set down the knife and fork in my hands.

	"I can't endure a single second of you being gone. Promise me. Can you?"

	Calculating that the drug's effect should be about due, I walked over in front of Julian, crouched down, and met his eyes at level.

	"The truth is, I'm greedy. You know about me and Asher. I'm really not a good match."

	At this point, I sighed.

	"If you're smart, you shouldn't be with me. I'll deliver you into the hands of the love of your life."

	Just as I said this, my head suddenly felt dizzy.

	What's going on?

	My drug…

	Julian reached out both hands and caught me, fully prepared.

	"The love of my life can only be you."

	Expressionless, he slid the cold diamond ring onto my ring finger.

	When I woke, there were silver chains on both my hands and feet.

	The chains were long, the other ends fastened to the bedposts.

	Asher and Julian watched me in silence, like beasts that had their prey in their sights.

	"What's the meaning of this?" I demanded, looking at Julian. "You switched my drug?"

	Julian came to my side and stroked my hair.

	"Otherwise, how do you think something like that ended up in the trade market?"

	"Let me go. The one you two love isn't me."

	Asher had circled behind me at some point. "See? Baby always likes to take matters into her own hands."

	"What exactly are you two trying to do?"

	Only then did it dawn on me.

	I'd been imprisoned.
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