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	Epilogue


Chapter 68 — The Reality Called Wedding Preparation

Wedding preparation arrived
without romance.



There were no sweeping emotions.

No sense of culmination.

Just lists.

Dates.
Budgets.
Phone numbers.
Reality, in its most practical form.



Junho noticed it the moment
the word venue entered the conversation.
Not as a dream—
but as availability.
“What dates are open?”
“What fits the budget?”
“What’s non-negotiable?”
The questions were immediate.

Relentless.

And necessary.



In his first life,
he had imagined weddings
as emotional milestones.
Moments that marked transformation.

Now, this felt different.

Not smaller.

Heavier.

Because weight came from consequence.



They divided tasks.

Not ceremonially.

Efficiently.

Seoyeon handled communication.
Junho handled comparison.
Spreadsheets replaced imagination.

Choices eliminated themselves
through constraints.



They disagreed.

Often.

About guest count.
About cost.
About priorities.
The disagreements weren’t explosive.

They were tiring.

Because each one required explanation.

And explanation required clarity.



In his first life,
Junho would have deferred.
Chosen peace over precision.

Now, he didn’t.

Because this wasn’t about winning.

It was about living with the result.



One evening,
after another long discussion,
Seoyeon sighed.
“This is... a lot.”

Junho nodded.

“Yeah.”

No reassurance followed.

No attempt to lighten the mood.

They both knew—

this wasn’t temporary stress.

It was the shape of the thing.



Junho realized—

wedding preparation
wasn’t about celebration.
It was about alignment under pressure.

About deciding together
when things were inconvenient.



That night, he wrote:

〈Preparation — Again〉

	Preparation reveals priorities.

	Pressure exposes habits.

	How you decide matters more
than what you choose.


He underlined how.

In his first life,
he had focused on outcomes.
Now, process mattered more.



The next day,
they continued.
Not enthusiastically.

Persistently.

They crossed things off.

Added new ones.

Adjusted expectations.

The work didn’t end.

But it progressed.



Junho lay down later,
feeling a familiar fatigue.
Not dread.

Not doubt.

Responsibility.

The weight of knowing
that these decisions
would follow them.



The reality called wedding preparation
wasn’t glamorous.
But it was honest.

And honesty—
tested daily,
under constraint—
felt like the most reliable foundation
they could be building.

Chapter 69 — The Follow-Up Work of Romance

Romance didn’t end.

It simply changed jobs.



Junho realized this
when nothing felt new anymore.
There were no firsts left.

No discovery.

No surprise.

And yet—

the work continued.



In his first life,
romance had always been about ignition.
The spark.
The acceleration.
He had believed that when the spark faded,
something was wrong.
Now, he understood—

what came after the spark
was not absence.
It was maintenance.



They didn’t talk about feelings as often.

Not because they mattered less—
but because they were no longer the main task.
The task was coordination.

Schedules.
Energy.
Expectations.
Romance had created the connection.

Now, something else
had to sustain it.



Junho noticed it in small acts.

Replacing something without mentioning it.

Adjusting plans without making it a favor.

Noticing fatigue
before it turned into conflict.
None of it felt romantic.

All of it felt necessary.



In his first life,
he would have missed this.
Dismissed it as routine.

Now, he recognized—

this was the work
that made romance survivable.



One evening,
after a long day of preparation,
Seoyeon sat quietly.
Junho noticed before she spoke.

“Do you want to stop here?”

She nodded.

“Yeah.”

They stopped.

No guilt.

No apology.

That moment mattered.

Because it meant—

they were protecting the relationship
from being consumed
by its own demands.



Junho realized—

romance didn’t disappear.

It moved underground.

Into habits.
Into timing.
Into restraint.
It stopped being visible.

And started being structural.



That night, he wrote:

〈After Romance〉

	Romance creates momentum.

	Maintenance creates continuity.

	The follow-up work
is where relationships survive.


He underlined survive.

In his first life,
he had chased intensity.
Now, he valued endurance.



The next day,
they continued.
Not passionately.

Competently.

They made progress.

They stopped when needed.

They resumed without resentment.

The work didn’t sparkle.

But it held.



Junho smiled faintly.

The follow-up work of romance
wasn’t disappointing.
It was reassuring.

Because it meant—

this wasn’t something
that relied on feeling right.
It relied on being tended.

And tended things,
he knew now,
were the ones
that lasted.

Chapter 70 — Being Able to Fight Well

They argued.

Not often.

But when they did,
it mattered how.



The argument didn’t begin loudly.

It began with fatigue.

Too many decisions.
Too many adjustments.
Someone misread a tone.

Someone responded too quickly.

The spark was small.

But it caught.



In his first life,
Junho had feared arguments.
He thought they meant failure.

That something essential
had cracked.
Now, he saw—

arguments weren’t the problem.

How people argued was.



This one stayed contained.

No raised voices.
No accusations.
Just two people
holding different positions
and refusing to let go too easily.
Seoyeon spoke first.

“I don’t agree with that.”

Junho answered.

“I know.
But I think this matters.”
They didn’t soften their words.

They didn’t sharpen them either.



The argument lasted longer than usual.

Because neither retreated.

And neither escalated.

They explained.

Repeated.

Clarified.

Sometimes paused
to breathe.



In his first life,
Junho would have ended it quickly.
Given in.

Called it compromise.

Now, he stayed.

Because staying didn’t mean winning.

It meant taking the disagreement seriously.



At one point,
Seoyeon stopped.
“I’m not angry,” she said.
“I’m just tired.”
Junho nodded.

“So am I.”

That acknowledgment shifted everything.

The argument didn’t end.

But it slowed.



They stopped pushing
and started listening.
Not to respond—
to understand.
The disagreement remained.

But it lost its edge.



Later, when it ended,
nothing dramatic followed.
No apology demanded.

No victory claimed.

Just a shared sense
of having passed through something
without damage.



That night, Junho wrote:

〈Fighting〉

	Fighting well
isn’t about avoiding conflict.

	It’s about containing it.

	Disagreement handled with respect
strengthens structure.


He underlined contained.

In his first life,
conflict had felt like rupture.
Now, it felt like stress-testing.



The next time tension arose,
it didn’t scare him.
Because he knew—

they could fight.

And nothing would collapse.



Junho smiled faintly.

Being able to fight well
didn’t make the relationship louder.
It made it sturdier.

And sturdiness—
tested, imperfect, proven—
felt like something
he could rely on.

Chapter 71 — After the Project Ends

The project ended quietly.

No applause.
No sense of closure.
Just a line crossed
on a checklist.



Junho felt it the next day.

The schedule was suddenly lighter.

The urgency gone.

There was space—
and with it, a strange stillness.



In his first life,
he would have rushed to fill that space.
Another task.
Another goal.
Momentum had always been his anchor.

Now, he paused.

Because he knew—

what followed an ending
often mattered more
than the ending itself.



They met without an agenda.

No documents.
No deadlines.
Just coffee.

They sat across from each other,
unaccustomed to the lack of structure.
Seoyeon smiled faintly.

“It feels strange.”

Junho nodded.

“Yeah.”

Neither tried to define the feeling.



In his first life,
this emptiness would have made him uneasy.
Silence felt like loss.

Now, it felt like information.

A chance to see
what remained
when pressure was gone.



They talked slowly.

About unrelated things.

About things they’d postponed.

The conversation wandered.

No one steered it back.

That wandering mattered.



Junho realized—

projects created roles.

Deadlines created purpose.

When those disappeared,
relationships had to stand on their own.



Walking home later,
Junho thought about it.
This was the test.

Not the argument.
Not the stress.
But the absence of necessity.

Could they still choose to be here
when nothing demanded it?



That night, he wrote:

〈After〉

	Endings create space.

	Space reveals intention.

	What continues
without pressure
is what matters.


He underlined continues.

In his first life,
he had confused momentum
with commitment.
Now, he was learning
the difference.



The next time they met,
it wasn’t for a reason.
They simply did.

And that—
Junho realized—
was the answer.

Not spoken.

But lived.

Chapter 72 — Marriage Is Collaboration

Marriage didn’t feel like a conclusion.

It felt like a system.



Junho realized this
as discussions became more concrete.
Not about feelings—
but about processes.
Who handles what.
How decisions are made.
What happens when plans fail.
None of it sounded romantic.

All of it sounded necessary.



In his first life,
he had imagined marriage
as a promise.
A declaration that settled uncertainty.

Now, he saw—

marriage didn’t remove uncertainty.

It organized it.



They talked about conflict.

Not past ones—
future ones.
“What do we do
when we disagree and can’t wait?”
“How do we pause
without letting things rot?”
They didn’t expect perfect answers.

They wanted methods.



Junho noticed—

this was the same language
they used at work.
Roles.
Escalation.
Fallbacks.
Marriage wasn’t separate from life.

It was built from the same logic.



One evening, Seoyeon said,

“I don’t want to do this alone.”

Junho nodded.

“Me neither.”

The words weren’t emotional.

They were structural.

A shared acknowledgment
that collaboration was required.



In his first life,
he would have taken that as intimacy.
Now, he took it as responsibility.

Not heavy.

Grounded.



They agreed on simple things.

Regular check-ins.
Permission to pause arguments.
Clear ownership of tasks.
None of it was binding.

All of it was intentional.



That night, Junho wrote:

〈Marriage〉

	Marriage is collaboration.

	Collaboration requires design.

	Love without structure
relies on luck.


He underlined design.

In his first life,
he had relied on effort.
Now, he preferred systems.



Junho lay down later,
thinking about it.
This didn’t feel restrictive.

It felt enabling.

Like knowing the rules of a game
made it possible to play
without fear.



Marriage as collaboration
wasn’t about minimizing emotion.
It was about protecting it.

So that when things became hard—
and they would—
the relationship wouldn’t depend
on goodwill alone.
It would have something sturdier
to stand on.

Chapter 73 — Thinking About a Child’s Name

They didn’t talk about having a child.

They talked about a name.



It came up unexpectedly.

Not during a serious conversation.
Not as a plan.
Someone mentioned a name in passing—
a colleague’s newborn.
The name lingered.



“What kind of name do you like?”

Seoyeon asked casually.

Junho thought about it.

Not about the sound.

About the weight.

“I don’t like names
that try too hard.”
She smiled.

“Me neither.”

That was all.



In his first life,
thinking about a child
had felt premature.
Something reserved for later.

Now, this didn’t feel like planning.

It felt like calibration.



They didn’t list names.

They talked about meaning.

Names that could be carried
without explanation.
Names that wouldn’t demand
constant defense.
Names that could grow
with a person.



Junho realized—

this wasn’t about children.

It was about responsibility.

About imagining someone
who would exist
because of their choices.
And asking
what kind of burden
they were willing to pass on.



In his first life,
he would have avoided this.
Because it felt too final.

Now, he didn’t feel rushed.

Because they weren’t deciding.

They were noticing.



Seoyeon said,

“I want something simple.”

Junho nodded.

“Something that doesn’t limit them.”

She looked at him.

“Exactly.”

That agreement settled quietly.



That night, Junho wrote:

〈Name〉

	A name is the first responsibility.

	It stays
long after intentions fade.

	Thinking about names
is thinking about limits.


He underlined limits.

In his first life,
he had feared limits.
Now, he saw—

limits protected people
from their parents’ ambition.



Junho lay down later,
thinking about it.
This didn’t feel like a step forward.

It felt like a deepening.

They weren’t moving faster.

They were looking further.



Thinking about a child’s name
wasn’t about certainty.
It was about care.

Care measured not by desire—
but by restraint.
And that—
Junho realized—
was the kind of care
he trusted.

Chapter 74 — A Reason That Is Not Repetition

At first glance,
it looked like repetition.
The same steps.
The same sequence.
Work.
Commitment.
Marriage.
The idea of a child.
From the outside,
nothing seemed new.



That was what made Junho pause.

Because he knew—

this wasn’t the same.



In his first life,
he had followed a script.
Not intentionally.

But obediently.

This is what comes next.
This is what people do.
He hadn’t questioned the order.

He had trusted momentum.

Now, he was moving through
a similar structure—
but for a different reason.



The reason wasn’t fear of being left behind.

It wasn’t pressure.

It wasn’t habit.

It was understanding.



Junho























	Similar actions
don’t guarantee similar meaning.

	What matters
is why you are here this time.

	Repetition becomes intention
when you know the reason.


































































	Calling a name again
is not repetition.

	It is choosing recognition
after understanding.

	Names anchor people
in the present.


































































	The final question
is not what should I do.

	It is can I stay like this.

	Answers arrive
as absence of resistance.




















































































































	Small promises are sustainable.

	They don’t try to secure the future.

	They protect the present.































































	A day without plans
reveals baseline compatibility.

	Comfort without purpose
is a form of trust.

	Not needing direction
can be a sign of alignment.































































	Change doesn’t always announce itself.

	Sometimes it’s noticed
before it’s understood.

	Stability can alter expression.






























































	Home is where things conclude.

	Returning is not retreat.

	A shared endpoint
reduces unnecessary endurance.































































	Happiness doesn’t need to stand out.

	Familiarity doesn’t erase value.

	When happiness integrates into life,
it becomes sustainable.
































































	Proposals don’t always seek answers.

	Some simply extend space.

	Planning together
is a form of acceptance.






























































	Marriage doesn’t create daily life.

	It joins an existing one.

	Continuity is not anticlimactic.

	It is the goal.





































































	Variables don’t disappear after decisions.

	They change position.

	Managing variables requires clarity,
not avoidance.

























































	Direction isn’t pace.

	It’s orientation.

	Facing the same way
allows for different steps.





















































	Repetition strengthens reliability.

	Small promises don’t create drama.

	They create expectation
that doesn’t need monitoring.




















































	Certainty doesn’t need intensity.

	When life feels inhabitable,
doubt loses urgency.

	Ordinary days
can be a conclusion.




























































	Busyness doesn’t negate stability.

	Pace doesn’t determine direction.

	Being busy
while remaining centered
is possible.
























































	Endings aren’t always events.

	Sometimes they are states.

	When life continues
without needing confirmation,
something has settled.
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