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Autumn in Bukchon
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Autumn swept over Bukchon with a cold that clung to your bones and whispered through your coat like fingers made of ice. The ginkgo leaves had turned brittle yellow and were falling slow, soft, like they knew something the people didn’t. They blanketed the cobbled alleys like a sad, golden shroud from another time.

Jinwoo walked alone. Hands buried in his coat pockets, eyes flicking left and right like he was looking for something. Or someone.

It had been a week since he came back from America.

He hadn’t returned out of longing or some romantic nostalgia for his childhood streets. No. He came back because of the dream. The same dream, every night.

A woman dressed in white, standing beneath a ginkgo tree, its leaves blood-red. She called his name, soft as fog. He never spoke. Just looked at her. She smiled. But behind that smile, there was something—something old, older than death, watching him through her eyes.

That evening, just as the sun kissed the edges of the hanok roofs and bled gold into the sky, Jinwoo wandered down a narrow alley that tourists rarely touched. It wasn’t on any map. At the end of the lane was a courtyard, silent and tucked away like a secret someone had forgotten. In its center stood a towering, ancient ginkgo tree, silent as stone.

And beneath it... a woman.

She sat like she’d been waiting a very long time—jet-black hair cascading down her shoulders, skin pale as wax, and eyes that were... too alive.

"Jinwoo," she said, her voice the kind that brushed your shoulder when no one’s there.

He didn’t ask how she knew his name. He just sat beside her. And when he did, it was like the world held its breath. The leaves stopped moving. Even time seemed to pause.

She said her name was Seyeon. She lived nearby, in a wooden house tucked behind a wall of stone, hidden like a wound that never healed. The house looked stolen from another era—everything in it frozen in the Joseon dynasty, untouched, unnaturally clean, too quiet.

On the wooden shelf above the floor sat an old mirror, covered with a cloth.

“There’s a reason mirrors shouldn’t reflect what doesn’t belong to them,” Seyeon murmured as she poured him tea.

From that day on, Jinwoo kept returning. He didn’t know why. She pulled him in like a tide. Like gravity. Like something darker.

Seyeon never ate. Never touched anything but the bitter green tea. And she always spoke in a language too formal for the century they were living in, like a stage actor who didn’t know the curtain had fallen.

One night, the dreams changed. Jinwoo found himself standing in a forest, surrounded by white shadows. They began to take shape. Foxes. Nine of them. Their eyes glowed red as they circled him, silent and close.

Then Seyeon stepped out from between them. Her face pale. Eyes glowing gold now. In her hand... a human heart, still beating, still warm.

He woke up gasping. Drenched in sweat. Cold.

And outside the window, something white and quick and not quite human crossed the courtyard.

That morning, Jinwoo did what any man would do when the nightmares start to bleed. He went to the library.

In a dust-covered book of Korean folk beliefs, he found it. A footnote in a forgotten chapter—Gumiho. A nine-tailed fox spirit. She could become a woman, lure men in, and eat their hearts to become fully human. A myth, they said.

Nobody really believed it.

Not until every word he read lined up with everything she was.

He went back to that wooden house, determined to ask, demand answers.

But the house was too quiet this time. No tea. No voice. No warmth.

Only the mirror. Uncovered now.

It showed the room behind him—but not him. He wasn’t there.

Except... something else was. In the mirror’s corner, a shape. Watching.

Then Seyeon stepped out of the kitchen. Calm as always. But her eyes—they glowed faint gold now. No smile. No words. She walked up to him, each step echoing like footsteps in a grave.

“Your heart,” she whispered, “it’s strong. But it doesn’t contains love or honesty.”

He tried to back away, but his feet were heavy. Not fear—paralysis. The floor held him like hands. The air grew colder. He could see his breath.

Seyeon stopped, inches from his face.

“I only need one man. One who truly loves me. That’s the price for freedom from this... form.”

“Why me?” His voice cracked, brittle. His body shook.

“Because you came from the dream,” she said, and her voice cracked too. “The place I’ve been trapped for two hundred years.”

She placed her hand on his chest. It was warm. Then it burned. Then it cut. Jinwoo screamed—but no sound came.

He watched her face shift—her teeth sharpen, eyes glowing like dying suns. White tails unfurled behind her. One. Two. Nine. They curled and swayed like snakes ready to feast.

As his world faded, Jinwoo noticed something. Seyeon was crying. But it wasn’t tears. It was blood. Thick. Red. Running down her cheeks, hitting the floor, and sinking into his chest.

And just before darkness swallowed him whole, he heard her whisper:

“I’m sorry, Jinwoo. I truly hoped you were the one...”

The next day, the courtyard under the ginkgo tree was silent again.

But someone, from far away, claimed they saw it.

A single white fox, sitting beneath the ancient tree. Still. Calm. Looking up at the burning orange sky.

And then... gone.

Like mist ashamed to face the light.
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The Ghost of Arang
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The rain had started at dusk. Not a gentle drizzle, but a cold, slapping torrent that turned the dirt roads of the little village in Ulsan into a mess of sludge and wet leaves. Thunder cracked now and then, sharp and mean, like the sky itself was angry. The wind whispered secrets that no one wanted to hear.

And through that storm rode a man on horseback—drenched, solemn, his ceremonial robes of the Joseon court heavy with rain. Yi Seon, newly appointed magistrate, young and idealistic, was on his way to take charge of a district no one else wanted. A backwoods town steeped in red soil, silence, and stories that refused to stay buried.

The moment he arrived at the government hall, an old servant greeted him with a single nervous bow, eyes darting toward a shuttered room near the back. Its door was sealed with talismans—long strips of yellowed paper and twisted ropes, aged and brittle.

Yi Seon didn’t ask. He was exhausted. He wanted food, warmth, and sleep.

But that night, he didn’t sleep.

Because someone was crying outside his window.

A woman.

The voice was soft, so soft it felt like it was inside him rather than outside. A mournful sob that plucked at the threads of his soul. He rose and moved to the window.

No one.

But still, tears ran down his cheeks. He didn’t know why. His chest felt like it had swallowed a boulder. The sadness wasn’t his, but it was in him now.

The next morning, he asked the old servant about it.

The man paled. Backed away. Refused to speak. But one name escaped his lips before he fled the room:

Arang.

It began with whispers. That’s how most hauntings do. Whispers like wind you can’t trace, rumors clinging to corners. The name Arang kept surfacing among the townsfolk. Some said it with pity. Others with anger. Most refused to say it at all.

Eventually, Yi Seon went to the only person willing to talk—a Buddhist monk, half-blind and old as the hills, who lived in a crumbling temple at the edge of the village.

That’s where he learned the truth.

Arang had once been the magistrate’s daughter. A noble girl—bright, kind, and adored by all. But one night, she vanished.

Days later, they found her body.

At the base of a cliff.

Her hanbok torn. Skin ripped open, as if animals had gotten to her. Her face—unrecognizable. Some said she had refused the advances of a powerful nobleman. And in return, she’d been disappeared. But no one dared speak the man’s name, let alone seek justice.

Since that night, every magistrate assigned to the village met a strange and violent end. One hanged himself. One died in bed, eyes wide open and full of terror. Another simply vanished, as though the earth had swallowed him whole.

But before they died, they all said the same thing:

A girl in white came to them in the night.

She cried.

And she asked, with a voice like shattered glass—

“Who killed me?”

Yi Seon wasn’t afraid. Maybe it was his youth. Maybe it was his arrogance. Or maybe it was the part of him that still believed in truth and justice.

That night, he waited.

He sat alone in his quarters. A candle flickered beside him. The doors were bolted. The mirror covered. The village asleep.

At the stroke of the third hour, the air shifted.

He felt it first—cold wind brushing his skin, though the windows were locked.

Then the sound of footsteps. Slow. Bare. Soft like silk on stone.

From the shadows, she emerged.

A girl.

Her hair draped over her face. Her white hanbok was frayed and faded, stained with time. Her feet did not touch the ground. She hovered, drifting toward him like smoke.

She stopped just short of him.

“Who... killed me?”

Her voice didn’t fill the room. It filled him. It rang in his skull, bounced inside his bones, made his teeth ache. But he didn’t flinch. He didn’t scream.

He looked her in the face—or where her face should’ve been—and said calmly:

“I don’t know. But if you give me time... I’ll find out.”

She was silent. The wind died. The candle sputtered.

Then, in the darkness, she whispered:

“I will wait.”

The next day, Yi Seon began his
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